

The World of Terrax Domain:


The Low Country, the continent of Simead, the House of Creation- this is the world of Terrax Domain. Here elves lives complex lives deep within a sacred woods, politics dismay the dwarves and religion bears down upon the humans as ancient races recede into the background. Here the Incarna Gods are manifest, here is a nation torn by war and granted a history of fable and power.


Ravaged by a series of wars, by the onslaught of waves of Huldre, first in bygone history and then in more recent past. Ravaged by two nations of men, one nation of dark-blooded elves and most recently by a war fought between Petty Gods and the Incarna themselves, waged by a messenger woman across the races. The stirrings of yet another war are brewing, and the fairy, vastly powerful and other worldly beings are also stirring, one amongst them, the lord of the House of Creation, that land of Simead where mortal was made Incarna and where it is said and has been said since the Time of the True Kings that the king of the world will be born.


This lord is Terrax, and he is first amongst the fey, but he is somehow walking through the Lay Lines that solidify Fey Law. This new war, and the secret fairy war behind it, is destined to ravage the world, but in the House of Creation lies heroes, and they await birth.


Above Simead lie two continents, and it is fabled that there is another that lies below. They are Sacrocedda, the old country of man, where the kingdoms that now reign were first born, and where all true human magic resides, even farther north is the frozen North Land, where the man’s progenitor race first bore man at the behest of the petty gods that did not turn against the Incarna, the gods the North Men call Great Totems, and to whom they swear allegiance.


At the tip of Simead stands the home of the Glorantan, the most expansive human kingdom, both noble and corrupt. They live under the tyranny of bygone years, under the memory of their noble Paladin Kings and the god of the seas they still worship and who they know only as god. They live also under the tyranny of King Priests, red robed servants of an opulent church that has wrested all political authority from the nations rightful kings and obliterated a once prosperous economy under tithe, tax and bureaucracy.


On the outskirts of the kingdom lie two settlements that hold true to older Glorantan ideals. The first is an accident of economy, a mining colony far south of the capital that mines a precious metal that holds more power than most know, it is Starsteel, and for it men will pay there lives.


The other outpost is no accident, but a conscious effort by a single Paladin King to maintain his honor and glory. Hid beneath the face of the dwarves’ Homesgate Mountains, he keeps his followers well at hand and far from the reach of the red-robed Priest Kings.


Of humans there are many on the continent that are not of the Glorantan. First among them in location, the most northern men are the Morians, lean rebellious and somewhat barbaric forest dwellers that live in superstition, rebellion and pride all an attempt to keep there country, a small track of woods around the Great Woods, there own.


Next come the Drift Traders, slavers across a southern dessert and there near kin the Thulm, the peoples most ravaged by the Huldre waves emerging from the south, a peoples twice destroyed and twice rebuilt.


There are many other peoples, many Kinds that are not human kind and who live farther from the mortal world and it’s ways, and there are more humans too, travelers from other lands and a religion-race whose role in history cannot yet be gleaned.


First amongst these others in numbers is the Huldre, a hive-mind of beings that seem bent on destruction, on cleansing the world of all it posses. Even though there queens, and strong individuals amongst them, seem to have personalities and feelings all there own, there is the eerie suspicion that they are only tools of entropy.

A Brief History of Enerad


The world of Enerad is old in more ways than one, beginning in a place-time far removed from the current world and it’s realities. This first time was the Time of True Kings, a bygone age of beings somewhere between the petty gods and Incarna who are only know as Kings to those who know them.


These Kings were the first creation of the Incarna. Each one an animal spirit personified and imbued with the primal energies of creation. Lion was the lord of all, and Weasel, the trickster, was to be the creator of the future.


It was Weasel who carved for himself the Wood Women, creators born to life from trees and made to assuage the loneliness of the Trickster King who was too often shunned by his fellows.


But in the midst of creation three were born, and these three not petty gods, nor Great Totems, nor Kings nor Incarna could not be swayed, they were The Times: Past, Present, Future and they demanded that the world did move, but they could not move this primal place, this Time of True Kings, so they instead moved over it, cutting from the heavens a new place that they made the Now and though the True Kings were close at hand, this Now was not there land and they could not move freely there.


But the Wood Women were not so immortal, they were pulled by the times into this new world and there the Incarna were, for the Incarna are always, in all places that the Times will walk and in all that they have walked and here the Incarna did bid the Wood Women too them.


Another being walked with the wood women, born to all kinds and in all generation, these beings were once called Anchors, but now they are known as Songs, and they born wherever creation wanes, singing out the shape of reality in a struggle against entropy. These beings, like the Times but lesser in power, existed even in the Time of True Kings, and continue to exist.


And for many years the Wood Women lived in between the lands, giving birth to the children of the True Kings, sons and daughters both so that the animals could go forth and seed the world, but in this mortal world the Wood Women were dieing, and with them all thought and knowledge, so the Incarna made them after Kinds, and had them bare forth sons who could seed these Kinds and bring them across the earth.


Thule was first amongst the Incarna to act thusly, and he bore forth the Dwarf, making the stout and low to the earth and placing them deep inside their mountain home. They lived in darkness and mined the earth and loved of gold.


From the dwarf were born the Gnomes, who did see sunlight and were changed by the Incarna of the sun and others, and moved to the island of crystals where they could forever see the sun, but still all they lived beneath the earth.


It was Yallah, star mother and goddess of magic that did take a Wood Woman and make her grow young, make her grow into a seed and flower the earth so that all her young would be born full grown and grown into seeds and birth anew. These were the first Elves, the Elves of Earth.


From the Elves of Earth there would be many, some of light, and some of dark.


Other Kinds were born from the wood women: the Stout-Roy, the Sprite, Troll, Maul and Obsenite.


Still when the change of time came there were other races born into the world. Feirukx, god of the Sun and the Heavens made from birds a being of fire that was forever to be reborn, a hundred of these creatures he did forge, and they were the Phoenix.


Still, other Kinds were formed from the animals and the earth: Sea Folk and Half Men and Centaur.


Also, in these first days and still later, animals were sometimes noble, caring in them the intelligence and character of their progenitor Kings. These are known as the Animal Kind.


Plants would too, in the whirl of creation where they would be sometimes sentient, their roots tapping into Amna, the earth mother, and they themselves existing as extension of her. Later, the elves would birth a new breed of beings with plant-like qualities, First the Mushroom elves and then, after them the Vegyte.


But later would come the Void, when Amna was wed to Feirukx and the darkling moon, Lunaldia, grieved for her betrayed mother, Yallah, and was jealous of her sister, the guardian moon, Lunis, and of Yallah and the sun and all things she went to Thekre, son of Thule, god of the forge, and bid him make what he though was a special spear, though he swore to her it would be no good in a hunt.


