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THREE MINUTES AFTER

When Aiden Camus was twelve, his watch stopped.

He sat fossilized on a field of broken glass, eyes fixed
on the sky. His ears were filled with screams, coming
from the wounded, the dazed onlookers at the edge of the
devastation, and from the fallen boy beside him.

He was older than Aiden by several years, with mot-
tled chin stubble and crewcut hair. His eyes were shut as
he wailed through a strained throat. He reached for
Aiden, still locked out of time as the events of the past
minute began to sink in.

Blood dripped from deep slices across Aiden’s palms
as he held up his weight. Pain started to jostle his atten-
tion. His eyes fell back to the destruction surrounding
him. At the overturned cars. At the shattered windows.

At the buckled pavement. Memories that would
never fade.

On its surface, his watch looked undamaged. It had-
n’t broken when he fell, neither had the battery died. It

i had a miniature electric motor powered by the motion of
his arm, intended to keep perfect time forever.

Both children lay crumpled in the middle of the
street, flanked by splintered wood and twisted steel.
Aiden took a moment to look at the boy beside him, then
to the flattened city block. A fountain sprayed from a bro-
ken hydrant at the intersection corner a few yards away,
trickling water over Aiden’s matted brown hair.

Aiden noticed survivors at the periphery desperately
attempting to rally support. The vehicles on the fringe
had stalled, blocking traffic into the scene. 'I'raffic lights
were dark. Cellular phones refused to turn on. Scores of
people were still fleeing from what they saw, or rather
what they refused to believe they saw.

Aiden remained still, even when the surrounding
yells blended into sirens or when the aircraft began
swarming above. He felt emergency workers attempting
to rouse him from his daze. He repeated the last few mo-
ments over in his mind, trying to find some rationale for
what had happened and why. It wasn’t that it shouldn’t
have happened, rather that it couldn’t have.

His watch’s balance wheel which charged the battery
had seized. The ratchet and rotor locked the hands three
seconds into the third minute past ten o'clock.

It was a Sunday.

Aiden's life until then had been filled with conces-
sions-——moments of happiness he accepted only because
his dreams could never be fulfilled. He preferred aspira-
tions over practical goals. Aiden, like all children, desired
the impossible, until reality forced its way in.
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The recovery would be orderly. The damage
would soon be repaired. The dead would be mourned.
The events of the last few minutes would be reported
and then forgotten. Everything would fall back into
place.

Except Aiden and his stopped watch.

Aiden could tell it was a book, and it wasn’t his birth-
day. He knew to be careful in unthreading the burlap
knot and tearing the hemp paper away. He rolled his
fingers across the swells and dimples of the embossed
cover, then rattled his nails across the uneven pages,
thick with coarse edges. Aiden was impressed. The
book looked like it had been recently unearthed from
an ancient tomb, brushed of errant dust, and dropped
into a shopping bag. The pearl-shaded dragon on the
cover had scales which enmeshed so perfectly, its skin
was uniform matted silver. Only the spine showed the
title.

The Codex Dracontis.

“Where do you find these?” Aiden asked his
mother.

Aiden had passed that age when parents read to
their kids. He missed that. From her, every word was
impeccably pronounced, never a slur or stumbled
phrase. Through his mother's lips, those stories had
carried the weight of gospel.

“Is it good?” his mother asked.

Aiden kept his eyes on the book. “Best one yet.”

The window was open. She sat beside him with
him under the sheets of his bed. Her blond hair fell
over his trimmed head. Between them and Aiden’s
brother’s empty bed sat his own collection of books,
modern stories and science fiction. Aiden liked the
ones with frayed edges, bent spines, and old words.

“This old, it must be magic,” she teased.
“Looked like no one had touched it in a century.”

“How much did this cost?” He turned to her.

“Twelve year olds are never supposed to ask how
much something is.”

“Mom?” he pushed.

She patted his lap. “Come on, read me one.”

Aiden swung the wooden cover open; it groaned
like a satisfied lion. The first cockled leaf repeated the
book's title, flamboyantly, like it was hand written on
the page. Aiden rolled it over carefully. He flipped
several more until reaching the first illustration. The
dragon was expertly sketched in graphite and accented
with thick strokes of India ink. The image's title was
fitting for such a beast, The Death Dragon, Zmey
_ Gorynych. They held the book between them.

; “Zmey was a sickly creature,” Aiden started.
“Muscles stretched tightly around his bones. He ap-
. peared too feeble to flap his picted wings, let alone fly.
1s dragon nceded magic to take to the air. He
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would find him. He required the long deceased to feed
upon.”

“Well that’s...appropprioate,” his mother mut-
tered. Aiden had weathered far worse stories.

“It’s a story, Mom,” Aiden replied.

“Sorry, go on.”

Aiden scanned his finger to find his spot.
belched soor—"

“You read that part.”

Aiden smirked. “It was worth mentioning twice.”
He returned to the story. “But he was no match for
Willum Raenis. Willum was a farmer's child, the sec-
ond son. Neither favored nor a fond sibling, he dreamt
himself as a paladin, a knight of legend. Burt the only
thing bigger than his dream was his appetite. He could
neither run fast nor lift grear weights. In school, broth-
ers above and below excelled where Willum faltered.
He desperately wanted to be special. Without stature
or charisma, there was no way for Willum to win the
heart of one to suit his wishes. ‘T'he bigger the dreamer,
the loftier the target. He looked no higher than the
nice—"

“Niece—" his mother interjected.

“Niece of the elven lord, Elisa Stormbringer, a
petite flower of golden petals. She was...” Aiden fell
silent as his finger continued to run down the page.

“What are you doing?” his mother asked.

“Skipping.”

He flipped a page. And then another. His finger
skimmed through the paragraphs until the wasteful ro-
mance had finished.

He resumed, “Zmey's shadow was peppered with
breaks of sunlight—"

“Wait, wait. Why did you—" his mother started.

“Girl stuff,” Aiden answered.

“I think I'd disagree with that—"

“Can I continue?” Aiden interjected with a smirk.
His mother shrugged and pointed back to the book.

“Where...right... Zmey's shadow was peppered
with breaks of sunlight, piercing through the cracks and
holes in his leathery wings. He swooped down and
sliced open Willum's brothers as they tended the crops.
Willum knew the legend of the dragon of death as well
as its appetite. It had already turned its sights to the
nearby castle. Deceased elves were the most sweet.
Willum oftered no deal to the kingdom.”

“You know the rest of the story would probably
make more sense if you knew what the elf princess was
like—" his mother said.

“Nope,” Aiden interrupted. Cut to the dragon.
He flipped a page. “Willum's father, a once proud ser-
vant of realm, owned a blade of refined steel and nobil-
ity.  Willum took his father's blade and wielding no
skill, cut down his farm’s livestock. A hundred sheep,
the mear rotted until the aroma was irresistible to the
mighty creature—"

“It takes daysd for food to spoil,” said his mother.

“Wouldn't the dragon have killed them all?”
Aiden gave her a frustrated look. She chuckled, shook
her head, and beckoned him back to the book.
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“T'he beast turned from its pillaging to enjoy the
impressive feast placed before it by an obvious ad-
mirer,” Aiden continued. “Little did Zmey know that
in the stomach of every corpse, Willum had sewn in
fresh food. Berries red and blue, carrots and plums and
turnips, even a bushel of green bananas. This meal
didn't sit well. Zmey tried desperately to spit up its
meal, but the food sat. Ir gripped the beast in unbear-
able pain. Willum didn'’t even need o slice off its head
with the blade, for when the creature breathed its last,
all he had to do was pull on the withered carcass to tear
the skull from the body. He then carried his trophy to
the castle.”

Aiden closed the book. He looked to his mother.

“That’s one,” he said, then rolled more pages by.

“Dozens more.”

“Yes, but enough for now,” said his mother. She
closed the book the book and plced it among his collec-
tion.

“I missed it when you read to me..
too old.”

“Doing quite fine on your own,” she replied.

“But they sounded real coming from you.”

“Well, stories don't need a voice to be any more
real.” She patted his lap. “In fact, they don't even
need a reader.”

She eased him down from the backboard. He
slumped into the bed and rolled on his side. She kissed
his cheek. His eyes were closed, but he wasn’t close to
being tired. His mother exited quietly.

As she slinked to her bedroom, she noticed the
stern look Martin was giving her from the end of the
hall. Four years older than his brother, with pruned hair
and optimistic goatee, he already resembled their late
father. He inherited the same stare mixing bewilder-
ment with annoyance. She paused to offer a forehead
kiss and made for her room. He didn’t respond and
waited for the door to close before returning to the com-
puter and his blog that no one read.

Aiden opened his eyes moments later and stared
through the open drapes to the night sky where a thin
film of orange pollution garnished the skyline. The
view, falf way up a strata juggernaut of a thousand ap-
partments, the city appeared to spread to the vanishing
point. Aiden couldn’t see the outer wall. Bright city
lights and a narcissistic waning moon blotted out the
stars, except for one brilliant white spark hanging off
the edge of a lunar sea.

Aiden stretched out his arm to the shelf and dug
his nails into the headband of the codex. He held it
precariously by the edge of its spine and carried it back
to the bed. The glow bleeding from the window pre-
cluded the need of a nightlight. Aiden flipped to the
first story, past the sketch of Zmey, past the introduc-
tions, to the part about the elf.

Elisa and Willum married. The magic of an elvish
bond gave him centuries of youth. And she bore him
sons for a new kingdom they would create.

Aiden turned another page, before the start of the
next story, to a pencil sketch of the fictional couple.

o

bEl

.but I know I'm

Willum on his knee, the tall elf princess smiling upon
him. Aiden angled the book under the window light to
illuminate the girl. Unlike the rough interpretation of
the dragon, lacking features from a deficient imagina-
tion, the elf showed detail like she had posed for the
artist, so he could glean each perfection. Flawless skin,
a pointed nose, almond eyes, and a delicate figure. The
sharp ears were subtle, barely nudging through straight
uncolored hair. Aiden wanted to turn on the light but
knew it would alert his mother, or worse, Martin. Aiden
just remained there a moment, hoping for that impossi-
ble chance when her eyes might meet his.

A close second to Aiden’s obsession with books was his
affection for video games. Most of them were Mar-
tin’s—guns, robots, and tanks vaporizing whatever mon-
sters moved before the reticule. Aiden favored sword-
wielding and spellcraft, but those games were difficult
to find. His mother located a free one from an obscure
website.

“Hey! Homework!”
proached behind Aiden.

“Done,” Aiden replied, attention fused to the
screen. His warrior dodged and flipped in burdened
armor, cleaving with a blade that never wore down.
The hero's meal was some generic ration devoured in a
single swallow and supplying energy for another twelve
hours of continuous movement. Wounds sustained van-
ished with a moon’s pass.

“Where?”

“In the kitchen,” he replied with a nudge.

“I have to get on their by the way.” Martin poked
him.

“Mom said I had until 5:00.”

Martin stepped closer, offering a distracting
shadow on the screen. “One day, you’ll feel like an

idiot for wasting your time. How many hours you into
ie?”

Martin barked as he ap-

“Liast save was sixty five.”

Martin coughed a laugh. “Why don't you go out?”
Aiden's retort was worth him breaking his focus from
the monitor, “There's nothing interesting out there.”
Aiden returned to his game. “Just people and ma-
chines.”

“You're going to have to do something with your ~ %
life eventually, you know.” ;

“T'wo words: honor, roll. How are your grades?” <=

Aiden's hero's clothes were always comfortable,
the romance always willing. The woman the champ1 n
had won was a meagerly decent falsehood with lon
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apart. Money was easily acquired from the
wandering beasts.



Before leaving, Martin reached a foot across to the ma-
chine's power supply and turned it off.

“Marty!” Aiden screamed. Martin laughed as he
was chased from the room. Aiden had only lost a few
hours progress. The hero and his world, secured within
the last save file, waited patiently for his player's return.
The sprite never complained to its god about the lack of
refrigerators, central heating, or proper medicine.

Aiden's eyes followed the passing lights of the tun-
nel in the Underground Transit Rail. While the train
wasn't moving, a flush flat panel television on the out-
side of the train played through various ten-second
commercials, most involving the necessity to improve
one’s appearance with cosmetics or the latest synthetic
drug made to placate the anxieties of modern life.

The transit system was meticulously controlled,
with stringent fines against litter and vandalism to keep
it and the city above clean. Walls were unspoiled by
graffiti, the floor was practically hygienic, and the air
was conditioned.

Aiden's mother sat beside him, holding his books
under her arm. Aiden saw a portable electronic game in
the hands of a boy half his age sitting on an opposite
seat. The boy’s father ignored him as he held onto the
nylon loop attached to the railing.

Aiden leaned forward to see the inside of the train
bending through the tunnels at speeds he couldn’t com-
prehend. He imagined the transit rail was a giant ser-
pent, gnawing its way through the rock. Aiden em-
braced the creature's course mane, or perhaps boney
frill, and commanded the monster to burst from the
shell of the Earth. It lifted the child on its head, taller
than the tallest tower in the city. Maybe it dangled lit-
tle legs behind so it could shuffle about the ground.
Maybe Aiden hung a cow from a rope in front to coax a

L EROM direction. He would trick the beast to dig too deep or
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breach a barricade to the canal and drown. Then Aiden
could follow the tunnel to the monster's lair and rescue
his own princess.

Mother and son scaled the crowded stairs and exited
the UTR station into downtown. Pine trees genetically
altered to survive in the shadow-plagued skyscraper
forest flanked the sidewalk. The cars whizzing by them
hummed like single-note violins. The sun was bifur-
cated by the dagger-tip of a corporate monolith looming
~ several blocks down. The ivory tower, covered in a
~ checkerboard of white tinted windows and photovoltaic
panels, paved a shadow ahead of them.
Aiden asked for bubble-gum at a passing vendor.
. His mother relented but told him to choose quickly.
Between cherry, apple, watermelon, long-lasting, sugar-
s¢, and extra-chewy, there were a hundred varieties.
ually, his mother stepped in and snagged a cinna-

b

mon and paid with a bank card. He didn’t want cinna-
mon but didn’t object.

They walked leisurely down the walkway. Occa-
sionally, the cloudless sky would be invaded by a pass-
ing aircraft—helicopters mostly—hopping between the
peaks. Aiden's mother held him by the hand, guiding
him through the street as diversion would deflect him
easily.

An eclderly man with clean skin and weathered
eyes stood at the summit of the ashen citadel, breath
slow and calm. He was topped with unkempt white
hair which blew madly around his face. The people
below looked only as a mélange of reds, oranges, and
blues.

The noises below resonated up the spine of the
building. The elderly stranger smiled as he leaned for-
ward. Workers, prioritizing their own safety, crawled
upon the ridge, screaming for sanity in the man. The
stranger spread his arms wide and drifted over the edge.
Swollen white garbage bags flopped firmly in his grip.
They were stuffed but nearly weightless in the wind.

T'he workers failed to catch him.

From the altitude, his descent resembled a crawl.
The wind didn’t slam him into the tower or drift him
away from its shadow. He fell straight, the rushing tor-
rent rupturing the bags in his hands. Thousands of
wisps of paper fluttered away like feathers from a dying
bird.

At ground level, iron-gilded stone supports lent
themselves to some dictator's dystopia. T'wo storey
glass shutters opened quickly and effortlessly for cus-
tomers. The crowds shuffling about the entrance didn’t
notice the body until the stranger disintegrated through
an empty bus. Screams followed, and people gathered
quickly.

Aiden's mother noticed the swarming onlookers
before her son did. She could see the crushed vehicle
and stopped a block away. Aiden was an inch too short
to catch the commotion. His mother guided him down
another street. “Honey, let’s...let’s walk around that.”

“What’s going on?” he asked.

“Let’s just avoid it.”

Always looking up, Aiden spotted the falling
shreds of paper.

“Mom, look!” he shouted, waving his hands to
swat the tatters around. One wrapped around his fin-
ger. “Like snow...” He noticed hand writing. “It’s
raining words.”

“What’s it say?” He showed it to her. She read it,
and then grimaced. She pulled him down the side
street. “Let’s go, we'll be late.”

Aiden stroked the paper in his hand as he read it
again.

Our dreams are a prison.

Aiden's school was separated from neighboring sky-
scrapers by an alienation of white walls, heavy iron gates
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with brass balls atop the posts, and a stretch of geneti-
cally engineered, perfectly permanent emerald grass.
Aiden’s mother dropped to his level and fixed his clip-
on tie under his brown sweater. “I know it's a Friday
but no walking home this time,” she said. “Wait for
Marty.”

“Gotcha.”

“You didn’t lose the essay did you?”

“No. There’s not going to be a test on it, you
think?”

“Test? What do you think this is, school?” She
smiled; he smiled. “Here.” She reached into her
pocket. “I got something for you.” She pulled out a
necklace, a delicate silver chain. Hanging from the
chain was a coin bearing an embossed image of an eld-
erly man wielding a staff in one hand and an infant in
the other. The letters that ringed the coin were in an
old tongue that few people in the city could read. She
dropped it around his neck. “It’s a charm—a saint—he
protects children. Especially brave ones.”

Aiden lifted it to his eye and could tell it was old.
“Is it magic?”

She tucked it in his shirt. “It’s a flashlight to re-
mind God where you’re standing.”

“He can see us all the time?”

“Every second, every step.
and where you're going.”

“How can he know that?”

“He knows everything.”

“But he can't control everything.”

“No...You're right.” She pointed at Aiden's chest.

“He can't control you.”

“Then how can he know where I'm going?”

She thought about it. “Because he knows you so
well, he knows where you'll go, what you'll do and what
you'll see. We all have a place.”

Aiden looked at the pendant again and whispered,
“But what if [ want to do something else?”

“All right, enough of that.” She eased him past
the gate. “Off with you and for everything you learn,
teach something.”

Where you've been

“Mr. Camus,” interrupted the teacher.

Aiden snapped his attention back from the win-
dow, the scrap piece of paper still rolling around his
fingers. His thoughts had been on the bedtime story,
about the parts he skipped. What was she like? Did
she read books or play sports? Would she finish Will-
lum's sentences and laugh at his jokes?

“Yes...sorry, Mr. Leach,” Aiden answered.

It was a class for advanced students, and Aiden
was the youngest by a year. Unlike Willum Raenis,
Aiden Camus was exceptional. “You know, you might
actually find this subject interesting.”

“I was following,” Aiden lied.

“Eyes on me then, please.” Leach shifted across
the front of the small class waving a thousand page opus
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in his hand. The blank digital tablet hanging behind
him had the color of a chalk blackboard. “What defines
a civilization?” He let the moment linger, the students
wondering if it was rhetorical. “It could be said that the
author believes it's based entirely on its builders and
thinkers, and not the kings and presidents at the top or
the consumers and peasants at the bottom. You take
them away, civilization collapses. A society is worthless
if it doesn't develop...both socially and technologically.
So what causes a civilization to stop growing?”

As in every class, the students looked to each other
and waited for one of them to break the silence. “War,”
Lara popped up.

“War. I don’t think so,” Leach corrected.

“Actually war, and the prospect of it, encourages
change. War gave us nuclear power. The potential of
war gave us computers, rockets, the internet.”

“Segregation,” spoke up another student, the old-
est and largest, William. Leach nudged for clarification.

“The separation of upper and lower class,” Wil-
liam continued. “Peasants farm, soldiers fight, nobles
rule...and sometimes think.” That brought chuckles
from a few of the others.

Leach nodded. “That can cause a civilization to
slow down.”

A fourteen year old girl across from Aiden asked
and offered “Religion?” Leach waited for her to con-
tinue. “Burned libraries,” she continued, “executed or
imprisoned anyone that questioned the church.”

“Absolutely. We've had famous libraries burned,
technological breakthroughs suppressed as being too
dangerous... all from religion. They may claim to en-
courage scientific progress but they've always been its
rival.” L.each made his way back across to Aiden's side.
“A great author once said that if these out-of-place
breakthroughs and progressive ideas hadn't been sup-
pressed by their societies, we'd be living in an era 3,000
years advanced from where we are now. Civilization
has to expand. It can't help it. We teach our children,
and they learn and better our achievements. Something
like religion can slow progress but can't stop it. For one,
the world is big. You halt the progress of a civilization
on this part of the planet; it won't stop another civiliza-
tion on the other side.

“Take pasta. It wasn't Marco Polo that cultivated
it across the world. Pasta just appeared naturally around
the same time across the globe. It's necessity that
forces us to build and expand.” Leach brought up the
novel again. “This is why the book has that flaw. If yot L7
take away the builders, new builders will emerge from
the rabble. You remove a ruler, someone else will step
forward.” Aiden was listening now, but his thought
were to the books he had been reading, of ancient my- \\ |\
thologies and empires that marked their progress b
millennia. “You can impose religion,” Leach contip-
ued, “
progress. Eventually, people will start bulldlng

“Magic?” Aiden offered. The class turnc 0
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“Magic?!” William mocked.

“What do you mean?” Leach asked calmly.
Aiden cleared his throat, keeping his eyes on the
teacher rather than the class. “If you can create any-
thing you want out of thin air, you wouldn't need to
build it.”

“That’s stupid--" William barked

“No,” Leach interrupted, “that’s actually a good
point. In a fantasy world, thousands of years pass with-
out even the hint of technology, beyond carts and
swords. But that can never happen.”

“Why?” Aiden asked.

William butted in, “Because magic isn’t real!”

Leach flicked William's ear as he answered.
“Because like I said, necessity forces us to build. That's
why it's a fantasy.” Leach worked his way towards his
youngest savant. “I read one of those when I was your
age. George-something. There was magic but it was
uncommon. Kingdoms lasted centuries without ever
changing. You can include a caste system, religion,
ironclad traditions, some ancient law against the use of
machines, but eventually, technology will develop.
Fantasy novels don't need to explain why. It's fantasy.
It doesn't have to make sense. It can't. The moment
you apply logic to a fantasy novel, it falls apart. Their
worlds are too small, timelines are too long. Monsters
are too many and there's usually a frighteningly insuffi-
cient lower class. And if that world has magic, there’d
be chaos. If any child could be raised to weild a wand,
you'd have anarchy. But even considering that, those
without magic would still build. In our history, there
were empires which lasted beyond a thousand years,
but even those had moments of social and technological
innovation.” Leach was imposing but lowered his voice
to not impose. “You simply cannot suppress the desire
& for humans to grow. I'll also say that I would loathe any
i civilization that existed for thousands and thousands of
vears and not be able to figure how to make a machine
that washes my dishes.” The class laughed, and Leach
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. T8 returned to head of the room. Aiden could still see a
§g,$;€:.. few eyes on him from the older students. From Lara,
< smiling at him. From William, annoyed at the time

wasted.

As the class ended, Aiden filed out last, avoiding
William’s hex-vision stare. As he passed the teacher’s
desk, Mr. Leach called out, “Aiden?”

“Yes, Mr. Leach?” Aiden answered, noticing the
teacher beckoning him back. After the last student de-
parted, Aiden stepped back to the desk. “Was I out of
line?”

“Nothing of the sort,” Leach answered. “But per-
haps it’s best you keep such talk about magic privater”

Aiden furrowed his brow. “Why?” he asked.

Leach prepared a detailed answer, but then
paused and answered simply with, “It’s just best.”

Aiden still didn’t comprehend the issue. Leach leaned
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Nationality, technology, theology, they can’t allow
something rejecting those tenets.”

“I don’t understand,” Aiden replied.

“Do you believe in Santa Claus?” Leach said sud-
denly.

Aiden shot glances about the room as he answered.
“Of course not.”

“Why?”

“Because he’s not real.”

“And what if he knocked on your door and said
‘Hello’?”

Aiden’s answer came quickly. “I’d ask for a bike.”

Leach chuckled, covering his mouth to prevent a
louder reaction. “And that’s the difference between
you and the rest of the world,” he answered. “They
would point and say, ‘you’re not real’. They can’t allow
something to break from what they know. They need
order; they need a reflection of their beliefs.” ILeach
pointed to the fantasy novel nestled under Aiden’s arm.
It was an old edition, and one of the last printed. Aiden
glanced down at it. “And not to be reminded of what
can’t exist.”

“That’s odd,” Aiden answered, still honestly con-
fused. He knew there was something not being said.

“I still don’t understand the big deal.”

Leach smiled and patted the desk in front of
Aiden. “You’ll have to ask your mother that one day,”
he said.

William expressed his dissatisfaction with Aiden after
school, only feet away from the exit. “Don't waste the
class's time, Aiden!” he snapped. “Take that crap out-
side the wall!” He loomed inches over Aiden's face,
ensuring a moderate amount of spittle landed in the
boy's eye.

Aiden wiped his face and leaned back. “Okay,” he
answered calmly.

“You don't belong in that class. You're too young
anyway. And why you reading this?” He snatched the
novel under Aiden's arm and gave it a glance.

“Pratchett!” he snapped. Aiden jumped up to the
taller student, flimsily pawing at the distant book over
his reach. “Magic isn’t reall None of it is!”

“Give it back,” Aiden shouted, slapping around
William's limbs. William pushed Aiden to the pave-
ment with his free hand. The Pratchett novel fell to
the fallen boy's lap as a pair of larger arms wrapped
around William's collar and lifted him off his feet. Mar-
tin had three inches, twenty pounds, and two years on
the bully.

“Bill!” Martin barked. “You're smart. Smarter
than me even. So, I'm going to start hitting you until
you talk me out it. Good?!”

William wrestled free and made his escape. He
grabbed his bag and ran for the gates. Aiden retrieved
his book and accepted Martin's offer of a hand.

“Okay?” Martin asked.
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“T'hanks,” Aiden muttered.

“What d'you say to piss him off?”

“I didn't say anything!” Aiden snapped

“Let's just go.” Martin pushed Aiden ahead of
him. Aiden check his book for damage. A corner had
frayed and a new rip had appeared on casewrap.

“So that’s why?” Martin said.

“What?” Aiden replied.

“Aiden, I don’t care for those books Mom gets
you, and a lot of people would agree. And if I wasn’t
your brother, I may act the same, so keep that stuff
guarded. Don’t tell anyone you read them, and don’t
show it off like you do.”

“Why?” Aiden replied. “What’s the big deal?
T'eacher said the same thing. How are my books any
different than your’s.”

Martin stopped and spun around to face his
brother. Aiden instinctly dropped the book to his side
in case Martin tried to reach for it. “Because mine deal
with what could happen,” Martin snapped, “about what
people can do given enough time. They’re about sci-
ence, progress. Fantasies are not about that; they’re
about what can’t happen. They’re about dreams and
myths.”

“But...we go to church,” Aiden muttered. Martin
resumed his walk.

“Yeah, well, let’s not go there,” Martin grumbled.
Aiden kept still, glancing at his book. He gently nuz-
zled it back into his pack and raced to catch up to his
brother.

“I liked what you said to William, by the way,”
Aiden said.

“Yeah, I've wanted to say that to him for like a
year.”

Their mother was not one for the kitchen. Dinner was
prepackaged imitation parmesan cheese and powdered
milk mixed with stabilizers and corn starch. It was lay-
ered over a bed of rock-hard tortellini only softened
after five minutes in the microwave. Aiden moved his
evyes across the open book beside his plate as his mother
followed the rhythms of an artificial cook.

The book was grey with green letters and gilded
pages. Aiden read about the lives of pale skinned, sub-
terranean fae called the tenenbri that lived in under-
ground lairs and had vestigial cataract-covered eyes.
Oversized pointed ears gave them the senses of a bat.
They were an arrogant sort, clashing often the dwarvish
race called the narros that shared some of the tenenbris'
religious beliefs.

The book was advanced. Aiden had to look up
some of the words. He didn’t care. Octagon-shaped
glasses edged precariously off his nose. He forced the
words into his mind.

After the meal, his mother began to fill the dish-
washer. Aiden remained at the table and stared at the

cover of his novel. “Mom?” he asked.

“Yes.”

Aiden ran his fingers around the crevices and
grooves in the book. “..Someone died today, didn't
they?”

She stopped loading and turned to him.
She never lied. “Yes, someone died.”

“Why'd he do it?”

She placed a mug down and orbited around to sit
beside him. He didn't look at her. “I don't know,
honey. Some people have a pain that no medicine or
words can cure. To them, death is the solution; but
they don't realize how selfish and narrow-minded that
solution is.”

“But what he wrote.
Are we trapped?”

She smiled, patted his shoulder, and returned to
her dishes. “You're only trapped honey if you can't find
the door.”

She cleared out half the machine when Aiden
closed the book and made for the living room, domi-
nated by its 47”7 liquid crystal flat-screen television.
Aiden stopped and voiced another question. “Mom, is
Santa Clause real?”

She stood up quickly, bewildered.
she answered, trailing off. “No.”

“Just checking,” Aiden said as he left.
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It was like he was trapped.

“Why would,”

A Sunday morning meant Sunday service. Aiden re-
fused to set his alarm. Face crammed into his pillow, he
rolled his head as his mother parted the blinds. The
window was open and the sirens and screams of morn-
ing traffic were already polluting the city. The orange
sun was poking between several distant buildings.
Aiden could see the peaks of the tallest towers parting
clouds. Solar cells twisted like blossoms to accept the
light. On the horizon, a forest of smokestacks belched
pollution to be carried by the wind out to the ocean. A
helicopter caused a mild distraction as it passed by
Aiden’s window.
Before Aiden had swallowed his morning yawn or
flicked the crust from his eyes, his mother laid out the
good clothes, the black dress trousers, socks, shirt, and
school vest. By the time his mother had returned,
Aiden was still undressed, listening to the news broad- 7=
cast from the screen in his bedroom. “Find out which
food supplement is deadly, after the next break -7 f’
Aiden changed the channel. Y
day in the murder of pop sensation--" Click.
“Get dressed, come on,” his mother said.
“Just trying to find a channel while I change, &
Alden pleaded “There’s nothing good on. All this -
news.’

She left and called out from the hall, “You ve g



head poking through the doorway, “let's go!”

Aiden, Martin, and their mother took the UTR to
church. On the train, Martin sat on the left of his
mother, Aiden on the right. Martin had both his hands
on a portable flat-panel screen, watching a rerun. Aiden
watched the train. Their mother's left hand held a
purse. Her right hand played with Aiden's hair.

The church of the Sacred Mary was a five-storey
wooden A-frame as old as the city. No ration was given
to parking and every curb was filled with a variety of
electric vehicles.

Martin pinched Aiden often during service. The
younger brother's mind wandered during the plodding
repetitious mass. The priest was old, with a comical lisp
and mumbling words. Aiden ran grooves in the soft
wood of the bench with his nails. A hand slap from
Martin only discouraged Aiden for a short time. A
prayer, a passage, and a Eucharist later, and Aiden was
clear from his obligations for another week.

As they left the mass, Aiden pondered his day's
plans. Part of it involved his armor-clad digital warrior
slashing through an improbable number of foes in an
equally preposterous dungeon built illogically to geo-
metric precision.

The three of them quickened their pace from the
church doors to the sidewalk to catch the street lights
before they changed. Aiden checked his watched; it
had just ticked two minutes past 10:00.

An air siren jolted the crowd, the high pitch oscilla-
tion bouncing off buildings. People ran blindly into the
streets, some to their vehicles. Martin’s instinct pulled
Aiden and his mother close, wrenching them to the
UTR tunnel entrance a block away. “Come on, let's go!
Hurry!”

The second sound was not a siren, not a helicop-

ter. It was louder, not mechanical, seemingly from an
empty sky. People followed with their own yells. The
source of the sound revealed itself as a silhouette un-
\ furled its wings to eclipse the sun.
' 14 Daggers of daylight broke through the holes in its
leather wings. Talons as long and sharp as swords tore
the church peak apart as it landed. Wood splintered,
and a poorly carved stone Christ shattered upon the
pavement. Twice the size of the church, the beast
roared and spit a torrent of liquid fire across the sky.
Aiden was unable to look away as his brother dragged
him by the cuff. The creature’s black skin was drawn
tight across its body. Its eyes were drops of cream in
strong coffee. Its teeth were jagged and jumbled. Lips
were too thin to close around its mouth.

“Zmey?” Aiden whispered. He was sure of it. He
s 8 had pictured it larger and more pestilent. The stream
_ of flame struck an approaching military helicopter. It
elted the craft instantly. The vessel toppled to the

\/\h,. =

T'he creature looked down at the scattering masses
before it. Leaping from the church peak, it crushed a
half-dozen of them underfoot. It snatched more from
across the road, throwing them against the walls of
nearby buildings.

Its rampage migrated down the street towards the
crowd rushing to the safety of the UTR entrance. Mar-
tin held his younger brother's collar, pulling vigorously,
indifferent to the monster gaining ground. Aiden's curi-
osity forced his gaze back. If it was Zmey, why was it
not dead? How much of that story was wrong? Martin
wrenched Aiden hard, hoping the resulting pain would
wrench his brother from his trance.

“Is that Zmey, mom?” Aiden shouted.

“Shut up!” Martin snapped.

“Mom?!”

“Aiden, I'll explain everything later!” she an-
swered.

Her heel broke, and she fell to a knee behind her
boys.

“Mom!” Martin shouted, turning quickly back.
Aiden stopped as well, but his attention was still on the
dragon. The more he stared at it, the more real it be-
came; the less Aiden believed he was dreaming. Per-
haps then he could be frightened of it.

Zmey's claw came down in front of them. Martin
fell back with a slash suffered on his arm. The concus-
sion of air brought Aiden to his knees. Martin ignored
his wound and clenched his fists. He let out a furious
scream. He closed his eyes waiting for his end.

Aiden could smell the putridness wafting from the
dragon, felt the heat of the inferno brewing in its belly.
A part of Aiden kept reminding him that it couldn't
happen. This was a normal world and a dragon can't fly,
can't spew flames from its mouth. Aiden believed he
would awaken, perhaps in his bed, perhaps in a pew.

As Aiden fell, he cut his hand on a shard of glass.
The quickness of the pain pulled the air from his lungs.
The numbness, the detachment that accompanies a
dream, started to pass. Aiden began to notice what had
happened, what was happening. People had been
killed. Buildings had been destroyed. Crowds were
fleeing. Aiden felt a cool sprinkle from a broken hy-
drant. He heard his brother wailing. Like a bolt of
lightning through this spine, Aiden saw the beast for
what it was, the monster he should fear. It was real.
Zmey's brought its claw back up to claim another vic-
tim.

The beast fell back from a tackle, tossed into the
empty church. The cathedral collapsed from the
weight of two monsters. No one had seen the other
beast slam into Zmey. Zmey's opponent pulled away to
plot another attack. The new arrival was longer with
smaller wings. Its gold and blue scales broke light into
colors. Long white whiskers flapped like gravity had no
control of them. Four arms each ended with four ivory
claws. 'The monster snaked in the air, and its jaws
opened wide enough to swallow a car. Its forked
tongue sparked a flame, but it only bellowed. As the
echo bounced off the buildings, lights within rooms
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went dark. The traffic signals went dead. Cars drifted
to a stop.

The newcomer's eyes were those of a man, soft
blue and brilliant. Its body twisted around Aiden and
Martin. It blocked them from harm as Zmey slashed
with a bladed tail. The monster of gold and blue scales
kept its defense diligent and suffered a deep gash to its
belly. In its counterattack, it leapt across the road and
dug talons and teeth into decaying flesh. The creatures
coiled around each other, but the black beast could not
match the dexterity of its rival. A solid bite and its
golden opponent had torn off an arm. Dark blood
dripped as molasses from the wound. The black beast
tore itself free from gripping claws, causing more dam-
age as it took to the sky.

The one with golden scales swiveled its head to
look at the boys. Its eyes were the same shape but the
size of a child's head. Aiden couldn't help it. He raised
his bloodied palm from the pavement and offered a fee-
ble wave.

The dragon smirked back.

And winked.

It twisted its form again and leapt back to the sky
to chase down its opponent. It pursued the cripple
around a distant building where Aiden lost sight of
them. A dozen military fanjets slipped overhead to take
up the chase.

Martin shouted Aiden's name and repeated it until
the syllables merged to a wail. Aiden’s attention drifted
back the area in front of them where the beast had
come down. Aiden’s daze had begun to lift; his breath-
ing quickened. Whatever lingering strength he had
bled away, and Aiden felt a sharp tightness in his chest.
His fingers began to tremble as he realized what had
happened.

She was gone.

Martin crawled to his brother. He lost the strength
to pull Aiden to him but refused to let go. He slumped
to the ground. Aiden turned his attention back to the
sky while Martin cried.

The brothers had barely talked since the morning.
Aiden sat on his bed with the opened Codex Dracontis
on his lap. Aiden ignored the clothes he was supposed
to take. He rummaged in his coat pocket for his glasses.
He curled them around his ears. He tried to ignore the
stabbing pain from the stitches in his palms but could-
n’t avoid the tension in his chest when he thought of his
mother. When he thought about the dragon, about the
questions he had, the weight would lift slightly. Aiden
had blisters over his lips and rings around his eyes from
previous breaks in concentration. He sniffed and
rubbed his nose as he frantically flipped through the
pages.

Finding the entry for Zmey, he studied the sketch.
There were differences. Its head was larger in propor-
tion to its body in the drawing. Eyes were white, not

black. Aiden was positive the book took inspiration

from the real beast, which was then altered by the art-

ist’s foggy recollection. Aiden slumped upon his bed
and stared at it. He flipped through the other pages,
other dragons, some with white feathers, others with
silver scales.
Aiden glanced at the other books he had acquired, ones
on elves, sorcerers, and sword wielding.

“What are you doing?” Martin asked from the
doorframe, an empty suitcase under his arm.

Aiden looked up from the book. “I can't find it.”

“What?” Martin responded, quickly and cold.

“The gold and blue dragon. He's not here. It has
Zmey but not the other.”

“Mom's dead, Aiden.”

Aiden paused. His bottom lip quivered and this
throat clenched. He didn't want to cry in front of his
brother. “I know...But--"

“Enough...” Martin whimpered. “Just leave it

Please... leave it. Pack and let's go. People are
waiting.” He left his brother alone, staring at the book.
Both brothers had wanted to remain home, but Martin
wasn’t old enough, and there was no one willing to stay
with them. Cousins willing to take them in lived half
way across the city, closer to the “crown”.

Martin lingered on his locked softside suitcase and
did so for five minutes. He crammed and crinkled five
changes of underwear, three dress pants and five shirts,
leaving substantial space for a pair of albums and a
photo of him and his mother from his Confirmation. He
had previously wedged in more photos but realized he
hadn't packed any shirts. He always considered himself
the surrogate adult, the proxy for his father, someone
that Martin knew but Aiden never did. Martin tried to
act in a way reflective of his father, but most of time,
that just ended up him being angry at Aiden. When
Martin returned to his brother's room, he noticed the
half-full holdall occupied by one change of clothes and
topped with the codex. “Leave the book,” he said.

“No,” Aiden replied, still focused on the tome.

“Aiden--”

“You knew.” Aiden could discern with his brother
the difference between fear and surprise. Martin was
frightened of the beast, but its existence was not a
shock to him.

“Please Aiden,” Martin answered.

“You knew.”

Martin opened for a lie but couldn't. “Not every-
thing. Just that...this city...is all people like us have .
left.” ¢

“And what's past it?”

“I don't know.”

“Has anyone left?” Aiden asked.

“No one leaves,” Martin replied. “They only try”
to get in.” :

“Then someone knows.
Aiden reached for the book. | ('

“Whatever you call them. They killed md :

“And saved us--" 773

“They took everything Aiden,” Martin ‘s
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He searched for the one that saved him.




“They took...everything we were and could ever be.”

“You never wanted to look?”

“Don't have to.”

“Why not--"

“Aiden!” Martin shouded. “It's not our world.
She wanted you innocent. Everyone is...for a while.
That's over. I'll make sure we stay together. It’s just us
now.”

“But the other dragon?”

“Who cares?! It's done! No more of this!” Martin
stepped forward hastily to snatch away the book. Aiden
instinctively clutched it to his chest. He grasped it
tightly as his armor, tears rolling as he began to cry.
Martin tried to wrest the tome from his brother's grip.
He shouted as he tried to separate book and boy. “Burn
them alll  They killed mom!” Aiden curled fetal
around the book. He stayed tightly wound in a bundle
of clenched limbs, protecting the pages with every mus-
cle and bone he had. Martin pinned one leg on Aiden's
shoulder and pried an arm free, ripped the book from
his brother’s hand. Martin was hurting Aiden; cries
turned to yells. Martin felt it had to be done, like tear-
ing a bandage off or striking a disobedient child, the act
of an adult. A final lazy punch in Aiden’s back was the
spiteful act of the child he was.

It’s not a fantasy, Aiden! Grow up!” Martin
stormed out of the room. “T'wo minutes! I'll drag you
if T have to!” Aiden could hear the sound of the
kitchen garbage can opening and the loud thump as
Martin dropped the book into it. Martin knew Aiden
could just take it back from the trash, but Martin knew
rules needed to be followed and he expected Aiden
would respect that.

He didn’t.

Aiden waited until hearing the slam of his mother's
bedroom door down the hall before shuffling quickly to
the kitchen to take back his book. Martin fell upon the
queen mattress and began crying while Aiden stroked
his fingers across the front cover of the codex, at the
embossment, at the image of the dragon's eye.

Aiden glanced across his arm to his watch.

He tapped on it with a fingernail. There were no
cracks or scratches, no signs of impact damage. It had
stopped three minutes past ten.