She said she thought otherwise, for she wanted very special prey, and bid him forge what was to be the first sword, and with this sword she did strike out at Amna, but was stood down by the Thekre, who she marred.


With that Lunaldia was lost, the darkling moon, forever the great mirror of the sky went dead and gave forth no more light, and a shocked Amna did retreat into herself, seeking solace in the terrestrial body that was her self in the one world, and rejecting the celestial form she had long held.


It was not this that called the void, but it was this that reopened a long sealed wound and left Amna to wrap the world in a coil of entropy and hard edged reality that would separate the cycles of the celestial world and all magic.


The separation was the Mortal Coil, a web that hid from her and those of her all that she did not want to see, and the wound was a burn from another world, a world that had not Incarna or petty gods, a world that all but one spirit had left.


That world was Orus, a place where there was one Kind and they alone had destroyed all petty gods and battled against one Incarna that was cast before the time of Enerad’s creation, before the Time of True Kings came into being.


That Incarna was Zexeritzil, the serpent of corruption and he fell with a shard of Orvean into Enerad’s southern ocean, piercing Amna and setting within her the want of entropy. She bore this pain and tended this wound in secret for eons, until Lunaldia went mad and struck out towards her, at which time she quit, retreated and let the wound open.


The force of Amna’s blood, her madness and the perversion of Lunaldia was Void, and it would be manifest and a writhing whirlpool of flesh, a spawning hole in the southern ocean that would born forth many things. First of these were the Balenor, animals that were like men, semi intelligent and twisted. They were not evil, but could not help but being the pawn of evil.


They were incapable of morality, but capable of primitive thought.


Next came the Dire, who were not trapped in Time, who could speed there way through it if they could avoid the wrath of the Times themselves. The Dire were self aware, smart and sometimes compassionate, but they were removed from the places of Time, and they are destined to be a great player in the Final Destruction, for Future will not allow things to end, so first, Time somehow must end.


Next came the Bale, like the Balenor nut smarter, keener and more capable.


Then the Huldre, the locust beings with hive minds swept the continent of Enerad and the world, doing nothing but devour. They are the great consumer, moving for their queen. They have come in two waves: the first, smaller, more fragile and mindless beings, and the second larger, fiercer, but with stronger wills.


These beings are all spawned from the Void; a force propelled by madness and corruption that is entropy without cycle. When the void came the Mortal Coil tightened, creating strict laws of life and death, of creation and rebirth in a linear manner that we, terran peoples could understand.

Rumors of Final Destruction


In the south country, past the desert lands of the Drift Traders, human slavers and desert dweller, there is a jungle. That jungle once belonged to the Yulluxu, but now it is home to their descendants, a culture that is only a fragment of the Yulluxu Empire that fell during the Second Huldre War.


These people are the Thulm, sun warriors, and a Third Wave of Huldre unlike anything seen before is now decimating them. They are not sentient, they are nothing but entropy and it cannot be seen that they move to the beat of any drummer.


So the Thulm turn to ancient enemies, the Zixunu, lizard people who worship the Lords of Corruption, Zexeritzil and his sons. Still, Thulm and Zixunu fight side by side against this wave, and one band, a Thulm war party sets out across the desert to seek aid, moving only days ahead of the locust like cloud of these new Huldre.


The Glorantan nation is in turmoil, a new Priest King, a Mendicant for the southern churches just north of Homesgate, is slowly winning power within the church on a doctrine sworn to dismantle what remains of the Paladin Kings.


The Gnomes, newly set out upon the continent are at the brink of war with the secret raiders who they mistakenly believe to be the peaceful Sea Folk of the western coasts.


Dwarven nations lie in turmoil as their politics become corrupt and their nations turn against them.


The Elves are splintered, the Earth Elves are going extinct as more and more leave their life cycle by choosing to breed, and still more Dark Elves, servants of the evil sword and the mad Lunaldia, are being created through The Ritual of The Blade.


The Old Races are all but extinct, and a kingdom from another place has fallen.


The fey Terrax is mounting a campaign that will break all of the fey laws, and none know how to stop him.


The Orvean Church has imbedded itself all across the nation, having courtesans in every court and holding within their ranks bastard youth from every kingdom. They are getting close, almost ready to make war in the name of a unified throne, for it is long said that the King of the World shall be born in Simead.


And the Death Songs may sing. For as there are Songs born throughout Enerad, made to sing forth creation, there are also Songs born who are made to un-sing it. Once born wherever there was excess, these male Songs were mutilated, there voice boxes replace by a primitive bellow shackle that made their songs mournful, but powerless, but legend still persists, that one of these will undo creation, and one has been born who might, a Death Song and a changeling, one half-born to two races, he is unhinged in Time.


Also, two Dragons have been seen on the Sea Folk’s coast, two of a kind thought to be extinct.

The Major Kinds


The Major Kinds represent all of the distinct people of the Terrax Domain world that can be found on Simead. Many of them have further subdivision, which will be discussed in detail below.

	Table One: 1: The Kinds of Terrax Domain

	Kinds
	Sub-Kinds
	Origin
	Pop. %

200,000

	Humans
	Glorantan, Morian, Sacroceddan, Thulm, Northman, Orvean, Drift Trader
	Wood Women, Great Totems
	50%

	Huldre
	Native, Southern, Sovereign
	Void
	25%

	Stout Roy
	None
	Wood Women
	8%

	Sea Folk
	None
	White Dolphins, Tydrin
	6%

	Zixunu
	Low Breed, Lizard Kin, Skylings
	Orus
	4%

	Sprite
	Brownie, Cherub, Pixie
	Wood Women, Tokre
	3%

	Dwarf
	Common (Black), Plori’n, Old Blood (Gold)
	Wood Women, Thule
	2%

	Troll
	Normal, Wyldling
	Wood Women
	1%

	Elf
	High, Iron (Plori’n), Blue, Green, White, Mushroom, Wild, Sea, Earth
	Wood Women, Amna
	0.5%

	Gnome
	None
	Dwarves, Numerous Incarna
	0.25%

	Half Men
	Pan, Harpy, Triton, Terran, Avian, Aquan
	Wood Women, True Kings
	0.08%

	Animal Kind
	(Numerous)
	Animals, True Kings
	0.06%

	Plant Kind
	Normal (Numerous), Vegyte
	Plants, True Kings
	0.04%

	Maul
	None
	Orus (Feirukx)
	0.03%

	Giant
	None
	Humans, Petty Gods
	0.02%

	Yeti
	None
	Wood Women, Great Totems
	0.01%

	Metamorph
	None
	Humans, Magic
	0.005%

	Obsenite
	None
	Wood Women, Thule
	0.0025%

	Dire
	None
	Void
	0.0008%

	Void Spawn
	Bale, Balenor
	Void
	0.0007%

	Phoenix
	None
	Great Birds, Feirukx
	0.0004%

	Immortal
	None
	Wood Women
	0.0003%

	Song
	(Female) Life Song, (Male) Death Song
	Creation
	0.0002%

	Fey
	Angelic, Demonic, True
	Orus
	0.0001%


Humans

(a.k.a. Men, Northerners)


Humans originated from the last Wood Woman, who alone lived in the frozen lands of the North. Amongst them are the Glorantan, the Morians, the Thulm, Drift Traders and those who are bred by the Orvean Church. Also there are the North Men and Sacroceddans who migrated south and now live on Simead.