He opened the book again and noticed the stamp
at the bottom of the inside cover. It was printed in two
languages, English and some Asian type Aiden’s could-
n’t understand. The ink had faded. Aiden read the
book's origin:  David Obatala Chen's Biblio, 23C
Huangxia Street, Genai.

A STORY

Don’t check your brain at the door.
Don’t settle for the dream.
This is real.

\/\h,. =

ple wanting more from their lives. Our fantasies are
filled with nymphs, valiant knights, and fire breathing
dragons. We dream about being carried away by the
fancies our mothers tell us every night. But what if it
was real for everyone? What if it invaded our society?
How would humanity truly respond?

This is not some stylized fanciful view of Earth
seen in books and on TV. It is a world with all the
problems, both social and political, intact. Would we
welcome the world of fantasy into our lives or would we
fear its very presence? Magic cannot exist; there's no
scientific basis for it to. How could these creatures of
whimsy exist and match so closely to our mythology and
religious canon?

"T'his future emerged from the world we know— a
world where books and movies written about fantasy
existed. People that survived into this new age saw
firsthand what they had only previously read about or
watched. The new world matched so closely to their
imaginations. How would major religions respond given
such massive doubts to their dogma?

On top of this dilemma, magic breaks down many
of the normal rules of the universe technology requires
to operate. Chaos inspires creation and — although this
influence won’t destroy life — it does retard the progress
of civilization, preventing technology from operating
beyond simple mechanisms like windmills and bicycles.
Where magic is prohibited, normality returns and evolu-
tion and technological advancement can continue.

What remains of our modern society and its tech-
nology survive in cities resembling those of the previous
age, though walled in against the encroaching magic
around it. Here, they have their cars, their central heat-
ing, and their televisions. QOutside, the fantasy world
may be wondrous, but it is also real. People die from
the simplest calamities. Despicable rodents with weap-
ons and wicked brains prey on the innocent and un-
armed.

Will mankind be able to retake the planet and
push the fantasy back into the realms of our imagina-
tion, able to resume our blind passion for consumerism
and industrialization?

Is this world better than the one mankind squan-
dered?

The fantasy carries its own mythology suggesting
that there are two realms of magic: one dark, the other
light. The source of this energy originates from two
powerful gates, the white star of Attricana and the black
gate of Ixindar. The main axis between evil and good is
not one where the law-abiding, civilized nations of good
battle against the destructive force of chaos, but where
the chaotic tendencies of life clash with the controlled
and methodical might of syntropy. The conflict — at its
root — sets anarchy against order, uniformity against un-
predictability, and determinism against free-will. Where
life needs a level of uncertainty to blossom, homogeny
breeds only death. The fantasy world is not some sin-
gular entity, but a complicated multi-layered world of
warring nations, political strife, and monsters smart and
powerful, as well as dumb and many.

Y



AMETHYST €EVOLVES

Cities collapse, heroes rise, and the future falls into the
hands of a few. The world alters, grows, and plummets
into shadow. These heroes encounter their greatest
fears and challenge true evil in all forms. They find
depth in an easy situation, complexity in a single idea.
A world that changes around a band of adventurers. A
setting with a point and a climax. A world where an
ending waits. Solve it and discover the truth. Fail and
the planet crumbles underneath.

The setting of Amethyst relies on its clash be-
tween magic and technology. Many fantasy worlds
blend the two, usually with magic gaining the foothold
and technology falling behind. Amethyst presents a
setting where the two sides stand almost at war and —
from a metaphysical point of view — actively disrupt
each other’s existence. This does not equate to a group
of heroes only residing from one side. It's in the differ-
ences of people that make them stronger when to-
gether. Although an individual may not be able to
wield a spellbook and a gun, this does not extend to the
limits of the group. Perhaps, despite growing tensions
and mounting enmity, a balance between the two
worlds can be found.

Player characters in Amethyst are neither sitting
on the sidelines nor are they following braver and more
powerful leaders into glory. The characters in Ame-
thyst are meant to change the world. They do not dig
ditches or hand out food while armies march into com-
bat. They command legions. They infiltrate empires.
They save princesses and slay kings. The end of the
game should be different from the beginning. Of
course, a player can claim a kingdom after vanquishing
his enemies, but the real journey takes one’s soul across
the world, to meet one’s final destiny after a very long
crusade. A GM is encouraged to plan out her strategy
for the game—whether the characters will travel to their
final destinies in Canam (the continent listed here) or
only progress a third of the way before tackling the next
chapter in a foreign land.

THE HISTORY

The history of the world begins with the conundrum of
the chicken and the egg.

Millions of years ago, a fracture occurred in the
fabric of space and time. It exhibited traits relating it to
science, yet it broke many acceptable rules regarding
electromagnetism, gravity, and quantum mechanics.
Scientists later deduced that this rip, called Attricana,
was a bridge between two universes. The alternate side
contained a cosmos with rules of science abnormal to
our own. As this universe spilled into ours, the conflict
of two orders of nature encouraged aberrations upon the
Earth, impossible until that point.

But what opened the gate?

Amethyst is a modern name given to a dragon from
this age—the first creature of fantasy born upon the
Earth. Legends also maintain Amethyst was the archi-
tect of the gate’s creation. But if Amethyst created the

gate, then what created Amethyst? Creatures born from
magic require magic to survive. If Amethyst came be-
fore, then he would be the single exception in this
world. Some historians believe he is not a dragon at all
but something else.

Some claim him a god, but gods cannot die.

For millions of years, before Earth was called
Earth, the denizens of the planet called it Terros—a
land of magic and wonder, spared from the wrath of
malevolence. Dragons flew overhead while fae scurried
below. Attricana was an encourager of life in every pos-
sible form. Monsters did emerge but never with the
coordination to form an organized civilization. Mean-
while, the elder races were witnessing a slow degrada-
tion of enlightenment. The fae were not evolving; they
were degenerating. Their descendants were begetting
feral beasts. At the bottom of this inverted tree were
uncultured boggs, violent skeggs, and veracious and
swarming puggs. The chaparrans hid in their forests.
The laudenians took to the sky. Damaskans recorded
knowledge and history. Narros defended the cities.
"T'his left the gimfen to ignore such concerns and remain
forever at play, keeping innocent against the encroach-
ing violence.

Whether or not this could have endured would
never be known.

The residents of Terros never questioned the ori-
gin of Amethyst. He was the greatest and wisest of
them. They called him a god. They called him an ava-
tar. He was connected to Attricana more intimately
than any other entity. No one really knew the truth.

T'his changed when Ixindar arrived.

Unlike Attricana, records on the black gate’s arri-
val are detailed. It drifted over the planet, sweeping
across the night. From it spilled the corruption of order.
If Attricana was a wellspring from a chaotic universe
(perhaps one in the founding minutes of its creation),
then Ixindar was the fountainhead of syntropy. It led to
a realm of perfect harmony, perhaps to a cosmos of
death and tranquility—a universe in its final moments.
This gate had its own avatar, its own god to warrant
worship. This was Mengus, a disembodied entity that
whispered corruption without creating anything on its
own. In one night, Ixindar had distorted a million fae to
follow it. Servants gathered at Ixindar’s landing site, a
spreading expanse of black glass later dubbed Kakodo-
mania.

The noble forces of chaos had difficulty forming =~
an army while their opponents quickly expanded and =

the only possible outcome. Elements outside the world |
would prevent this ultimate fate. ,

Mankind knew this incident at the K-T Extinctig
event—when a ten kilometer bolide impact off the
catan Peninsula created the 180 kilometer Chicxulu



refuge on the other side of their gates, within dream
realms formed by those gate’s avatars. Mengus faked
complicity in order to ambush Amethyst when isolated.
Mengus believed Ixindar would survive the calamity to
come, being on the far side of the planet.

Amethyst found himself surrounded by the sol-
diers of order. The general of this army, an intelligent
construct known only as Gebermach, inflicted the kill-
ing blow, driving the dark sword Dogorasu into Ame-
thyst’s heart.

In his reprisal, Amethyst sacrificed his physical
body. The resulting eruption of chaos wiped out the
armies of Mengus and shattered the sky above them. A
single beam of light from the gate before its closing
drove Ixindar deep underground, sealing it under im-
penetrable stone. Attricana closed upon Amethyst’s
death. All constructs and creations of magic fell to dust.
All evidence was washed away. Earth belonged to no
one.

With nothing to compete with, science regained
control. T'he natural order of evolution took root, lead-
ing eventually into mankind. Through his history, he
told stories he could not possibly know, about mythical
monsters and warring gods. These tales were from the
whims of imaginative writers but all carried a portion of
truth, some more than others. These stories became
myths, books, films, and religions. This influence from
a time no man had seen carried onto crests, flags, and
banners. Their origins were explained, connected to
other stories and faiths. Some were tied to science—
seeing a manatee and believing it to be a mermaid.
Fantasies remained locked in the dreams of a real
world. Pushed aside as fancy, mankind continued his
evolutionary drive to build, understand, and conquer.
Society advanced as did the machines in servitude.
& Gaining a full understanding of science in all its un-
A changing rules, there was nothing man could not
achieve given enough time.

History unfortunately would repeat itself.

o 25 A second bolide impact occurred, this time directly
- over Ixindar. To this day, no one knows the cause, as
< there was no warning before impact. It was a smaller

event compared to the last but enough to reveal Ixindar
to the world. The forces of syntropy emerged and cor-
ruption followed.

The following events are muddled, another case of
a chicken and an egg. Ixindar opened, Attricana fol-
lowed. By the time of the white gate’s emergence,
mankind had already been reduced to less than a tenth
of its peak population. Was it reverberations from what
was called the Second Hammer or had mankind already
inflicted untold losses on himself before this occurred?
Also not known was how much time passed between
- the reveal of Ixindar and the opening of Attricana.
Some mechanism had to have been in place to open the
| white gate if Ixindar was exposed.
Mankind couldn’t worry about such issues.
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hundreds of years had begun to fail. From the fountain
of Attricana flowed rules of nature in antithesis to the
science machines required to function. The more ad-
vanced the technology, the greater the chance of dis-
ruption. Surviving humans had to make a choice, wall
themselves in from the flood of encroaching enchant-
ment or settle upon a primitive life surrounded by the
wonders of fantasies they once could only read in fic-
tion.

Five hundred years later, the humans that held
onto their machines have built immense cities of tech-
nology. These bastions are the last bulwarks of a time
these men and woman refuse to surrender, a world run
by science where mankind held dominion. These cities
have grown to encompass small countries. Outside the
bastions live the empires and wastelands of fantasy.
Dragons and elves have returned to lay claim.

Monsters hide in dungeons. They prowl in forests.
The wilderness has become dangerous but at the same
time all the more romantic. Magic will always be a lure
to those willing to wield it.

Order versus chaos, science versus magic, these
conflicts make fanatics of everyone. An unspoken stale-
mate has arisen. No one has gained the upper hand.
This may change with the proof of a once forgotten leg-
end. When Gebermach had slain Amethyst, the
dragon’s crest of stone fell upon the ground and shat-
tered. For millions of years, they drifted to the far cor-
ners of the world. As one has been found, the crusade
to find the others has begun. The legend continues to
explain that if the pieces of Amethyst’s crown were
brought together at the place of his death, one could
call the god back to life, or take the mantel of command
from him. With such a power, one could resurrect the
most powerful creature to walk the Earth, or close the
gate of magic forever. Who will find these artifacts?

Who will emerge victorious?

Fanatics of everyone...

THE CONFULICT

The world is not engulfed in war, but widespread peace
across the land is still a distant dream. Not only are the
remaining bastions of old-man fighting a desperate and
seemingly hopeless struggle against the encroaching
enchantment, but the individual bastions themselves
are also paranoid about their own technological sover-
eignty from rival bastions. Further, the world of fantasy
is not all of wonder. There are two realms of magic,
flowing from two different breaches in the normal uni-
verse: The white gate of Attricana floating high above
the sky, and the black gate of Ixindar half-buried in
rock in the land of Kakodomania. Their influence and
the armies loyal to them spurn conflicts whenever both
sides meet. While Attricana encourages creation and
chaos, Ixindar promotes only order and syntropy. While
many people directly involved in this conflict do so
from an obsessive desire to protect their ways of life,
others have been tempted to crossover, embracing an
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alternative way of thinking.

MAGIC AND FAITH

In Amethyst, there are only three ways magic can be
focused, and thus, at least partially, controlled:

e Language of Dragons. The power of god-like
creatures to create something by naming it—
the magic possessed in the language of the
greatest species.  Wizards utilize this for all
their magic. This language is called Pleroma.

e Naturally enchanted--inorganic. There are
thousands of elements and combinations of
elements that produce different magical re-
sults. The practices of alchemy and metal-
lurgy have returned. Those with such knowl-
edge forge items of enchantment by simply
being aware of the exacting ratios of compo-
nents required. Fae iron, coruthil, and an-
gelite are such examples as well as all potions
present in the setting. Nearly every magic
item features this to a degree.

e Naturally enchanted--organic. The same as it
is with monsters, some people possess magical
abilities on their own from birth. Some claim
this as divine, but many others refute that.
Just as it was with man’s time, god or gods are
as silent as he, she, or they always were.
There are no proven sanctified or blessed us-
ers of magic in a world with a silent and un-
proven god. 'This is the path of magic for
those wishing to by clerics or druids. They are
rare.

Religion does exist in Amethyst. In fact, many are ones
dating back through humanity’s history (Christianity,
Islam, etc). Every faith can claim to possess such sanc-
tified members. There are also those with no faith able
to wield magic purely from a natural endowment they
cannot explain. Others know very well where their
power originates and understand there is no intelligence
or deification beyond said gift. Because of this doubt,
there is still no proof of god in Amethyst, despite the
claims of many who believe.

ALTERED MAGIC

The world of Amethyst is devoid of high level spells,
most major magic items, and all artifacts save for the
ones included here. Characters may gain several power-
ful spells during the course of the game but these come
in the form of foundation spells which are rare, costly to
cast, and time consuming to quest for.

Spell casters also underwent a major change. Spell
casting techniques are unique depending on the caster.
Clerics, called either gneolistics or vivicators in this set-
ting, gain their power directly from Attricana. This may
simply be drawing energy into one's soul from the gate
and may not have a divine origin, throwing doubt of an
intelligent creator and maintaining god's ambiguity.

Druids also obtain their power from the gate, though
not directly. They receive their abilities from a conduit, -
namely the Earth. They worship nature and the world
around. In their belief, the world channels the power
from the gate and casters gain their power from below,
not from above. Druids harness the wind, earth, fire,
and water as well as the animals and plants around
them, shaping and controlling them as they wish.

Mages disregard channeling and mysticism, ap-
proaching the gate with an almost scientific eye. They
claim while clerics and druids blind themselves to the
mysteries of the gate, mages dive head first, taunting
the cosmos to reveal its darkest secrets. Long before
man or even elves, the first power from the gates chan-
neled through the immense capacity of the draconic
language, known as Pleroma. This practice continues
today and remains the most popular form of spell cast-
ing. Only with lifelong persistence and an innate gift
for understanding such intricate mysteries can the ex-
tremely rare few channel anything more than cantrips.

GLOSSARY

After Enchantment (A.E.): The progress of time
in this new era. The game begins for many in the year
508 A.E., just a little over five-hundred years from when
the white gate reopened.

Arkonnia: The same region occupied by the old
Continent of Africa in old Earth.

Alternate Quantum Vibrational States (AQVS):
The generic title to any physical state out of phase with
our own. Some scientists refer to the realms beyond the
gates as AQVS and claim the

Enchanted Disruption Field (EDF) derives from
this. They also claim Attricana and Ixindar are portals
to different dimensions or different universes. AQVS
may also be the source of incorporeality.

Amethyst: The first intelligence to emerge on
Earth, Amethyst was a powerful dragon-god whose
death ended the time of magic millions of years before
man.

Attricana: The term given to the enchanted realm
existing beyond the white gate. It hovers in high orbit
near the moon and can be seen and read by at night.

Bastions:  Sanctuaries of men and machines.
These are technological enclaves heavily fortified and
densely populated. Most are echaphobic and forbid the
use of magic within their walls. Each bastion stands as
its own country, with very little to no contact with ei-
ther the outside world or other bastions. Z |

Blinder: A common derogative nickname mage:
and other magically imbued individuals call techans.

Canam: 'The continent previously occupied by |
Canada, the USA, and Mexico. It is commonly sepa- '
rated into Eastern Canam and Western Canam. f



from the fantasy age, others claim a divine origin, prov-
ing the existence of God.

Disruption: This is magic’s capacity to disrupt the
laws of nature that technology requires to function.
This process only occurs in one direction—technology
cannot disrupt magic. The entire planet is covered in a
disruption field (see EDF), though the risk of disrup-
tion is not uniform, meaning certain areas have a higher
rate of disruption that others. Disruption is at its mini-
mum within bastions.

Echa: The slang given to magic or ‘enchantment’.
It often refers to visual use of magic (spells and magi-
cally infused items).

Echan: Someone touched by magic or using
magic. This term often refers to humans specifically
embracing the path of enchantment. Echans still con-
sider this ugly bastardization of “Enchantment” deroga-
tory. Unfortunately, it stuck.

Echagenics/Echalogy: The study in both echan
and techan cultures of the similarities between human-
ity and its recorded history against the fae, dragons and
their recorded history. This analyzes the obvious physi-
cal similarities between fae and man in conjunction
with historical coincidences in their religions, legends,
and mythologies. Theologians studying echalogy are
referred to as echalogians.

Enchanted Disruption Field (EDF): The enchant-
ment disruption field prevents radio communication
and disrupts electronic circuits like an electro-magnetic
pulse when extremely powerful magic is nearby. It also
carries the tendency of jamming many mechanical de-
vices more complicated than a wind mill.

Echalogical Influence: The belief that the history
of the fae and dragons inspired human fiction through
an immeasurable, unproven, undetectable echo which
- somehow resonated through sixty million years of evo-

lution until minds advanced enough to understand that
2 echo listened.
Lauropa: The term given to the region covering
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EzOF all of old Europe and western Slavic countries.

M First Hammer: The first impact that destroyed the di-
g nosaurs and ended the first reign of magic. It initiated

the Cretaceous-Tertiary extinction event.

Inosi: The region of Earth previously referred to
as India.

Indoaus: The region of land previously occupied
by Australia and Indonesia.

Ixindar: The name given to the realm existing
through the black gate. The gate is across the world,
sitting half buried at the center of Kakodomania.

Kakodomania: A smooth obsidian glass which
spreads radically from Ixindar. 'This realm envelops
most of central Slav in permanent darkness.

A Second Hammer: 'The second impact that de-
stroyed the technological empire of man. It struck Si-
~ Dberia, exactly where Ixindar lay buried and exposed its
o influence to the world.
. Slav: Often separated into Western and Eastern
av, this region on Earth covers the majority of China
he entire Russian/Slavic region.
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Southam: The region of Earth occupied by South
America.

Techa: The slang term given to the technology of
man and is usually reserved for the bastions and their
machines.

Techan: One using technology. Unlike echans,
techans do not find their title derogatory.

Terros: The era before man, from when the drag-
ons and fae appeared until their disappearance 65 mil-
lion years ago.

U.C. (Universal Credits): A currency that most
bastions and wandering techans trade in. Only techans
accept and use uc. Unlike fantasy currency like gold
and silver coins, uc has no face value.

xperts in dressing death had reconstructed

what was left of her body. They had placed a

plastic smile on her face. The waxy finish of

the skin convinced Aiden this was less his
mother and more an imitation. Friends of his father, mili-
tary veterans, brought the closed casket up. Father
Tom,like the church, was new. One by one, friends nei-
ther he nor Martin knew offered hands and hugs. The
mass was long with prayer passages reminding the mourn-
ful of god's grand purpose. Aiden ignored them. He
never paid attention during regular mass; the words now
felt equally hollow. Aiden hoped the blue eyed and golden
scaled dragon would rijp off the roof and whisk him to a
new life. The church's packed capacity marched to the
casket, touching, praying, crying.

Aiden was relieved to see the afternoon light as he
followed the pallbearers out of the church. Martin of-
fered tears for each weeper and wailer walking by. Aiden
nodded and hugged but remained dry save for an occa-
sional sniff. More words of divinity leapt from a priest's
lips as the casket slipped through the open maw of the
marble wall at the necropolis.

Aiden looked scornful at the cross at the entrance.
He wondered if God was real as well. An omnipotent,
omnipresent, omniscient being, benevolent and divine?
Then why was she dead? Why did the aging caucasian
deity that thundered the clouds when he bowled and car-
ried the faithful on the beach when they suffered allow
her to die? Did the dragon break the rules? No creature
shaped like that could fly, yet it did. No animal could
breathe fire, yet it did. They couldn't exist, but there they
were.

Father Tom's words, though carefully chosen, were
no more uplifting than the compassionate whispers of
distant family members.

"Men pale in the wisdom of God,” he said to Aiden.
“Not even [ can understand why things happen when they
happen. There is a reason for everything, Aiden. God has
placed you on a path; there is something to learn from
this. Even the worst of times are intended, by his will, to
guide us. Occasionally, his hand must be firm. In times
like this, our faith in his plan must remain strong.”
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"She was killed by a dragon, father.” Aiden empha-
sized dragon as much as killed. Father Tom didn't say
much after that.

As they exited the mausoleum, Aiden glanced at the
wall, the periphery of the city. The monstrosity stood
twenty stories and topped with tower battlements. It
enclosed all ten thousand square kilometers of the city. It
was only the latest jteration, with monuments of previous
walls counted like tree rings to mark age and expansion.
The last one was the tallest, the longest to build, and the
most resolute in keeping everything that wasn't in, out.
Aiden heard people calling it "the crown." Years ago,
when Aiden asked Martin what was beyond the wall, his
brother had said, "Nothing you should care about.”

He had lied.

Aiden wished he had asked his mother. He
wished he had discovered the truth by her telling him, by
closing the codex and whispering, "It's all real.” He should
have followed what Leach had suggested and just asked
her. Aiden wished that if the cost was to be that great, he
would’ve preferred ignorance a few more years. Wishes
kept Aiden a child. Wishes separated Aiden from his
brother. Wishes were magical and romantic and had a
peculiar tendency of coming true. Aiden wished his
mother would come back, but that could never happen.

After a week, Aiden was back in class. The students kept
their distance, even William. Lara was the only one that
attempted to console him, offering a hug and asking how
he was. No one else bothered, keeping a wide berth as
the orphan passed them. To acknowledge his loss would
be to admit that it occurred, that something abnormal
could happen in an ordinary world. Were all the victims
that day as disregarded? If only it had been cancer like
Aiden’s father, something average, common, and predict-
able. Lara offered him a half sandwich at lunch.

Martin with Aiden on the UTR. The train conven-
fently shepherded them a hundred miles in twenty min-
utes. Such a wonder was lost on Aiden. He wanted to
open a book and read but was afraid of Martin's possible
reaction. Aiden just leaned forward, feeling the breeze
across his face. He didn't close his mind and imagine a
dragon. He thought of the memory of when his imagina-
tion was all that was required.

What about magic?

And Elisa the elvish princess?

Aiden pondered what other fictions could invade his
life. Martin reached over and began to coddle his
brother’s hair.

It was a week before Aiden could sneak out of his new
house. He waited until everyone had settled. Their
house was cast in an early night as the sun dropped be-
hind the crown. Past 10:30 pm, Aiden saw the crack of
light peeking under the bottom of the bedroom door go
dark. He heard his relatives conclude their evening bath-
room rituals. The opposite bed was empty; Martin was

hanging with friends that weekend, drinking and forgetting
his problems. Their guardians offered him a wide berth.

He would have taken it either way.

Aiden knew Martin was doubltful to return for sev-
eral hours, if at all until morning. Even if Martin was
sleeping beside him, Aiden would've still have chanced 3
sneaking out. ’

The UTR station was a two-block walk. The few
coins in his pocket would get him to Genai. The naviga-
tion screens were easy. The ride was forty minutes in an
empty car. Each time the train stopped, Aiden leaned out
to see if anyone was boarding. He tapped his feet uneas-
ily, waiting for the seconds to pass before the doors
closed. Just as Aiden's imagination had turned the train
into a serpent, it was now unwillingly generating various
subway denizens, none of them terribly friendly. The
doors closed and shuffled Aiden to the next station,
where he had to change lines, forcing a five minute wait
alone on the platform. His head twitched in the direction
of every little snap or pop. Distant laughs from drunken
teens faded as they diverted down another street.

The next train contained a single passenger, an eld-
erly olive-skinned man that never stopped staring at
Aiden. Aiden looked up occasionally, wondering who
would break the silence. Neither did. Aiden disembarked
twenty minutes later.

He finally stopped at the concrete barricade that
sealed Genai from the rest of the city. Every road had a
gate any card-carrying member of the city could cross.
Pedestrian walkways were seldom watched with turnstiles
installed to monitor traffic. Aiden wondered if the gates
were meant to keep out or in. He dodged under the
ratchet bar as there was no guard on hand to prevent
him.

Genai bore no resemblance to any other district in
the city. Unlike the rest of the city, organized and me-
thodically /laid out, Genai was a model of chaos. Roads
split into dead ends; walkways looped around onto them-
selves.  Buildings were built with wood and concrete,
topped with ceramic tiles or gardens. The temple, a pa-
goda atop a pyramid, stood at the center of the town, - = 37 [4AS
towering the buildings around it. Aiden only caught it ‘7 5.
from the corner of his eye as he tracked the passing "I{'
street signs. ‘

Aiden found the address. Huangxia Street was an ‘
alley branching from the towering monument. The lights ¢
barely reached into the dark chasm Aiden had to venture
into. Bottom ljp quivering, Aiden forced himself deeper
down the alley, waiting for his eyes to adjust. »

A hundred feet in, he found it. The store was three .~
stories, probably an apartment complex at one point. . A"
large set of unlocked wrought iron gates stood ajar and.
portentous, like a patient basking shark. Behind them,
tattered wooden doors tapped in the breeze. Aiden re-" %
checked the address. From the outside it looked like e/f;f) »




CHAPTER TWO
CREATION
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arth remains a crowded place. Millions of humans survived

the holocaust they may have assisted in bringing. Add to

that the flood of peoples only previously believed to exist

in fiction. They have their own culture matching closely
to those portrayed in human mythology. From those ancient tales,
encroachers went by many names. Humans, to this day, still often
refer to them by these labels, sometimes intended as endearing, other
times taken as insult.

How these races respond to them is based strictly upon the indi-
vidual. Some take it a compliment being measured to noble and
whimsical creatures of legend. Others despise the comparison. None
of them ever match the mold exactly. Some may look the part, but
their personality may differ radically. Some exhibit traits from a vari-
ety of different legends while others are wholly unique without a mir-
ror in mythology. There are also creatures birthed from enchantment
which are new to this era, possessing no history from the previous age.

The following races are broken up into three categories:
Fae races: These are races naturally born from magic, with no
original primordial form to track evolution back to. They began
as the original fae, but have been continuously slaves to magic’s
whim. As time progresses, they continually “devolve” in more
tribal, animalistic forms. It is believed the initial fae have long
since vanished. Fae races include descendant species like dam-
askans, laudenians, and narros. Although some claim they no
longer fit into the category, the tilen can also be found here. In
truth, there are dozens of fae races and only a few of the oldest
fae actually know them all. Other variations are dealt with later
as monsters.

Evolved races: Humanity stands as the only example of an

evolved race (at least on Earth) that has achieved intelligence

without the assistance of magic.

Spawn races: Spawns are races that were once normal evolved

creatures that have succumbed to magic’s influence and have

been altered and enhanced. For the purposes of this chapter,
spawn races listed here are those that have been pushed by en-

chantment into a form that possess enough intelligence to form a

community. All creatures on Earth which are not fae or human

are spawn. On Canam, only the kodiaks have advanced to the
point of developing a culture.

THE LINE OF FAE

No one is certain how the fae appeared. Some insist they birthed
from trees while others claimed the sky. Others profess neither,
pointing to the soil as the source. Only dragons knew for certain and
they appeared to intentionally forget such trivial facts. Considering
the oldest fae races maintain a connection with nature, the exact spe-
cifics of their origin seemed inconsequential (though never state that
to a laudenian or a chaparran). The word “fae” is another controver-
sial debate. While the etymology points to a simple “touched by
magic” description, it shares its root with “faerie.”

Echalogical influence appears in numerous cultures, connecting
threads from various human legends and myths from the time of
Terros. 'The races of fac would later influence mythologies previ-
ously thought unconnected. Though damaskans, laudenians, and
chaparrans would fall under a wide range of Germanic elf legends,
other distant cousins would appear in Greek or Egyptian lore. There
appears no connection where these influences would appear. Even
obscure concepts of Attricana found its way into Chinese and Japa-




nese myths. Most fae are aware how they were repre-
sented in human literature. Oddly enough, the ones
presented in a negative light are not looked on highly
by the other races. These are mentioned only as the
outcasts—uncivilized and primitive fae offshoots prone
to violence. Few, if any, survived the exodus. Magic
kept its persistence and they reappeared soon after in
the modern age, as if their introduction could not be
stopped.

As fae continued to grow and develop, a rising con-
cern emerged as the newer races appeared less devel-
oped and intelligent then their ancestors. Though
some claim a higher status, there is no denying the re-
cent branch species exhibit a primitive mentality, pre-
ferring to pillage and devour rather than develop and
civilize. Fae wonder if they're doomed to devolve into
mindless animals while man continues to grow and ex-
pand. The fae take pride in their rich culture and a
growing fear has taken root that it may all bleed away in
time.

Then there are the pagus, appearing with the Ixin-
dar migration when the black sun passed over the world
and settled in its new home in the previous age. Pagus
break most of the rules associated with fae. They are
the oldest species without a deviation branch of their
own. After Mengus created them, they never changed,
as if Attricana stopped talking to them.

In the present, the descendants of the original fae
continue their traditions and beliefs with hardly a hic-
cup from the old time. Tenenbri dig, laudenians fly,
narros protect, and damaskans remember. Meanwhile,
their new ape-evolved neighbors continue to expand.

RELATIONS
& AND TRADITIONS

Narros salute by touching the first knuckle of a
clenched fist to the middle of their brow. Damaskans
abhor unnecessary physical contact with strangers,

B, o though they still don’t acknowledge an acceptable field
oy of personal space. Tenenbri curse and swear loudly
$/ during the course of their daily affairs. Gimfen wipe

sweat from their face before shaking hands. Laudeni-
ans never wear undergarments and usually keep to sin-
gle layers, especially at home, regardless of company
entertained. Such unique cultural traditions often come
as a surprise to visitors, namely mankind. Though they
have their own such customs across many nations, there
has never been a diplomatic incident between human
nations over traditional practices. Hand shaking is un-
derstood, as is bowing despite regional variations on the
specific motions involved.

Thankfully, echalogical influence inherited many
~of these customs from the ancient past. Bowing, includ-
.~ ing kowtowing is understood and practiced in several

" fae races. Nevertheless, despite some common ground,

fae nations. When the first fac encountered hu-
the elves assumed by understanding one group of

with most fae. Disastrous initial encounters between
fledging communities in southern Canam between fae
and humans soured relations for decades. Early chapar-
ran encounters with mankind were so dire, it curdled
opinions that have never fully been absolved. The bulk
of the blame fell with man on that account. Laudenians
also share a resentful opinion of man after an unfortu-
nate incident with the miners of Selkirk. Selkirk al-
ready benefitted from a successful first encounter with
the narros years earlier. Though the miners were not
immoral or wicked in any way, and tried their best to
impress the elder elves, the humans’ brash and un-
kempt nature came afoul of the decorous and conceited
attitude of the laudenians. The laudenians judged the
whole of the human race upon that single meeting as
offensive and unpleasant, and the majority has not
changed their opinion since.

In Southam, where humans were a minority, their
bitter opinions of the faec came from constant conflict.
With the exception of the narros, most fae in Southam
care little for mankind other than as a food or slave
source. Thankfully, other encounters in the north were
not nearly as soiled. Damaskans and narros discovered
kindness and loyalty among the humans in their first
encounters. They uncovered to their initial shock that
human traditions change with each nation and that time
and distance encourage greater deviations. After only a
few decades, two separate human societies populated
with identical humans would create distinct traditions
and even new languages. Unlike the chaparrans, laude-
nians, and tenenbri, inconsiderate and unmoving in
their traditions and their acceptance of other customs,
damaskans and gimfen grew to tolerate and even wel-
come cultural diversity.

Since damaskans don’t officially recognize royalty
or religion, the concept of bending a knee or commit-
ting to prostration to a lord or faith is unknown to them,
causing accusations of disrespect. Meanwhile, gimfen
kowtow to virtually anybody, including their own tools.
Considering how close their heads are to the ground,
this is hardly an impedance or strain on their backs.
Chaparrans bend the knee but never bow. Chaparrans
share with tenenbri their exuberance with affection.
Where chaparrans limit this to hand Kkissing and the
brushing of noses and cheeks, tenenbri only limit their
expressions to sports with the mouth, drawing the line
at open oral sex. The basic kiss, thankfully, rarely
changes and is still a sign of affection with both human
and fae nations.

Damaskans consider kisses against any skin in
public taboo, but make a game of concealment when-
ever possible. They also have no problem with cheek-
to-cheek contact or air kissing from a distance.

Holding one’s hands up, palms open, is considered
a sign of submission or greeting in many human cul-
tures, and is repeated with both damaskans and laude-
nians. However, the narros take it as an insult, insinuat-
ing one of “raising a wall” in defiance to the other.
Other misunderstandings include the use of connecting
the forefinger and thumb to form an “O” or the crossing
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of the index and middle fingers, both considered sexual
insults with chaparrans and laudenians, though each
sign insinuates opposite slurs. To the tenenbri, all si-
lent hand signals are considered rude, against the open
nature of the people. Even the most basic manual com-
munication is frowned upon unless joined by a verbal
accompaniment. On the other hand, Laudenians de-
spise noise and relish silence, thus screaming in joy is
considered coarse, regardless of the situation. By as-
sumption, applause is welcomed among the tenenbri,
accompanied by roars and foot pounding while the laud-
enians show praise with simple bowing.

Gimfen throw money. Waving one hand to an-
other is a greeting to many human cultures, holding it
steady is an insult. This is found with fae nations as
well though gimfen hate any hand gesture where the
palm is exposed to them.

Showing only the middle finger is a human insult
with no equivalent in any fae culture. However, one of
the most bizarre confused misunderstandings involving
hand gestures is the corna, or “horn” sign. This in-
volves extending the two outer fingers from an other-
wise closed fist. Though initially considered an insult
and a symbol of the devil in many human cultures, it is
well known throughout most fae nations as a welcomed
sign of greeting, often used by fae to display racial
pride. It is welcomed from humans, interpreted to say-
ing “I respect you and your species.” However, the
thumb must be kept closed for this salutation, as ex-
tending it out the side indicates a request for inter-
course. Since this discovery, some humans have cre-
ated a variation, where placing the gesture unknowingly
behind a human’s head insults him or her as a “fac
lover,” a slur in some communities.

These are a few examples of the many cultural
confusions that have arisen when fae mingle with hu-
mans. While most cultures shake hands, damaskans
frown upon it, as is nearly all open physical contact.
Chaparrans and tenenbri hardly keep their hands off
each other. With Limshau, containing a mixed demo-
graphic, the resident humans adopted many of the dam-
askan traditions and practices, offering a few back in
trade. Since the influx, damaskans from Limshau have
adopted the practice of slapping the raised hand of an-
other in celebration, a gesture no other fae do
(including other damaskans).

Beyond simple hand gestures, most humans find
the honesty of fae alarming. Though they might not
answer a question directly or volunteer a secret will-
ingly, they rarely lie. The sometimes brutal application
of this belief has ruffled more than a few feathers, espe-
cially among the noble human houses. This accompa-
nied by the fae’s tolerance for alternate lifestyles and
practices among their own people has made them un-
popular with fanatical human religious movements.

Many fae have been declared corrupt and wicked
by church leaders. Some fae are guilty of this as well,
considering mankind barbaric and primitive, regardless
if he uses magic or technology. Some fae have accused
man as inferior, both in breeding and in brains. Hu-

mans have countered with similar accusations, adding
that fae are tools of the devil, an image personified in -
the zealous ramblings of King Darius and his disciples
of Baruch Malkut.

And yet, many fae nations carry a positive relation-
ship with humans in spite of the massive casualties the
fae suffered at the hands of humans in the first century
and their capture and enslavement by raiders and evil
nations, a practice as prevalent now as it was when it
began 350 years ago. With the fae’s long life and even
longer history, the intricacies of their culture are so ex-
tensive that a human marrying a fae can take the en-
tirety of his extended life learning the details and still
be surprised at the end.

FAE DESCENDANTS

After dragons, the first species born on Earth were the
fac. No one remembers what they originally looked
like or how many there were. Their susceptibility to
magic altered their original form and they broke off into
dozens of smaller offshoots relatively quickly. These
offshoots remain genetically compatible and physically
similar in basic ways. They are usually bipeds with ten
fingers and ten toes, stereoscopic vision, and sexual re-
production. Human scientists, after a few centuries of
examining, failed to determine how faec resemble
evolved apes to such an extent. Although it's been
commonly agreed upon that alien life would evolve
naturally along similar lines, the parallels between fae
and man are too numerous to be considered a coinci-
dence.

Creationists (those believing in a creation by a di-
vine hand) had their answer and their proof. It became
known as Corpus Continuity. This belief, held by some
echans and techans, posits that numerous similarities in
enchanted species of fac and the evolved species of
man prove the existence of God. The humanoid form,
consisting of binocular vision, binaural hearing, base ten
appendages, erect stature, and mammalian physiology
match the fae species exactly, a species not evolved
from primitive animals but formed from magic itself.
With the exception of the pointed ears and the varia-
tions of faec species when they adapt to their environ-
ment, there still remains remarkable similarities scien-
tists cannot explain. Because fae arose first, many be-
lievers in Corpus Continuity also subscribe to Echalogi-
cal Influence. Those of faith on both sides believe in
the idea that God liked the humanoid form but tried
different ways to succeed at it. Scientists refuse to a¢e
knowledge this and believe a genetic reason exists fo
the similarity. To them echalogical influence may b
the reason itself--the previous age influencing evolu- 7
tionary paths to make humans resemble their long dead
progenitors.

Another popular theory claims it to be a coin
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TABLE: AGING EFFECTS

RACE MIDDLE AGE ' OLD 2 VENERABLE 3 MAXIMUM AGE
Chaparran 400 years 800 years 3,000 years +4d% years
Damaskan 300 years 500 years 1,000 years +4d% years
Gimfen 100 years 300 years 400 years +3d% years
Human 35 years 53 years 80 years +2d20 years
Laudenian 500 years 1,000 years 5,000 years None

Narros 250 years 400 years 900 years +2d% years
Tenenbri 200 Years 300 years 500 years +4d% years
Tilen 300 years 400 years 500 years +3d% years

I At middle age, —| to Str, Dex, and Con; +1 to Int, Wis, and Cha.
2 At old age, -2 to Str, Dex, and Con; +1 to Int, Wis, and Cha.
3 At venerable age, —3 to Str, Dex, and Con; +1 to Int, Wis, and Cha.

world doesn’t exist at all, only emerging because of
man’s desire for it to exist.

The original fae vanished hundreds of thousands
of years before the First Hammer struck. A few of their
dominant features, like their pointed ears and sharp
features, still survive with all their descendants.

Fae all share several common qualities. They are
peaceful within their own species (i.e., laudenians never
fight laudenians). Divorce is virtually non-existent.
They are also monogamous and loyal to their mates.
When single, they are also known to be somewhat pro-
miscuous. Even the laudenians, with their strict heri-
tage and tradition, do not consider sex for pleasure ei-
ther sinful or immoral between consenting non-bonded
adults. Although they denounce the use of sex slaves
by human masters, fae races do not prohibit pre-bonded
(pre-marital) sex. Prostitution is rare given their sexual
freedom, but it has been known to occur. There are
& virtually no crimes dealing with vices in fae cultures.
A They gamble, smoke, and never gain an addiction to
LR | either. Additionally, they do not consider homosexual-
e ity a sin and bonded same sex couples occur openly in

FROM .. .

o 25 all fac communities. Some observers claim fae are all
-, sl pansexual, though this is not entirely the case. Some
</ human nations frown on these freedoms and expres-

2 6 sions, especially within those nations that use religion as
a device of fear to keep the population in line (a tech-
nique used exclusively by mankind).

These rules apply when the fae cultures are al-
lowed to govern themselves. In some locations, where
fae are not in places of authority, they are forced to
abide by the rules of the nation they inhabit. With the
pagus, they are run almost entirely by either dragons or
demons and are seldom permitted to rule themselves.

FAE RACIAL TRAITS

~ There are several features applying to all of the fae de-
| scendants:

UNIVERSAL FAE
RACIAL TRAITS

Echan Origin: All fae (save for pagus) are tied to
chaotic energies of the white gate of Attricana. You
disrupt technology on you and around you. You have a
saturation value of 20 which can never drop below this
value unless your soul switches from Attricana to the
negative energies of Ixindar (See Chapter Eight).

Immunities: You are resistant to all mortal disease.
You are resistant to such annoying ailments as the flu,
measles, and polio. You are unaffected by all genetic
diseases, but not mutated genes from radiation or en-
chanted viruses. You are immune to all transmitted
diseases in human history. You cannot be carriers or
infected in anyway. You never contract cancer natu-
rally, but external forces (chemicals, radiation, or magic)
may still infect you. Enchanted diseases (all diseases in
the game with an attack) can still affect you

Light Sleeper: Unlike humans, fae races require
little sleep and they jostle awake with surprising ease.
You can sleep lying down or just leaning back. This is
due do a subconscious effort to maintain balance. It
allows you to sleep comfortably on branches or on cliff
edges. You require only four non-consecutive hours of
total sleep every 24 hours. Like all living creatures, you
require REM sleep. You must lie down and be comfort-
able to do so, but only need four hours of sleep in this
state to be satisfied every three days. If you are not
allowed comfortable sleep in order to reach a REM
state, sleep deprivation will eventually set in. You can
sleep in heavy armor for three days before fatigue sets
in. You gain a +5 racial bonus against sleep effects and
can make Listen skill checks while asleep without pen-
alty.

Fae-Iron: A specific ratio of lead and iron is ex-
tremely toxic to all fae. It is a forbidden substance, out-
lawed in most civilized communities. You are vulner-
able to fae iron (you take half again as much damage
(+50%) from attacks with weapons made from fae iron).



CHAPARRANS

RACIAL TRAITS

Average Height: 5'8” — 6’3"

Average Weight: 80-120 Ibs.

Average Starting Age: 100 years
Estimated Life Expectancy: 3,000 years

Ability Scores: +2 Wisdom; +2 Constitution or +2
Strength; -2 Charisma

Size: Medium; as a Medium creature, you have no special
bonuses or penalties due to your size.

Speed: 30 feet, see Brachiate

Vision: Low-Light Vision; you can see twice as far as a
human in starlight, moonlight, torchlight, and similar
conditions of poor illumination. You retain the ability
to distinguish color and detail under these conditions.

Languages: Chaparra and one human language. If you have
a high Intelligence score, you can choose any
additional languages you want.

Racial Skill Bonuses: +2 Stealth, +2 Survival

Brachiate: You have a climb speed equal to your
normal speed when climbing trees. You gain a +5 bo-
nus to Acrobatics and Climb checks when moving
through difficult forest terrain. You can move through
difficult forest terrain without a reduction in speed.

Chaparran Weapon Proficiency: You are proficient
with the longbow, the shortbow, and one one-handed
melee weapon of your choice.

Listen to the Wind: Your perceptions are so keen
you could use an enemy's breathing in the dark to aim
your shots. When wielding a shortbow or longbow, you
may use Wisdom as your primary ability for all attack
and damage rolls with it.

Long Shot: The range entry for any shortbow or
longbow you wield is doubled.

Natural Habitat: You are one with the forest.
While you are in a forest (wood), you gain a +2 racial
bonus on Perception checks and your Combat Maneu-
ver Defense and you cannot be surprised. When out-
side of a forest, you suffer a -1 penalty to initiative.

Surprisingly Resilient: While you are not wearing
heavy armor or carrying a shield, you gain a +1 dodge
bonus to AC and Reflex saves.

Weald Walk (Su): You are able to vanish into the
forest and reappear elsewhere to assault your opponent.
If you are within 5 feet of a tree, you can use a swift
action to teleport up to 50 feet to another tree within
range. You emerge within 5 feet of the targeted tree.
The trees must be rooted in the Earth. This movement
does not provoke opportunity attacks. You can use
Weald Walk as many times a day as your Wisdom modi-
fier.

iding in the deep woods across the world,
the fae of chaparra evolved concealment to
an art form. Their xenophobia rivals even
the laudenians. Nearly all descendants of

fac believe that they are the true form of the ancient
race. Chaparrans are almost as close to laudenians to
that claim. Their race dates back further than anyone
can recall, including them as they keep few records.

Chaparrans believe most other races have forgot- :
ten their origins. They believe that the original fae
birthed from the forests and should always remain tied
to them. The chaparrans take their homes from the
woods, growing towers, temples, and whole communi-
tiecs from the soil. Their mere presence encourages
vegetation. As result, chaparran communities boast the
tallest, thickest trees. Chaparrans mostly keep to them-
selves, refusing involvement in most wars. T'hey con-
tend that their souls will move from wood to flesh every
generation. Killing one simply moves their soul to a tree
for its lifetime. After an era, the soul returns to flesh.
One could walk through a chaparran forest without ever
knowing their presence. Unless threatening elf or tree,
trespassers often cross without worry or encounter.
More nefarious individuals vanish after entering.

Most communities are small. With such an ob-
scure people, numbers are impossible to come by. Esti-
mates range from 80,000 to 800,000 chaparrans across
the world, scattered among a thousand forests of varying
size. One optimistic guess claims that number closer to
a million. They defend the forests when necessary, of-
ten with arrow fire. Their bows and arrows grow natu-
rally from wood, a result of their symbiosis with the
trees around them.

Where other fae races take pride in their books
and scrolls, chaparrans seldom write anything. Their
outward emotional displays are reflected mostly in their
music and dance. They pound beats into fallen logs
with amazing speed and augment those sounds with
kinetic syllables of phrases strung so fast as to make the
words meaningless.  Chaparrans’ passion for dance
knows no equal. The flailing of bodies and limbs pulse
with speeds unheard. A chaparran’s heartbeat will in-
crease to virtually that of a hummingbird in spasm. Bod-
ies move almost violently, with fists pounding and legs
striking. Only their absolute discipline prevents injury
to others. Watching a chaparran dance charges the soul
and pumps the heart. Every move denotes a meaning 27 s
others seldom understand. To outsiders, the dance
looks chaotic with thrashing appendages and whirling
bodies without care for people or objects around. Ones
involved in the dance hardly open their eyes, confound-
ing outsiders to how the dancers don’t crash into each
other. All chaparrans know this dance and practice ‘it -
daily. The art connects to a form of martial art called
Manora Chaparra, believed to push the darkness fro,/
their souls, allowing them to fight with clean spirits.

from the world. The obsession continues today.
When chaparrans die, tradition decrees the
must be dropped into a grave without a coffint
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gle acorn is placed in the mouth. This seed always
grows, despite surrounding competition and available
water. These trees grow taller and wider that any grown
from nature and many claim the great temples of Jibaro
and Libanus emerged from fallen chaparran priests.
- This belief passes to wandering chaparrans as well, and
travelers across the world always know where one is
‘buried by the massive tree dwarfing all those around.
Lone sentinels have appeared in deserts, atop great

Physical Description: Chaparrans are slightly taller
than damaskans but give the illusion of much greater
size due to their increased muscle mass and physical
stamina. They also often wear furs and pelts, adding to
their girth, but exposing a great deal of skin to maintain
agility. Of all the fae descendants, the chaparrans have
the greatest spectrum of skin tones, from light tan to
ebony black. They hate adorning themselves with
gems or shiny rocks and seldom wear metal of any kind.
Their ears are short and flush with their heads, making
them almost indistinguishable from humans at a dis-



tance. A chaparran’s eyes usually reflect green and blu-
ish hues and will often pierce their ears in several arcas
and color their bodies with tattoos, especially around
the face, shoulders, and back.

Playing a Chaparran: Many assume a wild behav-
ior when spotting a chaparran. In truth, they are quite
civilized and maintain good grooming and health.
Unlike other fae, known for being austere, chaparrans
wear their emotions on their sleeves...though most
don’t actually have sleeves. Everyone knows immedi-
ately when a chaparran is upset. Thankfully, this pas-
sion spreads to upbeat emotions as well.

Chaparrans seldom seek adventure outside their
forests. Of all fae races, they and the tenenbri are the
least encountered outside of their regions. Since cross-
breeds seldom result in chaparrans, few outcasts can be
identified as such. Only in extremely rare cases do
chaparrans brave the outside world. Only the young and
curious disobey their culture and heritage to embark on
such a voyage.

A player creating a chaparran should be aware of
their propensity of solitude. Though some will obvi-
ously forge and protect friendships with outsiders, they
still prefer fac to humans and seldom invest time or
emotion in relationships with the latter. Chaparrans
rarely bond with non-chaparrans and less so with hu-
mans.

Chaparrans avoid heavy armor and weapons with
no wood component. Their swords often sport wooden
grips. They prefer ranged fire but a few have been
known to wield scythes, maces, and spears. Chaparrans
enjoy the outdoors and need to see the sun to orientate
themselves. Without this, they often grow confused
about the time of day, sleeping at odd hours for random
lengths. A chaparran is crippled when in a castle or a
dungeon but are virtually unstoppable in a forest. It is
not a stretch to conclude that the majority of chaparrans
are claustrophobic.

Chaparrans are also highly religious and commonly
profess a faith in Berufu, the fae mother god who gave
life to their ancestors. Nearly all chaparrans openly pray
to the woods every morning, noon, and night, thanking
her for their life. The chaparrans believe the fae are not
devolving, but becoming one with nature. Their de-
scendant offshoots are not necessarily violent, but more
xenophobic, becoming increasingly skittish of outsiders.

They also grow more connected with nature, even
to the point of exhibiting animal physical traits. Chapar-
rans respect their descendants and scold the laudenians
for hanging onto what they call a “bankrupt obsession.”

If player creates a chaparran, that character is one
who wishes to see beyond the trees of home. They
may still be skittish of strangers but brave enough to
take chances where others would run away. Chaparrans
have a flight instinct and will bolt instead of standing
ground unless allies or the innocent are threatened.
Chaparrans are the best race to play because they are
the most like the traditional elves of legend. They have
the oldest history and the most exotic beliefs. They are
proud and powerful and are the envy of many others.

To play a chaparran is to wholly embrace the fan-
tasy world and all of its possibilities.

Names: Unlike other fae, often taking human-like
names to better associate with the human world, chap-
arrans refuse to do so. Their names, like all fae, are per-
sonal and are only meant to be heard by pointed ears. A
chaparran’s family name merges with their given name.
The given name is usually one or two syllables and the
full name usually features one to several ‘K’s when
spelled in the English tongue. Since they don’t adopt
human names and refuse to let humans address them
by their given titles, most simply ask that outsiders refer
to them each as “Krysid” which means “Fae-Born” in
their language. It was more than a century after man-
kind’s initial contact with chaparrans before they fig-
ured out why they all had the same name.

Examples: Marakenassa, Jassakerak, Brassekonnas

DAMASKANS

RACIAL TRAITS

Average Height: 48" — 57

Average Weight: 70-100 Ibs.

Average Starting Age: 100 years
Estimated Life Expectancy: 1,500 years

Ability Scores: +2 Dexterity; +2 Intelligence or +2
Wisdom; -2 Strength

Size: Medium. As a Medium creature, you have no special
bonuses or penalties due to your size.

Speed: 35 feet

Vision: Normal, as per human.

Languages: Damaskan, English. If you have a high
Intelligence score, you can choose any additional
languages you want.

Racial Skill Bonuses: +2 Acrobatics, +2 Knowledge
(History)

Ambidexterity: The attack penalties for your off-
hand are the same as your primary hand for the pur-
poses of two weapon fighting or if forced to fight with
your off-hand.

Encyclopedic Knowledge: You can take 10 on all
trained Knowledge checks in any situation. 'This takes
no additional time.

Fearless: You gain a +2 racial bonus to all Will
saves.

Gravity Focus (Ex): You are able to enter a state of
heightened awareness. Your heart beats faster. Your
muscles twitch and quiver. You are able to surge you
body and mind to spectacular speeds. As a free actio;r.’:
you can employ gravity focus. This does not provoke
opportunity attacks. You can activate this ability as
many times a day as your Dexterity or Intelligence | =
modifier. When employed, until the beginning of your
next turn, you gain the following benefits:

e Increase your speed by +10 feet. , \

e Gain a +5 bonus to Acrobatics and Cli Y&

checks. f
0 ;“




Ref saves.

Enemies gain no attack bonuses against you
from flanking, if on higher ground, or if you
are flat-footed, kneeling, sitting, or prone.

— Polyglot: You gain a +4 bonus with Linguistics
FROM
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ow Tachygraphy: The damaskan written | i
Al achygraphy: e damaskan written language is a

\'g'i' shorthand allowing them to write in a fifth the time
2 3 O while using their system. Mages must still use Pleroma,
o so they cannot apply tachygraphy to spellwork.

Tactless: Damaskans are honest and speak often
| without thinking. You suffer a -2 penalty to all Diplo-
macy checks against non-Damaskans.

Think Before Acting: Your intellectual pursuits,
far from impeding your combative edge, have only
honed it. You may use Intelligence as your primary
ability for attack and damage rolls with all ranged at-
tacks. You can also use Dexterity in place of Strength
when determining your Combat Maneuver Defense.

1

he first Damaska was the oldest empire in
history, erected on the ruins of ancient fae.
After the gate re-opened, damaskans rebuilt
their civilization, though split into two differ-
empires on opposite sides of the planet. On one,
ka was made to mimic its former glory. On the

other, the fae erected the empire of knowledge, Lim-
shau. Because of a peculiar trait of all fae, both nations
looked initially similar. All damaskans live in homes
made of stone, not wood. Most of their cities are built
into tall mountains or next to cliffs and always facing a
major river or body of water. Where they differ is that
Damaska's cities expand with whim across open fields
stopped only by water and cliffs where Limshau re-
stricts its cities by erecting walls. Damaskan cities
scrape the sky with sharp spires—a landscape of porcu-
pine quills—while Limshau’s jigsaw of flat, interlock-
ing, and tessellating buildings allow one to sit atop a
roof and watch an unobstructed sunset. The Damaskan
damaskans across the ocean in Lauropa wear looser
clothes, wielding different weapons, and are more open
in public. Since fae never change unless branching into
a new species, this deviation in Canam can only be at-
tributed to the introduction of man, a species foreign to
the Damaskan Empire in the East.

Damaskans are the most common, most seen, and
most widely circulated in the world. Both those from
Damaska and Limshau are considered damaskan even
though fae from Limshau often refer to themselves as
Limshau fae. Damaskans are also one of the few fae
species to permit the term “elf” in conversation, often
heard even from their lips. Of all fae, damaskans are the



most numerous with the largest kingdoms. Narros hold
rights to the largest armies, but damaskans claim all
other records. They have the most artisans, the most
diplomats, the most historians, and the most architects.

Their wizards all employ the book as their totem,
which may be hard to distinguish since nearly all dam-
askans (at least in Limshau) carry books.

Each individual possesses an encyclopedic knowl-
edge on a subject defined by their taste. Where those
from Damaska prefer internal recall for this information,
residents from Limshau insist on writing all of it down.
Until the damaskans' arrived, fae races seldom recorded
anything. Their history was marred with inaccuracies,
legends claimed as fact, facts discredited as myth. This
was part of the reason why fae history from the time of
Terros is so vague and sporadic. Alas, damaskans could
bring nothing with them to the new world and had to
reconstruct their past from memory. One distinction
damaskans are clear to make is that they won’t volun-
teer their own opinion on their pages, clogging the
books with judgment, sentiment, and meaningless
monologue. Where humans believe any individual can
stand on a box and preach prose worthy of print, damas-
kans remain quiet, recording events and rarely the
thoughts of those involved.

The damaskan written form is substantially differ-
ent from other fae languages. Damaskans know both
the classical cursive and a shorthand variation they in-
vented called Sonna-eliano, which has been translated
into English as orthoglossy. Every damaskan, regardless
of their place in the world, knows this writing style. Us-
ing orthoglossy allows a damaskan (or any other trained
in the skill) to write five times faster than any other
scholar.

Damaskans rely on woodwind instruments
throughout their performances. They prefer quiet, more
subdued music by a majority. When they die, their bod-
ies are burned and scattered to the wind. Because of
their circulation over the globe, no one can be sure how
many damaskans live on Earth, but it’s probably be-
tween 4-5 million. Less than half of them reside in Ca-
nam. Damaskans migrated across the globe very
quickly. Even though Damaska remains the largest fae
empire, dozens of others appeared in a matter of dec-
ades. 'The Damaskan and Limshau empires remain
loyal to each other, though not often in contact.

Damaskans loathe pagus. More than any other
race, the dragons deeply respect the damaskan people.
Limshau places its trust in alliances with the gimfen,
chaparrans, and humans — specifically with the king-
doms of Abidan and Kannos.

Physical Qualities: A damaskan’s eyes slant
slightly, similar to Asian humans. Damaskans fre-
quently wear new clothes, pressed and clean, which fit
snuggly. They abhor getting dirty. Their ears taper
straight out the sides of the skull to a very sharp point
and have a tendency to flutter and vibrate slightly de-
pending on mood. Obviously, due to discomfort, damas-
kans avoid wearing helmets whenever possible. They
feature darker hair tones and seldom grow it beyond

shoulder length. The skin ranges from light tan to olive
color with eyes of brown and grey. Damaskans rarely
pierce their skin or adorn their bodies with tattoos.
When reaching adulthood, damaskans still resemble
human young adults barely out of puberty (17-19 in
human years). Even at their venerable age, damaskans
don’t often look a day past 30 and do not look older
than 40 when they finally shuffle on.
Playing a Damaskan: Damaskans maintain a deep
pride for whichever beliefs they have and are known to
defend their convictions to the death. Damaskans sel-
dom understand fear and often engage in fights they
know they cannot win to save the life of another. Dam-
askans are shy, often staying quiet during conversations.
They prefer to speak only when having something use-
ful to say. Until then, they keep back and avoid making
their presence known. This makes them appear distant,
detached, and even cold. They do exhibit emotions
when they are encountered, but this happens more of-
ten when the damaskan is off-duty or when in private.
When dedicated to the task, they think of little
else and speak only when necessary. Get them started
on raw knowledge or ask them to recite some nugget of
information and they talk like uncorking a Champaign
bottle. They believe in discipline and order and find
disorganization of any kind unsettling. They also place
an unnatural level of security on the written word, put-
ting themselves in harm’s way to protect a book. Even
the less scholarly inclined from Damaska find this urge
nearly unavoidable.
Due to their large numbers, damaskans follow sev-
eral beliefs. The largest numbers worship the dragon
god, Amethyst, believing his soul exists beyond the
gate. Others worship the fae god of Berufu, while others
follow the narros god of Oaken. A smaller number have
even embraced a few human faiths. Those of piety are
few with damaskans. Less than 10% of damaskans
worldwide endorse a religious belief. Damaskans wel-
come adventure and often leave their lands for such
desires. Some also embark on quests for their people. A
common sight in open echa, damaskans are ever ex-
panding and rely on the adventuring spirit of their peo-
ple to establish a growing civilization. A player creating
a damaskan should be aware of their timid nature. They
are often reserved, seldom speaking out of turn. They
can be prone to sudden burst of emotion when finally
pushed. Threatening flame to parchment is a sure way
to enrage such a fae. Damaskans are clearly the best
race to play because they are built on the strengths g "
being a fae without the arrogance and xenophobia of
other races like laudenians and chaparrans. They are
the easiest to get along with, possess the widest range o
abilities for nearly all classes, and have a virtuous path‘\;"
ingrained in their soul—the pursuit of knowledge.
What path could be more honorable? They are civilized,
numerous, and have the smallest stigma of any faec rabe
without exception. { il
Names: Damaskans often adopt a human-soundj
name when in public. Either their parents g
one at birth (if a member of an integrated co



or the damaskan chooses it before leaving an all fae vil-
lage. Some damaskan families adopted their chosen
human name as their true name, nearly forgetting their
heritage. This occurs in Limshau far more often than
anywhere else. Not just due to integration, many be-
lieve a new world requires a clean slate, and a new fam-
ily name is a good place to start. Those families will also
frequently choose a human name for their children,
forgoing the fae. Several outside races deplore this
practice and a few fae without native names have been
denied entry in fac-only communities on this basis.

Most damaskans keep their fac names if they have
them, privately known only by loved ones and family.
Even in situations where the damaskans use their last
name, they still regularly select a human first name be-
cause damaskan names are somewhat hard to pro-
nounce. Human names selected are usually simple,
with little cultural identification. They are often chosen
to reflect an attribute of the individual. Last names are
very culturally specific and sometimes reflect an attrib-
ute of the family or important individuals within it.

Examples: Ravenar Limshau III is his real name,
but his sister’s husband elected to adopt the human
title “Strongbow” to replace their damaskan family
name of Kaixiu’Ooria. Centuries later, few in that fam-
ily ever use that title. Their fourth child, a daughter was
given the damaskan name Reivune, which eventually
turned into Raven, which she elected as her open name,
as well.

GIMFEN

RACIAL TRAITS

Average Height: 3'3” — 4’3"

Average Weight: 40-60 Ibs.

Average Starting Age: 30 years
Estimated Life Expectancy: 500 years

Ability Scores: +2 Dexterity; +2 Charisma or +2 Wisdom;

-2 to Constitution

Small. As a Small creature, you gain a +| size bonus

to Armor Class, a +| size bonus on attack rolls, a -1

penalty to your Combat Maneuver Defense, and a +4

size bonus on Stealth checks.

Speed: 25 feet

Vision: Normal

Languages: Damaskan and one human language. If you
have a high Intelligence score, you can choose any
additional languages you want.

Racial Skill Bonuses: +2 Bluff; +2 Escape Artist

Size:

Builder: You gain a +4 bonus to Engineer or
Sleight of Hand.

Disruption Reduction: You do not disrupt tech-
nology like other echan races. You do not increase the
penalties to disruption during combat.

Scurry:  Your movement is not reduced if you
crawl. You do not provoke an attack of opportunity by
erawling or standing up from prone.

-y Tiny Frame: You suffer a -4 penalty when at-

tempting a bull rush against targets bigger than you.

Jump Charge: The minimum distance you must
move during a charge is reduced to 5 feet. If you only
move 5 feet during the charge, this movement does not
provoke attacks of opportunity from other creatures,
even if you pass through their threatened area

Lithe and Irritable: Size is not an obstacle to you
in a scrap. You may use Dexterity as your primary at-
tribute for attack and damage rolls with all melee at-
tacks. You can also use Dexterity in place of Strength
when determining your Combat Maneuver Bonus.

o one is sure how the gimfen broke off
from the other fac. They possess a natural
curiosity of the world. They have a flare for
fine food, good tobacco, and comfortable
clothes. Gimfen love dance from every culture but
have never developed one of their own. They embraced
many human customs when relationships blossomed
between the two species, and are one of the most com-
mon nonhuman species seen in exclusively echan hu-
man communities. The curiosity of gimfen eventually
spread to technology. Most Fae races reach an impasse
when encountering human technology. Even holding
onto one for any duration eventually leads to break-
down in another fae's hands. However, the gimfen don't
share this curse. This strange deviation, once thought
to be a production of corruption from Ixindar, was later
accepted by the other races as another attribute of a
later branch in the fae tree. Their desire to pursue
technology in an age where machinery didn’t work re-
liably turned into a fixation. Many of them obsessed
about discovering a way to allow machinery to operate
in a realm of magic. Numerous gimfen eventually
turned into masterful technicians, engineers, alche-
mists, and inventors. Where laudenians pioneered to-
tem magic and narros the forging of magical items, gim-
fen took pride in alchemy, stumbling into potion brew-
ing soon after. What they lack are spell casters.

Gimfen enjoy a natural curiosity of the world but
believe it can always be improved. Some pursue basic
carpentry and metalwork while others found a happy
medium with minor gadgets and tools. Many a gimfen’s
home would be adorned with inventions never used.
After the return of magic, the first bastions were barely
more than a few buildings. They grew slowly under
constant attack from the outside. A few collapsed or
turned to magic, abandoning the old ways of science.
Others remained stubborn and fought against the en-
chantment. Such was the case with the eastern Canam
city of York, under barrage from dragons and pagus.
The bastion turned to a nearby growing civilization of
gimfen for assistance. The gimfen were welcomed into
the libraries to learn everything they could about hu-
man technology, sciences of the body, machine, and
atom. With the help of the resourceful and inventive
gimfen, York was able to defend itself against predators,
and their expansion became reinvigorated. This agree-
ment with an echan race was unofficial and kept secret.
The gimfen were not allowed to live within the popula-
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tion or enter through the main gates. After their useful-
ness expired, the gimfen returned to their homes leav-
ing only a few behind in the city for maintenance. The
neighboring gimfen town, Gnimfall, accepted back its
pilgrims and the nation flourished. They held the se-
crets of magnetism, electricity, and internal combustion
—advances they would not have discovered on their
own.

Despite lacking the technical prowess of even the
most ham-fisted human, gimfen knew one thing man-
kind didn’t: how to insulate technology from magic.
Although not perfect by any means, this clumsy proce-
dure could help certain machinery operate without the
constant fear of disruption. The gimfen combined what
they discovered with what they already knew and
within a century the landscape of gimfen communities
changed. Where once there were tiny shops and garages
surrounded by farmlands, now the villages were domi-

nated by grind towers—oddities of mutated technology.

They hold few people, designed primarily for de-
fense, sound baffling, and temperature maintenance for
underground factories. Gnimfall, the largest collection
of towers, is not an open-air city, but hundreds of levels
stretching more than a mile underground. The levels
are a mixed lot of housing, factories, and processing =
plants so jumbled and seemingly disorganized that tour-
ists often get lost without a guide. Grind towers now dot
the globe, marking the presence of Gimfen commu
ties.

Not all have embraced the way of technology, pre
ferring to keep a balance between nature and machin
In contrast, gimfen communities like Salvabrooke :
laid back, agrarian, possessing little technology. (
rently there are more than three million gimfen lin
ous villages and colonies about the world. /]

10s aEd damas
‘.\“ l‘

% A ““i“%
) el



with other fae have strained since the gimfen have so
often turned away from their roots. Gimfen often wel-
come humans, especially ones with a new toy.

Most of gimfen worship “Mecha,” which they be-
lieve allows them and only them to operate machinery
in the presence of magic. Mecha’s symbol of faith lies in
the gimfen’s tools, which he prays to every morning.
Mecha, or Machine God, is responsible for all the de-
vices the gimfen make.

Physical Qualities: Gimfen are the shortest of the
major fae races. They feature thin, almost Asian-like
eyes of bright green and blue tones. Their hair is often
vibrantly colored and their ears taper straight back, with
the tips sometimes as much as an inch from the back of
their head. Their skin is often lightly colored. Because
they often to adopt other cultures, anything goes when
it comes to their attire and whatever else they do to
their bodies. Gimfen enjoy their sense of humor as well
as a desire to possess shiny objects. Their connection
with nature fell by the wayside in favor of the new
knowledge from man. They have an obsessive fascina-
tion with human machinery.

Gimfen look as pubescent youth through the ma-
jority of their lives. This makes many humans uncom-
fortable when dealing with gimfen adults. They only
break from that in their final years, when their age
rushes upon them, growing wrinkles and spots, aging
decades in days.

Playing a Gimfen: All gimfen leave their village at
some point in their lives but seldom make roots. Gim-
fen leave for a variety of reasons including adventuring
or the acquisition of treasure, fame, or technology
(which for many is treasure). For them, adventuring is
more of a career than an opportunity. Gimfen are curi-
ous, inquisitive, and extremely impulsive. They love to
- see the world and often feel other cultures should be

gifted with the odd knowledge they alone possess. Gim-
2 fen come close to developing addictive personalities.
They are happy to try new things, especially in regards

ROM . . . .

EzOF to dance and food. Their unending curiosity makes
gy them open to anythl.ng. ' . .
g A player creating a gimfen must decide on their

character’s path, nature of technology. One common
route is the thief, as gimfen look innocent and incon-
spicuous, though dungeon delvers are equally as popu-
lar. An alternative approach is the techan enthusiast,
walking around with a modified human firearm she can
hold and fire safely. When brandishing such a trophy, a
gimfen is no longer unassuming. There have even been
gimfen spotted sporting a heavily insulated plasma ri-
fles on their backs. Gimfen are the first to try anything.
They are naturally inquisitive, but this often gets them
into trouble. Despite being great liars, an attribute the
~ other fae dislike, gimfen share with the other fae a pro-
pensity for naivety. They believe everything is safe and
~ everyone is honest unless proven otherwise.

Gimfen are the best race to play because they have

petty issues that absorb so many others. They are the
best because they are the only fae race to be able to
embrace a new world while remembering the old one.
No other fae can enter a town tavern with laser rifle on
his back. They are the life of the party and the center of
attention.

Names: Like the damaskans, gimfen adopt a hu-
man first name either at birth or when leaving an all-fae
community; but — unlike the damaskans — they inten-
tionally incorrectly spell these names. They also change
them every 100 years. Family lineage means nothing to
them. Because of this constant variation, some outside
critics grow concerned with potential gimfen inbreed-
ing. Gimfen never seem to worry about it. Their names
sometimes reflect the cultures they integrate in, adopt-
ing narros and or human titles. They also frequently,
but not always, use alliterations.

Examples: Xris Jiggadaxion, Kimma Kutaming,
Malachi Boomfellow, Maris Nippentuck

LAUDENIANS

RACIAL TRAITS

Average Height: 5’107 — 6'7”

Average Weight: 40-55 Ibs.

Average Starting Age: 150 years

Estimated Life Expectancy: Unknown (10,000 years?)

Ability Scores: +2 Wisdom; +2 Intelligence or +2
Dexterity; -2 Strength

Size: Medium. As a Medium creature, you have no special
bonuses or penalties due to your size.

Speed: 35 feet

Vision: Normal

Languages: Laudenian, one human language, and one
additional fae language. If you have a high Intelligence
score, you can choose any additional languages you
want.

Racial Skill Bonuses: +2 Acrobatics, +2 Spellcraft

Adept User: You receive a +2 racial bonus to sav-
ing throws against enchantment spells and effects.

Emergence: You know where and when to be to
strike the critical blow. When wicelding a light melee
weapon, you can use Wisdom in place of Strength as
your primary melee attack/damage attribute. If you are
wielding two weapons, both must be light weapons for
this ability to apply.

Equilibrium: If you have 4 or more ranks in Acro-
batics, you gain a +4 dodge bonus to AC when fighting
defensively instead of +3, and a +7 dodge bonus to AC
when taking total defense actions instead of +6.

Light Body: Reduce all fall distances by 10 feet (2
squares). If bull rushed, you are pushed back 10 feet;
for every 5 by which the attack exceeds your CMD, you
are pushed an additional 10 feet.

Slide Waltz (Ex): Your body can move like water,
swaying around an opponent with ease. As many times
a day as your Wisdom or Intelligence moditier, you can
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use a swift action and move to any location that is
within 5 feet of one Medium-sized creature you are
within 5 feet of. This movement does not provoke op-
portunity attacks.

audenians believe they are the true descen-
dants of the original fae. Some claim their
embracing of the sky made them immune to
the physical changes brought on by interact-
ing with the Earth. Most people have never seen a laud-
enian and could not describe one if asked. Their single
city appears on the surface to be one of technology, but
underneath the shine of the walls flows pure magic.
[Laudenia is a dream to many that swore they saw it.
Before the First Hammer, most laudenians lived in a

~ 1 ‘

floating city no one could locate unless the laudenians
wished it to be found. After their return after the Sec-
ond Hammer, the city reemerged, then promptly van-
ished once again. Everyone aware of its existence
knows the city floats around the Nankani Mountain

save for the single path of Dianaso, which Laudenia i
nowhere near. The city often remains rooted next to a< |
mountain for years, then seemmgly at random, it up~

network of floating keeps shrouded in the clo
Laudenians commonly prohibit any non-laudenis
from entering their keeps. Their land is/#i



the few other nations they find agreeable, generally
damaskans and narros. Few non-fae ever see these
floating keeps.

Laudenians commit to this life because of a fear of
degradation. If they truly were the first branch from the
original fae, then they have watched helplessly as their
children turned into the chaparrans, narros and damas-
kans. 'This might not have alarmed them initially be-
yvond the observation that the laudenians themselves
were growing fewer. Then the chaparrans started to
beget deviations, and then the narros. Damaskans fol-
lowed shortly behind and with each branch, the
emerged race acted more feral, more uncivilized then
their ancestors. Fearing a fate similar to the original fae,
the laudenians fled to the sky, convinced the magical
influence stemmed from the fae’s interaction with the
Earth. Their theory proved correct, and the dwindling
population of laudenians slowed . . . though didn’t stop
completely.

Laudenians enjoy the music of strings and their
dance often involves slow, subtle movements. Their
rituals, like everything involved in their culture, take
several days to complete. One festival, the Kenaz Sky,
occurs once every 500 years, lasting six months. Laude-
nians rarely mate with non-laudenians, and they strictly
forbid bonding with humans under penalty of expulsion
from the sky. The few laudenians that ever die are
placed in a gargantuan mausoleum at the base of their
city. All laudenians, even the ones that perish far away,
always wish their bodies returned to their home. Their
faith dictates that is the only way they may find peace.

The laudenians worship a god of the ancient fae,
Berufu, whom they believe lives — not beyond the gate
— but in the shadow realm where the universe was
formed. Attricana to them is a source of power but is
& neither a divine entity nor the gateway to god’s domain.
P Today, laudenians number less than 50,000, though
some suspect this number is much lower, closer to

e 10,000.
FROM . . . . . .
o 25 Despite near immortality, their population contin-
- ues to fall. This is largely the product of the whispering
</ influence of magic they cannot escape from, resulting in

children of lesser quality in their eyes. Laudenians re-
produce extremely rarely and their eventual fate ap-
pears certain, ultimately leaving a vast, sprawling em-
pire of empty and forgotten castles in the air.

Physical Qualities: Laudenians tower over all
other fac and even most humans. They have olive to
dark skin and dark hair often long and flowing. Their
ears are smaller than a chaparrans, tapering quickly to a
point. Their eyes though dark brown and grey, always
reflect a glint of light as if a candle always hangs sus-
pended over their eyes. Braided hair is common but
- tattoos and piercings are not. Most wear long robes of
white or green terminating just above the ankle.

There is a claim that no laudenian has ever died of
old age. Some have been rumored to have lived for

No laudenian has ever looked over 50.
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Playing a Laudenian: To meet a laudenian out-
side of the city is rare and few ever leave their home
unless under orders. The ones that do leave are either
on an extremely important quest that requires their un-
divided attention, or they're one of the rare individuals
who wished to see the world for themselves. Laudeni-
ans are known to be extremely arrogant. They are the
longest-lived echan race outside of dragons and most of
the elders date back to before the gate exodus. Their
egotism refused to die when they lacked corporeal
forms and only amplified when returned to the world.

Laudenians consider themselves superior and of-
ten patronize those unlike them.

It should be noted that a laudenian character
would be a rarity. This laudenian would be the only one
in a group and probably would not have seen another of
his kind in years. There would be a reason why this
laudenian has taken the risk of walking on the soil.
Laudenians dislike nature. They have no problem
wearing metal armor and wielding forged weapons.
They abhor the natural world and have lost their empa-
thy for it. The only reason why they have been able to
survive these thousands of years is from fleeing to the
sky. Since the magic of Attricana reflects off the Earth,
the laudenians took the sky to stave off degradation.
They never walk around in bare feet and cannot stand
being immersed in water. Since they never perspire, the
concept of washing becomes only necessity when being
dirtied from earth-walking.

Laudenians are often revered by other fae races, a
fact a laudenian is sure to bring up. They command
respect and believe themselves correct in every as-
sumption. The more a fae species is connected to the
earth, the more animalistic they become. Chaparrans
and narros are all on average stronger and sturdier, their
later branches even more robust. Laudenians are
known to have the most powerful spellcasters of all fae.
A laudenian character could be more humble than her
parents, whom most likely still live in the sky, but this
would not mean the character isn’t still arrogant. Of all
the fae, a laudenian would be the most pompous.

Laudenians are the best race because they are the
oldest fae and the most proud. The wisest of them have
their names etched in books in every library of every
other fae race. Laudenians forged the first magical
items, pioneered the use of totems and the language of
dragons, and built an empire in the sky to look upon
others below. They are arrogant and belief themselves
to be always right...but that’s because they usually are.

Names: L.audenians refuse to adopt human names.
Thankfully, their fac names are much easier to pro-
nounce than chaparran or damaskans. Their names are
soft and roll quite easily with the slightest effort. The
one bizarre aspect with laudenian names is that their
given and family names have exactly the same number
of syllables and most despise foreigners shortening
them, though quite easy to do so. L.audenians list their
ancestor’s names last and every generation adds a name.
Only the first name is the given name of the individual.
Most laudenians only mention one generation, but eld-
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ers and fanatics to laudenian heritage will often insist on
announcing themselves tracking back five or six genera-
tions

Examples: Massinan Lasseriss, Sirenus Fellerose,
Brassana Halcyos, Milanus Serani Lissero Renessan

NARROS

RACIAL TRAITS

Average Height: 4’ —4'9”

Average Weight: 195-395 Ibs.
Average Starting Age: 75 years
Estimated Life Expectancy: 1,000 years

Ability Scores: +2 Constitution; +2 Charisma or +2
Wisdom; -2 Dexterity

Size: Medium. As a Medium creature, you have no special
bonuses or penalties due to your size.

Speed: 25 feet. Your speed is never modified by armor or
encumbrance.

Vision: Darkvision. You can see in the dark up to 60 feet.

Languages: Narroni and one human language. If you have a
high Intelligence score, you can choose any additional
languages you want.

Racial Skill Bonuses: +2 Intimidate, +2 Survival

Big Boned: You suffer s -3 penalty to all Swim
checks.

Iron Roots: You have a +4 racial bonus to your
CMD against a bull rush or trip. You are treated as a
Large creature when dealing with wind effects.

Militaristic: You are proficient in any two melee
weapons of your choice (even if techan).

Stone Blood: You gain a +2 racial bonus to Fort
saves but suffer a -1 penalty to Ref saves. You also gain
a +2 racial bonus on saving throws against poison.

Final Word: If you are reduced to 0 or less hit
points, you do not fall unconscious until the end of your
next turn (regardless of damage taken). On your next
turn, you can take only a single standard action. If you
use that action to attack the enemy that reduced you to
0 hit points or lower, you automatically hit (you still roll
to determine if the attack is a critical threat).

espite ignorant stereotyping claiming them
all squatty, long-nosed dirty miners, narros
don’t resemble the fantasy creature they’re
often compared to. While the majority live
underground, they are not singular in their purpose of
greedily digging for riches in the Earth. In fact, narros
are one of the most selfless of all fae, taking on the role
as protectors for all their allies.

Narros caves never burrow below a certain depth.
Their mines are like a labyrinth, covering hundreds of
square miles. Part of their belief system demands that
they climb the highest mountain in their city (every
narros city is built around and/or within a mountain)
every year to reaffirm their confidence that the sun re-
mains above.

Even when outnumbered, narros often win in
open combat. They are the greatest soldiers of the fae,
with only the pagus threatening the claim. Almost every
narros citizen knows how to use a weapon. Soldiers en-
force a strict discipline in the art of war, a reflection of
the culture as a whole. There is a martial skill attached
to every facet of their lives. The same techniques and
movements used in warfare are duplicated in the mines,
planned and coordinated with precision.

Narros love the horn and drums and their battle
marches move to the sound of heavy bass from trum-
pets and skins louder than the footfalls of a thousand
feet. Narros don’t, and can’t, dance. The narros esti-
mate more than seven million of their kind walk the
Earth. Like man, most narros bury their dead. Narros
live almost exclusively in Canam and Southam and
rarely appear anywhere else. Their biggest concentra-
tion lies at Fargon with another collection in Southam
where the people often clash with the tenenbri.

The few narros holy men worship an idol-less god
referred to as Oaken — the spirit of Earth. Oaken lives
deep underground at the core. The narros dogma ex-
plains that Oaken, originally a fragment of a much larger
being, drifted into the Solar System and the Earth
formed around him. To them, the white gate created
the fae, but Oaken provided them with a shape and a
world. Narros believe their power comes from below,
not above, which may explain why most narros hate to
fly. The root of their abhorrence for the tenenbri leads
from a belief that their cousins dug too far and suffered
Oaken's punished. In the narros view, tenenbri never
got the message.

Physical Qualities: The narros insist on a high
degree of personal grooming. They do not possess the
heavy trunk torso many would expect though they are
still much stronger than other similar bipeds. They sim-
ply don’t show it. Narros are slower and less agile then
their cousin races. Where all other fae have hollow
bones, the narros claim their skeletons’ marrow is solid
iron. The proof is in their unbreakable physiques and
shockingly heavy frames.

Narros’ silvery skin reflects a glitter in sunlight.
Their skin tones range usually between peach and pale
white. Their ears are long but remain flush to their
heads. Their eyes, seemingly always squinting, can
open extremely wide and their irises loom large in their
sockets, though their colors, dull browns and matted
grays, don’t shine even in the brightest light. Males -
despise painting their bodies in any way but women - =&
often do. Males sport trimmed beards or short brai
when they grow them. Their hair is often pulled back

themselves bald. Unlike the legends they inspired, fe-
male narros neither grow facial hair nor look overtly”
masculine. It is only when narros dress for war whg /
males and females are indistinguishable. Narros afe
proportionately to humans. |
Playing a Narros: The narros believe in har
and hard play. Fathers work to near death a‘(%‘
day, party and drink undl sunset, sleg_p\in
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they take in life. Mages own more books. Priests pray
longer. Soldiers train much more fiercely. They are fo-
5‘ cused in their view, a coincidence carried with their
- name.

Narros uphold their discipline when on their own
itside of their community. A few leave because of

themselves. Those who lost their community or their
lord often travel alone across the world as masterless
ronin. All narros adventurers maintain an utter dedica-
tion to their chosen path, even without a crusade or
cause in their hearts.