Current Affairs


Humanity today is the race in power, one empire theoretically controls two continents, Simead and Sacrocedda, but in truth its power is limited to two localized regions miles apart. That empire is the empire of the Glorantan, forged by Paladin Kings and now controlled by priests.

Humans also control the North Land, sharing that barren region with only one other intelligent Kind; they are far and wide the only power there besides that of nature.


Humans are also the most populace race in general, and the most unaffected by the woes of the Mortal Coil, for they fit cleanly within it.


The North Men are the only humans who have any amongst their numbers who are inherently magical, though the old Sacroceddans are talented in the Art and the Craft.


Many Humans are moving forward, living in new more isolated communities that have no ties to ancestral kingdoms. The Paladin City States are an all Human democratic state that is expressly separate from the Glorantan Empire, while the Star Steel Settlements, while not politically defined are making a new way of life for people of all races, and is in fact the first multi-Kind settlement known to exist.


The southern Humans, those of the Thulm and Drift Trader are a very different lot. The Glorantan and Morians, though theoretically and often actually enemies at least share a memory of there roots as North Men, though the Morians far more so that the Glorantan, but the Thulm are very deferent, and almost extinct after this third wave of Huldre.


The Drift Traders too live a lifestyle that would be unthinkable to the northerners, desert nomads and slave traders, pimps and dealers in exotic goods, slavery and social strata are natural states to them, and they place money before mores, which can be said of the Glorantan priests and some of their common people, but only amongst the Drift Traders are these things accepted practice.


Then there are the Orveans, a gynarchy of high paid prostitutes priests who motives are unknown to most. They live there lives masked and bound in layers of straps and leather, each article of clothing coming off only at a price and all women who are born to them are trained and put into the church, while their true, secret motive lies in the few sons they keep alive. There is not a court or city or people on Simead that is unaffected by the Orvean Church.

History


Humans first came to Simead from the north during the first war in the annals of history, when member of a clan of North Men, that of Brother Wolf struck out to conquer the earth.


But the Brother Wolves did not come alone, and a hold of priests from the lesser clan of Brother Fish were left in the Gloran Mountains of Sacrocedda, but the Brother Wolves moved on, pressing south and eventually losing contact with their northern cousins and becoming locked in to the lands of Simead, while their more traditional descendants kept a tenebrous hold on Sacrocedda, which was still largely uncontrolled and wild land.


Following this these once Brother Wolves who were called by the High Elves of Simead the Mori, or wolf, spread across the continent in conquest.


Unable to hold much land south of Homesgate, their primary groups became a pocket of tribes living on the edge of the Great Woods while surviving on raiding. Smaller communities remained throughout the continent; especially those who had managed to survive in the southwestern dessert.


The First Huldre War hit these southerners first, splintering many off into the desert as they fought there way past the Great Chasm and Zixunu lands, these desert people would become fierce and mercantile during the war, and would later become what are modern Drift Traders.


The remaining jungle folk were left behind and mostly untouched by the later war, they forged a new society, one based largely on religious rites and placing all there remaining faith in the Sun, Moon and Seasons. They became great date keepers and mathematicians in order to profess the own brand of astrology.


This way of life continued until the second generation of the Dark Elves began to populate the southern coast of Sacrocedda. From there they mounted an offensive and attacked both north and southward and forging a kingdom that would be largely oppressive to all Kinds, but mostly to the True Elves and Humans.


A small sailing band managed to mount an offensive against a key point in these Elf’s offensive, being most responsible for stopping the army of Plant Kind the mysterious Mushroom Elf were creating under the world’s surface.


With there planned offense hurt and all Kinds ready to mount a counter strike the Elves of the Eleven War were not ready to mount any serious defense, and could but hold there lines while a third player, liberated by the decimation of others during the war but themselves untouched swept down from the north and toppled the foundation of a would be Elven Empire.


They were the people of the Gloran mountains, lead by their Paladin Kings and sworn to protect the world, they finished off the Elven armies and took their capital in Simead, where they began to establish there own empire.


But as the need for warrior kings gave way to the need for bureaucracy and a stable state a shift of power moved slowly through the Glorantan Nation.


The end result created a highly racist and mostly corrupted pseudo-theocracy with a series of figurehead rulers in the once great Paladin Kings.


This fragmented nation who alienated all the Kinds that were its allies in the Elven War only survived The Second Huldre War because it’s far northern location.

The Yulluxu, the descendants of the Morians in the southern desert were all but destroyed by the second wave, and only there warriors were able to stay alive, turning them into a militant state rallied under the personage of one Seadra Kip’yani, who cast all the old gods and allowed only the worship of the Sun, who she idolized as a fierce, loyal warrior spirit.

The Drift Traders were pushed hard by the war, with their own religion forming untold secret cabals. Of these the Orveans arrived, sworn to cast away the male dominance of the Drift Trader society but, paradoxically, seeking out a single man who met their requirement for a unified king of Simead.

Next a changeling girl, part Human, part Angel (a fey sworn to the service of the Incarna) and part Obsenite who grew up unknowing of her heritage in a Glorantan village would manage to stumble across her lineage as the descendant of those who brought the Elven offensive down years ago in the Elven war, her name was Luv, and she manage to rally behind her all the nations to fight in a battle unlike any other seen before.

The petty gods, those things that were made incarnate by the worship of followers from the Mortal Kinds, plotted together to wage a war that would steal all worship and admiration from the Incarna by brute force. Their plan required that they make an army of Giants, which they did by perverting already living beings and fixing there minds to a single entity they managed to draw up from raw earth.

This being was the Cyclops, and it and it’s small army of giants were destroyed by Luv, her band and the allied armies of all Kinds, but not until Luv herself, while calling on the power of her Obsenite ancestry was trapped in a stone body her Human strength could not move.

Her, trapped in a statue, can still be seen.

The other Kinds had already been drawn together by the Second Huldre War, but for the first time the Glorantan were made part of a larger community, and much of the racism, while not eradicated was turned towards two beings that were often deserving of persecution.

First those Giants who remained were hunted down, most of them being tied to the petty gods still bitter about the war and often vastly waning as most rejected them for their role in the war, and second, the Dragons, mindless beasts and killers far too large to be supported by any community.

Though just animals, Dragons were hunted as widely as Giants, and a group of professional ‘slayers’ arose from a mostly Glorantan populace.

Some Giants were freethinking people though, and killed unjustly, and Dragons, for whatever threat they may have posed were believed until recently to be extinct.

From this atmosphere, though still racist and isolated, more open than before, the Starsteel Settlements arose in the central west. In these places all races mixed freely and with a frontier attitude that made Starsteelers a distinctly separate group of individuals, though they also remained largely Human.

Throughout this time the Morians hardly changed, rejecting local control and living as raiders from inside their woods they earned a begrudged place for there role in all of the major wars, in which they fought valiantly. They are the constant enemy of the Glorantan, for those who live far enough north are incessant thieves and raiders of the Glorantan cities and monasteries.

The Orveans never missed an opportunity to increase power, and for them every war was merely an opportunity to travel, riding the waves of troops as ‘entertainers,’ wars served to fill the churches’ coffers and fatten their numbers.


After the Luv War the Glorantan church had to reiterate it’s authority. Decommissioning all of the city militia and still active Paladin King warrior bands they created there own standing army which consists of many of those previously disbanded.


There surface motive, to make the Glorantan better organized and ready for war, but there true motive lies in the doctrine of one southern Mendicant by the name of Palisos, who created a revolt in his home town to drive out it’s Paladin ruler, Sivalis.


Sivalis did not fight his own people, saying that he would not spill a drop of blood, least he stain the clothes of any not wearing red, which is a color reserved for priests in the Glorantan state, but he asked for any who follow him to glory, and of that city twenty did. Those twenty left the city and broke off in all directions, pleading with Paladin and loyalists to leave before they could be forced to leave, and doing this for a period just under three years Sivalis raised an army of three hundred men and about six hundred women and children, the whole of which he marched south through Homesgate to bade of any attack against their flanks and he established a city state that would be, he said, like the old days, before the people left the north a democracy.


This became the Paladin City State that still exists as an independent state today.

Huldre

(a.k.a Hoardlings, Hive Folk) 


Though they are creatures of darkness, born from the Void created by the earth’s madness and corruption, the Huldre are alive. This means they will live and fight and die, must eat, drink and think and some of them are exceptional in their will- capable of controlling the hive mind.


Even some of the Sovereign, those supreme minds that control the Huldre in war and destruction are reasonable enough to understand that absolute oblivion will destroy them as well.


But still, no matter how keen, willful or good a Huldre be his instincts are all geared for destruction, and his mind always bound to the greater mind of his peoples.


Only the newest Huldre, the ones that just now arrive in the farthest south are truly beyond thought and being. They are only the locusts of the Void.

Current Affairs

Most of the Huldre who survived the wars live far south, in the place called EverHaven by those Dwarves who know of its existence. EverHaven is a small hill range, stretching across the expanse between the Great Drift and the Great Woods, and in it’s many hill faces lie the ruins of an obsidian fortress city built by exiled Dwarven kings.

It is here that the Sovereign live, those controlling minds amongst the Huldre hive mind, and from here that the Huldre make raids south into the Drift and north into the Starsteel Settlements and Morian woods.

Huldre though can be found everywhere north of Chasm short of Homesgate and the Sacred Woods. They normally live in small camps, or as mercenaries or thieves within the cities of men.

The Sea Folk fight them incessantly; keeping them well away from their lands, while the Glorantan long ago invited the trouble of the Huldre into their lives as hired mercenaries and slave labor.

Morians are more pragmatic about these creatures, killing them when found but never hunting them out, so that, in tantamount, they share the outer rim of the Great Woods with the Huldre, as they do with the Troll.

Plori’n communities will fight them outright, massing major militia offensive whenever even a few Huldre are seen, and so far the Wild Elf have kept them far from the heart of the Sacred Woods.

High Elves are less aggressive, feeling naturally superior to the Huldre they refuse to reactionary to them and they treat them with almost as much respect as they do Humans and Dwarves, which amounts to very, very little.

History


The first Huldre known to most by the misnomer “Native Huldre” are the ones most often called Hoardlings. They are small, no larger than a small child and ferocious in their character. They are mostly subterranean, preferring to live in small burrows close to the surface.


They first arrived on Simead in what is known as the First Huldre War. At the time their numbers were both immense and overwhelming, but the small, unarmed and uncreative creatures had neither the manpower nor the cunning to run a continued offensive against the Kinds of Simead. 


The second Huldre are known as “Southern Huldre” another misnomer that arises from the fact that they, like those who had been around so long to be relatively thought of as ‘native’ came from the south.


They are larger, the size of the largest men and more capable of wielding weapons and armor, and generally more independent than their smaller relatives, whom they bully and enslave.


They are the army of the Second Huldre War, a war that was longer and more traditional, and one that ended less pleasantly as the Huldre managed to create a pseudo-nation in the ashes of EverHaven.


The third type of Huldre already embedded on the continent are the Sovereign, smaller than even Hoardlings, they are normally no larger than a house cat and their heads take up an disproportionate amount of their body mass. They are the controllers if the Huldre hive mind, the true thinkers of it, and there is perhaps one Sovereign for every one hundred Native Huldre and for every fifty Southern.


Sovereign Huldre live even more deeply underground than the Natives, living so far down that they are rarely seen by any save themselves. For the most part they restrict their activities to the area around EverHaven, though there are some as far north as the Vegyte Woods.


The fourth Huldre, those outside the mind of the Sovereign are about the size of a large dog, their eyes are pitch black and they are mindless consumers. The swarm that took down most of the Thulm consisted of about ten thousand, and more can be seen crawling across the southern sea. So many indeed, that the sea appears black from them.

Stout-Roy

(a.k.a. Wood Folk, Littlings, Stouts, Rae)


The Stout-Roy are the truest children of the Wood Women, and they were birthed in their mother’s old age, and spent their early days of existing caring for her as she died. It is because of this that they have gained the love of trees and wood everywhere, so much so that it will warp out of the way before it would hurt them, and that it will mold in there hands as easily as clay molds for others.

Current Affairs


Stout-Roy have no communities of their own, they live within the confines of others societies, living wherever climate permits and where there are forests. Anywhere north of EverHaven is temperate enough, though they avoid the mountains and the Sacred Woods. There are none to be found on the coast, but with the Morians, the Plori’n, High Elves, Starsteelers, Paladin City States and Glorantan they can be found. 