A narros character need not be some loud fighter
with an axe. They can be anything they choose and
commit themselves 100% to that duty, often ignoring
other concerns. They are fanatical about any crusade
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they are on. A narros would be the first to awake in the
morning to tackle the day’s goals. They will ignore
fleeting pleasures like smoking and sex when commit-
ted a quest. When indentured to a lord or sworn to a
friend or party, a narros will risk everything including
his own life to protect them. This focused spirit is admi-
rable but can sometimes make a narros a real drag at
parties. As a result, the narros and gimfen don’t always
get along. The same can’t be said for the tenenbri,
which the narros overwhelmingly despise. The schism
between the two races is rarely mentioned — its roots are
stemmed with a religious dispute, a divergence of
dogma that can be tracked back thousands of years in
the old age. Still, this discord is a poor rubbing of the
hatred the narros feel for the pagus. Not even the ogres,
a lower fae branch from the narros, can match the loath-
ing felt to the corrupted fae of Ixindar. Being the pri-
mary military force for all good and honorable fae, the
narros have clashed with pagus more often than other
races. A narros need not require a reason to fight them
and the opportunity to do so would be reason enough to
join a quest. Others have accused the narros of holding
grudges far longer than socially acceptable. The row
with the tenenbri remains unresolved. Narros hate the
water as they are all tremendously bad swimmers (size
to weight ratio). Narros will avoid any body of water
where he cannot keep his feet on the bottom and still
breathe.

Narros are well and beyond the best race as there
is no subtlety behind them. They scoff adversity and
seldom run from a fight. They are the strongest and
take pride that the entire fac species would have been
wiped out long ago if it weren’t for them. They are sol-
diers from birth. In the end, why would anyone want to
be anything but the greatest warriors of legend?

Names: Unlike gimfen and damaskans, placing
little stock in their family names, narros cherish their
family names more than their given ones. They place
their family names first when writing them down and
announcing themselves in public. Because narros fami-
lies are vast, many outsiders believe narros are not origi-
nal with their names. Narros refer to each other only by
their given names in private or when asked. Married
couples call themselves by their given names in their
homes. Friends often refer to the family by the addi-
tional title Kar (Father/Ruler), Mir (Mother/Mistress),
Lan (Son, first born), Sen (Son, any born), or Jes
(Daughter, any born). The given names are usually
shorter than their family titles, thus making their full
names somewhat front-heavy.

Examples: Ragerrick Griff, Kranerose Jibbs, Ung-
narona Mina

PAGUS

RACIAL TRAITS

Average Height: 6’3” — 67"
Average Weight: 200-250 Ib.
Average Starting Age: 9 years.
Estimated Life Expectancy: 40 years

Ability Scores: +2 Dexterity; +2 to Strength or +2
Constitution; -2 Wisdom

Size: Medium. As a Medium creature, you have no special
bonuses or penalties due to your size.

Speed: 30 feet

Vision: Darkvision. You can see in the dark up to 60 feet.

Languages: Paggin. If you have a high Intelligence score,
you can choose any additional languages you want.

Racial Skill Bonuses: +2 Climb or +2 Acrobatics; +2
Intimidate

Earned Stigma: You suffer a -4 penalty to all Di-
plomacy checks against non-pagus.

Ixindar Keyword: You do not disrupt technology.
You do not increase the penalties to disruption in dur-
ing combat. However, you do not have access to any
techan classes or feats. See Saturation Rule below.

Steadfast: Seclect either Ref or Fort at 1st level.
Whenever you make save against your selected type,
roll twice and take the higher value.

Trained from Birth: You reduce armor check pen-
alties by 4 (to a minimum of 0) when wearing any ar-
mor.

Focused Aggression: Whenever an enemy scores a
critical hit on you, you gain an additional standard ac-
tion on your next turn. You can only gain 1 additional
standard action this way per round.

Saturation Exemption: Like humans (but for dif-
ferent reasons), pagus do not generate an EDF. With
humans, it's because they are produced via evolution.
With pagus, it's because they are corrupted by Ixindar.
You have a saturation value of 0 and a corruption value
of 10. This is before the selection of a class, which may
make you an echan instantly (See Chapter Eight).

he pagus emerged over a single night during

the age of Terros—the era before man when

fac and dragon reigned unopposed. When

the black gate of Ixindar drifted over the sky
on its arrival, the whisper of Mengus corrupted a million
fae to its cause. They abandoned their families and
friends. Most of these tainted creatures were chaparrany
though no race was left unspoiled. They vanished y' B X
an unspoken pilgrimage to the land where Ixindar fina :
settled.

Loved ones that followed that had not heard the |
whisper were killed by their own corrupted families 6r -
cursed themselves. When finally emerging in their i
tial raids against their ancestors centuries later, the
no longer resembled the peoples they escaped froma.

They had grown in muscle. They had, lost thek
hair. Their skin had grown pale. They loo el




identical to each other and shared a single disposition,
one single desire--to eliminate anything not blessed by
Ixindar.

When the black gate was unearthed again at the
beginning of the new age, the pagus were the first to
emerge. The whisper of Mengus could have tainted
the nearby humans as well. Five centuries later, the
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%i' pagus number in the tens of millions with concentra-
[

40 tions on every continent.

A fi A little known fact about the pagus is that Ixindar's

control is lessened the further one travels from Ixindar.
| Mengus strengthens its influence by channeling
through the will of its loyal disciples, the shemjaza. If
not present, it falls under corrupted dragons to enforce
the will of syntropy, despite not always following their
avatar's will. Away from these authorities, pagus act
independently. Still bound by the compulsion for vio-
lence, the culture that emerges reflects that propensity.
_ This is not helped by the attribute of pagus to degener-
ate into madness as they grow old (if they survive that
~ long). Only a noteworthy few maintain their sanity.
: These singular elders gain an enlightened view of
e role pagus are forced fill in this world. Their wis-
m and strength of personality is such that younger
1s around them will swear thoughtlessly to any ac-
e elder commands. Unfortunately, this usually
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entails the same bloody conflict forced upon them from
demons and dragons.

Even more uncommon are the elder pagus that
preach a rejection of the ideals imposed by their creator
and controllers. These pagus attempt an unpretentious
life filled with hunting, revelry, and reproduction.
They avoid the wars demanded by others, Regrettably,
these pagus are often still called into conflict as they
must habitually defend their lands from outsiders, often
their own kind.

Most travelers upon encountering roaming pagus
in Canam immediately assume an impending bloody
encounter. This is a proper and warranted assumption.
The number of enlightened and peaceful pagus is min-
iscule. They are seldom seen wandering on open roads.
Every fae race has sworn to their destruction with no
reprieve offered to the redeemed. While non-fae like
humans and kodiaks don't always reflect this racial ha-
tred, they have all been warned about the pagus. To
see one is to assume combat; to see more is a portent to
invasion.

In Canam, pagus currently live in the landlocked
region of Apocrypha. As creatures of syntropy, they find
the overwhelming chaos of nature distasteful and gener-
ally avoid mountains and large bodies of water. This
has kept them sealed in this region for centuries. Pagus
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that are found outside this are often raiding bands free
from the will of Ixindar. They may also be expeditions
seeking a safe route from Apocrypha. The enemies of
pagus seldom ask for details. It is unknown how many
civilized pagus have lost their opportunity to develop
because of this.

Physical Qualities: Pagus are taller than most
men, looming over all other fae save laudenians. Pagus
have pale, cracked skin marked with raised veins and
bruises from rapid aging. Only the ears remain the rec-
ognizable feature from the old fae--pointed, but short
and flush to their heads. Although pagus don't appear
"stretched" like laudenians, they still look thin given
their height. They are muscular but not incredibly
built like the shorter narros. This is deceptive, as the
pagus are one of the strongest races. The arms of a
pagus dangle nearly to his knees.

Pagus are completely hairless, and there is no sex-
ual dimorphism, with females as strong and as violent as
the males.

Playing a Pagus: A pagus joining a party has an
uphill journey. Where the tilen are unjustly pigeon-
holed as predators, the pagus’ reputation has been well
carned. Creating a pagus character must begin with an
origin. Where was this pagus born and how did he
reach this point in life? If joining an evil party, no ex-
planation is required. However, if the group is popu-
lated by noble warriors, an initial encounter should be
established (if not fully played out). Kodiaks carry no
grudge with pagus, a feeling shared by many humans
and tilen, but absent in all other fac. This generally
prevents pagus from being encountered alone in a tav-
ern.

Once the pleasantries of introductions have
passed, a pagus can be a fierce and effective (as well as
loyal) contributor to a party.

Pagus are the best race to play as they are commit-
ted and single-minded warmongers. There is no strat-
egy when dealing with a pagus. You point him in a di-
rection, let him go, and keep your distance.

Names: Pagus possess a guttural language assem-
bled from other fae tongues. Paggin borrows heavily
from narroni and damaskan into a patois mixed from the
shemjaza tongue of ignotan. This language forms the
basis of their names, despite that pagus are forbidden to
speak pure paggin in any village controlled or influ-
enced by Mengus. Pagus place their given names at the
end and their clan names at the beginning, forming it
into a single title broken by apostrophes and dashes.
Outside of pagus villages, these additional names are
dropped in favor of a more fearful title like Manik the
Malign and Kallis the Monster.

Examples: Alik'asti-Kross, Monko'Kallis,
Manik'kalik-Manik

TENENBRI

RACIAL TRAITS

Average Height: 4’5”-5’3”

Average Weight: 50-75 Ib.

Average Starting Age: 55 years.
Estimated Life Expectancy: 500 years

Ability Scores: +2 Charisma; +2 Wisdom or +2 Dexterity;
-2 to Strength

Size: Medium. As a medium creature, you have no special
bonuses or penalties due to your size.

Speed: 35 feet

Vision: Blindsight 100 feet

Languages: Tenenbra. If you have a high Intelligence score,
you can choose any additional languages you want.

Racial Skill Bonuses: +2 Perception, +2 Sense Motive

Blindsight: You possess blindsight to 80 feet. You
cannot read with blindsight, but you do see the written
language of dragons (Pleroma)--its glowing words illu-
minate to even those who cannot see. You cannot be
subjected to gaze or blinding attacks. You also can ne-
gate displacement and blur effect. You can still be sub-
jected to deafening attacks. Any of the following con-
ditions reduce the blindsight range to 30 feet: Being on
a mount, being in the air or on a boat, or when you are
sleeping.

Ichi: Blindness might hinder swordsmen of an-
other race, but never you. You may use Wisdom in
place of Strength for attack and damage rolls with any
melee weapons. You may also use Wisdom in place of
Strength when determining your Combat Maneuver
Bonus and Defense.

Piezo Scream (Ex): As many times a day as your
Constitution, Strength, or Wisdom modifier (select
one), you can use a swift action to emit a high-pitched
scream to disorientate or damage your foes. This does
not provoke opportunity attacks. All creatures within 5
feet of you are deafened and staggered for 1 round.
Fort negates; the DC is 10 + %2 your level + your Consti-
tution/Strength/Wisdom modifier (select one).

he tenenbri mark a point in fae history where
the naivety of free-thinking elves was stained
with bloody civil conflict. The tenenbri live
underground, but unlike the similarly subter-
ranean narros, they seldom return to the surface. This
is one of many points where the xenophobic tenenbri
differ from their dwarven cousins. Although both sha ,(" 3 ik‘z o
some common heritage and religious beliefs, the twi 1
races oppose cach other on many fundamental values
and had already been involved in smaller ethnic clashes
by the time the pagus arrived. After the War of thi
Fallen—the conflict between the fae and pagus—hdd
defused from immediate fear to daily concern,
clashes between the narros and tenenbri resumed.
The narros are a much older race than t € te
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- are as fanatically religious as the narros and worship the
same god, Oaken. However, tenenbri differ on inter-
- pretation and several fundamental beliefs. This in-
*cludes the approach of daily rituals, the formation of

around the ownership of the Well of Salvation—
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a holy monument to all that worship Oaken. The well,
a smooth, naturally-formed circular pit 345 feet wide
and 1.25 miles deep, was said to have been formed by
Oaken to be his voice. He commanded the fae to
emerge into existence from this very mouth. Naturally
formed steps allowed a long and dangerous trek to the
flat and featureless bottom. Only the most devout nar-
ros were allowed to make the pilgrimage to its base.
The well carried a breath of cold, moist air that continu-



ously spilled from its mouth, felt by believer and unbe-
liever alike that lined the perimeter. Suicide was an
unfortunate common side-effect (history books don't
detail how this is issue dealt with, whether on a theo-
logical level or a sociological one).

T'he narros, long before the tenenbri had even
been formed, forged the great surface city of Antok to
serve as the haven for all religious fae that endorsed
Oaken as their creator and savior. One of the basic
commandments of Oaken passed by the Antok cardi-
nals was that no fae was to dig deeper than the depth of
the pit. It was this sin the tenenbri had committed and
had done so willingly and repeatedly. While the tenen-
bri claimed they had already embraced the darkness
when this occurred, the narros contend the tenenbri lost
their eyes and their desire for daylight the moment they
affronted God.

The smaller conflicts that broke out over minor
religious disagreements continued until a tenenbri car-
dinal, Nihilochrysis, founded the Enos movement—a
subset of tenenbri dogma that revolved around the guilt
of being cast down by Oaken for the sin of digging too
deep.  This differed from standard doctrine that
claimed the tenenbri were a master race and are the
only ones with the right to venture into God's sworn
land. Thousands of followers of Enos, including Ni-
hilochrysis, marched upon Antok on pilgrimage with the
peaceful intent of praying alongside their narros cous-
ins. The guards of Antok, on orders from the religious
hierarchy, prohibited the tenenbri's entrance.  Ni-
hilochrysis and his followers set up camp around the
fortified city in peaceful protest and refused to leave
while runners returned to their underground empire to
inform them of what was occurring. The other tenen-
bri, despite having ulterior religious views, supported
their brothers. The elders called for a crusade. The
tenenbri withdrew their forces currently in conflict with
the pagus and marched upon Antok to lay it under
siege. 'The narros, in far superior numbers, were also
rallied. But to the majority of narros, their religious
convictions took second place to their loyalty to the
greater cause. Few answered the call to defend the
faith and continued their fight against the pagus.

The fall of the Hammer precludes an accurate ac-
count of history. Tenenbri claim their mythology holds
a factual account of the events at Antok. This involved
their armies digging beneath the narros defense tunnels
that surrounded the perimeter of the city, below the
prohibited depth, and then attacking the city from be-
low. It also stated the tenenbri survived the Hammer’s
fall by hiding within the well.

By a miracle of every sense of the word, the Well
of Salvation reappeared in the new age, emerging in
Southam, a realm already claimed by both the narros
and tenenbri. Despite the narros in the north living
their lives without care or concern of the matters in the
far south, the narros in Southam wage a holy war against
the tenenbri over possession of Antok and the Well of
Salvation. Ownership of the city has changed hands
several times over five centuries, and to complicate the

conflict even further, oggraks have promised to destroy
Antok utterly and rob both sides of their greatest prize.
Currently, the tenenbri control Antok, the only tenenbri
city above aground. Most buildings exposed to light are
empty. Meanwhile, the narros are forming another
army to retake the city.

The tenenbri are passionate about their beliefs
and show their emotions visibly. Their faith is neither
evil nor overwhelmingly corrupt. The Enos movement,
though sparking a campaign that cost thousands of lives,
never endorsed the use of violence. Even Nihilochry-
sis, father of the movement, deplored the actions of the
tenenbri hierarchy, condemning their aggressive re-
sponse to the narros, though knowing the needs of Enos
were secondary to the desires of the tenenbri funda-
mentalist leaders. The elders wished to spark a war
with the narros over an artifact the other tenenbri had-
n't, until that point, even cared about. Nihilochrysis did
not survive the siege but his movement lived and is
now considered a minority ethnic group within the
tenenbri—scorned and ridiculed for their adverse belief
system despite it causing the greatest schism in the his-
tory of the fae.

Tenenbri that don't follow a specific belief system
or are not fanatical about their faith are still notorious
for being stubborn and close-minded about what they
consider to be true. They are demonstrative with their
preconceptions, and will often volunteer them freely
even if not asked. This is in sharp contrast to the dam-
askans, known for their privacy. Tenenbri honesty
comes from their natural ability to detect deception and
hidden emotions in others. Like the narros, tenenbri
bury their dead. No one is sure how many tenenbri
there are but estimations place them between three and
six million.

Tenenbri are astoundingly selfish most of the
time, thinking only of themselves or the group they
travel with. When they mate, it is for life and they of-
ten go to extremes to protect their loved ones. In
closed tenenbri communities like the kingdom of Va-
naka, bonding outside their race is strictly prohibited.
This is known to go against the tenenbri's natural de-
sire.

Everything that occurred in their culture is a con-
sequence of them losing their sight. Tenenbri don't
rate physically attractiveness the same as other races
with normal vision. Perfect bodies with perfect skin are
boring to them. They find imperfections and physical =~
flaws attractive, especially if they are natural or fr "2
accidental injury. Tattoos are worthless to them. Scars
from combat or labor, missing digits, or simply hered
tary features that are different from the norm are natu-
rally attractive, an aspect the religious elite have been
trying to train their people to reject. Since there are fe

the tenenbri escape from their land and venture notth
into Canam, this often changes. Outcast tenenbri h:
bonded with a variety of fae and non fae r
humans and pagus, to oggraks and kodiaks.
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cases when tenenbri marry outside their race are often
described as avidly passionate. Other words to describe
them in a relationship are hot-blooded, fiery, and lust-
ful.

Physical Qualities: The tenenbri resemble normal
fac in many ways, save for their skin, their demeanor,
and their eyes. Their entire race is blind. Their eyes
are glossed over; irises are faded to near nothing, con-
cealed under cataracts. The slightest light reflects a
glint off the back of their corneas, shimmering with a
white glow in direct illumination. Their deathly pale
skin feels cool to the touch and tastes salty, a sign in
humans of cystic fibrosis, a condition the tenenbri
would all probably suffer from if magic did not suppress
the gene in their body. They are shorter than most fae
but taller than the narros. Their long ears respond to
vibrations in the air, detecting movement in total dark-
ness. Like the damaskans, their ears are prone to twitch
depending on their emotional state. Though their en-
hanced hearing greatly assists them, it’s their connec-
tion to the ground that offers them the greatest aware-
ness of their surroundings. Even though the tenenbri
have no vision to speak of, they still maintain a surpris-
ingly high level of personal grooming. They refrain
from flamboyant clothes, preferring simplicity. They
rarely employ vibrant colors.

Playing a Tenenbri: Tenenbri that leave their
land are often outcast. Some communities are so fanati-
cal, that even talking to a non-tenenbri may exact ban-
ishment.  Virtually all tenenbri found in Canam are
those exiled from Southam, rejecting the growing belief
that the tenenbri are a master race others should serve.
Even though the tenenbri would be valuable in mines,
most narros refuse to employ them. Gimfen are willing
to look past prior hatreds. T'enenbri outside of Southam
- find surprising acceptance in echan human kingdoms,
unaware of the long-standing hatred the narros have
towards them. Limshau allows their entry and finds the
tenenbri braille books fascinating additions.

FROM .

FEr The narros are the only ones holding a grudge and
M their religious disagreement has transformed into full-
g blown racial prejudice, with the majority of the narros

judging the tenenbri as dishonorable and untrust-
worthy. Where the narros take pride in their discipline
and military might, tenenbri play life looser, letting
their emotions carry them. As warriors, they employ
stealth and trickery more than a taunting shield wall.
T'enenbri prefer talking their way out of fights or find-
ing a way to trick two enemies into killing each other.
Their expanded senses from their lack of sight have
allowed them an impeccable awareness of people’s in-
tents. The narros consider this cheating. Tenenbri are
considered extremely exotic and many humans get
~ tongue-tied when dealing with them, more because
these fae can sense the urges and emotions in humans
~ better than any others.

; Regardless of the class chosen, a tenenbri willingly
orn into a group of adventurers will seldom steal from
or betray their trust. But while a narros might
a fight with someone she shouldn’t, tenenbri may
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invite trouble with her very presence. If not, she is
likely to cause a stir the moment she starts talking.

Tenenbri are the best race to play because they
have a single feature that sets them apart from all oth-
ers; they can see without seeing. They can feel the
beating hearts of those around. They can notice ene-
mies while all others are helpless. They look through
walls, through crowds, and through deceit. They are
bizarre and graceful without the petty naiveté that so
many other fae exhibit.

Names: Tenenbri shed off family ties narros keep
so dear. Tenenbri only have one name. Syllables mark
individual genetic lines. For example, two names like
Sharajaclypse and Lamaclypse, the ending Clypse de-
notes their genetic similarity. Most children are raised
in communal areas and some tenenbri children don't
even know who their parents are. In larger cities, this is
not always the case. It's a complicated system and few
outside of the tenenbri understand it completely.

Examples: Sianodell, Mianodell, Farianoda (These
would mark similar genetic markings based on the
"lano" in their names. Sian and Mian may be sisters but
Fari would be an uncle or cousin).

TILEN

RACIAL TRAITS

Average Height: 5'8” — 6'4”

Average Weight: 45-70 Ibs.

Average Starting Age: 30 years
Estimated Life Expectancy: 600 years

Ability Scores: +2 Wisdom; +2 Strength or +2 Dexterity;
-2 Constitution

Size: Medium. As a medium creature, you have no special
bonuses or penalties due to your size.

Speed: 30 feet

Vision: Darkvision. You can see in the dark up to 60 feet.

Languages: Two human languages. If you have a high
Intelligence score, you can choose any additional
languages you want.

Racial Skill Bonuses: +2 Sense Motive, +2 Acrobatics

Blessed Body: You receive a +2 racial bonus to
saves against all Necromancy spells.

Blood Vengeance: You gain a +2 racial bonus to
attack and damage rolls against all undead. You also
gain an additional +1 racial bonus to attack and damage
rolls against ghulath (vampires).

Deceptive Strength: For all your gaunt appear-
ance, you have power in you. You may use Dexterity in
place of Strength all melee attack and damage rolls.
You also gain a bonus to your Combat Maneuver Bonus
equal to your Dexterity modifier.

Reduced Healing: Effects from healing spells,
scrolls, potions, and any other healing effects are
halved. Natural healing is reduced this way as well.
You can offset this with Blood Surge.

Vampiric Remnants: Under direct sunlight, your
vision is reduced to 10 squares and you lose all racial
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skill bonuses. Additionally, when you get emotional in
any way (in combat, when angered, or in passion), old
vampiric traits emerge. Your eyes glow and your inci-
sors extend. When in this state, you gain a +2 bonus to
Intimidate but a -4 penalty to Diplomacy.

Blood Surge (Su): Out of necessity, but still filled
with trepidation, you possess the ability to drain the
blood of a target to heal your wounds. Blood surge is an
action (along with move, damage, pin or tie up) that is

part of the standard action spent to maintain a grapp&i
You can still only perform one action when maintaining
a grapple. You can use blood surge as many times a
yvour Strength or Dexterity modifier (select one). One
target you are grabbing takes 1d6 + your Strength or
Dexterity modifier + half your level. You récover hii
points equal to the damage inflicted. If the ‘

age Ql inflict and you regain dout
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he birth and history of the tilen is marred in
pain, suffering, and mystery. How they came
to cherish life from origins stemmed in evil
points to the tenacity of their spirit. The de-
tails of their curse and crusade for redemption are
known only to a few, and they rarely speak of the past.
Before the time of man, when the war with the dark
forces of Ixindar was sweeping the planet, a group of
corrupted rebels created a land that refused to follow
either path. They embraced the negative energy of
Ixindar but believed that death was the true gateway to
everlasting power. Within these insurgents formed the
initial lords of decay, the ghulath (creatures of darkness
that have gone by dozens of names throughout human
history). They created armies of mindless undead and
forged a kingdom to call their own. They were de-
spised by both sides. Requiring servants, allies, slaves,
and lovers; these initial lords brought others into their
fold. These disciples were horribly corrupted to the
wicked will of their seducer. Ghulath may be creatures
of the night, crossing to the other side from life, but
they never actually died. Like all the forces of Ixindar,
the ghulath lords and their kin hid within the realm past
the black gate, waiting for the opportunity to be
brought to solid form again. Upon their return, they
found a world very different from the last. They
claimed their own patch of grass and soaked it with
blood, starting the infection known as the Necrosea.
Their devotees followed their lords in their cru-
sade to forge an army of death to even rival Kakodoma-
nia. They were expecting neither the white gate to
burst open nor the effect of its flood across the world.
When the white gate returned, a deluge swept over the
Earth. Records are vague on specifics, but the wave
& changed everything, recoiling the armies of Ixindar
A back into their realm of Kakodomania and destroying
the undead hordes where they stood. It forced the ghu-
lath to rebuild, but they would do it alone. When the
REAR flow of Attricana hit their loyal spawn, it forced them
back into the light. This process did not occur with the
3 minions from Kakodomania or with the ghulath lords
(who chose their fate willingly), but only those with
hands forced. A precious few awoke from their feral
existence and remembered their lives. Many died try-
ing to escape the darklands. The remaining survivors
vanished. Their determination allowed them to en-
dure. These individuals became known as the elder
tilen. They were the most powerful and the most
shamed over past sins. Their children would resemble
them but pale in their power. Elder tilen never die,
only able to leave this planet through an accident or
through the brutality of a deliberate death by another’s
hands. They are psychologically incapable of taking
their own lives. This curse of immortality is not shared
" by their descendants.
o Tilen are extremely sensitive and avoid violence
when they can. Their conception rate is virtually non-
kistent and the only other way to expand their popula-
to embrace outsiders into their clan and cross-
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breed. To reproduce outside their species, tilen need to
bond, not only to humans, but to their fae ancestors as
well. This is invited by their culture since a tilen fe-
male’s menstrual cycle is between two and three years.
Conception is extremely low, even when bonded to
another tilen. This increases by 300% if the tlen is
bonded to a non-tilen. However, tilen genes dominate
all others in reproduction. Regardless of the paired spe-
cies, if a tilen produces offspring with a non-tilen, even
a pagus, a tilen always emerges. Their bonding ritual is
a passionate and extended kiss that nearly suffocates
the non-tilen partner.

Tilen don’t need blood to survive, but it is the
only way they can heal major wounds since the regen-
erative rate of their own body is slow. Most tilen are
nomadic, hiding from the light and judgmental outsid-
ers. They spend most of their time fighting back their
own untamed natures, believing themselves one step
from regressing back to the undead. It’s a fear they
carry today, though in their history, only one has ever
fallen back to darkness, albeit temporary. Tilen both
fear and despise undead and many of them have vowed
to remove the Earth of all mindless mockeries of life.
They consider necromancers, nihilimancers, and their
old ghulath masters sworn enemies.

There are less than 10,000 tilen in the world but
with their appealing nature and hospitality to outsiders,
their numbers are increasing at a rapid rate despite their
low birth rate.

Physical Qualities: Remnants of the tilen past in-
clude their sensitivity to light and their lack of reflec-
tions in mirrors. Tilen are generally thin, almost frail.
They were all fae before their souls were soiled but,
despite their original race, they all share the same char-
acteristics now. They age at nearly the same rate as
humans, reaching adulthood in their twenties but re-
main in that state for nearly 200 years before slowly ag-
ing, though never appearing older than 50 human years.
Their slightly pale skin is cool to the touch but not cold,
dry, or cracked. Their hair is usually bleached gold or
white, often streaked with silver. Their ears taper long
and straight up though years of necromancy have made
the edges jagged. Their eyes stand out from their
monochromatic skin and attire, reflecting brilliant
greens, blue, and even orange but seldom yellow or red.
Their eyes often expose a tilen’s presence from across a
crowded room, as their radiance bursts from the shad-
ows where they frequently hide. Though passionate
and kind creatures in general, tilen are incapable of cry-
ing. All tilen and ghulath bear this description. Tilen
claim the foreign influence of Ixindar resulted in a
shape closer to the original fac. Many damaskans, laude-
nians, and chaparrans view this as an insult, all claiming
their form to be direct descendants of the original stock.
Most humans don’t understand the value fae seem to
place on their ancestors. The human view is also shared
by the gimfen, who simply don’t care. The narros and
tenenbri never made an official stand on the matter, but
secretly disapprove of the tilen claim. The tilen don’t
assert arrogance or superiority with this contention. In
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their view, it simply makes sense.

When tilen get excited, by either positive or nega-
tive input, their ghulath traits become more exposed.
Their eyes change to bright red or yellow, their canine
teeth sharpen and extend, and their nails grow long.
They despise showing this side of themselves, espe-
cially to those they care about. The majority of tilen are
female and are on average taller than the males. This
fact has also brought accusations of corruption—
believers claiming the tilen were intentionally released
by the darkness to convert the planet to their form.

Playing a Tilen: Tilen keep to themselves and
seldom advertise their presence outside their own vil-
lages. Though almost entirely benign and peaceful,
tilen suffer the greatest at the hands of others. Most fae
races avoid the tilen and several human villages openly
hunt them. Despite this, tilen numbers continue to rise.
This is because their demure nature and statuesque
good looks have been sought after by those seeking
them as mates. This desire is most popular among hu-
mans, causing a hostile response by those accusing the
tilen as being servants of darkness, mostly from other
humans.

Tilen are emotional and expressive but rarely lose
control of their facilities. Even when they do, it is often
in a positive direction and never to endorse an evil act.
Tilen are often gripped with fear of a relapse that will
turn them back to darkness. They loathe exposing their
ghulath traits, which can occur if they are angry or oth-
erwise excited. To them, it unmasks them. Tilen fear
that, if others were to see them in that state, it would
cause a violent reaction and endanger them and those
they care about.

Among allies, friends, or family, tilen are open,
honest, gentle, and fiercely loyal. Once they establish a
bond in any form, they honor and relish such attach-
ment, knowing perfectly well how rare they are. Al-
though a few species accept the tilen, other cultures—
mostly human (like Baruch Malkut) — view tilen as sub-
versive, planning a clandestine route to destroy all chil-
dren of God by breeding them out. They regard the
tilen as demon masters of seduction—modern day suc-
cubi and incubi—whose only purpose is to temp men
away from chaste and loyal human marriages, to breed
an army of cambion half-breeds. More than 85% of all
tilen are female, a ratio also shown in their offspring,
which does not help this growing stercotype. As a re-
sult, images of tilen fall under headers on posters de-
claring them a variety of demons from a wide range of
legends and religious books.

All racial traits presented refer to the children of
the first tilen. The elders of the tilen are substantially
more powerful. They should not be player characters.
A player creating a tilen must accept a stigma with their
race that rivals even the tenenbri. Tilen are executed in
some nations in the world. Tilen continue to live their
lives, willingly offering the hand of friendship at the
risk of having said hand removed. Their strength is de-
ceptive given their slender bodies.

Tilen are the best race to play because their color-

ful heritage will encourage role playing outside of com-
bat. They are the best choice because they are the few-
est on the planet. When a tilen enters a crowded room,
they are the only ones of their kind in it, and eyes will
turn. They are a double-edged sword because of their :
dark past and kind nature. In the end, such a rich pal-
ette will create a more interesting character to play.
Names: Tilen shed their previous names when
they were pulled back into the light. They discarded
any connection with their dark past as well as their faec
lineage. 'The first tilen elders changed their titles,
adopting new names. Most are human inspired. Their
descendants continue the trend.
Examples: Saleena Kaeris,
Lhamah Cyrose, Mira Diemasko

NON-FAE RACES
HUMANS

RACIAL TRAITS
Average Starting Age: 20 years
Estimated Life Expectancy: 80 years

Zacheria Korvek,

Ability Scores: +2 to any ability score of your choice.

Size: Medium. As a medium creature, you have no special
bonuses or penalties due to your size.

Speed: 30 feet.

Vision: Normal

Languages: You may choose English, Englo-Lingo, or
Onespeak. If you have a high Intelligence score, you
can choose any additional languages you want.

Bonus Feat: You gain one extra feat at |st level.

Skills: You gain | additional skill rank at Ist level and one
additional rank whenever you gain a level.

volution is the adaptation of a natural animal

to its environment. Further generations of a

species may not necessarily be superior, but

those that survive would be better suited to
their surroundings with an advantage over competition.
‘This process eventually resulted in humanity — with no
signs that evolution had ceased. The fae continue to
adapt to their surroundings as well, but their develop-
ment degrades their form, making them more animalis-
tic and feral. Some humans, especially those of echa,
firmly believe mankind’s turn to magic will be the key
to their final path to perfection, able to master the world
of enchantment in all its forms while fae continue to'be = =
slaves to it. Even the laudenians, the most magically = &

listed, however broken into two classes: echan humans.)
and techan humans.

tures escaped or fell to dust. Mankind grew from ha
apes to the form they walk with pride today. Since the
peak in the age of technology, most of the human_popu-



Some escaped into bastions while most embraced the
ways of magic. Many more were killed in the first few
decades. After five hundred years of living on their
own, mostly xenophobic of outsiders, the citizens of
bastions can sometimes be looked upon in a wholly dif-
ferent light than their magically infused brethren. Te-
cha-folk often fear magic, claiming it steals their souls
or changes them irreparably.

The use of magic does change a human. He stops
being a creation of nature, falling alongside elves or nar-
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BN ros. Techa-folk claim this removes them from the hu-
il man race. Echa-folk claim this is how man is supposed

Until magic infuses a human, by embracing it as a
mage, wearing it as armor, or wielding it with a sword,
she has a choice whether or not to let the enchantment
| into her spirit. Once one does, she loses a portion of her
own sprit in favor of the infusion.

Humans have maintained most of their old relig-
ions. Virtually all-religious zealotry disappeared when
less than 200 million people survived to the new age.
They quickly banded together, abandoning old bigot-
ries and conceits from the old world. The holy lands
many fought, died, and killed for were gone. Sworn
enemies put aside their pasts in favor of rebuilding.
44 Many of them found new enemies with arriving echan
races. In this new world, the big five religions survived:
‘Christianity, Islam, Hinduism, Chinese Folklore, and
Buddhism. They remain the majority by huge margins.
aller faiths — Judaism, Sikhism, Shinto, etc. — appear

ain regions. Those embracing echa believe the

\Z'; to be. They are both wrong, but that’s beside the point.

gate as a lens of their faith and not necessarily a symbol.
Faiths including a heaven believe it sits beyond the
gateway of Attricana. Those without a heaven (or even
a god for that matter) believe the gate to be either a
reflection of nature or a mirror of their own soul.

Many languages died within a few generations.
Others merged to create new variations. Now only a
handful remains. Surviving vernacular soon divided
into regional slangs and patois, becoming recognized
languages themselves with distinct lexicons, syntaxes,
and phonetic pronunciations. English remains the only
dominant dialect in Canam with regionally endangered
languages finding themselves assimilated into mother
tongues to form geographically bound hybrids like
Common (western and northern Canam), Native Eng-
lish (eastern Canam), and Onespeak (southeast Canam).
Common is the lingua franca of the human race and the
language most non-humans pick up when wishing to
communicate with mankind.

Less than 400 million humans live today, most of
them outside of bastions. The majority of bastions and
a vast number of humans outside of them endorse natu-
ral selection as the theory of choice for the appearance
of mankind. Too much evidence pointed to evolution
and as time progressed, even the religious leaders of the
world began to support the idea. Before the gate
opened, the world was divided on the origin of man,
firmly separated between a scientific theory and a reli-
gious belief. This all changed when Attricana opened.

With this new angle on the world, many humans
faced new facts unable to ignore: The introduction of



the fae and dragons, and a past world and history un-
known to them. Some clected to believe their dogma
accurate despite contradictory evidence. They con-
cocted extravagant theories claiming the previous age
did not exist at all, and the new arrivals were demons
meant to be repressed or destroyed.

Others took these new races and their similarities
as the final proof of divine creation, still placing man
atop this ladder of progressive superiority. Many older
religions did adapt and changed their scripture based on
the new world. Some still attempted to use fear to sup-
press their believers while others took this as an oppor-
tunity to start over.

With 95% of humanity eliminated by the previous
age, the survivors believed that Armageddon either had
passed or was still to come. The majority of man is still
controlled by rulers professing a faith in an almighty
power. With the exception of a scant few, most use this
belief to lead the people in wisdom and kindness, not in
fear and lunacy. No longer did the various nations of the
world have to fight over relics and lands deemed sacred
by some silent divinity. None of those past nations ex-
ist and barely a handful of those relics and lands sur-
vived. Some took this as a sign to live for the better-
ment of all mankind and not die over the buried rem-
nants of forgotten conflicts. Mankind emerged with
nothing. Not a shred of pavement remained. No corpo-
rations or organizations, no clubs or allegiances, nothing
that defined mankind as a species, or anchored them to
their fidelity to god or country, endured. Fragments of
the old age were few and scattered. Survivors had to set
aside their ignorance and stubbornness. Many refused
and died praying for a deliverance that never arrived.
Suicide took many in the first few years. Later — when
the first fledging communities encountered the first
non-humans — hostilities followed.

Many more humans fell under the blade in con-
flicts they often initiated. A pause in their fear and para-
noia resulted in a stay of annihilation, preventing man’s
second near extinction. Eventually, even though some
regressed back into that state, these first communities
grew enough to sustain themselves. Though nations
changed, ethnic groups continued to grow. Racism was
set aside with humanity too few in the face of monsters
too many. Bastions formed with wide spectrums of color
and creed. Some cities did separate regions for specific
groups, but this was not forced upon the population.
Outside of the bastion walls, racism often enough was
merely diverted to other species.

The majority of bastion-born believe mankind
earned his right for total dominion of the globe and wait
for the day when technology will recover the planet
again. A few believe in a shared future where technol-
ogy can exist side by side with magic though with man-
kind the true proprietors of the world.

In echa, this belief is reversed. While some think
the new races are intruding and should be eliminated or
enslaved, many have embraced the new world, consid-
ering it the utopia and haven predicted in religious
texts. Only when the dark hordes and their minions are

eliminated and the hell gate closed will this world truly
turn into Eden.

Physical Qualities: Humans continue to be more
varied than any other civilized race on Earth. They pos-
sess virtually every possible skin color, range in height
from three feet to a towering seven, are thin and fat,
and sport a variety of hair colors and styles. Since almost
every religion and ethnic group is represented on Ca-
nam, a player can select any ethnicity of his choosing. It
is suggested, however, upon choosing an ethnic group,
the player takes the time to research the unique
strengths of the group chosen.

Playing a Human: Human ethnic groups usually
accept all other human ethnic groups despite ancient
hatreds and conflicts in times before the second Ham-
mer. Survivors simply could not afford to continue their
wars in the view of new dangers; a blank slate was justi-
fied. Few nations advocated hatred to other humans.

Unfortunately, techan humans often act superior
to those outside. Echan human nations respond well to
each other with Baruch Malkut being a notable excep-
tion. With Darius Konig’s doctrine of Sapien Superiority
and their murder and enslavement of thousands of fae
and humans, no other human echan kingdom will trade
with them. These other nations like Kannos and Abidan
maintain good relations with their surrounding fae
neighbors. Specific diplomatic ties depend on the race
nearby. Outside of the big human nations, dozens of
dotted villages and communities across Canam and
even the world practice bigotry against the fac ranging
from shunning to expulsion to eradication. A player
creating a human should first determine his origin: from
a bastion or from the outside world. The player charac-
ter choosing a path of technology must have access to
said technology on a regular basis. Without upgrading
their technology, techan characters won’t fare much
better than low-level echans.

Humans often seek excitement for the sheer thrill
of it. Ones with devout religious belief may venture out
on a crusade, personal, or part of a national movement.
Some escaped bastions while others dedicated them-
selves to entering one. Humans follow whims and
dreams more than any other species. They are caught
up on causes while others let it pass. Their short lives
force them to condense as much life as possible in a
brief span of time. A techan character is a stranger in a
strange land. It might be Earth but centuries under the
glare of Attricana have changed the landscape. Techans
leaving the walls are truly entering a fantasy world they = .
have little to no preparations for. Some may leave will=
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open their eyes, welcoming the wonder of this new | *
world. Others watch with jealousy and resentmes;
Regardless, techans choosing techan classes are loyal



ivety, unaware of the horrors awaiting them.

Most players creating echan have wholly accepted
their path with no desire to settle within the walls of
industry. They take on magic without worry of the con-
sequences. They believe techans to be members of an
obsolete conviction, frantically clinging on to a dying
mind-set. L.oyal techans strive for the day when the
gates close, orphaning the fae to the ravages of the real
world, a time where mankind could retake the planet as
its true inheritors. The fae would be forced to escape
back into the formless void of dreams and delusions.

Those unable or unwilling to make such a journey
would be subject to the harsh reality of natural laws and
perish quickly. No one knows if echan humans would
suffer the same fate as the fae. Techans fear the future
of a world where magic reigns uncontested and human-
ity lives stagnant, in limbo, never changing, forever in a
fantasy world without consequences. Echan humans
insist this new world is as real as the one that came be-
fore and it deserves to exist as much as anything else.
Those with a faith in the unseen believe it to be the
ultimate solution to humanity’s avarice. If man contin-
ued alone, he would have destroyed the world in his
greed. With magic and disruption, it forces mankind
humble and keeps them in check—Nature finally strik-
ing back for sins committed on its soil. Even those with-
out religion on the outside believe this new world as the
proper one. At the very least, it’s far more interesting.
Still, some don’t care about the fate of humanity and
have turned their back to selfishly embrace the ro-
mance and exotic nature of their new neighbors.