Few people begrudge them. They are quiet and solid. Often they keep to themselves, living in isolated communities and regions to heavily wooded for most other races. Their houses are almost always built in the hollows of dead trees or in forest grooves well hidden from others.


They are honest, almost to a fault, and this has kept them from having to much of a reputation as sneaks or thieves, though there small size and secretive natures has lead many who do not know them to ascribe to them these characteristics.


But their solid, hard working characters, the excellence of their wood work and there appearance which bears a strong resemblance to that of a Human child has allowed them to quiet weather even the most racist times.


There lack of large isolated communities has made their society extremely family-focused, with perhaps only two or three families of Stout-Roy living within miles of any others of there Kind, and living deeply imbedded in the heartlands of other Kinds. They use their families as a safety net against feelings of isolation and the loss of Littling culture to the culture of those around them.


Stout-Roy call themselves Rae in private, thought they will use more common names in the public forums. From the wrong speaker, Littling is in insult, though it can also be a pleasant diminutive. Only the Morians and Elves call them Wood Folk, which they adore as a term of respect.

History


The Stout-Roy have little history of there own, disliking change and battle and living imbedded in the worlds of others they avoid wars and sweeping social changes. 


The northern lands now occupied by man, the regions of Gloranthalas and woods of the Morians were once Stout-Roy lands, but these invaders changed little of the population size or set up of the Stout Roy, who simple continued there lives as they had done before, tending themselves and the woods as best they could.


During the wars the Stout Roy spent their time on relief efforts, both for the woods and for the people who were dying around them, and they rarely took notice of sides. The Huldre are an exception to this, for the Stout Roy, so closely linked with Morn’l and Amna (the tree goddess and her mother, the earth), seem to have a sixth sense about the Huldre and the Void.


It is as if they can feel the Void and those that serve it, and always this ignites their ire. Throughout both Huldre war they mounted major campaigns, gathering en masse for the first time in their history to join the armies of Humans, Elves, Dwarves and others who struck out against the Huldre.


The only time in their history that the Stout-Roy greatly integrated with another kind is in the Vegyte Woods, where they live with that Plant Kind in close contact, caring for the woods together.

Sea Folk

(a.k.a. Sailor Folk, Wee Folk)

Not created of the Wood Women, but when Tydrin, Incarna of seas brought the white-dolphin onto land in order to save them from those who would see them killed, the Sea Folk have are a unique and isolated group of beings who physically appear similar to Glorantan and Brother Fish Clan North Man, for all three are the blessed of Tydrin and may bear his marks- pale skin, thin lips and dark eyes, deep black and wet-looking hair and most noticeably the cyan blue angular birth marks that flare around the eyes of all Sea Folk and some of the Human Kinds.

Current Affairs


The Sea Folk are a traditional people, who are intensely serious about the bounds that tie them to home and family, for with out these bonds this traveler society would loose itself quickly.


Sea Folk society is divided into large multiple extended family groups who are responsible for seeing that all persons born into the group, or league, is married off, fed and cared for when ill and too old to care for themselves.


Nearly all Sea Folk belong to one of six fishing leagues that are settled between the poorer, fishing leagues (of which there are dozens and all of them vary small in numbers comparatively) and the league-less farmers who live the farthest from the coast.


All Sea Folk men and some women, especially of smaller (and most often poorer) families are fishers, they spend seasonal periods in late spring and summer a drift in the ocean, net fishing in order to supply the food needed to feed their families. In addition to this, all Sea Folk have two periods in there lives in which they do nothing but wonder about, seeking for themselves meaning and purpose.


During these periods, one during puberty where the Sea Folk is alone and another during early adulthood when the Sea Folk and peers from his age group set out, the Sea Folk sails up and down the western coast until they make a decision on whether or not they wish to continue on.


Sea Folk in puberty must decide if they will marry into a new family league, stay with their parents and league and marry a prepared spouse or move on to league-less families in land and farm. All of these decisions are considered equals, but a few bold Sea Folk will try to begin there own fishing league, which is a dangerous and complicated affair that threatens to severely rattle the economy and politics of a region. Still, this is the only way for a new league to begin, and it is a respected, if also feared decision.


During the second ‘sail-about’ Sea Folk are left to decide if they are willing to take representative seats within the league and carry on the responsibilities of their fathers and mothers. They can take any position earned by the parent of the same sex, or any position once held by any member of that parents family that is not already occupied by a senior Sea Folk, but they can oust parents, grand-parents and great grand-parents and force them into a sort of political retirement.


Often these decisions are made before the sailing even begins, talked about amongst the families. So many Sea Folk use these opportunities to be wild and adventurous, but never to the point of breaking preexisting promises and family bonds.


All Sea Folk relationships are formalized by ceremony and Halia, Incarna of marriage and relationships, is a highly revered figure. Often bonds are made through magical means so that they cannot be broken even if the Sea Folk would otherwise will it, which almost never happens.


As of late the Sea Folk have gotten into to trouble with their nearest neighbors, the Gnomes of Crysanmalis, the crystal island, who have been robbed by small ships in the night.


These ships were not those of the Sea Folk, but the Gnomes have no one else to suspect.


This has not lead to out right war but the Sea Folk have no precedent for dealing with accusations, which they have mostly ignored much to the chagrin of the Gnome population.

History


The Sea Folk were once hunted by a foul aquatic races and hunters from Human Kind, back before they were people at all, back when they were a rare and sought after breed of Dolphin who skin was pure white and whose song was as haunting as that of the great whales.


When near extinction they were pitied by Halia, who saw that they would mate for life and often die in defense of their mates and young. So she went to Tydrin who, since they were creatures of the ocean, ruled over them and begged that he set them upon the land so that they could be safe.


At first Tydrin was unsure, for he did not love the beasts of land, even the ones that played in his waters, only the Human and Elf walked the land and were loved by him.


So Halia proposed that they be made like man, to better defend themselves and better exalt Tydrin, but only so long as their love for one another and love for the sea would never change.


So the two Incarna bound these things into the Sea Folk and set them upon the land, there bodies no larger than they were before but now given all the parts that Weasel had given the Wood Women.


This was late in Simead’s history, when the Glorantan had already swept down into the continent. For this reason they are a much simpler folk, often unknown to the world at large.


Even the Sea Folk themselves are mostly unaware of this history, and only the Sea Elves know it well.

Zixunu

(a.k.a. Lizard Folk, Serpent Men)


Below the Huldre strong hold of EverHaven lays a stretch of desert that cradles the Great Chasm. This desert is home to the Zixunu, beings born from the models that are not of the world of Simead.

Current Affairs


Locked in war with the Void Huldre and fighting along side their ancestral enemies, these worshipers of corruption are straining for survival as they always have.