With such a wide range of possibilitiecs, humanity
is the best race to play. They have the greatest variety
of options. In this new world, they have the most to
gain (and lose) with the coming events to follow. In the
- end, humanity will be the force that will decide the fate
of the world.

Names: Human names continue to evolve today.
Now with the commingling of many ethnic groups, first
RE and last names can represent one or several cultures.
Examples: Robert Naseen, Kiba Hebrus, Miranda
g Okama
Y Mixed Groups: Of course, one could mix both
echan and techan players together into one group. Why
they would choose to unite is left up the imaginations of
the players or DM. One idea could be a shared past
between several characters (both raised in Angel, one in
Genai, the other in the main city), a techan out of place
in the world or even characters romantically linked.
Either way, they attempt to survive together, flying in
the face of convention insisting the worlds live apart. In
this situation, the techan must exercise caution and not
wield or use magic though surrounded by it. The te-
chan or techans also must be careful to keep their more
sensitive gear away from the powerful magic items in
~ the group or risk disruption. This problem escalates as
levels progress and more powerful technology shorts out

lding techniques some bastions developed. This
gle reflects in the rest of the world as well.
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Saturation Value: You have a saturation value of 0.
You do not generate an EDF and therefore can use any
tech level weapons, armor, or devices without disrup-
tion. The equipment in question is still susceptible to
outside sources or by magic equipment held by the
character.

KODIAKS

RACIAL TRAITS

Average Height: 6'4” —7°2”
Average Weight: 350 -450 Ib.
Average Starting Age: 15 years.
Estimated Life Expectancy: 80 years

Ability Scores: +2 Strength; +2 Constitution or +2
Wisdom; -2 Intelligence

Size: Medium. As a medium creature, you have no special
bonuses or penalties due to your size.

Speed: 30 feet

Vision: Low-Light Vision; you can see twice as far as a
human in starlight, moonlight, torchlight, and similar
conditions of poor illumination. You retain the ability
to distinguish color and detail under these
conditions.

Languages: Argose. If you have a high Intelligence score,
you can choose any additional languages you want.

Racial Skill Bonuses: +2 Survival, +2 Swim

Enchanted: You are an echan. You disrupt tech-
nology on you and around you. You have a saturation
value of 20 which can never drop below this value
unless your soul switches from Attricana to the negative
energies of Ixindar (See Chapter Eight).

Natural Runner: As long as you have nothing in
your hands, you can run on all four limbs. If you do,
you can move up to six times your speed (or four times
if you are wearing heavy armor). If you choose to run at
four times your speed (per normal rules), you can main-
tain that run for as many hours as your Constitution
modifier. When running, you ignore movement penal-
ties from difficult terrain.

Imposing but Clumsy: You are too large and
clumsy to ride a mount. You also suffer a -1 penalty to
attack rolls with weapons you wield in one hand. You
can wield weapons of one size larger than you as if they
were your size.

Natural Weapons: You possess powerful weapons.
They are treated as simple weapons and you’re auto-
matically proficient with them.

(Primary) 2x Claws: 1d6; (Secondary) Bite: 1d3

n the north of Canam, influence from Attricana has
forced the native bears upright. At first, these crea-
tures remained lawless. They quarreled amongst
themselves and raided neighboring communities
for food. Even today, kodiaks still lack sufficient suc-
cess at civilized society. Most cling onto survival with
such an obsession that they care for little else.
A band's disposition relies on its leader, dictating how
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the tribe will act and where they will travel. Will they
hunt or forage? Will they attack or trade? A few tribes
close to the narros in Fargon, understanding their future
depended on pushing past their fear of others, at-
tempted a dialogue. The kodiaks developed into
trained hunters and farmers. As they brought in food,
the narros repaid their allies with knowledge, clothes,
tools, and finally weapons. Better armed, these civi-
lized kodiaks overwhelmed their unfortunate rivals,
whether they be boggs, skeggs, or other kodiaks.
Almost all kodiaks reside in Northern Canam with
a few migrating through the rest of the continent. They
are virtually unknown elsewhere. Their presence in
any non-kodiak community is uncommon. When they
do associate with outsiders, it's often with other races
bound to nature (chaparrans being the noteworthy ex-
ample). Kodiaks speak in a series of grunts and whim-
pers known as Argose. Few non-kodiaks comprehend

the language.

Physical Qualities: Kodiaks are enormous, with
many towering over seven feet. They prefer loose-
fitting armor to heavy plates. They avoid shields and
relish two-handed weapons. They are covered from
head to toe in heavy fur with large eyes and articulate/-
claws. Their snouts are shortened to fit a proper mouth
that can articulate speech. It is nearly impossible to tell
a female from a male upon a cursory examination. On
kodiaks can distinguish themselves. There are a bran
of elder shamans revered by the kodiaks as living d
tics. These are not true kodiaks, as they are propog
tioned more like normal bears. They sport sh@f‘

wield weapons. Kodlaks only wear layers for p otecdl
If they travel too far south, they stop wearing r’n, éc
4,
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any adventuring party. They seldom leave their tribes
and when they do find themselves aided with non-
kodiaks, they are often taken advantage of. Kodiaks
may be the strongest and most durable, but they are
rarely the smartest. There has never been a kodiak wiz-
ard mentioned in any book. They are brought into a
X party for their strength and not their colorful conversa-
¥ tion. They say little, making others skittish around
them. The only race that has accepted them in signifi-
cant numbers has been the chaparrans. Other semi-
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. 2 feral races often take a liking to kodiaks. There have

L LT . . .

il even been a few rumors of kodiaks taking changelings
%; or nariissa as mates.

No one dares cross a kodiak. They defend their
friends with violent fervor, building themselves into a
crazed frenzy like a mother bear with a cub. Kodiaks
suffer from low intelligence but they should not be con-
sidered stupid. They are simple and talk in basic
phrases but only speak this way because of apathy to-
wards conversation. Kodiaks can’t stand small talk.

They despise politeness and rarely return cour-
tesy. Words like “please” and “thank you” have no
mirror in their tongue. A kodiak character has likely left
his tribe because of dishonor or less commonly because
of a command or need to wander the world. He may
. even be the last of his family.

Kodiaks are the best race; there can be no argu-
‘ment. A kodiak enters the room and all eyes turn.
Every mouth gulps its drink. Respect is bestowed with-
it knowing anything further. It’s a gigantic, bipedal
Its roar can be heard from across the room. See-
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ing one in battle fills enemies with dread. They are the

biggest and the strongest.
else?

Names: Kodiaks can tell each other apart easily,
differentiating sex, age, and family line. Because of
this, they have no need for complicated names or family
titles. They have single names of few syllables, which
are easy to pronounce. One account claims the kodiaks
only have thirty different actually names they continu-
ally recycle, but this has never been proven.

Examples: Rogan, Goran, Donan.

Half Kodiak: Kodiaks rarely breed outside their
species. Although not fae, like humans they can mate
with any fae, their children will always possess the fae's
racial traits. Humans and kodiaks cannot produce chil-
dren.

CROSS BREEDS & MATING

Fae are capable of mating with each other with varying
success. Fae and humans mate as well, albeit with help.
Humans and fae are technically not biologically com-
patible even though similar looking. The first issue is
with time. Fae races are generally long lived, embalmed
with an amazing degree of patience. Most fae gestations
take more than fourteen months, and an opportunity for
conception revolves once a year or more, not monthly as
with human females. Many fae refuse to take non-fae
mates not out of bigotry but fear of loneliness. Fae mate
for life and the idea of outliving the short lifespan of
their mate by hundreds or thousands of years frightens

Who cares about anything



them. However, a strange side effect does occur to
those rare situations where fae bond for life with a
shorter-lived species. Throughout all fae species, the
process of pair bonding forces both sides to sacrifice
part of their soul to the other. The ceremony, differing
with each species, can take less than five minutes in a
private encounter, to several hours or even days in a
public venue. The consequences are eternal. After the
ceremony, the effects are permanent.

e Locator: Both mates know each other’s exact
position within 5 miles and general direction
within 25 miles.

e Life Sharing: The side with the lesser life
span lives longer. 20% of the difference be-
tween their maximum ages is added to the age
of the lesser-lived species. All other age quan-
tities are unchanged. This information is un-
common and few outside of the faec know it.
The longer-lived side looses that same 20%
quantity from his or her age. It’s the trade-off
both must be willing to accept. This also ap-
plies to different fae races with vastly different
age limits. (Example: A tilen female bonds
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with a human male. The human has the capac-
ity to live to 184 years while the tilen drops to
496 years.)
Whisper: Sides can both whisper messages
and receive whispered replies from each other
with little chance of being overheard. When
each whispers, the whispered message is audi-
ble to the other if within range and within
sight. Magical silence, one foot of stone, one
inch of common metal (or a thin sheet of lead),
or 3 feet of wood or dirt blocks the whisper.
The effect transmits sound, not meaning. It
doesn’t transcend language barriers. To sp"
a message, one must mouth the words and
whisper, possibly allowing observers the op
portunity to read lips. The effective range 1
mile.
Dreamspeak: After two hours of sleep, bo
sides can carry on a conversation as if t




e Consequences: If one side dies for any reason,
not only do all these bonuses vanish
(sometimes resulting in the surviving mate
dropping dead instantly if their time is up),
but they also suffer a -1 to their Will and Forti-
tude saves for life. This cannot be removed by
any means. Re-bonding to a new mate does
not recover this penalty and another death
compounds this further. The shortened life of
the longer-lived side stays shortened.

The longest bonding ceremony (taking three days with-
out sleep, exchanging thirty pages of vows) is with the
laudenians, who rarely ever take human mates. Laude-
nians share magical spirit via special chant cast by an
arcane priest. The shortest ceremony, with the tenenbri
and chaparrans, takes less than five minutes. With chap-
arrans, a tree is planted and the blood of both sides
drips into the roots. With tenenbri, the two sides simply
mate in private. Gimfen ceremonies involve some po-
etry and vow exchanging, drinking from enchanted wa-
ters, and prayers to whatever god/s they worship (if
any). Damaskans include vows but also exchange col-
ored ribbons, sashes, or scarves (depending on family
tradition), which the married couple wear for life. Lim-
shau custodians exchange small blades. These blades,
not much use in combat, are ornately decorated with
merging family symbols. Sometimes offering said rib-
bon or blade is akin to a marriage proposal. Humans
and fae races cannot reproduce with each other without
this ceremony. The bonded souls push past scientific
barriers. Humans may not be born enchanted creatures,
but they instantly become one when they bond with a
fae. Their offspring are as well. Although bonding is
technically not necessary between fae races, many
- frown on married couples not bonding (and it does in-
crease the chances of conception).

Because fae are immune to all human disease, fe-
males became sought after for slaves. Sexual merchants
RE bought and sold stock from the backs of carriages for
s onY centuries. Many governing bodies attempted to close
these crime rings, but rumors point to a few still circu-
lating. Baruch Malkut, for example, still employs thou-
sands of slaves. Some believe those are urban legends
meant to scare fae from leaving their homes. Though a
few have tried, no one has ever successfully forced a
bonding in order to extend one’s life. Both parties must
be willing or the procedure can never finalize. Fae
never jump into marriage and few fae marriages have
ever ended in divorce. Even when elders frown and
forbid the pairing, once it occurs, nothing more is said
on the matter.

Unfortunately, there resides one exception to this
rule: the pagus. They somehow found a way to mate
with anything successfully, regardless of bonding or not,
and they do it often. Pagus can bond for life like all fae,
but this situation is extremely rare and reserved for
those embracing the path of good. Bonding is strictly
tbidden in Kakodomania and — in any villages run by
dragons — falls under penalty of death. The pagus
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ceremony looks strangely alluring and involves hours of
synchronized chanting from the couple and friends.
The chants blend into a moan that shakes the ground.
Compared to the usual negative views many have of the
race, this remains one aspect of the pagus still beautiful.

Note: No character can be created at 1st level pre-
bonded without GM authorization.

FAE MIX€ED BLOOD

Crossbreeding fae races occur often. Because of many
similarities between the many descendant species, com-
mon features are always inherited:

Elven Blood: For all effects related to race, you are
considered a fae.

Fae Gift: Depending on the fae parent, you receive
the following additional abilities:
Chaparran: Brachiate and Natural Habitat.
Damaskan: Ambidextrous and Polyglot.
Gimfen: Disruption Reduction, and Scurry.
Laudenian: Equilibrium and Light Body.
Narros: Iron Roots and Stone Blood.
Pagus: Focused Aggression and Steadfast.
Tenenbri: Darkvision (60 feet) and Piezo Scream (not
blindsight).

Note: You may also take feats relating to these abilities,
ignoring the racial prerequisite.

Human Versatility: You gain an extra feat at |st level.

Sleep: Half-fae sleep like normal humans and don’t gain
fae sleeping benefits. However, they only require 5
hours or sleep a night.

Special: Tilen of mixed blood are full tilen and are not
half-fae.

Sensitivity: Like fae, half-fae are vulnerable to Fae Iron.

HALF-FAE (HUMAN/FAE)

RACIAL TRAITS

Average Height & Weight: Average of human and fae
Average Starting Age: 20 years

Estimated Life Expectancy: Average of human and fae

Ability Scores: You inherit the fae parent’s attribute
bonuses

Size: Medium. As a medium creature, you have no special
bonuses or penalties due to your size.

Speed: 30 feet

Vision: See below

Languages: Human parent’s language or fae parent’s
language. If you have a high Intelligence score, you
can choose any additional languages you want.

Racial Skill Bonuses: +2 to any two skills of your choice



FA€E HYBRID (FAE/FAE)

RACIAL TRAITS

Fae: As fae, hybrids gain all universal fae attributes.

The Fae Ladder: When different fae species mate, their
offspring, though inheriting the minor distinctions of
each parent, will only exhibit the dominant traits of
one, utilizing the ladder below.

Pagus > Gimfen > Tenenbri > Damaskan> Narros > Chap-
arran > Laudenia

This translates to mean that, if a pagus mates with any
other fae, their children will always have pagus special
rules, and a laudenian mating will always result in the
other race.
Tilen Special Rule: Tilen crossbreeding creates pure tilen
every time, not a mixed result.

hen humans first found their world
invaded by these pointed-eared hu-
manoids, racism quickly followed.
Most human communities openly
hated them. Humans harboring these feelings turned
to xenophobia with some of them becoming the first
bastions. Populations that didn’t expand with technol-
ogy turned either on themselves or were destroyed by
predators (as those communities had no allies to turn
to). Baruch Malkut was a notable exception. Most hu-
man echan civilizations that flourished did so by declar-
ing no ill will to their new neighbors. Laudenia and
chaparrans still hold the humans in distrust and seldom
communicate. Tenenbri avoid everyone equally. Only
damaskans, narros, and gimfen embraced their new fel-
low inhabitants.

Despite attempts to quash the use of the term
“half-elf,” it's often still ascribed. Many half-fae try to
use the term “minaan”, which is damaskan shorthand
for “gifted from two” or “mesinaan” which is similar,
but comes from laudenian as “strengths with differ-
ences,” though the laudenian term is not used in their
language to that effect. Unfortunately, in many commu-
nities, those of mixed human blood are labeled as half-
castes or worse, half-breeds, a derogatory slur no
“minaan” takes lightly.

Those born from the rarer species like tenenbri,
chaparran, and laudenian often find their lives difficult.
Thankfully, this problem does not occur with damas-
kans whom embrace their children, regardless of who
they are. This resulted in a heavy migration of half-fae
to these cities, increasing their population. Gimfen half-
breeds occur more rarely.

Half-fac don’t develop nations or communities on
their own. They either remain in their communities of
birth or venture to others if not accepted. Because a half
-fae is usually birthed from loving couples, if the culture
outcasts the half-fae, the entire family typically leaves
as well. This happens more in chaparran, tenenbri, and
laudenian cultures. In others, the half-fae usually finds
acceptance. The most obvious examples of this occur in

Limshau, possessing the largest ratio of half-faec in Ca-
nam. In human circles, feelings towards them depend
on how the community responds to integration. Some
fearing the fac ostracize the half-breeds as much as the
laudenians do. Half-fae rarely attempt entry into bas-
tions. It’s never advised. g

Physical Qualities: Half-fae share the most domi-
nant characteristic of their faec parent. Their ear size is
half of the human size and the fae parent. They are also
between their parent’s heights. Their skin tone is al-
ways the darker tone. Magic often forces submissive
genes into dominance when humans and fae breed.
Blonde hair will sometimes surpass black, blue eyes
over brown. Thankfully, the fac parent filters out ge-
netic defects or inherited disease. Human physical fea-
tures not seen in fae (like freckles) often pass on though
baldness and obesity seldom do. Half-fac may grow
beards regardless of their fae parent.

Note: Half-fae breeding with another half-fac pro-
duces another half-fae, using the fac hybrid chart to
determine the fae traits emerging. Half-fac breeding
with a pure-breed fae brings on another half-fac, same
as mentioned before. A half-fac breeding with a human
brings another human into this world. Though they may
have certain inherited traits from their fae parent (eye
and hair color), they are still totally human.

Playing a Half-Fae: Because a half-fae results only
from bonded parents, raising one is a blessed affair, de-
spite the feelings of the community. Half-fae rarely en-
counter abuse within the family. They seldom abandon
their loyalties. Only acts of fate can result in a half-fae
not having a normal childhood.

This, of course, assumes both parents are good.

Evil parents can commit whatever atrocities they want
to their children.
Half-fae, like humans, develop their personality more
from how they are raised than what their racial stereo-
type denotes. Ones raised in open and welcoming cul-
tures like Limshau grow similar to the other members
of the city. In creating a half-fae, a player must deter-
mine which side of the family the fae parent resides and
what specific faec he is. This will help create a believ-
able back-story.

Despite a probable pleasant childhood, when a
half-faec ventures into the world, she might encounter
problems in traveling. Some nations accept those of
mixed blood as no different as any other citizen while
others revere them as much as other fae. In locations
where fae are reviled, half-fac don’t fare any better. -
Their unique heritage may stave off lynching but a
beating following banishment would be an acceptéf(’
alternative. This assumes a human nation, as entirel
fac communities that deride mankind still consider.
themselves too civilized for such harsh action. Half-fag,”
for the most part, tolerate this unpredictability.

often let the winds call them to the/ogen
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Though longer lived, like their fae parent, they still
desire to seek adventure like their human progenitor.
This makes them the best race to play because they
have the versatility of humans with the exotic strengths
of the fae.

ROMANCE

Baruch Malkut considers Limshau the greatest threat to
their ideals of the world. Not only does Limshau en-
dorse public opinion and free speech, it also approves of
the mingling of blood between faec and man. This is
seen as nothing less than devil worship by the funda-
mentalists of Baruch Malkut. Their opinion is in the
minority, with the majority of mankind trapped outside
of bastion walls looking upon their faec neighbors with
captivated eyes. In the decades after first contact, many
suitors attempted to woo fae maidens, some for con-
quest and others for marriage. This seldom worked.

Initially, the fac were skittish of mankind. Most
initial meetings ended in violence. Eventually, saner
minds began to reach out. Still, the mingling of breeds
would not occur for many more decades. In the first
century, the entire planetary population of fae-human
hybrids could be counted on a single hand. Most of the
time the fae refused a human wooer, not because of
racism, but because of a fear of being alone for the cen-
turies after their mate died.

There is no record about which cross-couple was
the first paired, though it's assumed to have been with a
damaskan. As is usually the case, it probably occurred
from shared experiences. Not a single fae race or nation
condones arranged marriages, not even within their roy-
alty. Fae establish a connection that overcomes per-
sonal beliefs and interests. Most of the time, this re-
mains mere friendship, though this comradeship can be
as resolute as any marriage. Occasionally, it continues to
form an intimate sharing of souls, and the two sides
bond for life. This surmounts such pesky hurdles as
age, sex, or race. As humans and elves shared time,
EFOG bonded couples began to emerge.

In nations like L.audenia and Dawnamoak, pairing
fae with human is frowned upon or outright forbidden,
mostly due to racial purity and a fear of losing one’s
blood to another race. This fanatical view is not held by
the majority of others. Chaparrans, more than laudeni-
ans, are often more approachable outside of their na-
tions, and the tenenbri are frequently more approach-
able the farther one travels from the labyrinth of Va-
naka. Narros’ discipline and their preferred environ-
ment has made interracial couples relatively uncom-
mon. The same goes for gimfen, but with them, it’s
their visible age that turns most away. This leaves the
vast majority of interracial couples from damaskan
~ blood. Since Limshau permits and encourages mingling
~ races on every level, the kingdom became the hub of
romantic voyages. In the end, most suitors encounter
ilure. Despite being quixotic, elves are skittish to
bond, especially damaskans, known for their distant

to common human customs. They are all brutally hon-
est and find deception rather repugnant. Coupled with
their long lifespans and aged wisdom, most wooers are
apprehensive to speak up. Fae do not fall in love in a
day like humans. For them, it takes time and most pur-
suers don’t have the necessary patience. Nearly all half-
elves in Canam are in Limshau, but it accounts for a
very small portion of the kingdom’s population (some
say less than a thousand). Those doggedly determined
to win the favor of a fae’s attention can be rewarded
with a prize greater than the trophy of the exotic catch
or the years the bond offers.

iden realized that he hadn’t considered what
he was going to do next. He was half-way
across town, past most adults’ bedtime, staring
at a store that appeared to have been for-
saken. Even if it wasn’t, it would still have been closed.

He knew he wasn’t being rational. Part of him was
wishing he had stumbled on an elderly Asian man with a
crooked wooden cane, round glasses, and a white fu-
manchu beard running a 24-hour corner store stocked
with a witch’s brew of spices, frozen food, and bottled
soda with a curtained-off backroom hiding wands, magic
powders, and tiny creatures that looked adorable but
acted as monsters if you angered them.

Aiden considered returning home. However, since
the door was open, there was no harm in taking a peak.
He saw only glimpses in the darkness as he peaked past
the threshold. A few shelves sat in silhouette. Cheap
tables and bamboo chairs lined one-half of the store. A
dim lantern with a faint glow hung over an oak desk sitting
at the other end. A few books waited open for a reader.
Aiden willed himself through the iron jaw and past the
tapping doors.

He squeaked a “hello” to announce himself but only
managed a whisper. He snuck across the room and ap-
proached the oak desk. The immense open tome before
him had broken its spine at the gutter like it sat at this
page for a hundred years. The cover had the finish of
marble and as Aiden scrapped his finger across the tail, he
realized it was. He removed his glasses from his coat and
tried to read.

The lettering was flamboyant. Aiden could make out
most of the words though a few were hidden in the

shadow of the gutter. He was apprehensive about touch-
ing anything but fought through it to turn the nozzle on
the lantern. The light grew bright and Aiden shifted his
attention back to the book.

Humans suffer from the obsolete notion that they
are the dominant species upon this world. Man's strength
for conquest comes only from population. He exists in
numbers. Using numbers, by all rights, puggs deserve do-
minion. The Earth requires penance from man for he
committed sins against the world that gave him birth.
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Aiden didn’t notice the light form the lamp was growing
brighter. He was engrossed in the words, wondering what
puggs were, what sins the writer was referring to. The light
began to drift slightly over Aiden’s head, illuminating the gutter
nicely. Aiden continued to read.

Nature offered man renewable resources, friendly deni-
zens, and land uncontested by evil. He abolished this unwrit-
ten rule to care for the world. He committed unforgivable sins
against nature when he embraced the machine. Technology
offered man growth beyond what he could accomplish by natu-
ral means. He turned his back on life.

Aiden finished and then realized that the light on the
page had shifted from his right to his left. He twisted slowly to
spot the flicking flame hovering in the air beside his head. It
had opened the lantern door, drifted gently from its cage, and
moved closer to offer better illumination.

Aiden screamed and spun around, pinning himself
against the desk. The spark of flame jumped from its spot
and fluttered around him. It was no dragon, but Aiden’s grow-
ing anxiety of being so far from home made him jumpy. He
also didn’t like bugs, and this thing moved very bug-like.

It floated to the book and then tapped the page repeat-
edly. Aiden didn’t know how to respond, or even if he should.
It didn’t have legs or a head; it was just a lantern flame that
had floated from its lantern. Aiden bent his head and leaned
forward. It tapped the page again.

“What?” Aiden asked.

Tap. Tap.

“You want me to read?”

Tap.

Aiden's heart started to temper. The light drifted up over
the book. Aiden stepped back to the desk. “If...you...insist.”

He was about to look back down, then it occurred to him
that a flame with no fuel source was floating in the air in front
of him. “You can’t be real,” Aiden whispered. It bobbed in the
air like it was floating on an invisible ocean. Aiden didn’t know
if that was an answer. “You shouldn't...exist.”

"Its life has no meaning unless it can light the way for
others," spoke the tall figure approaching from the shadow.
Aiden jumped upon hearing him. "If only all things had such
simple ambitions."

The man wasn’t a dumpy figure with almond eyes and
shriveled skin. This stranger towered over Aiden by several
feet. His eyes were a radiant blue, skin darker than the room.
He had fuzzy grey hair with matching whiskers under his chin,
thin with a granite physique.

Aiden backed away from the desk into the shelf behind
him, jostling the heavy books resting upon it. The youth
glanced back and noticed a hefty volume toppling over. It had
a cover of obsidian, parading gold bosses of the gaping maws
of dragons. Their front claws reached across the outer edge to
the single oversized clasp keeping the book closed. Aiden
righted it quickly—with considerable strain—and turned back
to the man.

"I'm sorry," Aiden started, "I was just-"

"Quite all right, Mr. Camus," he answered. The spark
orbited the two of them like they had gravity. "It likes you."
His voice was deep and rough, with a heartening charisma in
the way he addressed the child. Aiden couldn’t place the ac-
cent but he had no problems understanding him. The man
stopped opposite of the desk and looked down to the book.

"The memoirs of Renar Alkanost, laudenian council
leader, written 300 years ago." Aiden offered only a blink.

"Though personally | think the fae is arrogant in his opin-
ion. Most laudenians are like that."

"l just wanted to look..." Aiden trailed off. "You know my
name--" i

"I knew your mother. | sold her the books. She talked
about you at length. Sorry about.." he paused to choose an
appropriate word, "everything."

"Who are..." Aiden's voice faded and he mouthed the
last word formed.

"'m a collector. You may call me David...or Chen."

"You collect books, Davidorchen?"

" share them," Chen corrected. He opened his palm
and the spark flew obediently to it. A whisper from his lips and
it leapt from his hand. It bounced and fluttering across the
room, igniting every candle and lamp.

Aiden’s eyes followed the spark as it made its journey.
Aiden’s mouth fell open as he took sight of the forty rows of
books that encircled the chamber, every wall, floor to ceiling.
Each volume looked as old as the book on the desk, like the
books Aiden owned. They were magnificent. The only break
in the books came from a glass showcase of old weapons mod-
ern man never used. They were obsolete devices and imple-
ments from a time Aiden delighted to remember. They
gleamed with polish as if forged and shaved into shape yester-
day-broadswords, throwing axes, and a single longbow shaped
from black wood. The flame finally returned to its home and
closed the door behind it.

"How did you..." Aiden started.

"l asked it to."

"But it's not alive."

"First rule: Anything you can think of...thinks for itself."

Aiden gathered his thoughts. "Dragons."

"Quite right. Hard to miss when they appear as they

did."

"Dragons aren't real," Aiden forced himself to say.

"So says the normal world," Chen replied with a shadow
of a smirk. Aiden was not smiling. Desperation had set in.

"l don't understand."

"Nor should you."

"Was it Zmey?"

"Zmey?" Chen pondered the sudden question. Aiden
could see the man rifling through old thoughts. "Zmey is a

myth, based on several stories.
death dragon."
"I couldn't find the other one in my book."
"Book?"
"Codex Dracontis--"
"Oh yes. There are better resources." 7
"That show the other dragon? The one with gold and
blue scales, blue eyes, white whiskers and white talons. A long,
snake body. Four arms, four talons?" i
Chen circled around the desk, rolling his fingers across
the spines on the shelf behind Aiden. "You know, they sax,‘,

What attacked you was a

out. It was almost as large as the one already on the desk, bu
with no cover art. There was only a single large Asian-sinit
letter and the English words underneath Myths of t
kou-Puru. §
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ORGANIZATIONS

Rarely do characters meet in taverns or stumble upon each other on a
dirt road. Many are not foolish to venture into the outside world alone
and unprepared. Often, they’ve made friends and forged their alli-
ances long before seeking adventure. Characters can be either part of
a much larger organization or they can be independent, answering to
no one but themselves.

Players should work together in forging a group that maximizes
each other’s abilities. They know their names, their strengths, and
their weaknesses.

At character creation, a group of players may select one of the
following affiliations. Being signed under an organization offers funds
or equipment while independence offers the greatest gift of all, free-
dom. The GM may select an organization for the player group if the
choice affects the campaign being designed. Not all members of a
party need to select a single organization, though the party can only
receive the benefit of one, regardless of the number of players in the
party. To receive the benefits of an organization requires at least
three members of party to share that affiliation. Players can only be-
long to one organization at a time. It is not impossible for players to
switch their affiliation but this is not easy and requires the GM's com-
plicity.

. "1 ABIDAN MISSIONARIES

Tasked with protecting the innocent and encouraging hope and vir-
tue throughout the kingdom, Abidan missionaries are gathered by a
mutual desire to help others in need. They need not all be followers
of the same faith, neither are they required to promote said faith to
those requiring their help. These missionaries care nothing for politi-
cal or theological agendas. They only concern themselves about help-
ing the needy and serving the cause to defeat evil whenever they en-
counter it. Generally, missionaries are multi-talented; they're not all
just trained swords. Members are educators, leaders, and healers. As
the threat of an encroaching darkness looms, these missions have
been found more and more often outside of Abidan borders.

Requirement: All members of this organization must have a
good alignment.

Benefit: All party members gain a +2 bonus to Knowledge
(Religion) skill checks. All party members gain a +1 bonus to all dam-
age rolls against targets with the lawful evil alignment.

CRIMSON STARUIGHT

The CS is the military arm of Angel, often taking missions outside of
city walls. They venture out on all-terrain vehicles, ETVs, or VER-
TOL flyers. The CS operates from four immense towers situated
around the outer perimeter of the city. Response time to an outside
attack is measured in seconds. Recently, attacks on the wall have sub-
sided, with boggs and puggs shifting their attention to those passing
to and from the city. This forced the CS to leave the walls and take a
more aggressive stance on outside threats. They clash not only with
surrounding raiders but with the growing armies of skeggs in the na-
tion of Xixion in the north. Of all the bastion organizations, the CS
receives the most combat experience. Squads are often sent to patrol
the great outer forests of Cyon.

Another branch of CS handles internal problems dealing with
Genai. Rumors tell of a smuggling route under the city leading past
the walls to the outside, allowing free passage for those wishing to
avoid the main gates. Then there is the matter of the temple, a giant
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tower in the centre of Genai and the great beast suppos-
edly living underneath it.

Requirement: Techan characters from Angel only

Benefit: The player group signed to work for the
Crimson Starlight receive a wheeled truck or a tracked
APC for free. It is a loan and cannot be sold. They also
benefit from a preferred enemy, gaining a +1 to attack
rolls against pugs, boggs, and skeggs.

FREE-LANCE

Outcast or deserted from a lord or king, the free-lance
travels from town to town seeking money or purpose.
Often mistakenly dubbed mercenaries or sellswords, a
free-lance began its life as military unit sworn to a spe-
cific flag. For specific reasons, this lance found itself
unbound from a higher authority. Did they abandon
their assignment? Did they violate doctrine, or chal-
lenge the word of a lord? Were they arrested, sent to
prison by a military court for a crime they didn't com-
mit, only later to escape? Whatever the reason, wanted
by their nation or kingdom, they survive as soldiers of
fortune. If there’s a problem, if no one else can help,
and if they can be found, a free-lance may be hired.

Good-aligned nations like Abidan and Limshau
generally do not put prices on the heads of similarly
aligned characters, and never post death marks; bastions
usually simply exile offenders.

Benefit: Members of a free-lance must select a
kingdom, free house, or bastion. Party members suffer
a -2 penalty to all Diplomacy checks when associating
with any resident of this nation. Because of shared
training, if ALL. members of the free-lance are in line of
sight within one another, they each gain a +1 bonus to
Will saves.

o IRON SONS

The Iron Sons is the largest techan free company oper-
ating in the world. They command thousands through

B a decentralized control network connected via a series
s on of mobile command posts. They operate fixed offices
ZONE FX . .

= in both York and Angel, though outlawed practically

everywhere else. Although able to function independ-
ently, each command node can receive directives from a
central voice, known as General Chauk. Instructions
are seldom relayed but when ushered, all units are com-
pelled to act. Only a few people in the world know
where Chauk is at any time, and his location shifts daily.
Although the Sons are classed as mercenaries, and are
easy to hire out, they receive their primary income
through York and Angel service contracts. This does
not account for their entire budget, and it's believed the
~~ company receives significant investment from unknown

third parties using the Sons as their proxy in Canam.
" The objective of these third parties is shared by most
' others that hire out the Sons—destroy the world of echa
. and return the planet back under control of man. While
me cells are known to be lenient if not diplomatic in
eir relations with fantasy, most are ruthless.
equirement: T'echan characters
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Benefit: A party signed under the Iron Sons re-
ceives a scrambler. It is a loan and cannot be sold. If
the party breaks from the Iron Sons (or attempts to sell
the scrambler), Iron Sons command will put out a con-
tract for the party’s elimination.

LOGOS LANCE

It is not uncommon to see Limshau custodians operat-
ing outside of city walls. Clad in black kawabari armor
instead of the city-white of most custodians, members
of this group are often sent out to either retrieve a pre-
viously lost tome of knowledge or authenticate an im-
portant event. Although occasionally travelling alone,
most join up with a group of travelers with similar goals.
Circumstances have occurred where an entire party of
Limshau citizens is gathered together to venture into
the open world. Not all have to be custodians, though
one of them usually is (or perhaps a librarian). The lo-
gos lance, as they are called, is tasked for a specific mis-
sion. It is often difficult, involving a journey encom-
passing months or even years. This lance is commis-
sioned by a higher authority, up to and sometimes in-
cluding the king himself.

Requirement: At least one member of a logos
lance must have a trait connected to the kingdom of
Limshau.

Benefit: All party members gain a +2 bonus in one
Knowledge skill of their choice. The entire party is also
supplied riding horses.

MINISTRY OF
FOREIGN AFFAIRS

This group from Sierra Madre is more interested with
subversion and intelligence gathering than anything
else. Even though flaunting advances few other bas-
tions even dream of, Sierra Madre still lacks many de-
velopments even bastions like York claim. This is from
the lack of outside threats and from a naive, narrow-
minded population. Groups sent out from the subterra-
nean bastion often travel north to acquire (steal) tech-
nology from others, especially York and Angel. Mann
remains a hard target and most attempting entry are
killed upon discovery. The
Ministry also tracks all movement above the city. They
intercept and deal with forces marching over their soil.

Requirement:  Techan characters from Sierra
Madre

Benefit: All players working for the MFA receive
the shielding modification to all pertinent equipment
they purchase at Ist level and a 30% discount to pur-
chasing said modifications later.

NOMADS

Strictly speaking, to be among this group is to be
classed as an itinerant rather than a nomad, but the lat-
ter term is often employed. This group doesn’t follow a
herd; they don’t migrate with the passing seasons.
They wander the world because of a personal need to
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see it or because of a fear of discovery. They may have
secrets or carry something of value others covet. Of
course, this need not be so melodramatic. T'echan no-
mads, those outcast or unable to enter bastions, migrate
to keep within areas with a low ED value. Fantasy no-
mads may be bound by their racial traits to wander aim-
lessly without a home. Members may possess a stigma
preventing their settlement.

Benefit: Despite being labeled as an organization,
the group is not affiliated with any establishment. Each
character gains a +4 bonus to Survival checks and +1
bonus to all Fort saves.

OROBAS

The Selkirk defense authority, unlike many other inter-
diction forces from bastions, doesn’t consider echans
their enemy. Most missions by members of Orobas en-
tail escorting and protecting narros patrols through the
Selkirk controlled section of the Dianaso pass. Orobas
personnel are usually selected from the mining popula-
tion and trained separately. Already used to working in
groups, the operatives quickly learn to offset each
other’s weaknesses and operate as a cohesive unit.
They seldom fight amongst themselves and stay to-
gether, even when on vacation. Other missions include
scouting and recon outside the Dianaso pass, as well as
dealing with the encroaching invasion from the skeggs
of Xixion. A few groups even went on loan to Angel for
a short time. Orobas personal are especially well
trained.

Requirement:
only

Benefit: Each member gains a +2 bonus to a skill
they don’t have as a class skill but is a class skill from
any other character in the group.

Techan characters from Selkirk

RETINUE

The party has been gathered to be the willing or unwill-
ing cohorts of a noble. The aristocrat may be a child-
hood friend or a stranger. He or she may be pretentious
or down-to-carth. Regardless, you are stuck with this
task, sworn by ensure the safety of the noble, even at
the cost of your life. The reasons for this excursion can
be varied. It may be part of some undisclosed diplo-
matic mission to a foreign land or a quest the noble is
insisting on undertaking personally. It may be the be-
ginnings or the unfortunate end of a crusade. Rarely,
the noble may be an outcast, the last living heir to a
throne claimed by a usurper, the noble’s allies being all
that stands in the way of a hangman’s noose.

Requirement: A party belonging to this organiza-
tion must have one member (a PC, companion charac-
ter, or non-combatant NPC) who belongs to the nobility
(i.e. has the Free House Citizen or True Royal Blood
trait, or equivalent).

Benefit: As long as the noble is active (not dead or
unconscious) and in line of sight, all in-game purchases
made by members of the party (other than magic item),
including drinks, room & board, and booking passage
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on vessels, are reduced by 50%; magic item purchases
are reduced by 10%. The GM may require a Diplo- -
macy check on the part of the noble to secure this.

SLAVER CARAVAN

Citizens of Baruch Malkut found outside of the nation
are defectors, outcasts, or slavers. The latter often leave
only when on a hunt. On mission, they present a cold
demeanor, mated to a desire for profit at the expense of
the freedom of creatures they consider inferior. Re-
gardless of the campaign they find themselves in, slav-
ers are seldom noble. They care about themselves and
their next payoff. Trained swords are bound only by
gold. Barring this, loyalty is earned through family
blood, a common occurrence with slaver caravans. Fa-
thers train their sons to carry the tradition of racial supe-
riority and malice that make the family name what it is.
T'he only path of redemption lies with those that escape
the life. If part of an active caravan, then morality has
long died.

Requirement: Evil or Neutral characters.

Benefit: The group receives a slaver caravan, con-
sisting of two sleeper carriages and one slaver carriage
outfitted with fae iron bars (draught horses are in-
cluded). Every party member receives a riding horse.
The party receives a 5% XP bonus when defeating fae
creatures; if the party contains any character with a good
or lawful good alignment or forswears their slaver life-
style, this benefit is lost.

TECHAN MERCENARIES

Some people prefer working alone. Though they re-
ceive no benefits from governments or corporations,
they do set their own clocks and answer to no higher
authority. They are on their own in the face of a wild
landscape of wonders and monstrosities reserved usu-
ally for bedtime tales. Some mercenaries work out of
bastions, though many actually travel between them.
Some consider themselves wandering souls, looking for
a noble fight to join. Others seek only profit. The group
may have decided technology was the future over
magic. Alas, these groups often fail early on, unable to
replace their technology fast enough when it disrupts or
they simply fall victim to enemies they underestimated.
Mercenaries, acting heroic or selfish (or both), must
keep constant diligence on the acquisition of funds.
Jewels, gold and rare items fetch a high price in bastions -
and mercenaries need to keep themselves funded and =
armed. 4

Requirement: Techan characters only

Benefit: Players forming a mercenary group gain.
20% discount on all purchases at 1st level and 5% dis- |
count on all subsequent purchases with further levels. g

WATCHERS

The city of Taskin-Kada is the home of a very uniqie +-
society charged with counter-intelligence for the e *
nation of Abidan. Operations involve scout ‘v/
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surveillance of Baruch Malkut. Very often, a mixed
band of trained operatives will be sent on a long-term
mission vital to the security of the kingdom. Although
Watchers may comprise the majority of this unit, this is
not always exclusive. The team consists of intelligence
agents, military men, and operatives specialized in vari-
ous scientific and magical fields. They can be tasked
with espionage or sabotage. Abidan has never officially
sent the Watchers on assassination.

Watchers carry a reputation of moving quickly
without being noticed, escaping from any situation, and
trudging on while others fall to exhaustion. Support
from the nation will not be on hand if a crisis occurs.
Should any member of the Watchers be caught or
killed, Abidan will disavow any knowledge of their ac-
tions.

Requirement: All characters must be from Abidan
and at least one inducted member of the Taskin-Kada
Watchers.

Benefit: Any ability a character in the party has
which is limited to a number of uses a day based on an

ability score has the number of uses a day increased by
il

YORK S€ELF
DEFENSE FORCE (YSDF)

The largest standing army of Techa in Canam is the
York Self Defense Force. They walk the streets and
defend the outlining fields from impending invasion.
They break up drunken tavern brawls and lead assaults
against dragons. Some escort echans through the city
and forcefully eject others for flaunting the magic that
the city requests they keep to an appropriate minimum.
The most boring job is patrolling the defense installa-
tions between York and Mann, which have never
sparked a conflict. On the other hand, the northern bar-
racks often suffer attacks from dragons. The YSDF
works alongside the robotic zeros, but the droids are

A never allowed to depart the surrounding York fields of
e o0 Halyc.