Bred into different stocks the Zixunu have a harsh hierarchal and tribal society that lives fiercely of cannibalism, raiding and hunting. They are still hunter-gatherers, unable to farm or harvest goods they wonder about searching for land in which they can survive.


There religion is not an evil one, and they do not prey to themselves be corrupted, but they see the land in which they lived as poison that is there enemy, and those they worship are the beings who can send plague and bad tiding to there enemies, and pray that they do not come to them.


Their shamans are known as Plague Gods and they are much revered.


The most common amongst them are nearly animal in intelligence and ability, there views on religion and war are all simply based on the fact that they are controlled by a stronger ruling class and they are unable to feel anything but content in knowing that the strongest rule. 


They appear like Humans, but with broader shoulders, large, curving claws on padded hands and feet, long powerful and dexterous tails and heads that are similar to those of great monitor lizards.


After them come the Lizard Kin, who are weaker and smaller, but incredibly fast, deadly and stealthy. They appear as there larger cousins, but with elongated arms, legs and torso as well as fingers and toes that are extreme in length and griping power. There faces are extremely flat and nearly skeletal.


These Lizard Kin are accustomed to move on all fours and are the only Zixunu that are likely to be found either north or south of the deserts, where they are well accustomed to living from trees.


Not much more logical or philosophical than the Low Breed, they are exponentially more cunning and rational as well as much more capable of self-control. Often laughed at by their bigger cousins they are still highly feared by them.


And the rulers of them all are the Skyling, physically similar to the low breed but much lighter, with hollow bones and patagia wings, they are capable soarers once they are air born. Capable of larger and more abstract thinking the Skylings rule through intelligence and aerial skill, while remaining strong and fierce killers.

History

The people of Orus were mighty beyond most kinds of Simead, and the Fey were those people. Under them were the Lower Beings: the Low Breed, Lizard Kin and Skyling Zixunu, and the great Maul and all of these were slave races. Carried by the gods of corruption with the meteor that crashed from that great planet, the Zixunu and Maul were all but destroyed.


In the war that lead up to the destruction of Orus, the Zixunu and Maul, slave races, made pacts with the corruptor gods and fought against both Fey factions who wrestled for control of the planet, it was thus how they managed to travel with those Incarna when they crashed to Enerad.


Since the majority of the meteor landed in the southern ocean, the souls of those locked with in were unable to be reborn, but the large chunk that crashed into Simead and created the Great Chasm unleashed the souls that it contained and birthed forth a new kingdom of Maul and Zixunu.


The Maul survived by adapting to life in a flood plain that formed within the rift, creating a religion that centered around the animals of Orus that whose souls were also carried to this world: crocodile, serpent, cat and monitor, all of whom were protected by the gods of corruption.


But the Maul’s religion turned against the Incarna of corruption, and there priests, warrior monks, created a magic that would ward of corruption and change, but the Zixunu, who remembered not the past and the madness of the wars at the end of Orus still allowed there Plague Gods to use the Incarna in tribal wars.


This difference was allowed for some years, until the Maul bid Feirukx, Incarna of the sun to accept them as part of Enerad, and with them the beasts of Orus that had survived. Yallah bid Feirukx not to do this if it also meant accepting the Zixunu, whose worship empowered the corruption Incarna who were then still locked tight by Amna.


Learning this from Feirukx the Maul waged was on the Zixunu, driving them out of the Chasm and into the desert above, where they managed to flourish and wage war.


Later assaulted by the Morians traveling south, they managed to reclaim most of the land lost but the pocket of human civilization that remained would be their mortal enemy until these latest days.

Sprite

(a.k.a. Brownies, Cherubs, Pixies, Bogies, Fairy-Kin)


The Sprite a unique Kind in that though they are made of the Wood Women, creature of Enerad completely, they bound them selves to the Sons and Daughters of Orus, the Fey.

Current Affairs


The smallest of Kinds these creatures have managed to create societies wherever another treads, serving as the courtiers and go-betweens for Fey across Enerad. They are most prominent in Simead, where the strongest of Fey Domains stand.


There ability to see and feel Lay Lines, lines of magical energy that radiate from points of power and influence, has given them the ability to accept and bind themselves to the dictates of Fey Law, to which all Fey are intrinsically bound.


Since they can choose to abide by these laws, they can be readily accepted into Fey courts, but only some of the Sprites, the Pixie, can do such.

The Pixie, Brownie and Cherub, all of these names are interchangeable with Sprite to the majority of the population, who has only ever really seen a Brownie.

Brownies are wingless and comparatively oblivious to Lay Lines though they are rather competent alchemists and magicians. Brownies are incapable of being bound by Fey Law, and therefore can only exist on the very edge of Fey civilization, living and working mostly as independent farmers and craftsman who sometimes aide the Pixie in their duty to the Fey, who both worship.

Pixies are winged and magically powerful, serving the Fey whenever and wherever they can. They work in the Fey courts, where as Cherubs, who are larger, serve the Angelic or Demonic Fey who exist outside of Fey Law by serving either the Incarna (mostly Feirukx, Angelic Fey) or Petty Gods and Corruption Incarna (Demonic Fey).

Cherubs, like there masters, physically change, with Angelics becoming beautified and bird like, while the Demonics become bat like and twisted in appearance, while gaining claws and fangs comparable to those of most wild beasts.

The Cherub, not as stable as Pixies or the Fey, can shift between Angelic and Demonic drastically, and all are nearly schizophrenic in their ability to rapidly shift between the to sides.

Both Pixie and Cherubs (especially the later) are exceptional bowmen.

History


The Incarna that made the Sprite was Tokre, he tricked a Wood Woman into shedding her leaves like normal trees and each leaf that fell was born into a being. Those that were caught in the air were given wings, while those who fell quickly became the Brownie.


The Wood Woman wept, crying herself to death, and when her children found her fallen body they carved from her more after themselves, and all came to life. They held a wake for there mother, planting a tree where she had last lied, which they protect to this day and which stands in what is now an open plain, the only tree within sight.


From there these little creature spread across the land, living where ever they found themselves and becoming known to all the kinds of Simead and later, Enerad.


They were largely untouched by the wars, fighting as best they could but long since retired to the world of the Fey, far removed from the concerns of man. There since of Lay Lines, there understanding of how the sacred power of these sights could be used to bind the words of others and to hone the power of the Fey into distinct Domains allowed them to perceive, interact and understand the Fey as no others could.


The Fey welcomed them as both companions and servants and for most of their history they have been servants to the Fey.


When the Fey warred shortly after their landing, some broke off in service of the Incarna and petty gods, as did their Fey lords.

Dwarves


Robust and sturdy children of the Homesgate Mountains, Dwarves were the first thinking mortal creatures on Simead. There history is long and closely bound with that of their Incarna.


Once proud and noble politics and tradition have crippled this nation that may well be vital to the seemingly inescapable war with the newest of Huldre.

Current Affairs


The Dwarves of Homesgate last came to interact with the other Kinds in the days of the Second Huldre War, they stayed put during the Giant War, and much would it take to rally them from there stone halls now.


Dwarven lineage has long been traced through the women, and there queen then has always held the power to make a king, though in the annals of Dwarven history this king has always been of royal blood, a noble Dwarf rightfully wed to a noble queen, but neither the king nor queen of the Dwarves in these their darkest days in true in lineage or in station, both are commoners and usurper, and they have a king who would do nothing to save anyone but himself.


This corruption has lead the noble houses, a complex series of hierarchal roles that high-born Dwarves have occupied for ages past, to turn soft and politicking, debating, haggling and cheating so much that they are ineffective in governing the mountain city that is the home of all Dwarves.


Commoners have done much to try to settle these issues, and many have made plays for political power, forcing there way into the noble houses through marriage and deception, but most of these commoners are the equals in corruption of the noble they resent.


Still others leave, some on the hopes of finding a rumored Real King, said to long ago been lost from the city.


But the Dwarves of Homesgate are not the only Dwarves on Simead. There are also the Plori’n, or Elf Breeders, who live in the hills around the city in tandem with the Iron Elves, these two species are so interrelated that it is hard to tell the two apart, and often impossible.

History


The Dwarves were made by Thule, who took the smallest and strongest of the Wood Women and place her inside the womb of a fiery mountain. She birthed forth two sons and two daughters, who were the first dwarves.


These creatures were made to love stone and gold, gems and metals of all kinds, blessed by Thule’s son Thekre and weary against his younger son Tokre, they came in two kinds: Those of golden hair and those of black.


And it was decided in a civil war older than tales that the gold Dwarves should lead but only if they would also protect the black as they did the work that must be done. No taxes would be levied, but all workers would tribute their king as long as he stayed good and true, and he did so for generations, through one Huldre war and all the wars of men, and even when the Dwarves and Elves came into conflict.


But, more recently, just before the Second Huldre War, a man was made king of the Dwarves in secret, his place unknown because his own wife had been switched with the daughter of a jealous aunt and made queen.


This jealous and petty queen chose a common Dwarf for her husband, a man that had made his wealth by forbidden if not out right illegal trade with the shunned Plori’n, who he exploited just as he would later exploit the mass of the Dwarven peoples.


The true king still knew though, his station brought to life through the once stifled lips of the previous queen, his wife’s mother, who had been held in fear of death and was not driven to confession until she saw the evils of the husband of her niece, the false king.


The former queen, old and sick at any rate was poisoned and the death blamed on the illnesses of old age, but the young dwarf and true king could not be eliminated in the atmosphere of political dissidence that had arisen from the enthroning of a commoner king and the questionable death of an elder queen, so that true king was instead exiled, taking with him what followers he could.


He trekked to the hill range just north of the Drift Desert, to a place he would slowly forge into a kingdom he hoped could be haven for all true and honorable Dwarves, this place would be EverHaven, and he it’s king, but the homes he carved from those obsidian-filed hills would not long stand.


No, the young and unfortified was all but eradicated by the armies of Huldre that swarmed from the south during the second Huldre War.


Through the lives of two more kings the Dwarves continued to deteriorate, with few conscious of why or how horribly things were going wrong. 

Troll

(a.k.a. Beastlings, Furies)


Small and furred, these sharp-toothed carnivores have a reputation far worse than they deserve. They come in two forms: the normal Troll, furred and slightly animal but very much self-aware, and the Wyldling, born into Troll families and cast out of the villages, there madness is something that they cannot control. Berserkers one and all, the Wyldling are in part responsible for why the Troll or so ill-regarded.

Current Affairs


The Troll population is almost entirely limited to villages south of the Morian woods, where they live part agricultural and part hunter-gatherer lives by taking advantage of whatever the woods may provide.


Villages are small and nearly close in location, since farming is a secondary resource and the Troll are so small (about the size of a Human child at the age of eight or nine) there is plenty of available farmland.


Leadership is left in the hands of shaman like magicians, master of both Art and Craft that will often hide the Trolls from the eyes of Morians trying to seek them out for extermination.


The Morians and many others loathe the Troll. This is in part because of there appearance, which is animalistic, in part because the few Troll to travel far and wide are likely to be the berserker Wyldlings, and in part because the Troll, without the fur, carry a strong, if purely cosmetic, resemblance to the Huldre.


This is not to say the Troll are innocents, they have long survived bad seasons by stealing into the Morian’s villages at night and procuring what they need through theft.


But inside there own communities Troll or loathe of violence and theft, as well as any form of disrespect. Any that are accepted as part of the community are treated with gentility and kindness whenever possible, and there living is quite simple and communistic.

History


The Troll are a cursed race, carved of the Wood Women by Morn’l, so that they could be for her what the Dwarf had been for Thule and Thekre, and the Elf had been for her mother, Amna, and Yallah, she made them to be farmers.


But they took after their older maker, that True King that had carved the Wood Women and lived like beasts and like weasels most of all.


For this Morn’l cursed them, making them all the Wyldling and in the earliest years of Simead they scoured the land in their rages, but Morn’l did come to them with pity, and separate from two all the wild parts and put that wild in a third, and she did teach these two had to farm and gatherer, and made them a small piece of ripe and fertile land that could be home to them and all there kind, but they were bade to forever look after there wild brother, who she could not destroy.


Morn’l did this with all the Troll, and brought them to the first two and said, “Learn, for I have shown them a good life,” and the Troll did follow, but they cast out there wild brother, sending him to scourge the world once again, and to wander without love so that his anger would not but grow, and for this Morn’l cursed them again, making it so that as long as they denied there brother all the world would see only his faults and none of the good the Troll had done.


So the Troll lived in secrecy and thought of all others as there enemy, and stayed hid well from the eyes of other Kinds, but they have yet to change their ways.

Elf

(a.k.a. Amna’s Kind, Yallah’s Favored, Earthen Folk)

The Elves are a diverse and pivotal race in the lives of all creatures of Enerad. In more direct contact with the Incarna than nearly all other Kinds, the Elf’s role in history is a special and powerful one.

Current Affairs


The diversity of the Elven Kind is immense; in all there are ten distinct lines of elves that inhabit Simead.


First amongst these in the minds of most are the active and open High Elves, who patrol their lands with a breed of judicial militarism that has lead them to have a reputation that is well respected by nearly everyone.


With there own kind they are fair and democratic, a peaceful if prejudiced nation that maintains it’s small numbers and slow paced life with near perfection.