ZONE F0 .

: Requirement: Techan characters from York

Benefit: Members of the YSDF receive 75% of
the value for all techan equipment and weapons they
trade or sell while in York.

TRAITS

The world is a vast and varied. Cultures and customs
developed with no outside influence for centuries.
Huge kingdoms formed and claimed land, occasionally
absorbing smaller ones in the expansion. With man,
there were immeasurably different traditions despite
being a single species. This is a unique aspect of man
~ the fae do not share. Narros in Fargon are the same as
- the narros in the Finer Fire Pits. Human influence re-
~ sulted in the damaskans of Limshau deviating from the
‘r\ditional damaskans of Damaska across the ocean.
Where on Earth a player chooses to nurture her charac-
an radically alter the result, influencing the chosen

class and even their destiny.

Amethyst Traits: The following traits follow the
same rules regarding traits as established in the PATH-
FINDER role playing game. Although the default
number of traits a character receives at 1st level is two,
only one can be an Amethyst trait. Because many of
the Amethyst traits are considered more powerful than
others, several are indicated as counting as two choices.
The GM has final approval over all choices and can veto
any inappropriate selections. If a game does not en-
dorse traits, player should still be allowed to select one
Amethyst trait, counting it as a lifepath.

PATHFINDER traits are broken up into the fol-
lowing categories, basic (further broken into combat,
faith, magic, and social), campaign, race, regional, and
religion. Because of the nature of the Amethyst setting,
by default, faith and religion traits are prohibited unless
the specific trait can be explained without a God or
gods. As per the rules regarding traits, a player cannot
have traits from identical categories. In addition, Ame-
thyst offers supernatural traits.

Supernatural: There are only three ways to tap into
magic: the words of Pleroma, the mixing of elements
(alchemy), and the natural unexplained gifts of an ex-
clusive few. You are a member of the latter. You possess
exceptional abilities that cannot be readily explained.
Some ascribe it as a divine gift while others view it as
the next step in the evolution of the species. Others
simply believe themselves especially sensitive to the
saturation of Attricana. When choosing this trait, you are
a distinct individual.

Only one character in a player group should be
permitted to choose a supernatural trait. This gift is
bestowed from birth and occupies the mind of the char-
acter so much so that they gain no benefits from choos-
ing a region or discipline, despite where they were born
or the choices they made. They can be born from any-
where on Earth, but receive nothing additional other
than their gift. All supernatural traits are echan by de-
fault and as such you disrupt technology. You have a
saturation value of 20 which can never drop below this
value unless your soul switches from Attricana to the
negative energies of Ixindar (See Chapter Eight).

ANCIENT WUXIA

Trait: Combat, Regional
Prerequisites: From Genai, Fargon, or Limshau

BENEFITS
Devout Belief: You gain a Knowledge (Religion) or
Acrobatics as class skills. If you select a class with those

skills as class skills, you gain an additional +2 trait bonus
with that skill.

Proficiencies: Choose any one-handed weapon
and gain proficiency with it. It also counts as monk
weapon.

The narros love to take credit for influencing the an-
cient Asian martial arts, as well as their mythology and
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culture. They place
a lot of pride in this
and were happy to
see the pillars of
disciplines  repli-
cated and honored
for thousands of
years to emerge |
virtually unchanged |
with their return. |
Some humans don’t
appreciate the as-
sumption, claiming
the narros had no
influence in the
development of
human martial arts.
Damaskans  make
no such claim and
only admit to a mild
cultural inspiration.
Those from Lim-
shau absorbed so
much human cul-
ture into their na-
tion, it’s hard to
determine  which
was fae influenced
and which was origi-
nally a human con-
cept. Despite this
disagreement, three
similar styles of un-
armed combat
emerged in three
different regions in
Canam. It is
thought those from
Limshau gleaned theirs from their Genai neighbors
when so many residents of Angel left to help build the
empire of knowledge. The narros from Fargon were too
remote to have this claim. Their discipline stems back
to the old age, where they perfected their art over thou-
sands of years, another thorn to them, as humanity was
able to create more complicated systems with greater
physical and mental conditions in a tenth the time.

One trained in this practice may prefer weapons
endowed with magic, but a follower of wuxia is not
helpless while unarmed. This path does not encourage
violence. Instead, it is designed for self-control and
mental clarity. Many narros and humans teach this dis-
cipline alongside book studies and commit time to its
practice as another might perform aerobics in the morn-
ing. Some practitioners refuse to apply their discipline
in a violent fashion, believing to do so would be a fail-
ure of their philosophy. For others, to commit this prac-
tice to violence is a logical progression. Some take this
to an extreme, using it only to benefit themselves. Oth-
ers are considered heroes, fighting for noble causes and
refusing to stand idle while the innocent suffer. These
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adventurers love sparring and often duel aggressively
with allies to test their mettle and skill. Though not a
requirement for friendship, it goes a long way to match
a wuxia in combat. Even enemies matching their skills i
in a fair duel will garner respect.

BARUCH THUGGEE

Trait: Combat. This selection counts as two traits.
Prerequisites: Human, must be from Baruch
Malkut. ;

BENEFITS

1d10 > 1d12 > 2d6 > 2d8 > 2d10). f
Military Background: You are proficient w1th ‘
ther shields or medium armor. You are also pl‘OﬁC}

check penalty for any armor you wear or sh
weave are reduced by 1



Marshes and swamps cover most of the countryside in
the kingdom of Baruch Malkut. A massive landscaping
effort had connected distant towns and cities by road-
ways. This led the more nefarious segments of Malkut
society to adapt their skills to the surrounding environ-
ment. Bandits and outlaws mastered subterfuge and
stealth, utilizing the natural cover of the landscape. A
few found a calling within the military, working as spies
or assassins. These individuals became known as Ba-
ruch thuggees.

Thuggees leaving the "Blessed Kingdom" for any
reason find their title a burden or a curse. Declaring
yourself a thuggee in Limshau or Gnimfall may likely
net you jail time or expulsion. Declaring yourself a
thuggee in a free house may get you executed. You
must keep your identity secret, either because of a mis-
sion or to prevent a lynching. Most following this path
by choice seldom have problems using their training to
net themselves personal benefit, as their morals and
values have already been stretched. The qualifying
mission for the order is to sneak into a rival city and slay
a figure of importance. A few rare cases found the final
deed abhorrent to their nature and escaped, carrying
their training with them into the outside world. Some
try to find new lives pursuing a nobler course. These
are declared traitors, with bounties are placed upon
their heads.

BASTION OF ORIGIN - ANGEL

Trait: Regional
Prerequisites: Human, born and raised in Genai or
Angel.

BENEFITS

Bonus language: Your historical connection to the
builders of Angel combined with your mercantile rela-
tionship with the Genai grant you Sinitic as a bonus
language.

Skill Bonuses: +1 trait bonus to Knowledge
(regional history) -- Angel, Antikari, Crax, Torquil, and

Z0NE f Xixion
V Naive and Tactless: You have a -1 penalty to all
64 Charisma based skills when used against echans.

Proficiency: You prepared yourself before taking
on the world. You can choose one of the following feats:
Akimbo, Burst Fire, One-Handed Small Arms, or
Ground Vehicle Proficiency.

Starting Bonus: You gain +50 uc in starting money.

Although Angel does not fear the outside world as much
as Sierra Madre and Mann, they still insist on keeping
that world as far away as possible. They even erected a
vast wall to keep the enchanted world out. Angel char-
acters from Genai should be counted as techan humans.
~ Angel residents still know enough of the outside. Ones
leaving are either nomads hoping to find riches or part

~of a defense force patrolling the outside of the wall,
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chanted world for much of their youth. The televisions
don’t talk about it. Books don’t discuss it. Even schools
avoid the topic. Like tales of oversized mutant rabbits
carrying baskets of eggs or jolly obese contortionists
offering gifts to children, eventually the truth is re-
vealed. In this case, it turns out the fantasy world is real.
With the echan town of Genai within the walls, one
would expect Angel residents to be tolerant to the ways
outside. The adverse is actually true. Angel threw a
massive wall up to shield themselves from having to
acknowledge the reality of what’s around them. Very
few leave. Those that do frequently commit to military
missions or follow childish dreams inspired by excur-
sions into the echan town hidden in the shadow of the
southeastern wall.

BASTION OF ORIGIN - MANN

Trait: Regional
Prerequisites: Human, born and raised in Mann.

BENEFITS

Class Adept: You select any one class skill you
have at least 1 rank in; gain a +1 trait bonus to that skill.

Skill Bonuses: +1 trait bonus to Knowledge
(regional history) - Mann, and York

Naive and Tactless: You have a -1 penalty to all
Charisma based skills when used against echans.
Techan Experience: You gain Knowledge (Science) as a
class skill.

Mann characters face an uphill struggle. Outcast, they
may not return to their bastion of birth. Mann charac-
ters either take jobs in other bastions or they roam the
outside world, selling what they find in echa to trade in
techa. To gain the benefits from choosing this trait, a
character must have lived in Mann for some time. Per-
haps they committed a crime or took a liking to the out-
side world and were ostracized for it. Leaving might
have been by choice, but the separation was not amica-
ble, as Mann never allows its residents — especially the
ones with needed skills — to return. The Mann charac-
ter is most likely alone and clearly the most inexperi-
enced with dealing with the outside world. Despite the
circumstances of the escape, the Mann character may
be the most fundamental in her beliefs. If following
technology, they not only dislike magic, they despise it.
Among other techans, the member from Mann is looked
upon with respect and trepidation. Mann is the most
advanced bastion in Canam, as well as the most mysteri-
ous. No one attempting to enter has ever survived and
those that have escaped have a mark on their head, for
the knowledge locked in his mind is a dangerous com-
modity to be allowed to roam outside of Mann territory.

BASTION OF
ORIGIN - SELKIRK

Trait: Regional
Prerequisites: T'echan human, born and raised in
Selkirk.
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BENEFITS

Miner’s Eyes: You have lowlight vision, you can
see twice as far as normal humans in conditions of dim
light. Unfortunately, your line of sight in daylight is
limited to 100 feet.

Combat Implements: You are proficient with all
hammers and picks.

Characters from Selkirk are born into a world of dark-
ness and live most of their lives in the mines. Ones that
do depart know of narros through trade and military
patrols and find their company acceptable. Selkirk mili-
tary secks to make the Pass of Dianaso safe. Others trek
south to find warmer climates and warmer beds. Those
that end up taking root around Angel often sign up for
military duty outside the walls.

There is a stereotype attributed to Selkirk, that
the residents are all brutish and loud. This is unfortu-
nately true. The chances that a character from Selkirk
stems from the mines are high. They have been trained
from birth to extend their body’s endurance and survive
conditions that would kill most others. Since they must
serve the military at one point, they’re also trained to
live in the outside world. Rarely does a single Selkirk
grunt lose a hand-to-hand fight against an equivalent
rank from any other bastion. They are usually the most
prepared in the open world and don’t often experience
the culture shock that plagues many other techans.

BASTION OF
ORIGIN - SIERRA MADRE

Trait: Regional
Prerequisites: Human, born and raised in Sierra
Madre.

BENEFITS

Skill Bonuses: +1 trait bonus to Knowledge
(regional history) - Sierra Madre, the Gloam

Naive and Tactless: You have a -1 penalty to all
Charisma based skills when used against echans.

Fast Learner: You may choose one class skill and
gain a +1 trait bonus to that skill.

Resistant Equipment: All TLO gear you begin
with--as well as any TLO gear you purchase from Sierra
Madre directly--gains a +2 trait bonus to saving throws
against disruption.

Those away from Sierra Madre are the most unprepared
for the outside world. Those that find the courage re-
main hidden throughout the planet, analyzing what
they find and returning it to their home for study. Even
though they possess unique technology, they strive to
adapt what they find to better their own society. Be-
cause the majority from Sierra Madre follows a faith of
internal meditation and personal discovery, many citi-
zens brave the landscape outside to fortify their souls
and open their minds. A techan from Sierra Madre is
often considered the most naive of any bastion resident

(save perhaps for the youth in Angel). Being under-
ground, the population has had virtually no contact with
outside. Not even Selkirk can boast that level of isola-
tion. Unlike Mann, swept up in xenophobic paranoia,
characters from Sierra Madre are the most hopeful for a
time when the two worlds can live together. Their tech- =
nology is the most advanced on Canam in the field of
disruption resistance but they remain locked tightly in
their underground fortress. Of all the techans found in
the open world, those from Sierra Madre are the fewest.

Being from Sierra Madre, characters take their
strength more from their own skills than on the technol-
ogy they flaunt. Despite being naive and prone to cow-
ardice in the face of enchantment, those from Sierra
Madre are the quickest to adapt when forced to. This
also means the majority of those from the underground
bastion rarely return, taken in by the whispers of a fan-
tasy world.

BASTION OfF ORIGIN - YORK

Trait: Regional
Prerequisites: Human, born and raised in York.

BENEFITS

Skill Bonuses: +1 trait bonus Knowledge (regional
history) - Gnimfall, Mann and York

Tact: You don’t receive any techan penalties to
Charisma-based skills when rolling against echans.

Saturation Penalty: Your saturation point at 1st
level is preset to 5 and can never go below 5.

Prepared: You gain one basic TLO firearm of your
choosing.

Starting Bonus: You gain +50 uc in starting money.

With no walls around, the people of York welcome tour-
ists and travelers. However, they privately lament the
use of magic. Those taking advantage of their friendli-
ness and flaunting such enchantment may find them-
selves victims of a mob. Due to the prevalence of pass-
ing magic users in York, citizens neither fear nor loathe
the echans. They prefer living their lives with air condi-
tioning, elevators, and parking meters. York citizens
leave the city often as they may reenter when they
wish. They are one of the most commonly seen techans
in all of Canam. York is also the most aggressive with
their borders. Instead of a great wall, York keeps a vast
expanse of open fields patrolled by a large militia of
soldiers and low-tech robots known as zeros. They must
stand on constant guard from attacks They also operat 3



trust, believing one false step could send a massive ED
burst throughout the city, demolishing the brightly lit
bastion and causing it to crumble into the madness of
magic.

A character from York has had the most experience with
echans despite their feelings towards them. They also
probably know someone that has ventured into the out-
side world and returned to tell the tale. Of all the bas-
tion-born, those from York are the most romantic and
experience the largest number of emigrants of any te-
chan city. Thankfully, they are the largest growing, so
this small migration is not noticed.

BLOOD ROYAL

Trait: Social, Supernatural

Prerequisite: You must pick a royal line (Savarice,
Limshau, or Alkanost). Your race must coincide with
that line (human, damaskan, or laudenian, respectfully).
A Savarice descendant may be a half-fac. You cannot
be evil.

BENEFITS
Natural Instinct: You gain a +1 trait bonus to any
two Charisma- or Wisdom-based skills of your choice.
Aura of Admiration: You gain Diplomacy as a class
skill and gain a +1 trait bonus in it.

The history of royalty involving mankind is marred with
bloodshed. Those wearing the crowns had claimed
themselves and their descendants as chosen by God.
The path to reach such consecration was often paved
upon the bones of their competitors. Every single con-
quering warlord announced himself by such a stately
title the instant their hands finished executing the pre-
vious holder. Earthly envoys professing to speak for the
divine took side with the new claim, lest they fall under
the same fate. This process continues today, despite
the supposedly morally evolved view of modern man.
As the old ways returned in the absence of true civility,
new declarations of nobility emerged. Some of these
first aristocrats and generals had no entitlement, but
\V called themselves kings and queens regardless. Most of
' 66 the first rulers of man either witnessed the collapse of
their virgin kingdom, or were executed by those that
despised them. These included Saron Sana, Avraham
Torquil, and Darius Konig; of these, only the last has
maintained his lineage (and his life).
The fae ascribe a much more humble approach to
royalty. The title is given to them from a higher power.
Not from a silent god, mind you, but from the endorse-
ment of a dragon. This has only taken place with four
such individuals in Canam: Renar Alkanost of Laude-
nia, Sharajaclypse of Vakai, Ravenar Limshau of Lim-
- shau, and Vincent Savarice of Abidan, the latter being
- the only human (at least in this half of the world).
L To receive this blessing, one must be in an es-

‘teemed position of authority and not be corrupted by
¢ power it offers. One must show true humility and
evolence in the application of authority. Even then,

such an exalted title is uncommon. If it does occur, the
individual is approached in a brilliant fashion by a
dragon of the Noble or Holy lines. That dragon an-
nounces that he or she has adopted that individual un-
der the wing of protection. Said noble’s name is now
synonymous with the dragon’s. It's believed the first
fae royals possessed dragon’s blood from a pairing with
dragon taking elvish form.  Their lineage carries
through to today. It’s thought that Alkanost and Lim-
shau are of such a pedigree, though Sharajaclypse and
Savarice are most definitely not. As with all royalty, the
mark continues through later generations. With fae,
this had only spread to a handful of offspring. Sharaja-
clypse has no husband, let alone children. Alkanost has
sired a half-dozen over 5,000 years. Limshau has had
two children, each with one child of his own. Savarice
sired many, making the dragon-touched human royalty
the largest in Canam.

Being of true royal blood, you are a descendant of
one of these glorified family lines (Alkanost, Limshau,
or Savarice). You currently don’t have a claim to the
thrones; why that may be is entirely up to you, but
these houses are highly respected, so betrayal and ex-
pulsion is unlikely. It’s also unlikely that you would
openly announce your title to those around, as those
who do so without the presence of armed men to back
them up tend to attract unwelcome attention. Your
voice resonates to those with open ears. You possess a
natural charismatic gravity that followers are eager to
orbit around.

BOTTLED BEAST

Trait: Race, Supernatural.
as two traits.
Prerequisites: Tilen

This selection counts

BENEFITS

Regression (Ex): When lose your temper, you
have the tendency to regress into old ways. As a swift
action, you can gain a +1 trait bonus to Strength-based
attack rolls and a +2 trait bonus to Strength-based dam-
age rolls and temporary hit points equal to 5 + your
Constitution modifier. This effect lasts five minutes.
During the same duration, you cannot use any Charisma
-, Wisdom-, or Intelligence-based skills. Using regres-
sion does not provoke opportunity attacks. The num-
ber of uses per day of regression is based on your level
(1st level—1, 5th level—2, 10th level—3, 15th level—4,
20th level—5)

Tilen loathe the idea of returning to their roots. The
elders remember the old ways and detest their traits
more so than their descendants. The elders preach the
ways of redemption with an emphasis on the obligation
to repair the damage caused by their hands and others
in the name of syntropy. Although virtually every tilen
follows this tenant, not all of them agree to ignore their
inner strengths, despite the worry it may cause a regres-
sion to old habits. When their blood pumps too quickly
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or if adrenaline starts to flow, their previous characteris-
tics surface, though only on a visible layer. They re-
main themselves in ev /ay that is important. Some
think greater power sits buried within, and proper
meditation and self-control could tap this resource with-
out risking degeneration. Many tilen consider it too
much of a risk and elders prohibit its practice. This has-
n’t stopped some trying, often with noble intentions.
During this moment, the tilen gains a heightened sense

of his surroundings. He hears the footfalls of cncmies,%‘ \
the beating of their hearts, their lungs heaving with ex-
hausted breath. The tilen’s blood pumps faster. Mu

cles quiver and spasm. He moves with speed and agil
ity unseen, weaving through enemies, delivering qui€k
and deadly blows, like a four legged predator racing
through a herd of prey. b |
There is no set discipline, no books to read§and:
teachers to find to learn this talent. Each tilen n_;l/s d




cover the necessary circumstances to bring this inner
power to the surface. Because of this uncertainly, some
consider it too risky and many tilen would be prepared
to kill a loved one if she went too far down this path.
The tilen are a fragile people, few and scattered, dedi-
cated to repairing the damage they committed centuries
ago in another life and they will not risk further damage
to their reputation.

CROSSROAD DRIFTER

Trait: Regional
Prerequisite: From the Continental Cross

BENEFITS

Survival Instinct: +1 trait bonus to Ride, Sleight of
Hand, or Survival.

Unusual Childhood: You can replace one auto-
matic language at character creation with another. It
must be a human or fae-based language.

Echan

Always Ready: Gain any one martial weapon of
your choice. You also gain proficiency with all bastion
export melee weapons.

T'echan (must be human)

Heirloom: You gain a free one-handed small arm
with the immune property. The weapon is functional
but practically worthless due to its age if sold.

Many individuals are raised in a stable environment,
dependant on reliable income from parents that are al-
ways present. The Crossroad Drifter is not one of these
lucky people. If he actually had a family, they were no-
mads or merchants. Nearly every wanderer, in packs or
alone, eventually migrates to the Continental Cross—
the singular highway that bisects Canam. There are
thousands — if not tens of thousands — of miles of road
that criss-cross the continent, but they're mostly un-
named and unmonitored. Only the Cross has regular
patrols and has been cleared wide enough for three
caravans to sit side by side. It is generally accepted that
travelers will pass oncoming traffic at least once a day. It
\V is the only safe route to Angel and the only direct road
' 68 that connects the bastion, through Antikari, to Limshau
and Gnimfall. Large tributary roads break off to several
nearby free houses and the kingdoms of Kannos,
Abidan, and the Finer Fire Pits.

Because of slow travel time and the long distances
between locations, thousands of are born with no real
home to speak of. These drifters learn to walk early in
life and never stop moving for the entirety of their lives.
Despite loyalties to family present or passed, they pre-
fer to keep few ties. Their homes are temporary bed,
wagon, and stable rentals. Crusades, causes, or jobs they
take on are often considered peripheral, and they never
s 8 believe them obligatory. They refuse to be tied down
__ to rules or by the laws passed down by some egotistical

- Even if a fae, a drifter cannot stand the idea of
ing rooted in one place, and the company they keep
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should share that desire. They outlive their welcome
early as they don’t consider diplomacy a useful talent. If
feathers are ruffled, these nomads simply pack up and
move on.

CRYPHTARON

Trait: Race
Prerequisites: Pagus over 20 years of age.

BENEFITS

Ritual Scarring: Gain 4 hit points.

Mark of Trust: Gain a +2 trait bonus to Diplomacy
and Bluff checks against pagus.

In locations where pagus are allowed to develop their
own culture (where their actions are not compelled by
others) they often develop traditions based around the
same levels of violence. One ritual coincides with a
pagus reaching the Second Age of Krenkallakoss. A
pagus at nine becomes an adult and is assumed to be a
warrior. Upon reaching the age of twenty, a pagus is
permitted the opportunity to reach a higher level of
authority within the village, the equivalent to a lieuten-
ant. The subject undergoes repeated punishment un-
der sensory deprivation. The pagus is blindfolded and
rendered deaf. He is lowered into water and repeatedly
stabbed. Salt is packed into the wounds to induce per-
manent scars. These marks (assuming the pagus sur-
vives) denote the pagus as a cryphtaron—a trusted war-
rior all pagus can respect. If a pagus encounters a
cryphtaron in passing, it is automatically assumed the
elder warrior is a loyal disciple of free pagus. Even
pagus loyally following their demonic masters have a
profound adoration for the order. Cryphtaron are rarely
taken alive in combat, but if rival pagus do manage to
capture one, the cryphtaron is permitted to take his own
life; afterwards, his body and belongings are returned
unspoiled to the rival village. Sometimes a captured
cryphtaron is permitted the opportunity to fight for his
freedom. He is given impossible odds against the vil-
lage's greatest heroes. If he succeeds, the cryphtaron is
permitted to either challenge the chief for control of the
village (which he usually does) or leave with additional
scars to return home.

Outside of pagus circles, a cryphtaron looks even
more revolting than his cousins. To a pagus, however,
the cryphtaron is a walking angel.

CUSTODIAN

Trait: Combat.
Prerequisites: Received training from Limshau

BENEFITS

Proficiency: You are proficient in one Limshau-
specific weapon. You are also proficient in Limshau
kawabari armor.

Custodian training: You can replace Strength with
Dexterity for all your melee attacks with any weapons
that weigh 8 Ibs. or less.
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Behind the white walls of Limshau, elite guardians pa-
trol the hallways, defending knowledge and people
against anyone wishing to destroy such riches. Because
of the tight confines of narrow city streets and alleys,
this elite force eventually developed a discipline revolv-
ing around fast movement and quick, decisive strikes at
critical enemy weaknesses.

After an attack from a large and somewhat organ-
ized bogg force 300 years ago left a section of the geol-

ogy branch in ruins, Ravenar Limshau III decreed that%\
a specific echelon of elite librarians be trained exclu-
sively in combat, relegating their librarian skills to a-

o

Stratos developed the martial practice all céﬁt
would soon follow. The martial art was knog




“Gorna Sersannis,” though later masters would use the
modern English term "Lotus Blade." Oddly enough,
Stratos preferred the use of a halberd to the common
twin swords employed by most custodians today.
Stratos is one of the few to use both ends of his weapon
without losing balance. He advanced his art to perfec-
tion before even attempting to train another. In the
end, he required Ravenar to fill in the gaps in the de-
fense Stratos could not satisfy. It would take 150 years
before Stratos considered the discipline finished. By
then, he had already taken control of the city of Zorahn
by request of his commander. The new discipline in-
corporated an agile battle stance, able to maximize ma-
neuverability in a restricted field of movement. Heavy
armor weighed down combatants and blocked the ad-
vance of reinforcements. Shields also proved a hazard.
Pure speed became the greatest ally, along with the
insight to anticipate and counter a foe’s every move and
attack. Lighter weapons were preferred. The discipline
of the custodians finally found form. In their natural
habitat, the custodian finds no equal.

A custodian’s priorities are on the freedoms of all.
Free speech and the written word are both worthy
causes for a custodian to die for. Some abandoned those
beliefs, turning away from their great city. These rogues
seek adventure for their own satisfaction, but no evil
soul survives the training process without being discov-
ered, and it is seldom necessary to hunt deserters down.
A loyal custodian outside the walls stands ever vigilant
to fight for the freedom and the retrieval of information.
Being sent on fact-finding missions or quests to retrieve
priceless tomes, a crusading custodian climbs the tallest
mountains and digs into the deepest dungeons to seck
their treasure. An independent soul still believes in the
value of his training but secks personal adventure more
- than the acquisition of knowledge.

DARAWREN

Trait: Combat, Regional
Prerequisites: Wisdom 16, from Jibaro

V/ BENEFITS

{) 70 The Ways of Wood: You may select druid as your
chosen class. The selected class becomes a free favored
class, meaning you can still select another class as your
favored class and gain the benefits to both. However,
you cannot cast 8th or 9th level divine spells if a druid.
You can still cast lower level spells in higher spell slots
(either by enhancing a spell or simply having a lower
spell occupy a higher slot). You cannot cast spells with
the Dead or Evil descriptor. 'This is a variant arcane
spellcaster, and like a spellcaster, you must select a to-
tem (which operates the same as an Arcane Bond). See
- Chapter Four: Classes, for information on wizard and
. totems.

baro as the greatest collection of arcane magic, against
gommon assumptions that the claim falls to Lim-

shau or Laudenia. However, the knowledge locked
inside Jibaro is accessible only to a select few, those of
the elite spellcasters of Jibaro, the darawren. With only
one wizard graduating each a year, Jibaro is considered
one of the most prestigious and daunting learning ex-
periences in arcane wizardry on the planet, more so than
even Laudenia. Where Laudenia's limited enrollment
stems from its prohibition of non-laudenians, Jibaro's is
due to a lengthy and unorthodox teaching model. Al-
though still employing totems, the mandatory standard
of all wizardry, Jibaro enforces an altered viewpoint of
their purpose, being only a repository of words, and not
the focus of magic. Jibaru teaches its students that
magic rises from the Earth, not falls from the gate. The
gate may be the cause of the magic in the world, but the
chaparrans cite one observable fact—there's no magic in
space. All creatures rise from the soil, and the claim
holds that magic rises up as well. Magic would not exist
without the Earth. The wizards of Jibaro are taught to
channel Pleroma—the language of magic—through ma-
terial components brought up from the Earth. This can
be as extravagant as jewels but often enough it only a
handful of dirt or sand. A darawren often carries a
pouch of soil when entering a dungeon or building.

The tests of admittance to enter the order of da-
rawren are extremely taxing, and despite not forbidding
non-chaparrans to enter, such exceptions have been
rare. No laudenian, damaskan, or tenenbri have en-
dured the opening trials. Several narros have claimed
the honor, as have a few kodiaks. There have been
stories of one or two humans managing to accept the
title of darawren but no one has been able to confirm
names.

DAWNAMOAK KITARRI

Trait: Combat, Race
Prerequisites: Chaparran, Strength 16, from Daw-
namoak

BENEFITS

From Birth: You are proficient with the Kitarri
Black Bow.

Great Pull: If you select the Point-Blank Shot feat,
the damage bonuses increases to +2.

Power Arrow: If you select the Power Attack feat,
you can apply its effects to ranged weapons as well as
melee weapons.

Many of the tales about chaparrans describe them as
phenomenal archers, able to send arrows clear over the
horizon to strike a bull’s-eye. They carry bows of in-
flexible wood only they can coax to bend. When a chap-
arran fires his bow, the arrow flies with enough strength
to pass through trees or skulls. When images of these
archers come to mind, people are thinking of the Daw-
namoak kitarri. Technically the order did not originate
from Dawnamoak, having derived from a much older
chaparran forest-nation from the previous age. With the
immigration of echa, all the grand masters of kitarri-
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kansi (the martial discipline) were gathered by Sylvana-
kassus to her three tower-trees of Jibaro and allowed to
perfect their art. [t was thought originally this effort was
meant to compete with the emerging custodian martial
art. Sylvan insisted this was not the case. Regardless,
chaparrans from all over the world converged to the
towers to accept training. They returned to their people
in hopes of passing their skills on to others.

In every situation, the second generation Kitarri
was a pale imitation of the original student. Eventually,
potentials were sent straight to Dawnamoak to com-
plete their training under the grand masters, all of
whom are alive today. They are Korrissesssoro, Marrisi-
korna, and Skylenaskanna, the latter being the only one
to have left the towers. Skylen took her knowledge to
other forests to train their chieftains and splinter-
hounds (the leaders of a splinter-pack). The other two
grand masters have forbidden her to teach non-
chaparrans the art, a directive she doesn’t necessarily
agree with but follows nonetheless.

With the exception of the rare kitarri trained under
Skylenaskanna, all adepts of the discipline must embark
to Dawnamoak (unless already living there) to receive
the black-bow of the order. No chaparran would even
think of wielding a black longbow fraudulently and a
non-chaparran carrying an original black kitarri bow is
considered a dire insult. Most kitarri live in the nation
pierced by the three tower trees but most chaparran
villages across Canam can claim at least one citizen of
the order.

DEATH HUNTER

Trait: Combat, Regional
Prerequisite: From Jairus

BENEFITS

Corrupted Resistance: You receive DR2/- against
hits from creatures with the Ixindar or Undead key-
words.

The Stains of the Profession: You suffer a -1 pen-
alty to all Bluff and Diplomacy checks.

Jairus was a poor mining village with a small but promis-
ing lumber industry. Centuries ago, word came from the
lips from dying immigrants from the south of the col-
lapse of a great kingdom of men. The bravest of Jairus
took it upon themselves to see the extent of the calam-
ity. They expected to see razed buildings and scorched
soil. They were not prepared for the Black Marsh of
Sana. A curse had taken the entire land, spreading into
the soil, flora, and the sky. Thick, black oil — unable to
burn — seeped from the ground. The few plants that did
grow had no color or leaves. The Jairus militia found
only empty huts and keeps, no bodies. Then they saw
the shadows move.

Silver claws lashed from the darkness and only a
handful of the group escaped to tell the tale. The first
legends of the marsh were born and generations later,
brave warriors take it upon themselves to venture into

the marsh in hopes of destroying the armies of corrup-
tion. The Jairus death hunters believe that if the shape- ~—
less wild of the Marsh are destroyed, the marsh would
weaken. The true key to its elimination is the discovery
and destruction of King Sana’s old castle, Kardia-
Gothas, the source of the plague. To prepare them-.
selves for the traumas of the marsh, recruits are taught
to control their fears by undergoing a battery of ordeals
to tax one’s mental stability. Outsiders claim this leaves
emotional scars so cavernous that incoming terrors sim-
ply fall into the depths. They assert that death hunters
are no longer stable and would be prone to sudden, un-
predictable acts of extreme violence if they didn’t tem-
per that need with excursions into the Marsh. The
hunters may possess some demented addiction to such
horrors. If Kardia-Gothas were to be found and de-
stroyed, and the Marsh was to fade away, the death
hunters of Jairus may turn on their own people in some
manic dependence on sadism.

QOutside of their duties, death hunters are de-
tached and unfriendly. They are not necessarily mean
but care nothing for manners or etiquette. They speak
blatantly of their personal demons including simple
addictions to the perverse pleasures of dominance and
masochistic activities. They are neither welcomed at
parties nor do they make a point to socialize with
groups. Even those with a shred of charity left don’t
reveal those emotions and their rare acts kindness often
come to the surprise of others.

Jairus death hunters skirt the line between nobility
and wickedness and many admit — even to themselves —
that they have crossed the line, believing only their
oath to eliminate the corruption of Sana and other infec-
tions like Tranquiss, Ixindar, and the Necrosea keeps
them from turning on those they swore to protect.

DOPPELSHIDO

Trait: Combat, Race. This selection counts as two
traits.
Prerequisites: Narros, Strength 16

BENEFITS

Double-Form:  Select one one-handed melee
weapon without the double or reach property. This is
your selected weapon with Double-Form. If you wield
your selected weapon with two hands, the weapon gains
the double property. Both the primary and off-hand
attacks inflict the same damage. You must be proficient
with the chosen weapon. Your chosen weapon is the:
only type of weapon you can receive these bonu
from (you may purchase magical versions later, but the
specific weapon type cannot be changed) Y

encing many others. Families support this for th€ir
youth and adult narros can often claim many feathers'in

esire
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implements, learning early skills by swinging at shad-
ows and driving their blunt wasters into benches and
walls. When their talents are allowed to develop, they
crave no other path. In a few cases, these narros are
granted an audition to tutor under (and possibly be-
come) one of the ravnorra lords. They undergo brutal
training including walking and running for hours laden
with heavy weights, as well as beaten on with sticks
over their legs and arms until they no longer stumble or
wince. They are not allowed to choose a weapon. The
master chooses one best suited. They learn every bal-
ance point, every edge with the capacity to kill. The
narros learns to use every inch of the weapon in the art
of war.

By the time they reach adulthood, they can perch
upon their hilt, edge in the soil, and stand in a field
without falling. They can twirl their swords behind
their back, juggle them between their arms, and strike
on the upswing as well as well as the downward cleave.

These proud knights of narros take positions as the
honored guards of kings and favored guests. They climb
the ladders of prestige and set themselves apart as the
most devout disciples of combat.

Their path to perfection, however, is not yet over.
The final test still waits—becoming a ravnorra lord, the
greatest and most legendary line of narros in history.
These fae equivalents of ancient samurai are considered
the greatest soldiers of all the fae and the envy of every
doppelshido student the moment they pick up their
first blade. The majority of narros that join multi-
cultural adventuring parties begin their lives as doppel-
shidos. Whether or not they intend to pursue the final
tests is dependent on their individual personality. Some
found the final grueling tests too taxing and escaped
with basic skills and little honor. Some encountered
& may be masterless ronin, their sworn lord or father
A felled by a coward’s weapon. The lost student must
now follow an unfocused path in search for vengeance,
which may never be fulfilled.

EXPERTEERING ENGINEER

\J Trait: Race. This selection counts as two traits.
Prerequisite: Gimfen

BENEFITS
Techan Adept: You gain Engineer as a class skill.
Widget Bag: You keep pieces handy for on-site
repairs. You have enough parts on hand for 200 uc
worth of repairs. These parts cannot be sold or traded.
They are useless to others. The bag weighs 5 1bs.
It cannot be disrupted and the parts work with the de-
vice you attempt to repair. You can increase the size of
this widget bag later by investing in more widgets.
Every 500 uc adds another 1 Ib. When you reach
. 7th level, the bag’s weight drops by half and every addi-
__ tional
= 1,000 uc adds another 1 Ib. When you reach 14th

get this value back. When you scavenge technology, the
GM may award a certain value in uc of additional wid-
gets. You can only use widgets to build, repair and mod-
ify items.

Adaptation: You learn how to reverse engineer
technology you acquire and gain the ability to rebuild it
with increased insulation and redundant electronics and
gears for it to operate in ED fields without disruption.
First, you must find or purchase a piece of technology
with a rated tech level of TLO and TL1 (later feats can
improve this). You dismantle the item and reassemble
it. The new item replicates the old in every way except
it grows in size and weight. As a result, many large
items cannot be converted. You must have ranks in the
Engineer skill to adapt anything. The time to accom-
plish the adaptation is one day (8 hours of hard work)
per tech level of item. You must also invest uc = 25%
the original cost of the item (round up). You may use
your widget bag for this cost. The weight of the item
increases by 100% if it weighs less than 10 1bs, +50% if
it weighs between 10 lbs and 50 lbs, and +20% if it
weights over 50 Ibs.

Weapons: One-handed small arms become two-
handed small arms. Two-handed small arms become
heavy weapons. Heavy weapons become Super Heavy
Weapons. Grenades cannot be adapted. Weapons re-
quiring tripods when adapted automatically come with
one during the procedure.

Power Armor: Because the increased weight and
the need to adapt it to gimfen appendages, power ar-
mor’s check penalty incurs a further -2 penalty.

Equipment: Medical gear and professional equip-
ment cannot be adapted. Neither can battery cells as
they benefit from the shielding of the adaptation while
inside the weapon (disruption checks are only for bat-
teries when outside of equipment). You should pur-
chase a disruption muffler bag.

The original item being adapted is not retained as
it is taken apart and incorporated into the new shape.
This new shape is no longer sleek or beautiful. It is
ugly, clumsy, and heavy. It spits, whines, and creaks
with every movement, scemingly on the verge of blow-
ing apart at any second, though never doing so. The
technology looks clumsy, with exposed tubes and cables
running to backpack mounted insulated power packs.
Goggles are massive helmet assemblies.

Armor hobbles around quickly, shifting its weight left
and right like a drunken narros. Worse, the style of ad-
aptation is unique to you. Only you know exactly how
you adapted the item and attempts to teach others the
technique results in utter confusion for anyone other
than a gimfen with equal Engineer ranks. Even if ex-
plained, the exact supplies would be required, includ-
ing the original item. Further, the item adapted is so
fragile and requires so much fine-tuning by you that, if
the item is given to another to use, it breaks after a
round. Not even another gimfen could figure out the
eccentricities of the device before it fails. As a result,
you can neither lend nor sell your monstrosities to any-
one and they are only useful to you. You must spend 5
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uc x tech level of the item from your widget bag each
week for every piece of adapted technology you possess
to keep them running (or they break). You can trade gp
to uc or directly into widgets on a 1-to-1 basis if find a
techan merchant willing to trade. You do not need to
maintain TL0 technology, though it can still disrupt if
you do not adapt it.

You are proficient with using your adapted tech-
nology even if you didn’t have the proficiency with it
previously. If you have a laser gun, you are proficient
with that specific adapted laser gun, but not the original
or others you find along the way.

Results: Adapted technology does not disrupt from
ambient disruption. It can still disrupt from active at-
tacks (EMP weapons) or if an attempt is made to en-
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chant the weapon.

Gimfen developed a way to prevent their existence
from shorting out technology. This permitted them to
slowly build a technological industry. They were oneof:
the very last species to break off from the first faey
branches, and like to claim that their race’s capacity to
hold technology without disruption proves them to be~‘. ® .
the final form of the fac — the end result, the ones” |
meant to escape the cradle of Earth :

natural imperceptiveness of technology. They devel
oped a language, a culture, and an expanding, empi
They forged swords, laid down paths, and ere
munities. After a certain point, however, they
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stop. Any desire to fashion an industry falls in the face
of their mechanical inability. Some claim this stems
from a lack of scientific evolution preventing an instinc-
tual push to selfishly better themselves or the commu-
nity. Despite their wisdom and creative brilliance with
poetry and song, faec lack the drive to push and domi-
nate their world, a natural byproduct of a short-lived
evolved species. The gimfen, although developing a
resistance to technology, still lack the drive to develop
their own, especially in comparison to the fast pace of
mankind. For thousands of years they languished with
the few advances they stumbled upon through mere
luck. All of that changed when they returned and dis-
covered humanity. The short-lived hairless apes found
industry and technology second nature.

Gimfen cannot innovate, but they can replicate.
After gleaning every nugget of information they could
acquire, they started to adapt what they learned to oper-
ate outside the walls of bastions. The gimfen engineer
is the result of this growth. Instead of hiding inside or
underneath the grind towers of Gnimfall or the dozens
of other communities around Canam, Experteering En-
gineers embark into the outside world with this new-
found knowledge. They travel the world finding tech-
nology they can either use outright, or return home to
their people. Their greatest ability is their knack to re-
verse engineer human technology they encounter and
modify it to operate without disruption in the lands of
magic. Most employ this ability in the field of high tech
weapons, but some utilize it with standard gear as well.
They are limited to what they can adapt, as the result is
usually clumsier and substantially larger than the origi-
nal. Gimfen engineers are an unusual sight in Canam
but their presence proves that technology’s eventual
dominance over magic is inevitable.

(EX) TRAFFIC HUNTER

Trait: Race, Regional
Prerequisites: Human, from Baruch Malkut

‘o.rf_‘:k"' BENEFITS
V Symbol of Hate: You are given a fae-iron dagger
' 74 and are proficient with it. Whether or not you use it is
up to you.

Know Their Tricks: You gain a +2 trait bonus to
all saving throws against charm, fear, illusion, psychic, or
sleep attacks made by fae.

There is a small but vocal portion of the human race
that firmly believes that they are the true inheritors of
the planet. The invading fantasy creatures either had
their chance and failed or are the result of a breach in
the laws of reality and don't truly exist at all. As such
~ they’re not afforded any dignity or rights. Any com-
- mandments or tenets that pertain to humans do not ap-
. ply to fae; these creatures can be dismissed or catego-

pressed, dominated, or destroyed. After a few decades,
this belief tempered to enslavement, as the massive
boom of an indentured population could not be ignored.
King Darius founded Baruch Malkut on the elimination
of the fae races, but relented in the face of the eco-
nomic possibilities offered by the businessmen and
landowners of the new properties he had conquered.

Either you came into this career naturally or were
bequeathed it from a family’s legacy. You were trained
on how to track and capture every type of faec. For rea-
sons that are unquestionably complicated, you have
moved away from this profession. More than likely,
when faced with this birthright, you rebuffed the re-
sponsibility, appalled by the actions of your ancestry.
Unfortunately, one cannot simply walk away from his or
her duty. The kingdom knows everyone under its law.
It never forgets, and it seldom forgives. Rejecting the
traditions of your heritage, you have escaped the king-
dom, obsessed with making amends for actions you
might never have committed.

FARGON DISCIPULINED

Trait: Race, Regional
Prerequisite: From Fargon, Narros

BENEFITS

Specialty: Choose one more skill and make it a

class skill. You gain a +1 trait bonus in that skill.

Master Class: Select one of the following:

e At character creation, choose one class skill
you have ranks in. Once a day, you can re-roll
one unfavorable roll for that skill.

e  You gain proficiency with the narros krollish.

As is their way, most narros dedicate the entirety of
their energy in the application of the task at hand. They
reserve nothing for the possibility of failure. They con-
sider one plan, one option, one course for their life.
There is no casual hobby. When a narros enters the
military (which most are required to do for at least ten
years in their youth), they think of nothing else. Waking
at sunrise, they train until the fall of night. Others turn
to spellcraft. Some embrace medicine. Many take to the
mines. When they finally choose their preferred career,
there is very little that will change their minds. And in
turn, they throw everything of themselves into that
path, rejecting hobbies or passing fads. Despite this
being a common stereotype of nearly all narros, the ones
in Fargon take this course to near fanaticism. Each city
has a certain skew towards a certain path, but it hasn’t
changed a broad range of dedicated warriors and wiz-
ards coming from the sprawling kingdom in the North.

FREE HOUSE CITIZEN

Trait: Regional
Prerequisites: Born from any Free House in Ca-
nam



BENEFITS

Local Knowledge: Receive a +2 trait bonus to all
Knowledge (regional history) checks when dealing with
your free house of choice. You also gain a +1 trait bonus
in one of the following skills: Knowledge (geography),
Knowledge (nature), Knowledge (nobility), Knowledge
(religion), Stealth, or Sleight of Hand.

Expanded Language: Free Houses are often multi-
cultural. You gain one language from the following list:
Argose, Damaskan, English, Englo-Lingo, Indic, Nar-
roni, Onsespeak, Romanic, Semetic, Sinitic, or Slavic.

A very small segment of the echan population in Canam
considers themselves free from obligations. They have
no debts and answer to no one but themselves. With
growing concerns of raiding bogg and pugg swarms, the
number of truly free people dwindles daily. Many con-
gregate around the huge nations of Canam like Lim-
shau, Kannos, or Baruch Malkut. Others try desperately
to win favor in a bastion. Many others simply settle for
one of the many free houses across the land. The free
houses are sovereign states squeezed between and
around larger kingdoms. They are relatively self-
sufficient and, despite their pride, spend most of their
diplomatic capital towards earning favor with larger
kingdoms. They do this either through trade goods or
noble marriage, though the latter is unsuccessful with
the fae houses.

Those raised in free houses must contend with a
chaotic upbringing. Free houses are renowned for being
unable to supply the needs of their people. There is not
enough food, not enough shelter, not enough clean wa-
ter, and not enough law enforcement. Those adept in
the skills required for adventuring often acquired these
skills from nefarious sources — robbing or pilfering their
necessities on the streets. Before finding their calling,
many of these travelers lived a sordid past with sins
they would prefer not bring up.

On the converse, those secking adventure with
roots in a free house may have come from a rich peasant
household, adorned in the rare and costly purple-dyed
tunics that set them apart from the serfs. It’s possible
they were related to royalty or to a family with ties to
the inner circle of the aristocracy. Why these individuals
would choose to leave such a station could be obvious
or rooted in issues best suited for privacy. If their path
keeps them around their homeland, they will obviously
have needed expertise when dealing with the local cus-
toms and practices. If outcast, they may wish to remain
as far away from their home as possible.

FINER MINER

Trait: Race, Regional.
two traits.
Prerequisite: Narros, from the Finer Fire Pits

This selection counts as

BENEFITS
Like it Hot: You take half damage from all fire
attacks.

Look for the Shiny: You gain a +2 trait bonus to
unopposed Perception checks.
The Pits: You gain +2 trait bonus to Knowledge
(regional history) to the Finer Fire Pits, Kannos, and
Quinox.

The narros from Finer fit the stereotype of their fic-
tional parallel. The city’s founder, Garach Glim, de-
sired an underground kingdom to rival anything found
in Fargon. When he stumbled upon an astounding
treasure of un-mined minerals in the Finer Vallis, he
knew his search was over. Three centuries later, Glim
can still be found in any one of the thousands of miles
of tunnels that branch off the colossal Finer Cavern, a
single chamber large enough to fit the entire city of
Limshau. From there, huge smelters constantly burn,
laying heavy deposits of grime and heat over everything
inside.

Being from this region, you probably served more
time in the mine than in the military. The greatest by-
product of this life is a natural resistance to heat and a
canny eye to notice what others don’t. Narros from
Finer take after the gimfen of Gnimfall—uncaring for
personal grooming and fascinated by whatever glitters.
But where gimfen take interest in machinery, narros
look for the sparkles in stones. Narros from Finer con-
sider those from Fargon too militant. A discipline that
forces punching shadows and meditating on balance
beams is pointless in contrast to a hard day’s work
where the sweat and physical exertion is reflection
enough. In the end, something gets accomplished. To
a Finer narros, that’s all that matters: be useful, a feel-
ing shared by damaskans. Damaskans, however, be-
lieve it applies to the pursuit of mental growth while
the narros prefer physical perfection.

FRINGE FANATIC

Trait: Race
Prerequisite: Pagus, must be at least 35 years of
age but not older than 40.

BENEFITS
If your Wisdom is 12 or lower . . .
Unhinged Aggression: On the same turn you gain
a standard action from Focused Aggression, you also
gain a +1 trait bonus to attack and +2 trait bonus dam-
age rolls for all attacks until the end of that round. Fo-
cused Aggression also lasts until the end of your next
turn (whether you want it to or not). If there are no
enemy targets in range at the start of either of you
turns, you attack the nearest target, regardless of its af
filiation. '
If your Wisdom is 13 or higher. . .
Stalwart Conviction: All allies within ten feet (omie
square) gain a +1 trait bonus to all saving throws (exce
death saving throws).



wise and steadfast in your cultivating ethics, or you will
go insane. With the latter, your rage possesses you
more and more. Few pagus are able to manage their
emotions. Pagus under the thrall of demon or dragon
are killed in the unlikely event that they make it past
35. If insane, they are more a threat to their own kind
than to enemies. If wise, they soon become respected
leaders and spiritual guides, an equal if not greater
threat. All free pagus tribes are lead by elder pagus.
Unlike other races that drift into frailty, pagus continue
to grow in size. A pagus has never died of old age and
few ever maintain their sanity into their senility. They
are often put out of their misery before becoming a
threat to others. Only a handful of pagus have managed
to keep their mind together, showing potential to lead
their kind into an enlightened future.

GNEOLISTIC

Trait: Supernatural
Prerequisite: None

BENEFITS

Indeterminate Consecration: You may select cleric
(or other divine class) as your chosen class. You neither
have to select a deity nor are you required to specify
your divine power source. You do not have to join a
church, and you cannot become an ex-cleric. You can
waive the deity requirement for any ability, spell, or
feat. The cleric becomes as free favored class, meaning
you can still select another class as your favored class
and gain the benefits to both. However, you cannot
cast 8th or 9th level divine spells. You can still cast
lower level spells in higher spell slots (either by enhanc-
ing a spell or simply having a lower spell occupy a
higher slot). You cannot cast spells with the Dead or
Evil descriptor

Naturally Endowed: By default, you are tied to
the white gate of Attricana. Your saturation value is 20

L EROM which can never drop below this value unless your soul
REA . . . . .
DEFOGGEF switches from Attricana to the negative energies of Ixin-
(16 ONLY . .
ZONE £ dar (See Chapter Eight). As an option, you can choose
vV to be tied to the black gate of Ixindar. If so, your cor-

! 76 ruption value becomes 20, your saturation point be-
comes 0, and you must have the Lawful Evil alignment.
In this state, you do not disrupt technology. If bound to
Ixindar, you cannot cast spells with the Good descriptor,
but you can now cast spells with the Dead or Evil de-
scriptor.

From the moment of your birth, those around you knew
of your blessing. You possess a natural affinity with the
power of Attricana. You can alter the very order of na-
ture and the universe around you. You're an apotheosis
of the might of chaos. You can create life, heal injuries,
and even recall souls from the afterlife. No one, not
j even you, is sure how you came about this power. You
annel the splrlt of Attrlcana in everything you do.

it. If all souls are siphoned from Attricana then a gneo-
listic is simply a life-force considerably well endowed.

A gneolistic is an exceptionally rare soul to encounter in
worldly travels. Very often, a gneolistic is taken in (or
captured) by a religious sect and convinced or condi-
tioned to believe his power comes solely from the gift of
God or gods. In these cases, a character's path is
cleansed and rewritten by the place of worship, erasing
pesky personal stains like social standing and ethnicity.
They parade the gneolistic as proof of piety, convincing
others to join the congregation. Even if a holy order
does not locate a gneolistic early, very often the child's
own family will assume such responsibilities and a vil-
lage idol is born. This would often still draw the atten-
tion of said holy order, forcing the idol to convert. A
church has also been known to alter its doctrine to ret-
roactively accommodate the village's traditions in order
to win over a resident gneolistic.

On a few rare exceptions, enlightened individuals
have located and raised these prodigies under the um-
brella of secular tutelage. A gneolistic is not a proof of
divinity but another example of how Attricana's influ-
ence knows no limits. A study from Limshau revealed
that a gneolistic appears one in every thousand vivica-
tors, with vivicators appearing one in every ten thou-
sand normal individuals. These ratios slightly improve
among laudenians and chaparrans, but a larger popula-
tion leaves humans with the highest number of gneolis-
tics.

HALFMASTER

"T'rait: Combat, Regional
Prerequisite: From Kannos

BENEFITS

Proficiencies: You gain proficiency with all reach
weapons.

Habaukeedo: As a move action, any reach weapon
in your hand can shift from being a reach weapon to a
non-reach weapon with the double property. It retains
all other abilities. The off-hand attack is counted as a
club (1d6 damage, x2 crit, B). If the weapon is en-
chanted, then both ends are. If you used the weapon as
a reach weapon that round, you gain no benefits from
two-weapon feats or abilities. You cannot change your
stance until the beginning of your next turn. You cannot
use Habaukeedo if you are wearing heavy armor. You
can use Habaukeedo while on a mount.

Not everyone in Kannos is privileged enough to be
trained on a horse since learning to walk. As Kannos
lacks fruitful mines, their only other major donation to
warfare is their renowned spearmen. There are dozens
of different schools in Kannos teaching a different ap-
proach to spear and lance use. Some soldiers are trained
how to use massive spears that root in the ground while
others learn how to tuck a lance under the shoulder and
brace for a solid hit. Some launch them to distant ene-
mies while others prefer their use as thrusting weapons
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in close combat.

The most exclusive and taxing discipline is the art
of habaukeedo, which involves using every inch of a
polearm. This brings the weapon closer, holding it more
like a quarterstaff. Like all soldiers in Kannos, halfmas-
ters were forced to take to the field with inadequate
armor, and the need to deflect incoming attacks the
best they could resulted in the evolution of the art.

A halfmaster may hold the weapon out long for a
decisive kill before the opponent’s weapon could sneak
in, but then they may switch to a tight formation when
surrounded. It is thought the art of Habaukeedo de-
rived from either the narros or from human allies in
Genai. Unlike a slow and disciplined spear wall, half-
masters often leap out in a charge, running after enemy
squads after the cavalry has broken them. They seldom
form lines with other halfmasters, preferring to allow
room for their wide range of attacks.

HERBALIST

Trait: Discipline
Prerequisite: Wisdom 14 or higher

BENEFITS

Ethnobotany: You gain Heal and Knowledge
(Nature) as class skills and gain a +1 trait bonus in each.

Wildcrafting: You gain a medicine pouch
(wildcrafting bag). You can spend 1 minute on one tar-
get in a healing attempt, then make a Heal check. The
target recovers hit points equal to your Heal check re-
sult, but not more than the amount of hit points in your
wildcrafting bag. Hit points pulled from the bag are lost
and must be recovered. At Ist level, you have 20 hit
points in your wildcrafting bag. Through standard ad-
venturing, your bag recovers 5 hit points a day. The
GM may also award additional hit points to the bag de-
pendant on certain conditions (skillful Knowledge
(nature) or Perception checks). You may also purchase
increases at a rate of 1gp/1 hit point in certain shops.
You cannot have more hit points in your wildcrafting
bag than 20 + your class level x2 (so, you could have 22
at 1st level).

Passed from master to disciple, this old knowledge re-
appeared when the advanced technologies of MRIs and
catscans fell apart in the world of magic. By using what-
ever is found or on hand, an herbalist can perform basic
medical aid. An herbalist can recreate analgesics, seda-
tives, or even stimulants. They can sterilize wounds or
simply determine which nearby plants are edible or
poisonous. It is not uncommon for an herbalist or wild-
crafter, as they are also known, to pick leaves, berries, or
stones from the ground as they walk and this talent has
earned some of them positions of authority in smaller or
less developed communities. They are even revered in
a few locations where they are given the title medicine
man or shaman. A lesser accepted (and more deroga-
tory) term is witch doctor. This is not a magical art, nor
is it a pseudo-science like homeopathy. The tech-
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niques the herbalist uses are tested and proven knowl-
edge passed down through centuries of trial and error.
In this new age, more items of benefit can be found on
the roadside, with more impactful effects, but the wis-
dom hasn’t changed.
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INCARNATE

Trait: Supernatural
Prerequisite: None

BENEFITS

Descent from Harmony: Choose an Incarnate Ele-
ment from the list below:

Air: As many times per day as your Intelligence or
Wisdom modifier, as an immediate action, you can pass
through 1 square without having to acknowledge its
terrain or any creature within it. You do not provoke
opportunity attacks during this move. You cannot pass
through a wall.

FEarth: You ignore difficult terrain if that terrain is
the result of rubble, uneven stone, or earth.

Fire: Once per day, as an immediate action, if
struck by a fire attack (from an enemy, an ally, or your-
self), you can convert that damage inflicted to tempo-
rary hit points you gain.

Water: You have a +5 trait bonus to Swim. You can
always take 10 for a Swim check, regardless of the situa-
tion. Also, once a day, you can breathe water for five
minutes.

Echan Origin: You are tied to chaotic energies of
the white gate of Attricana. You disrupt technology on
you and around you. You have a saturation value of 20
which can never drop below this value unless your soul
switches from Attricana to the negative energies of Ixin-
dar (See Chapter Eight). If you switch to Ixindar, you
lose all Incarnate abilities until you switch back to Attri-
cana.

Many of the fae claim an intrinsic connection with the
primal elements. Impossibly graceful laudenian chil-
dren, and narros youth with an intuitive understanding
of stone and earth are two examples of Attricana’s
whimsical influence. The incarnate are those rare indi-
viduals with the ability to harness these forces and di-
rect them. Each Incarnate generally reflects their
bonded element in both personality and appearance.
Chaparran Fire Incarnates can be very quick tempered -
and rash, even for a chaparran, whereas Earth bonded
narros’ stoic, reserved nature would set them apart from _
the majority of their race. An Air Incarnate is general Q .
flighty, imaginative, and difficult to pin down in conver

sation. The Water Incamate is subtlc and usually 1



children can swim underwater for hours at a time with-
out surfacing,

JUGGERNAUT

Trait: Combat
Prerequisites: Constitution 14 and Strength 14

BENEFITS

Expecting Trouble: You can never be caught flat-

footed.

Armored Sympathy: Select one of the following:

e The check penalty for any armor you wear is
reduced by 2 (min 0).

e If you are a monk, any light armor worn does
not force you to lose your fast movement or
flurry of blows abilities. You lose your ability
to add your Wisdom bonus to AC but you still
gain the AC and CMD bonuses starting at 4th
level.

The juggernaut cares nothing about nature or the will of
gods. They may not believe in warmongering but do
know the benefits of wielding such weapons in the
modern age. One must wield a blade to survive. You
sleep with one eye open and seldom get a full night's
rest. In the open field, you guard the casters and pro-
tect the fire. You are always close to your armor. Even
in spirit, you cannot be separated. Juggernauts simply
wish to maximize their potential in combat. You prac-
tice daily to hone abilities, maximizing your capacity in
combat. You know that, when at the peak of your skill,
you will never be out of work. A juggernaut is ready for
combat at a moment's notice. You prepare your armor
before sleeping, able to do it in less time than a rogue
can put on his shoes.

Juggernauts are not ones for speeches or promo-
tion. You are the heavy brute brought forward to scare
the front lines of the opposition. You are the one beside
kings to demonstrate the might of an army. When seen
in a tavern as a possible hire, you never have to worry
about being passed over. Even if your intelligence can’t
v net you glory or gold, a few rounds in an arena will do
1 78 the task nicely.

KAVALIER

Trait: Regional.
traits.
Prerequisite: Must be from Kannos

This selection counts as two

BENEFITS

Like rabbits up there: You are given a light horse
(combat trained) horse for free. Said horse gains a +2
trait bonus to Intelligence. The animal automatically is
trained for one general purpose and as many tricks as its
' capacity.
Grace and Lithe: You count as having a saddle on
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Ride as class skills and gain a +1 trait bonus in each.

There are horsemen and cavalry across the world. Some
are honored and have a long lineage. It takes an espe-
cially brilliant soul to be among the chosen of the Kan-
nos cavalry, the elite kavaliers. What distinguishes a
Kannos kavalier from other mounted military is the lack
of heavy armor. Kannos is rich in fertile land. Huge
livestock populations begot the largest number of
horses in Canam. They are weak, however, in mineral
resources and must trade with the narros and their hu-
man allies in Janoah in the East. Since most farms had
to survive on their own, every farmhand, stable boy, and
wrangler learned to ride and control a steed the moment
they could balance on two legs. By puberty, reins were
an afterthought and the saddle was an indulgence rarely
taken. They could only afford bows and swords. Armor
— especially barding — was an extravagance few could
afford.

Kannos kavaliers ride light in armor and nimble in
their saddle (when they use them). Their horses are
lifetime partners and often share sleeping quarters.
Some traditions match a young fighter to a steed early
in life. The squire and mount live their lives responsi-
ble for the other, loyal to the end. They form an unspo-
ken bond and never leave each other’s side, save for the
odd tavern wench. More often than not, kavaliers prefer
the company of their animals to people and often sleep
in stables as horses make great alarms.

The front lines of a Kannos army are populated
with such simple cavalry, offering the illusion of an in-
ept and under equipped host until it charges. Kannos
kavaliers are quick on both two feet and four. They
leap upon their mounts without a stir and drive even
the most skittish animals into combat without a stutter.
There is no greater waste in warfare than a trained war-
horse with an incompetent rider and there is very little
more dangerous than a Kannos kavalier and his mount.

KINETASSANA

Trait: Racial. This selection counts as two traits.
Prerequisite: T'enenbri, Wisdom 14, Dexterity 14

BENEFITS

Snap-Draw: If you select the Quick-Draw feat,
you also gain a +1 trait bonus to initiative. You can also
sheathe/stow your weapon as a free action, which does
not provoke an attack of opportunity.

Propriocepting Posture: If you ready a standard
action to be triggered by an enemy’s move within 5-feet
of you (in an adjacent square), you gain a +3 trait bonus
to attack rolls until the end of that action.

The current religious movement sweeping the tenenbri
nation of Vanaka has been endorsing a xenophobic
stance, decrying other species save their own, and pro-
hibiting any contact with foreigners. This is despite the
natural tendency of tenenbri to be interested in com-
panions that differ from the image of perfection their
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priests claim tenenbri to be. The faction in power has
convinced the masses to ostracize anyone not like them,
even members of their own species that are slightly
against the norm. This belief is encouraged more in
cities than smaller villages and many traditional tenen-
bri denounce the practice. Even so, there is a small
segment of underground fae that have no home to
speak of. Some remain in the caves of Vanaka but
many venture into the light to start anew. Tenenbri
that are forced out or leave willingly because of a desire
for isolation often spend years in the darkness of Va-
naka, learning to hone their abilities to see without see-
ing.

Most tenenbri encountered north of Southam are
nomadic. Some are gypsies that have gathered in a fam-
ily caravan to escape their land or explore the world. A
few are hermits, keeping to themselves and staying out
of harm’s way. When encountering such a recluse, pass-
ers are advised to leave them alone, for they may be a
member of an exclusive order of drifting warriors, the
kinetassana.

Kinetassana may be wise, even friendly to outsid-
ers, able and willing to lend their skills to the innocent.
They seldom travel shoulder-to-shoulder with others.
Even when enticed or forced to accompany a party, the
kinetassana trails behind and volunteers little.

On the surface, a kinetassana appears nonchalant,
almost unaware of her surroundings. She rarely bran-
dishes weapons openly, preferring light varieties kept
hidden, exposing them only the instant they are ready
to swing (often returning to its sheath a moment later).
Kinetassana are nearly impossible to catch off-guard and
rarely charge into combat, preferring to let enemies ap-
proach and attack. They don’t play with targets during
a fight. They don’t dance, jump around, or tumble.
They kill quickly and efficiently and do so with hardly
a sound.

KNIGHT OF THE WALL

Trait: Combat, Regional
Prerequisite: Must be from Abidan

BENEFITS

Proficiency: You are proficient with all shields.

Arm Extension: Your armor check penalty with
any shield is reduced by 1

Shield Lock: If a knight and at least two allies
(but no more than four) link their shields and form a
wall, their line receives an additional +1 trait bonus to
AC. They also receive a +2 trait bonus to their CMDs
against charges and bull rush attacks. If the wall is bro-
ken (by targets being pushed, moved or killed), forcing
the wall to number less than three, the bonuses are lost.
Note: Allies benefitting do not require the Knight of
the Wall trait.

On the bridge Tethuss, the holy warriors of Janoah live
their lives in defense of a single cause—to protect the
south from the pagus hordes threatening to sweep down

the continent.

Though some of them braved the waters or
pushed through the mountains, most pagus still believe
the fortress of Janoah is the easiest way to cross.

The knights on the wall, standing atop the but-
tresses and manning the bridge, never initiate invasion.
They are rarely taken from their footing. Their defen-
sive stance turns into an offensive one and opponents
find themselves facing a fortress of shields covered in
spikes and blades.

This knight looks to his shield as his primary ally.
By combining their efforts, many knights can link to
form a fortress against attack. This practice began with
the first assault across the bridge, where thousands of
pagus ran across to assault the walls. The front line fac-
ing the hordes were ill equipped and the wall behind
had yet to be completed. The phalanx held fast, with
the front warriors standing guard with light shields on
each arm while forces behind held onto long spears.
The pagus could neither push nor break the wall and
the battle was quickly won.

To date, few have ever bested a Janoahn knight in
shield and sword combat. They are proud to stand on
Tethuss and few ever leave the fortress. Some do
though, venturing either across the bridge, or south
from the city. The reasons may be their own, but their
shields represent their honor, so are never separated
from them. They avoid mounted combat and prefer to
be charged rather than the ones charging. An entire
industry has stemmed from this art form. Shields built
and released from Janoah circulate across Canam. Even
pagus were seen using them, though only the knights
on the Bridge wield them properly.

KOANA STUDENT

Trait: Magic, Regional

Prerequisite: From Limshau. If you're a wizard,
you cannot select the Illusion or Necromancy school.
BENEFITS

Dedicated Researcher: You gain a +1 trait bonus to
Knowledge (arcane).

Arcane Comprehension: A spell carries a spark of
life within it. Once a day, as a free action, you can force
a target to re-roll a Reflex save it has passed for a spell
you have cast.

It is said Limshau’s rise to prominence as one of the
world most respected and admired nations didn’t reach
a stride until it absorbed nearly 5,000 humans from An=
gel, thanks to Ravenar Limshau IV’s “Crusade ¢

Knowledge.” Until then, all damaskans were the sa ‘
across the world. It was at that point the obsessive drlve
to record history reached a fevered state.
had always been social creatures with a preference fof



changed that, which explains why, after only 500 years,
damaskans in Canam look and act slightly askew from
those across the Ocean. The addition of the printing
press catapulted their society in a direction unheard of
before with the fae. As no books or scrolls came with
them when the gate opened, the damaskans only had
their memory to work from and, even then, few remem-
bered the details of their history. It was assumed they
were similar to the damaskans of Damaska — towering
spires filled floor to ceiling with color-coded scrolls with
little else to differentiate them. Given that, it is
thought the prevalence of the book totem didn’t be-
come fashionable until the damaskans gleaned what
they lacked from the human immigrants. Damaskans
maintain that they developed book binding thousands
of years before the exodus but simply lacked the push
to learn the automated press. They do admit, however,
the circulation of books in the old age was reserved al-
most exclusively for the early damaskan wizards. To-
day, Limshau sports the greatest number of wizard
academies in Canam, though not the largest actual
schools. Larenoak in Dawnamoak, the Logos Academy
in Abidan, and the Elsis Tower in Laudenia are all
much larger and more prestigious, though all pale in
comparison to Kirjath-Sepher on the other side of the
world.

There is not one school that stands out in Lim-
shau. All of them are respected in different ways.
Nearly three hundred years ago, they allied to found
the Koana District—a geographical unbound organiza-
tion of all the schools in the Limshau kingdom. They
set a standard of quality control maintained by every
school. Despite different learning techniques and totem
endorsement (though the book is still overwhelmingly
chosen), every Koana academy must follow strict guid-
& ing principles which includes heavy arcane study, daily
i lectures, and rigorous repetitive exams and workshops.

Unlike other fae schools, which try to apply a theo-
logical approach to magic, supporting a “gut intuition”
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o 25 and encouraging natural talent, Koana schools maintain
- that true wizard mastery only comes with heavy re-
L9 search and exercise. A Koana student is expected to

remain at the school for at least 12 years, though they
are encouraged to remain longer if they wish.

LAUDENIAN MAGE

Trait: Mage, Race
Prerequisites: Intelligence 14, Laudenian.

BENEFITS

Trained Since Birth: You gain a +1 trait bonus to
Knowledge (arcane) and Spellcraft.

Totem Synergy: If you employ a staff as your to-
. tem, you gain a +2 trait bonus to Will saves.
The arcane arts might have originated with the dragons,
‘all the words of power derive from their language,

way to tap into the holy language of the oldest magical
race and transplant the capacity of their written form
into totems that wizards can use in the application of
their art. Until then, all fac were in awe of the power of
dragons and forever slaves to the whims of Attricana.
Laudenians, frightened by the concept of being slaves
to anything, even Attricana, tried to discover a way to
control it. This path began because of a dire need to
prevent the degradation of their species from the influ-
ence of magic. They hoped the words would uncover a
way to control the chaotic power of the gate.

They failed in this endeavor but did discover a
way to harness some of the gate’s power through the
use of the dragon language. They believed that by
learning how the dragons direct their power by focusing
on a single word and all that that means a wizard could
replicate the same effect. The laudenians, somewhat
ignorant to change, found the staff the most reliable
totem and never supported another option. Eventually,
the chaparrans would adopt the same when several of
them stole the knowledge from acquiescent laudenians.
It would not be until the damaskans arrived that alter-
native totems emerged. They embraced the book and
soon after, the narros also developed a similar practice
utilizing shields and weapons.

In the modern age, nearly every race uses every
form of totem available except for laudenians, who still
stubbornly use the staff. They have used this single
implement for their totem since the dawn of their spe-
cies, having claimed the original fac showed them the
wisdom in the choice. Damaskans believe it is the
original fae, not the laudenians, who developed the
knowledge before they vanished. Laudenians refute
this of course, and there is no way to prove cither case.
Unlike any other casters, the laudenians are known to
be the most numerous in proportion to their population
and the most powerful on average. They know this and
make a point of reminding those who know, don’t
know, or don’t care.

LIBRARIAN

Trait: Regional.
traits.
Prerequisite: From Limshau

This selection counts as two

BENEFITS
Branch Expertise: All Knowledge skills are class
skills for you. Select one Knowledge skill and gain a +3
trait bonus in it. Select one different Knowledge skill
and gain a +1 trait bonus in it.
From The Books: Select either one Limshau
weapon or Limshau Kawabari Armor.
e The Limshau weapon becomes
weapon
e [f you are a monk, the kawabari armor does
not force you to lose your fast movement or
flurry of blows abilities. You lose your ability
to add your Wisdom bonus to AC but you still
gain the AC and CMD bonuses starting at 4th

a monk



level.
Local Knowledge: You also gain a +1 trait bonus
to Knowledge (regional history) - Limshau.

Initially, the servants of Limshau, those responsible for
the organization and defense of knowledge, referred to
themselves simply as librarians, a title still in use today.
Modern librarians carry an encyclopedic recall of every
book they are exposed to the in the wing they call
home. Librarians often remain in a certain wing of the
city for their entire lives. Eventually they were no
longer required to defend the pages as diligently when
the custodians emerged. The librarians were delegated
to the uninspiring duty of maintaining the treasures of
the city the custodians protected. Their combat prow-
ess dipped significantly in the waning centuries.

Like the custodians, the librarians have been often
found outside of the walls of the cities, having taken on
a duty to retrieve some precious bit of knowledge. Per-
haps a single volume among the thousands sworn under
their care had gone missing. Perhaps the final critical
tome of a series had finally been located and this single
loyal servant would delegate the responsibility to no
other. As always, simply curiosity may also possess them
to leave but this occurs more often with custodians as
the librarians are settled in their daily tasks, taking en-
joyment behind their desk.

Even more so than the custodians, the librarians
treasure the written word and will most certainly carry
several books wherever they go. They are also prone to
chronicling every moment of their excursions from the
walls. Though they may certainly possess some combat
prowess, they would undoubtedly lack some of the
physical disciplines to make the cut into the custodians.
Often, the librarian has left because of a singular need.
They are not as prepared for the outside world, despite
having intimate knowledge of its inner workings.

MALKUT OUTCAST

Trait: Regional
Prerequisites: From Baruch Malkut, human

BENEFITS

Unfortunate Origin: You gain a +2 trait bonus to
Knowledge (regional history) - Baruch Malkut.

A Little Nervous: You suffer a -1 penalty to all
Charisma-based skill checks against any fae.

Privileged Youth: You gain +2 trait bonus to
Knowledge (arcane), Knowledge (nature), Knowledge
(religion) (pick one).

Know their tricks: You gain +2 trait bonus to Will
saves against charm and charm-like effects.

On Edge: You gain a +1 trait bonus to Initiative.

You are dreadfully humiliated of your origin. You were
raised in a world where humans have declared them-
selves superior, children of the true god, and as such are
masters of all creatures of the Earth. You were raised
under the leadership of a king blessed with immortality.

He accused others outside his realm of being heathens
and heretics or worse, patsies for demons parading
around in pleasant clothes and alluring skin. As judg-
ment, these demons deserved extermination, but if
they can be indentured to help the kingdom’s cause to
shroud the world in their greatness, so much the better..
You had no option and no cause to think otherwise. You
believed this was true for it came from the lips of your
parents. Your teachers explained the history of the
world and the slow extermination of the human race
through a gradual process of corruption by whispers
rather than swords.

You might have lived on a farm along with them,
whip in your hand and revulsion in your heart. Then
one day, or maybe over many, it changed. It is possible
you always had issues with the practice. You couldn’t
understand how such evil could be attached to such
innocence. Regardless of the shape of their ears, who
were the demons that enslaved others? As a slaver, you
might have been born into the career, or took to it easily
in a culture that supported it, but that doesn’t mean you
believed in its practice. You might never have approved
of the system but went along silently because of pres-
sures from your government or family.

When you reached an age where rebellion was the
norm, you might have recoiled against the business and
escaped the hated reputation. Despite talents learned,
you want nothing to do with your past and actively try
to destroy the machine you operated within. Likewise,
you might have rebelled against the system because of
events that occurred late in life, when you are forced to
face the sins you have committed. Perhaps you saw the
eyes on an innocent fae and realized the truth of the
evils you were perpetrating. But there is no room in the
kingdom for those who do not absolutely support their
king in his plan for the world. You are either with King
Darius and his crusade against the infidels, or you side
with those fated for gallows or a cross. You must swear
absolute fidelity to Baruch Malkut or be counted among
the enemy. Therefore, you left, abandoning your fam-
ily, your holdings, and any claim to any land. Some-
times, you appear overtly friendly to fae, trying desper-
ately to offset any accusation that that you remain loyal
to that old belief. You keep said origin secret, but you
know it will surface eventually. You also believe it is
fate you will eventually return to face your sins and
family directly, and this time you won’t flee.

MYSTIC

Trait: Supernatural. This selection counts as tw
traits.
Prerequisite: None

BENEFITS



dar (See Chapter Eight).

Lost Traditions: You gain access to the cleric's
Knowledge Domain (even if you are not a cleric). See
Classes in the PATHFINDER RPG for information on
the Knowledge Domain. You gain both the granted
powers and the domain spell for 1st level as if you were
a cleric of equal level (additional spells from the domain
require feats). You are not required to pick a deity. You
must also choose a focus for your craft. This may in-
clude bones, rocks, leaves, entrails, a book, dice, or even
a deck of cards. All your spells require a material com-
ponent and require your focus in order to function.

In the history of every culture, with no exception, there
have been practitioners and disciples of ancient rituals
who call upon unseen forces to offer guidance when
hope is fleeting or altogether lost. These conduits of
wisdom employ ancient customs passed down from an-
cestors, tracing back an unbroken line of hundreds or
thousands of years. As a mystic continuing the old
ways, you utilize implements as basic as a scattering of
bones to as complicated as a library of books. Every
evening, you recall the teachings of your master, hoping
to earn the illumination of the spirit that may grant sal-
vation in the life beyond.

Although this may certainly be called a religion, it
may also be based in the ethnic traditions of a culture.
Some mystics claim their insight derives from an aware-
ness of the world and not handed to them from a divine
power. It is their own soul, the untapped potential of
their spirit, which inevitably guides them. Your choice
is your own but many races and cultures have their pref-
erences. Chaparrans credit spirits for their guidance.

They study the fallen leaves off trees and the ar-
rangements of their veins. Damaskans use bibliomancy
& and gain understanding through the books they read.
A They gain wisdom through raw knowledge but also
LR | from the patterns of words and sentences, finding fur-
e ther enlightenment where others find nothing. Gimfen
roll dice but the type of dice and the images on their
{16 ONY facings are unique to each sage. Laudenians have the
L9 longest and most complicated form, using both incenses
{ 82 and drops of water in stagnant pools as their channel.
Narros shatter stones and study the fallen fragments to
hear advice straight from the lips of Oaken himself.

Tenenbri, the most subtle, use their fingers to
touch and feel every flaw and perfection in something
to learn from it. This includes reading palms or marks
upon a skull. When pagus are allowed to develop their
own culture, their mystics employ animal entrails. The
way the creature was killed changes the outcome of the
answer. A quiet, peaceful death is required when
choosing a path or seeking answers to a question while a
violent death is needed in matters of war. As for hu-
mans, throughout their history, they have tried them all,
' from the study of flying birds to the analysis of rat feces.
o These mystics have hundreds of different names.

REDCAP

T'rait: Race
Prerequisite: Gimfen. This selection counts as two
traits.

BENEFITS
Choose one of the following abilities:

Hip Shot: You do not provoke an opportunity at-
tack from adjacent squares when firing ranged weapons
from a crossbow or shortbow. If firing an arrow or bolt
into an adjacent square, a crossbow or shortbow is
counted as a melee weapon.

Bleeding Wound (Ex): You have the capacity to
inflict a crippling wound on an enemy. As a free action,
one living creature you damage with a melee attack suf-
fers 2 bleed damage. If you (and only you) score a criti-
cal hit on a target suffering from bleeding wound, in-
crease the damage loss by 1 (this is cumulative). Bleed-
ing wound does not provoke opportunity attacks. You
can use bleeding wound as many times a day as your
Dexterity or Intelligent modifier (select one).

Before gimfen were renowned for their capacity for sup-
pressing the disruption of technology, they were des-
perate to stake a claim in some area of expertise. They
were a young race broken from the damaskans late after
the emergence of the pagus, at a time when all the fae
were coming to terms with the possibility they may face
extinction at either the hands of their corrupted cousins,
or from their own degraded forms. As the chaparrans
were vanishing in the forest as nymphs and faeries, and
the narros into the depths of the earth as ogres and
trolls, gimfen emerged as a bright, bubbly, light of play-
fulness. They fought for many years to find a niche
where they could excel. Because of their diminutive
forms, several of them took to being fast, quick-strike
hunters. They would squirm and wriggle through battle
lines, striking targets as they passed through legs. They
eventually chose the shortbow as their preferred
weapon because of its versatility and compatibility to
their size. It is even adorned on the Salvabrooke flag.

Gimfen, nearly as much as chaparrans, adore
ranged combat, but — where chaparrans prefer it be-
cause it keeps them away from the blood of the melee —
gimfen favor it because it allows them to strike anyone
they want, anywhere they want. These gimfen love
getting close for the strike, and whether wielding a bow
or blade, don’t find it a satisfying kill unless blood stains
their clothes. This gave them a disturbing nickname —
redcap — taken from human mythology most gimfen
don’t respond well to. Some hate the term because they
don’t wear hats. Others simply think it sullies a reputa-
ble profession as a close-combat warrior which com-
mands as much respect as any chaparran ranger or dam-
askan fighter.

Regardless, the name stuck and some of the more
renowned assassins and war heroes in gimfen history
have been labeled as such. Gimfen that choose an hon-
orable path prefer the term, “siddosamma”, which
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means “Warfueled” in the gimfen tongue. The more
wicked ones embrace the redcap legend to even the
extent of donning a hat.

REKII

Trait: Race
Prerequisites: Chaparran

BENEFITS

Coordinated Spotter: Whenever you hit a target
with a ranged attack, select one ally in line of sight of
you to gain a +1 trait bonus to attack that same creature
until the start of your next turn.

Hand Signs: As a standard action, you can give
one ally in light of sight a +3 trait bonus to attack rolls
until the start of your next turn against one creature you
have line of sight on.

Chaparrans are nearly as xenophobic as laudenians, but
where the laudenians despise the company of non-
laudenians, chaparrans simply prefer solitude. When
they do form bonds, they swear oaths that transcend
generations. A chaparran that has joined an adventuring
party has learned to work within a group and has shared
the key signs of her gestural language. All chaparrans
possess the innate ability to communicate silently and
once others pick up the important signs, a chaparran is
able to pass her impressive eyesight onto others.

The rekii spots targets from a hidden position.
She then passes critical information to an ally (via hand
signs, animal calls, and whispers) in order to improve
their accuracy or position. It’s a unique gift few other
chaparrans possess.

It only takes a few days of exposure among new
friends for them to take full advantage of his gift. It
also allows the chaparrans to maintain their oath of loy-
alty while also remaining away from the social circle.
Chaparrans cannot stand the need of other races
(especially gimfen and humans) to fill silence with the
noise of conversation, and even those rekii that have
elected to join with such raucous noise polluters still
prefer to be on their own. Often enough, the rekii re-
mains away from the fire and discourse; while ringing in
the occasional comment, a rekii for the most part stays
hidden and watchful.

SALVABROOKE S€EEKER

Trait: Race, Regional
Prerequisites: From Salvabooke, Gimfen; cannot
be Lawful Good

BENEFITS

Petite Larceny: You gain a +1 trait bonus to Acro-
batics and Sleight of Hand.

Quick Recovery: Choose one of the following
skills: Acrobatics, Climb, or Sleight of Hand. Once a
day, if you fail a roll with this skill by 5 or more, you can
re-roll.

Gimfen are overeager to try anything once. They live
their lives as the mirror opposite of narros. Where the =
narros eventually decide the path they would take for
the entirety of their lives and never deviate, gimfen
rarely settle. Many that grew near machinery have em-
braced engineering as chosen their profession, but their
shops are often littered with half-completed projects
and ideas only partially realized. In Salvabrooke, most
citizens are shopkeepers, shop workers, or members of
the small but ferocious military. Others take to thievery
or careers where similar talents can be exploited. Re-
gardless of their path, they always add a zest to their
performance. Messengers run over roofs, flipping and
sliding in their sprint. Tricksters are theatric and take
minutes setting up their scam, entertaining their marks,
and making the ruse almost welcoming in the end.
These unguided individuals love the chase — the pur-
suit of anything, either as the target or as the arrow. If
you point them, they will run. Some apply this in a re-
spectable craft while many employ more nefarious ones.

Occasionally, they steal just for the thrill of taunt-
ing a chase, abandoning their pilfered possession around
the block or even returning it and thanking the pursuer
for a good chase. Some sell it back to the owner for a
mild fee, claiming they are enriching the lives of those
around by disturbing the order of their lives.

In the eyes of many gimfen, governments and
rules are part of the corruption of the other side. As
Attricana encourages its chaotic drive for life in all
forms, said lives prefer the anarchy of an unpredictable
existence and strive to introduce some chaos in the
world around to ensure all the others remember that
laws are part of a method of control and thus, part of the
problem. To them, life is designed to rebel against con-
formities and laws need not be a requirement for civil-
ity.

These gimfen don’t like being called anarchists,
preferring the term seeker, as they are always searching
for something they hope they never find, because the
pursuit is the true purpose in life. For many of them,
the chase ends when they die, hopefully a long ways
away from where they started.

SKY-BORN

Trait: Regional
Prerequisite: None

BENEFITS :
Network Knowledge: You gain a +1 trait bonus to: _

Knowledge (regional history) - Laudenian Sky Net= Q .

work. /
No Fear of Falling: You gain a +4 trait bonus to i\

Acrobatics when rolling against a DC, not an enemy‘§j
CMD. 7

You don’t claim the Earth as your home. You fell frof
the womb and were not afraid. You clung onto ropes
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on the railing of a skyship thousands of feet up.

Like any other nomad, you have no real roots, but
unlike those on the ground, you do have a home; it’s
just mobile. You may have a family and might have
owned your own ship at one point. Some catalyst has
brought you on the ground. Perhaps you've crashed.
You could have been outcast by a crime. If you're a
laudenian, you are most likely banished or have some
need to see the world. Very often, that requires walk-
ing upon it.

SPIRIT BOND

Trait: Supernatural. This selection counts as two
traits.
Prerequisites: None

BENEFITS

Echan Origin: You are tied to chaotic energies of
the white gate of Attricana. You disrupt technology on
you and around you. You have a saturation value of 20
which can never drop below this value unless your soul
switches from Attricana to the negative energies of Ixin-
dar (See Chapter Eight). If you switch to Ixindar, you
lose your spirit animal. Whether you regain it if switch-
ing back is up to the animal (meaning GM).

Spirit Animal: You gain an animal companion util-
izing the Druid's Nature Bond ability.

"The animal that joins its spirit to another is not a normal
creature. It materializes beside the youth, never ven-
turing far, never getting lost, and always appearing in
places it could never be. It finds its way into bedrooms,
out of jail cells, and can find it’s bonded ally from any-
where on the planet.

At first, the animal is dream-like, only appearing to
the mortal. Only with time and meditation can one pull
the animal into the real world. The bonded animal is
thought to be either a physical manifestation of the per-
son’s soul or a spirit from the magical realm, the dream-
like expanse that flows from Attricana and covers the
globe.

"This spirit guide has its own personality and is not
a slave. It will depart forever if abused. Often enough,
the spirit tags along as a loyal pet, unassuming and inno-
cent. It appears well trained and docile unless it feels
the fear of its bondmate. Although the two cannot com-
municate through speech, they are able to detect each
other's moods and emotions. Neither spirit nor bond-
mate would ever abandon the other unless their partner
ordered them to.

SQUIRE OF ABRAHAM

Trait: Regional
Prerequisites: Choose any religion, from Abidan

_ BENEFITS

- Devout: You gain Knowledge (religion) as a class

Diplomacy, or Intimidate.

Started Young: Select one one-handed martial
weapon and one suit of armor. You are proficient in
both. You can EITHER increase the max Dex bonus of
the armor by 1 OR reduce the arcane spell failure
chance by 20%.

Abidan is the religious nexus of Canam, a nation where
its constitution demands freedom of religion for all.
Unlike the nation of Trinitas on the other side of the
planet, Abidan attempts to keep faith away from its gov-
ernment. It has not stopped a dedicated order of
knights to be sworn under a single god. This order is
known across the land for humility and valor. This is
the Line of Abraham, and the envy of every apprentice
in the kingdom. A knight fights only when necessary.

They carry a strict faith in themselves or in the
religion they are associated with and swear absolute
loyalty to that devotion and its tenets. They believe the
shields of truth and virtue protect better than any armor
forged by man. A potential squire is selected young and
trained alongside a great knight for many years, well
into adulthood. Some of the most respected soldiers in
the Janoahn army are still awaiting approval into the
line. Eventually, one is asked to take a personal cru-
sade—to find a personal truth and to discover one’s soul
in the exploration of the outside world. Only when stu-
dents feel the path directs them home do they finally
do so, in hopes of being accepted in the order. To be of
this group is not to be some church bound priest or a
zealot screaming from a soapbox. This devout disciple
has taken it upon herself to preach the word of god to
the unbeliever while also defending the tenants of faith
against the heathen and infidel. This champion
emerges in several different lights. This could be a
crusader to inspire the masses. She marches along the
front line of an army, motivating troops and rousing
faith in the cause. A crusader loves preaching the power
of faith, usually reserving such displays for when poten-
tial combat occurs. Crusaders often lead charges, stand-
ing proud, commanding holy warriors into battle, and
further solidifying their status among the others. Cru-
saders hope for the day when they control armies of
their own. This champion could also be a fanatic. Fa-
natics think of nothing other than upholding their faith
against the heathens of the world. They may even sub-
scribe that redemption falls only to the worthy. A fa-
natic seldom breaks a combat stance to support an ally
unless said ally shares the same faith or comes under
assault. A truly noble fanatic wishes to help the needy
but believes destroying one’s enemy is the best way to
accomplish that.

Finally, the champion could be a missionary.
These followers of the faith don’t consider themselves
right wing extremists. They seldom enlist others for the
glory of combat and rarely join an army bent for war.
Surprisingly though, missionaries handle themselves
almost or equally well in situations where they must
protect themselves or those who need defending. Their
calling forces them from the church to venture as no-
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mads — with or without the assistance of other mission-
aries — into the wilderness of the outside world. There,
they would not seek the believers but the atheists. One
would appear not as the prancing paladin marching
proud and tall, but as a simple follower, wise beyond
years.

Missionaries frequently approach areas of need
and depart without ever expressing a belief or preaching
a cause. In their eyes, being loyal by the doctrine of
their faith and helping those less fortunate, even to the
point of raising weapons against evil, comes before at-
tempting to preach to the potentials. They neither re-
quire conversion as a prerequisite for offering wisdom or
assistance nor agreement with their beliefs as a condi-
tion for friendship and loyalty. They arrive to help first.
Almost all settlements welcome the missionary. Of
course, fanatics and paladins may enter claiming the
same title. The missionary is well educated and sur-
vives alone in the dangers of the wild when others run
screaming or die in the cold.

Regardless of the result, some squires never re-
turn, finding a calling far more important—a calling
only a god could bestow. A few do return, shaped by the
world into an either a broken soul bent for drunken tav-
ern tales of better times or a noble knight of the Line of
Abraham.

SWORN HAND OF VENGEANCE

T'rait: Discipline
Prerequisites: None

BENEFITS

Sworn Enemy: Choose one of the following crea-
tures: Evil dragons, boggs, humans, kodiaks, pagus,
puggs, shemjaza, skeggs. Against creatures of this type,
you gain a +2 trait bonus to attack rolls until the first
time you hit one at the start of combat. The first target
hit takes 1d6 extra damage.

Childhood can often be a wondrous time. For an unfor-
tunate few, like yourself, it is the source of unrelenting
trauma. This nightmare could have occurred while still
clinging onto your mother’s hand, or the mental and
physical scars could have been set later. Something no
one should ever have to experience recurs every eve-
ning when you close your eyes. A finger came down
and destroyed everything you had. They wiped out
every family member, maybe friends, or perhaps an
entire village. This could have been a surgical raid or a
random act of passing bloodshed. Maybe you were on
hand to witness the carnage, pushed under a bed or
dropped in a basket. Perhaps you arrived too late, ready
for a fight, later tasked to digging graves. As the lone
survivor, you think of nothing else but revenge to pla-
cate the nightly terrors.

This rage is not intended for a specific nation,
king, or thug. Retaliation is unfocused, intended for an
entire species. This world is populated by tremendous
evil, minions of a gauntlet of shadow that stretch slowly

over the land. When violent opposition presents itself,
you will act without thinking and not stop until your =
enemies lie dead, in hopes the nightmares will cease.

TASKIN-KADA WATCHER

"T'rait: Regional
Prerequisite: From Taskin-Kada

BENEFITS

Patterns in Chaos: You gain +1 trait bonus to Per-
ception, Sense Motive, and Sleight of Hand.

Double Take: Once a day, you can re-roll a Per-
ception, Sense Motive, and Sleight of Hand roll if you
don’t like your first result. You must take the second
result.

Taskin-Kada, a respected city in Abidan, developed a
counter-intelligence group for the express purpose of
maintaining surveillance on potential enemies, and oc-
casionally, potential allies. This gave rise to the watch-
ers, an echelon of individuals trained in the art of
stealth to rival even the assassins from Baruch Malkut.

The watchers are not spies but observers. They
never steal anything other than the unaltered history
revealed before their eyes. With a reputation for hon-
esty and accuracy, the word of a watcher carries weight
in an Abidan court. That reputation allowed the organi-
zation to expose corruption within a trading guild in
Sclavia and recover Savarice’s pilfered holy blade when
stolen by thieves under blessing of Darius Konig.

When the watchers are not observing within the
kingdom, the majority are committed to actions exter-
nal, dealing with neighbors both friendly and hostile.
Dozens patrol lands north of the Tethuss Bridge, a nec-
essary task, though it costs the most lives. The majority
of them travel south, to watch the nation of Baruch
Malkut. Despite the impressive distance between the
two nations, and the fact that several other kingdoms lie
in between, Savarice never forgot his experiences near
that land and considers the rival nation the greatest
threat to Canam, more so than the pagus to the north.
Taskin-Kada took an especially vested interest in Ba-
ruch Malkut. With a large Jewish population present,
the people of Taskin-Kada despised the use of Hebrew
words as a name for one of the most malevolent nations
on Earth.

As a member, you can either be tasked by a secret
mission or be one that has left the order for personal
reasons. Your specialty deals with espionage in other
nations and you are not cut for dungeons, though YO
would not be frightened of the concept.

VIVICATOR

Trait: Supernatural.
traits.
Prerequisite: None

This selection counts as t

BENEFITS



Hand of the Unspoken: You gain access to the cleric's
Healing Domain (even if you are not a cleric). See
Classes in the PATHFINDER RPG for information on
the Healing Domain. You gain both the granted powers
and the domain spell for 1st level as if you were a cleric
of equal level (additional spells from the domain require
feats). You are not required to pick a deity. All your
spells require somatic component to function.

Naturally Endowed: By default, you are tied to
the white gate of Attricana. Your saturation value is 20
which can never drop below this value unless your soul
switches from Attricana to the negative energies of Ixin-
dar (See Chapter Eight). If you switch to Ixindar, you
lose all Vivicator abilities until you switch back to Attri-
cana. As an option, you can choose to be tied to the
black gate of Ixindar. If so, your corruption value be-
comes 20, your saturation point becomes 0, and you
must have the Lawful Evil alignment. In this state, you
do not disrupt technology. If bound to Ixindar, you gain
access to the cleric's Death Domain instead of Healing.

You gain both the granted powers and the domain
spell for 1st level as if you were a cleric of equal level
(additional spells from the domain require feats).

Regardless of magic, despite the position or lineage,
death is still certain. Almost everyone believes, with
hardly an exception that souls continue past their mortal
prison. While some believe the spirit rises to an after-
life, others affirm that the soul recycles from animal to
animal, only occasionally being blessed into one of
higher intelligence. Some religions forbid the interrupt-
ing of this process for any reason. Forcing a spirit back
to its original body interrupts the fate written for that
soul when god blessed that baby emerging from the
womb. This never stopped the obsessed and the
& mournful to attempt any course of action to bring some-
i one back from the dead.

2§ Those that claim they are blessed with magic from
their deity cannot prove their gift came from any divine

i 258 power. In the end, they are con men or take shortcuts to
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o god via some proven magic from an ungodly source.
< Stories began circulating in the past centuries of aberra-

tions of magic, more so than the already numerous oddi-
ties covering the globe. These are creatures of higher
intelligence gifted with a powerful magic with appar-
ently no source or explanation. Several monsters already
flaunt powerful magic, but these are limited to less po-
tent spells. No magical beast can spontaneously bring
the dead back to life. With the greatest creatures with
natural magical ability comes great size, with the great-
est of the world towering over the rest. How is it then
that a few humans and fewer faec have been rumored to
be able to generate great magic with no source? Some of
these gifted stumbled upon this talent in childhood or
* through puberty. Most lose control of their power, kill-
ing themselves and, unfortunately, others in the proc-
ss. Some are killed by a fearful public, declaring the
puths were servants of darkness. A modicum hid their
ywers, turning to clerical and arcane studies to master
nask their ability with the accepted arts. No one
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would question how one spell is cast differently than
others. This leaves a minute group that live their lives
possessing a single immense power. Casting it always
comes with a heavy internal price, resulting in the even-
tual death of the user if the ability is abused.

Despite the flamboyant possibilities, the only
known ability replicated in this way is the notorious
ability to heal those injured. Some even claim to bring
the living from the dead. These beings blessed (or
cursed) can cast said power, taking on the sacrifice in its
casting or bestowing the cost on a willing other.

A few have taken to being regular healers with no
sworn deity with an uncanny ability to lift those from
near death. All keep this power from the public eye,
offering it in private to a select few with desperate
causes or deep pockets. Most aware of the legends re-
fuse to acknowledge these aberrations exist, for a her-
mit with life’s dedication to his god could commit as
great a power as the head priest of a temple. But what of
the story of the child with a gift which could only be
from a god? Echalogias believe this gift is the result
from magical saturation. Since more humans are emerg-
ing with this power than fae, some echalogians specu-
late that mankind is undergoing a similar change as the
fae, but in much more positive ways. The knowledge
of these beings is kept silent and the majority of the
world is unaware of their existence.

Though some claim themselves gifted by a god or
gods, there are others that boast the same abilities with
no such faith. Despite the power to heal the diseased
and raise the dead in this new world, God remains un-
proven.

ok-ani? Are they good?" Aiden asked.

"People certainly think so," Chen responded as he

placed the book gently on the table. He respect-

fully slid the other to the side. "What do you
think?" He unclasped the latches at either end of the new
book.

"l think it was good."

"You sure it had four talons?"

"Yes."

"Good eye for detail, considering. They grow more as
they age. Three to four to five." He opened the book. The
heavy-stock pages were rough on the leaf, a hemp-pulp hybrid.
The letters were pounded heavily into the stock. "This one
talks about Yok-ani. They are quiet, reserved, renowned for
wisdom, and worshipped for the humility of their power. Un-
der their guidance, lands see no war, no famine, no grief. At
least... that's the claim. Redlity, well...they try their best it’s
told." Aiden broke from the book to look at Chen. "Read it,"
Chen added. "Stay if you wish."

"My brother will kill me if he finds out."

"Yes, | imagine he will."

Aiden smiled and reassured himself. He thought of Mar-
tin's shoulder punches and whatever punishment his new
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guardians would inflict if he got caught. "I'll stay," he said.
"I'l make tea," said Chen as he walked to his kitchen.
"Uhh, Mister?" Aiden still wasn’t ready to call him by
name. "How much is true? Dragons? Elves?"
Chen looked back at the young boy. A quiver of a smile
crept on his face. "All of it."

The other dragons grew to power and passed the Yok-ani in
number. By the closing of the gates, only nine Yok-ani had
been born (or perhaps created). None of them died by natural
causes or fell by the hands of an enemy. Nine still remain
today. In the five centuries since the re-opening of the gate,
the Yok-ani made no attempt to increase their numbers. Al-
though few, they are the most powerful dragons in the world,
rivaled only by the remaining dragon kings, of which Shaka, a
Yok-ani, is counted as a member of.

The tea was no simple drop-bag of disheveled twigs and
bark. Chen had brought a kettle of scolding water, a saucer
and cup, and a smaller kettle. Inside the smaller kettle was a
collection of dried herbs, flowers, leaves, and honey. Chen
poured the hot water in the small kettle, and then emptied the
small kettle into the cup. Aiden repeated that process and
emptied the larger kettle before finally speaking to the man
again.

"Do you have more?"

"Tea or dragons?" Chen replied.

"About everything outside."

Chen waved to the room. "They're all on that subject."

"l want to read them all."

"There will be time for that. It is getting late."

"Then | want to see it myself."

Chen raised a brow. "A zeal for adventure got you al-
ready?"

"It's just like the books. Just like the games | play."
Aiden was getting excited. "l want to see it all, everything that
they said wasn't real, castles, magic, fae."

"It may look the dream, child, but it'll carry the chill of
reality. And what will it prove? Even if it feels like your fan-
tasy, you are not the storyteller." Aiden didn't appear dis-
suaded. "How will you survive out there? Can you wield a
sword, shoot an arrow?"

"Maybe," Aiden responded in reflex before realizing that
the most strenuous physical activity he had ever done was
avoid a soccer ball when he was playing goalie because he
didn't want to get hit in the face. Chen saw through the boy's
naivety.

"l don't mean to turn you away," he said, "just under-
stand that many people claim that world as home, and you
would not be any more special out there than in here. You
may wish to be a character in your own fantasy, but this is no
work of fiction. It’s real. You’re not chosen by fate. Your par-
ents were ordinary. No gods kissed you upon your birth.
What do you do well?"

Aiden scrunched his lips, shrugged, and sighed. "I read
books. Don't suppose that means much." The sudden wash
of insight over his face was unmistakable. "I could do what
you do."

"How?" Chen motioned to the lamps. "You've just seen
that. How could you know? Maybe it's something | do natu-

rally no one else can."

"If it's all real then magic can come from books! [ can
learn!" he begged. "I can do that! Just give me the right
books!" The wide-eyed appeal of the youth showed his com-
mitment.

Chen reached out and grasped Aiden's wrist. He pulled :

the boy’s sleeve to reveal the broken watch. Chen pointed to
the timepiece.

"This world," he said, pointing to the east, "and that
world do not mingle. What you have here doesn't work out
there—no cars, no computers, no phones. Once you commit to
that path, you can't come back."

"I..." Aiden trailed off. He was about to say | under-
stand, but he didn't. Why was it that way? Why were there
walls around the city? Why did the mere presence of dragon
make his watch stop? Aiden remembered books about the kid
that discovered he was a demigod, or an heir to a kingdom, or
a member of a secret order, or a wonder child with a wand.
That's what he wanted; those characters never had to give
anything up. He wanted his fantasy. "I don't like this place. |
prefer the world | read about."

"Why?" Chen answered.

"Because...l don't know...because it's different, because
it's amazing. Because..." Aiden felt a drop run out of his
nose. He sniffed it up quickly and swallowed. "Because my
mother made it sound so wonderful." Aiden held back a tear.

"And | want my dreams to be real."

Chen placed his hand gently on Aiden's shoulder and a
tear finally broke free from his eye. "If you run from a life,
running will be your life. A fulfilling existence is defined by
moving towards something, not away from it. You can read
about that world for as long as you like, but | can't let you
make that decision."

"Isn't it mine to make?"

Chen nodded. "But you need to know why you make
it..and now's not that time."

Aiden's shoulders slumped and he tried to hold back in
his emotions. He threw Chen's arm away and bolted for the
door. He didn't look back. Aiden wanted to abandon his nor-
mal life, the one filled boring classes, imposing bullies, over-
bearing brothers, and callous gods, a life commonplace in the
real world. He wanted to be like the characters he read about,
like the computer avatar he controlled, someone of conse-
quence, with a life ending in a happily ever after, not a number
on a marble cover wedged alongside hundreds of others in a
mausoleum.

Aiden slammed the gate open, and it ricocheted off the
concrete wall. He was too angry and confused to be fright-
ened of switching stations or running down streets with inade-

quate lighting. He darted across intersections without alerting =/ =
the crosswalks and ducked into darkened paths between builf »
ings to shortcut his return home. All the while he thought of. =

what could be out there. He imagined the dragons, the fae,
the princesses, and the possibilities that, until now, had only
existed in fiction. Out there was everything he could not be in -
here. ‘
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n the fantasy world of Amethyst, there are real people and there
are heroes, but mostly there are real people. The tales about
great warriors are often fictionalized or heavily exaggerated. This
story is not about the ordinary but the exceptional. The same is
true for the world of science. Players are creating those few extraordi-
nary examples of heroism, regardless if they wield a sword or a fire-

g arm.

FANTASY CLASSES

fl The following classes are available from the PATHFINDER CORE
RULEBOOK in a canon Amethyst campaign. Some classes have re-
strictions for selection, also if playing in a canon Amethyst campaign.
Classes Not Considered Canon: Bard, paladin (it’s offered as a pres-
tige class), ranger (it’s offered as a prestige class), and sorcerer.

Classes Not Listed In The Core Rulebook: With additional
books in the PATHFINDER line, certain classes can be considered
canon. Any class considered wild or untamed should be limited to
chaparran, kodiak, or pagus. Psionics are not allowed in a canon Ame-
thyst, neither are spellcasters other than the exceptions listed below.

BARBARIAN

(See the PATHFINDER CORE RULEBOOK on the barbarian).
Requirement: The barbarian is only available if you are playing
as a chaparran, kodiak, or pagus.

CLERIC

(See the PATHFINDER CORE RULEBOOK on the cleric).
Requirement: The cleric is only available if you select the
Gneolistic trait.
Spellcasting:  All cleric spells in Amethyst require a somatic
component. Cleric spells in Amethyst also do not require a verbal
component.

DRUID

(See the PATHFINDER CORE RULEBOOK on the druid).

Requirement: The druid is only available if you select the Da-
rawren trait.

Spellcasting: All druid spells in Amethyst require a material
component. If one is not listed, then it's simple natural components
like grass, bark, or soil (materials a druid always has on hand). Druid
spells in Amethyst also do not require a somatic component, but they
always require a vocal component.

Totem: The druid is actually a spellcaster similar to the wizard.
The spells may be classed as divine but they follow the same rules of
arcane spells. Like an arcane wizard, you must select an arcane bond,
which acts as your totem. You cannot bond to a creature, only to an
object. This object is required in hand for all spells. For all intensive
purposes, the arcane bond and totem is the same thing and the rules
regarding the bond also apply to the totem. In Amethyst, the totem is
limited to a book, orb, staff, weapon, or shiecld. It cannot be an amu-
let, ring, or wand (See Wizard).

FIGHTER

(See the PATHFINDER CORE RULEBOOK on the fighter).




MONK

(See the PATHFINDER CORE RULEBOOK on the
monk).

ROGUE

(See the PATHFINDER CORE RULEBOOK on the
rogue).

WIZARD

(See the PATHFINDER CORE RULEBOOK on the
wizard).

The term wizard covers a wide spectrum of spellcasters
and magic users across the world. They may wish to
protect good or destroy everything around. They still,
however, follow one common belief: The gates contain
unlimited power and sit waiting to be harnessed. Wiz-
ards discovered long ago that certain shortcuts exist to
channel energies from the gates. These came in the
form of words in the ancient language of the dragons.
Some take seconds to spout while others take hours, but
by understanding the power of these words, a wizard
can channel immense power in specific ways to create
amazing affects that break every natural law of science.
Wizards all share a common desire to study the
behavior of these ancient words and discover new ways
to utilize their potential. A wizard’s intelligence allows
the recall of massive amounts of information. A wizard
finds fascination in the history of the arcane, believing
rules exist in a seemingly unpredictable form. It is an
almost scientific study of the ways of magic.
Non-human mages revealed that certain words in
vocal and written form channel immense power from
the gates. This power laid with the dragons for millions
of years before the fae pursued this path. These words,
found in the ancient tongue of the first language ever
spoken, Pleroma, connect to specific energies — akin to

L spells. A wizard must first understand how the word
A works in all ways, absorbing its meaning into his or her

s ont soul. The books of a spell caster reflect this knowledge.
‘Jff-! The bigger the library, the greater the understanding

the wizard possesses of the arcane arts.
1 The final key relies on the power word. The mage
inscribes the word on his totem and memorizes it
When the mage speaks that word, the energy channels
through the totem and the spell is cast. The most com-
mon focus totem is the spellbook, however, different
cultures insist on different focus totems. These words
may appear mundane or extravagant, depending on the
flamboyance of the wizard and the distinction of his or
her totem. Obviously, an orb or a sword looks flasher
~~ than a staff or book. Each spell resembles a different

symbol or sets of symbols, depending on the complexity
" or power from the spell.

Magic stems from one of two sources. One choice
. comes from Attricana, the other from Ixindar. Where

Attricana is chaotic and whimsical, Ixindar is never-

thoughts and ideas into its caster. It's not a healthy op-
tion for heroic characters. It does offer a variety of dif-
ferent abilities and powers, not the least of which is the
replication of magic without disruption.

Certain high-level spells are so rare they can only
be found inscribed on unique items spread around the
world. Sometimes, wizards must quest for them as oth-
ers would quest for magic weapons. A wizard’s honor
insists these items either remain in their location or be
taken to Kirjath-Sepher, Limshau, or some other pro-
tected vault for storage.

ALTERATIONS

Wizards in Amethyst do undergo a few changes in the
Amethyst setting. These include expanded armor and
weapon use as well as the inclusion of totem magic.

Weapon and Armor Proficiencies: Along with all
the proficiencies listed, Wizards also gain proficiency
with all light armor. Since no wizard spells require so-
matic components, you can cast spells in armor without
worrying about arcane spell failure. Wizards are also
proficient with any weapon they use as their totem (if
their totem is a weapon).

Arcane Bond / Totem Magic: Wizards in Ame-
thyst do not bond to a creature (familiars); they can only
bond to an object. This object is their totem, required
in hand for all spells. For all intensive purposes, the
arcane bond and totem is the same thing and the rules
regarding the bond also apply to the totem. In Ame-
thyst, the totem is limited to a book, orb, staff, weapon,
or shield. It cannot be an amulet, ring, or wand.

Unlike wizards in Pathfinder, a wizard in Ame-
thyst cannot cast spells without his totem, but he does
gain a +4 bonus to his combat maneuver defense against
being disarmed or sundered. Replacing a destroyed
totem takes longer than a traditional arcane bond, as all
the activation words have to be etched on it again.

Book: The most common totem on Earth is the
book. It is the most powerful totem and the easiest to
master. Schools dot the planet dedicated to this belief.
More wizards use book totems than any other mage.
Limshau employs them almost exclusively. The major-
ity of human wizards employ books as do most damas-
kans. They believe that power from Attricana and Ixin-
dar has its own rules and is not random, which means it
can be eventually understood. Remember, all mages
carry books, but the final Pleroma power words rest in-
scribed in the book wizard’s totem. The advantage of a
book is that it can include Pleroma trigger words and be
the wizard's spellbook as well. When you cast a spell, it
emanates from your hands, not your book. A few cau-
tious wizards have even strapped their books to their
belt to grab in a moment’s notice while keeping their
hands free otherwise.

Because book wizards study the science of magic
more intently than any other wizard, you gain a +1 bo-
nus to Knowledge (arcane).

Orb: The orb is an uncommon choice for most fae
and is often found with wizards practicing the darker
side of magic, the energy tied to the polar power of Ix-
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indar. Occasionally, a few tenenbri have been caught
using an orb, but this choice is seen predominantly with
negative casters or with humans that come about their
training from a less than respectable source.

Shield: Although wizards cannot use armor as a
totem, they can choose a shield. The symbols usually
start on the inside, but as the wizard learns more spells,
they must eventually cover the front as well. It must be
a Light or Heavy Shield. The narros are well regarded
as the instigators of this selection and it appears in no
other cultures save for the rare human village.

If you choose a shield, you gain proficiency with it
but only with this specific shield (if you choose a light
shield, it’s only this light shield and no other light
shields you find along the way). The shield can only be
light steel, wooden, magnarros, coruthil, or angelite.

Like all arcane bonds, the shield may be en-
chanted.

Staff: Outside of the book, the staff is one of the
most common totems used. It was the first totem that
found circulation. Many less civilized communities ca-
pable of competent wizardry often use it. A staff also
remains popular with the traveling wizard, as it’s less
clumsy. Staff totem mages continue to stay fashionable
with many fae races including chaparrans and laudeni-
ans, the latter using it almost exclusively. Although the
book is the most favorable choice, wandering adventur-
ers use the staff more than any other

‘Weapon: Although choosing a weapon seemingly
appears without penalty, the benefits are double-edged.
Wizards with weapon totems often have a need to wield
them in combat despite never being able to match a
fighter on even ground. This does not stop a large num-
ber of wizards from using weapons (although most of
these do not study the arts of the arcane with as much
dedication as others). Narros and tenenbri argue about
who developed it first. Narros began with the shield but
claim the transition to weapon was an obvious one while
the tenenbri claim they hold the sole claim on the
weapon totem. Many human cultures embrace the
weapon totem as well.

If you choose a weapon, you gain proficiency with
the weapon but only with this specific weapon (if you
choose a longsword, it’s only this specific longsword and
no other longswords you find along the way). The
weapon can only be one of the following: Gauntlet,
longsword, rapier, scimitar, quarterstaff, warhammer,
greataxe, greatsword, lance, longbow, or scythe. The
weapon must be composed mostly of wood and/or steel
(or magnarros, coruthil, or angelite). The item may be
enchanted later.

Arcane School: Certain schools are more popular
than others in certain regions in the world, while one is
not available at all. In Limshau, for example, most of
the schools are dedicated to abjuration, evocation, trans-
mutation, or universal. In Salvabrooke, illusion is virtu-
ally exclusive. However, there are no schools bound to
Attricana in Canam that teach spells from the Necro-
mancy school (see Chapter 8: Magic).

Spells: All arcane/wizard spells require a verbal

component and possess no somatic components (the
opposite of cleric, which possess somatic but no verbal).
T'hey may still require a material component (indicated
by the spell entry). As such, wizard spells provoke no
arcane spell failure when wearing armor.

Most wizards are bound to Attricana for their spells
and as such, there are limitations about what they can
cast. In addition, Wizards cannot cast any 8th or 9th
level spells without first acquiring the appropriate foun-
dation anchor. All 8th and 9th level arcane spells in
Amethyst are fused to these artifacts and they must be
acquired first and bonded to before being able to cast
the spell, regardless of the wizard's spell level (see
Chapter 8: Magic).

TECHAN CLASSES

T'echan classes are cut from a different cloth from tradi-
tional fantasy roles. Where one group stumbles into
cach other after a round of mead in a dingy tavern, the
techan parties have trained together as a cohesive unit
long before attempting a voyage in the wastelands. A
techan party that is not in constant communication and
whose members think of only themselves and not the
group will meet a quick and painful end. Techans have
neither healing potions nor gods to pray for blessing.
T'hey have no elemental control over water or air. They
have no symbiosis or sympathy from the surrounding
environment. When in open echa, they are foreigners,
encroachers often unwelcome. In order to survive, they
must form groups, loyal bonds that remain stalwart even
in the face of overwhelming horrors.

Of course, many bastion-born take jaunts into echa
without fear of reprisal, but these are not those people.
Tourists stick to the main road and sleep in large cara-
vans escorted by guns and swords. They spend most of
their time in large cities, safe from the dreadful fiends
of fairy tales. Those travelers are naive to the truth.
Their adventures are sanitized, pre-chewed for their
consumption to swallow easily. A techan party has no
such luxuries. They venture in the deep forest, into the
darkest dungeons, taking on the worst of horrors for the
possibility of pittance. They rescue lost vacationers,
scavenge technology, and fend off the cities from the
invading forces approaching from all sides. Techans
don’t take on these jobs for glory. They do so out of
duty for the bastion they were born from, out of loyalty
to another, or for the acquisition of power and wealth.,

A techan party must operate as cohesive unit, re-
maining in contact and providing support. They can’t
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18 +18/+13/+8/+3 +11 +11 +6 Brotherhood {f
19 +19/+14/+9/+4 +11 +11 +6 Fire Support |
20 +20/+15/+10/+5 +12 +12 +6 Bonus Feat

threatens to drive out mankind’s footprint forever.

GROUNDER

Grounders in the military are often soldiers, occasionally
referred to as grunts. They occupy the largest ratio of
the armed forces of any bastion. You stood out from the
others. You have probably exhibited a natural talent
that could have paved the way for officer training. For a
variety of reasons, you declined. You prefer to be a
member of a team rather than the leader of an army. If
you are part of a mercenary company, you could have
become disenfranchised, tempted by the offers of
wealth, or took on a personal mission that forced you to
leave the service.

Although demonstrating some natural leadership
skills, your range of authority is usually limited to those
brothers-in-arms you can see around you. When the
firing starts, you rely on training and inherent reflexes
to save yourself and the men and women around you.
You have embraced this path with a profound gusto.
You don’t know how to handle just one weapon; you
can handle them all. You don’t know how to just put
one on set of armor; you can wear any of them, up to the
largest power armor. You are a grounder, and like the
medieval knights of ancient legend (and of today), you
are the first and last line of defense for the king. Your

3

rifle is your sword and your faith absolute—faith that
the group you have joined operates as a well-oiled ma-
chine. And unlike technology, this is not a machine that
can be broken by magic.

CREATING A GROUNDER

Grounders fill a variety of roles. You can be the leader
or the heavy support. You can target enemies from a
distance or get up close. You are only as good as the
men and women next to you. The majority of your
abilities require the help of others to succeed. Your
power is the weapon in your hand and the strength you
offer your allies as backup. On your own, you are
doomed to fail. Let others deal with actual objectives.

FRONT GROUNDER

rather than deliver the maximum damage to a target -
Alignment: Any &
Hit Dice: d10
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CLASS SKILLS

Acrobatics (Dex), Climb (Str), Demolitions (Wis), Engi-

neer (Int), Knowledge (history), Intimidate (Cha), Per-

ception (Wis), Survival (Wis), Vehicle Operation (Dex)
Skill Ranks per Level: 4 + Int modifier

CLASS FEATURES

Weapon and Armor Proficiencies: You are profi-
cient with all light techan armor, all medium techan
armor, all heavy techan armor, all simple melee weap-
ons, all small arms, all heavy weapons, all super heavy
weapons, and any two specialty weapons with a tech
level equal to or lower than your bastion of origin.

Fire Support (Ex): At Ist level, 4th level, and
every three levels after, you can select a Fire Support
discipline. There are two to choose from: assault or
precision. By pursuing assault, you favor automatic
weapons that fire multiple rounds, increasing damage at
the risk of accuracy. By selecting precision, you keep
your weapon firing single rounds, ensuring a hit without
wasting ammunition. To select a later level discipline,
you must possess all the previous levels in that disci-
pline (see Fire Support Paths).

Recoil Absorption (Ex): At 1st level, when wield-
ing two-handed small arms, heavy weapons, or super
heavy weapons, you can use Strength in place of Dex-
terity for all attack and damage rolls. You can also use
Strength in place of Dexterity for determining prerequi-
sites for combat feats.

Bonus Feats: At 2nd level, 5th level, 7th level,
13th level, and 17th level, you gain a bonus feat in addi-
tion to those gained from normal advancement. These
feats must either be combat/fighter bonus feats or fire-
arm feats. You are counted as a fighter of equal level
when selecting fighter bonus feats.

Front Line Deployment (Ex): At 2nd level, you
can select one ally in line of sight as a swift action. Un-
til you select another ally or until the target moves out
of sight, the targeted ally gains a +1 grounder bonus to
AC and Ref saves.

Brotherhood (Ex): At level 3rd level, 6th level,
and every four levels after, you can select one of the
following brotherhood abilities. These are abilities that
serve to compliment the group you are in, rewarding
teamwork over selfish ambitions.

Combat Ineffective: 1If an ally in line of sight is
reduced to 0 hit points or fewer, you gain a +2 brother-
hood bonus to AC and attack rolls against the creature
that hit the ally until the creature is destroyed.

Comrades in Arms: If an ally within 10 feet of you
is hit by an attack, you gain a +1 brotherhood bonus to
attack rolls against the creature that made that attack
until the end of your next turn.

Covering Fire: 1f you make a single ranged attack

| asa standard action, you can decide to not roll to attack.
~_If so, you inflict no damage; instead, all allies in line of

For the Common Honor: 1If an ally within 5 feet of
you suffers a critical hit, as an immediate action you can
swap locations with the ally and suffer the hit and all
effects instead.

Jump in Front: 1If you and at least one ally are
struck by an area attack no bigger than 30 feet in radius,
as an immediate action you can be targeted by a num-
ber of attacks equal to the effect's radius divided by 10
(round up) and your ally/allies are pushed out of the
target area.

Man Down: 1If you are in the same square as a
dead, prone, or unconscious ally, the ally cannot be tar-
geted by any ranged or melee attack and automatically
passes all saving throws. The effect ends if the target
stands, if you leave the target's square, or if the target
makes an attack.

Slow 1s Smooth: When you use a move action to
move, you can reduce your speed by 10 ft and pull one
ally within 5 feet with you. You cannot run or perform a
special attack that includes movement with this ability.

Snap Our of Ir: Once a day, you can use a standard
action to remove one of the following conditions an ally
suffers from: confused, cowering, dazed, exhausted,
fascinated, frightened, panicked, shaken, or staggered.

You cannot suffer from the same effect if you wish
to use this ability.

Toss Clip: You can spend a move action to reload
any ally's weapon. The ally must be within 10 feet and
you must have the proper ammunition or cell.

FIRE SUPPORT
PATHS ASSAULT

1st Level: Whenever you make a ranged attack
with a firearm with the auto/heavy property, you may
employ that property to increase your weapon's effect.
A weapon with the auto property uses 5 rounds of am-
munition per attack roll and a weapon with the heavy
auto property uses 10. You inflict additional damage
depending on the weapon property.

Auto Property: +1 grounder bonus to damage rolls.

Heavy Auto Property: +2 grounder bonus to dam-
age rolls.

7th Level: Your bonus to damage improves.

Auro Property (5 shots/attack roll):  +2 grounder
bonus to damage rolls.

Heavy Auto Property (10 shots/attack roll):  +3
grounder bonus to damage rolls.

10th Level: Your bonus to damage improves.

Auto Property (5 shots/attack roll): +3 grounder
bonus to damage rolls.

Heavy Auto Property (10 shots/attack roll):
grounder bonus to damage rolls.

13th Level: Your bonus to damage when applying
the Auto property improves.

Auto Property (5 shots/attack roll):
bonus to damage rolls.

Heavy Auto Property (10 shots/attack roll):
grounder bonus to damage rolls.

16th Level: Your bonus to damage when applying

+4

+4 grounder

+6
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the Auto property improves.

Auto Property (5 shots/attack roll):
bonus to damage rolls.

Heavy Auto Property (10 shots/attack roll):  +8
grounder bonus to damage rolls.

+5 grounder

PRECISION

Ist Level: When wielding a two-handed small
arm, you do not suffer the -2 penalty to firing while
moving.

4th Level: You can spend a swift action to gain a
+1 insight bonus to all ranged attack rolls with attacks
where you don't apply the auto/heavy auto property.

7th Level: If you don't apply the auto/heavy auto
property to your ranged attacks and score a critical hit,
increase the critical multiplier by 1 (x2 > x3 > x4 > x5).

13th Level: If you don't apply the auto/heavy auto
property to your ranged attacks and you score a critical
hit, your base damage die increases by two steps (1d4 >
1d6 > 1d8 > 1d10 > 1d12 > 2d6 > 2d8 > 2d10).

16th Level: You gain a +4 insight bonus to your
attack roll when attempting to confirm a critical hit.

HEAVY GROUNDER

Your job is not to talk but to deliver maximum stopping
power. You wield the heaviest weapons and the heavi-
est armor. You are also often the slowest. You take or-
ders rather than give them in hopes those orders in-
clude the release of hundreds of rounds of ammunition.
You will have the most powerful weapons in the entire
team and you use them to keep enemies at bay, pinning
them and bringing down the largest opponents in the
encounter.

Alignment: Any

Hit Dice: d10

CLASS SKILLS

Acrobatics (Dex), Climb (Str), Demolitions (Wis), Engi-

neer (Int), Knowledge (history), Intimidate (Cha), Per-

ception (Wis), Survival (Wis), Vehicle Operation (Dex)
Skill Ranks per Level: 4 + Int modifier

CLASS FEATURES

Weapon and Armor Proficiencies: You are profi-
cient with all light techan armor, all medium techan
armor, all heavy techan armor, all simple melee weap-
ons, all small arms, all heavy weapons, all super heavy
weapons, and any two specialty weapons with a tech
level equal to