Near them, but often confused with the Dwarf are the Iron Elves who live in tandem with the Plori’n building, mining and farming in their rural hill communities, nominally ruled over by both the High Elves and the Dwarves, but truly an independent state run by local magistrates.


The Blue Elf, or more appropriately, what remains of them, are much like their High Elf cousins, but fiercer and more honor bound, and the navy hue of their skin, as well as their dark reputation leaves them vulnerable to racism and mistreatment.

The Blue Elf have no lands of their own and live on the periphery of Glorantan, High Elf and Dark Elf societies.

The Green Elves live only in the heaviest woods of Sacrocedda, and are a wild and unruly bunch, but they are sometimes found on Simead, a perfect foil for the civilized and restrained Blue Elf. There skin is sea green and often nearly gray.


Rarer still, the White Elf are quiet, peaceful and almost supernatural in their since of calm and peace. They are nearly all saintly in their character, and this has left them all but extinct, for rarely have they fought to defend themselves.


The rest of Elf Kind begrudgingly respects them, except by the Grey Elves who adore them.


Next the subterranean Mushroom Elf, obsessed with poison, death and metamorphosis instills fear in all of those who know of them, they live in armies beneath the earth and have many of the features of the plants whose name they share.


But, two kinds are elusive, never leaving the small track of land that makes up the woods that are sacred to all Elves, the place where they were pulled from the ground by Amna, The Sacred Woods.


The first is the Wild Elves, animistic warriors who protect their sacred lands fiercely from the encroach of other Kinds, always serving as protector to the Earth Elves who are the only Elves still made true. 


And then there are the Earth Elves themselves, aging backwards they live in communion with nature, dispensing wisdom to all Elves who seek it they shun the modern, material world and live as one with nature.


And finally, those Elves who have left the world to go to Tydrin, as many Elves do as age threatens to steal there lives, have become Sea Elves, who live much like High Elves but deep beneath the waves.

History


The Elves were created by Amna in The Sacred Woods, born fully grown and aging backwards into infancy, so that at the height of both wisdom and ability there bodies would be young and vibrant, but this way of life did not last, as the curious Elves moved out into the world, they encountered dissident Dwarves, living in the hills outside of Homesgate, and from them they learned to breed.


That first generation of Elves born as babies were split, some taken by their Elven parents and reared in the periphery of the woods, while some were left with the Dwarves, but none went back to The Sacred Woods, for all were ashamed of what they had done.


Those that were raised with the Dwarves became like them, and thus the Iron Elves were born, while those that were raised near the Sacred Wood split into to distinct camps, one lead by a proud Elf who insisted that the Sacred Life was not for all and that Amna wished that the Elves would propagate themselves.


These two factions split without battle, for this was in the days before killing and death… in the days before Lunaldia went mad.


Those that returned to The Sacred Woods returned as guardians to the Earth Elves and rejected nearly all they had been taught by the Dwarves, while the remaining faction became the High Elf, taking what they had learned and making it distinctively Elven, and the two races perpetuated themselves.


But death from old age came to these eventually, and those that lived with the Dwarves had those Dwarves to help them through the process, but those who became the Wild Elf and the High Elf had no such protection, and the shock of death nearly drove them mad, but on the bidding of Yallah, Tydrin offered them new lives within the sea (where the Times are less powerful), if they would but leave the surface world and worship him. To this day elder elves will often go to be born anew beneath the waves, though the Sea Elf have long bred true amongst themselves.


But later came Lunaldia’s madness, and the invention of the blade, who the elves shun more than all others, and Lunaldia’s jealousy and hatred for Amna lead her to coerce Amna’s children with the gift of the sword, and the Elves were the first mortals to implement the only tool that had no purpose but the death of men.


Through dark rituals these sword wielders became Dark Elves, creatures who perpetuated madness and death in the name of the darkling moon.


These Dark Elves waged war with their kin, who fought back and drove many of the Dark Elves to Sacrocedda’s southern shores. It was there that the Dark Elf first settled and began to breed amongst themselves, but their children were not Dark Elf, but corruptions of their dark mother’s original stock. The High Elves were born Blue, the Wild born Green, the Grey and Sea were born White and the rare few Earth Elves that had succumbed to the ritual birthed forth the Mushroom Elf.


These dark-born races were the propagators of the Elf Wars, first enslaving Sacrocedda and then Simead, eventually toppled by a group of pirate heroes, these dark born Elves were all but destroyed, though the White Elf never joined in the warfare.


Later, during the Second Huldre War, the Elves were one of the first to fight. When the Huldre encroached on the edge of the Sacred Woods, cutting in through the lands of the Morians, the bravery of a single Elf, a High Elf named Arin Desinalon would change history.


Tying himself to a sacred tree, he fought, legs pinned for days so that the Earth Elves would not have to be sullied by fighting. His nobility moved Lunis to action, the guardian moon saw in him a kindred soul, and with the help of Yallah they made him Incarna, and blessed the tree that he did defend so that as long as it stood no harm could come to the Elven peoples.


Arin became the Incarna of loyalty and mercy, a hater of war but patron of soldiers that fought so that others would not have too.

Gnome


Very much like the Dwarf from which they were born, the Gnome are more thoughtful and less political, they are fascination and specialization.

Current Affairs

History

Half Men

(a.k.a. Splitlings, Halflings)

Pan, Terran, Harpy, Avian, Triton, Aquan, these are the Half Man. Rare beings who call themselves masters of the all worlds, there are lesser and greater amongst them. They are Wood Women blessed with the form of Beasts, carved from Weasel’s creation by other True Kings, Goat, Wren and Salmon, all helped by the wily hands of Rat.

Current Affairs


Pan, Harpy and Triton are Kinds like all others, populations that live and breed, though who do so rarely. They are all mono-sexual, able to procreate their own Kind with the seed of another, or to create in the bodies of others after themselves (as is the case with the only all male Half Men, the Pan).


Their low numbers and mono-sexuality has given strange and weary reputations with other races that leaves them isolated and singular. They live wherever they are near enough civilization to find a mate but far enough away to hide if need be.


There are Changelings amongst them, and some of their children are born as members of the other Kind involved, and a rare few are born as Lords of a Sphere, Terran, Avian or Aquan.


These beings are born in cycles, first Aquan than Avian than Terran and back around, as each generation dies the next is born to the next kind, Aquans born to Tritons, Avians to Harpy and Terrans to Pans within the right generation.


These later beings are amazing in their mastery of a singular form of motion: Terrans running, Avians flying and Aquans swimming. They can each do these things with supernatural ability, and for that they are highly regarded and highly prized.

History


Half Men are rare and often isolated from the rest of the world, but they are active whenever they can be, helping a pushing forward history on the periphery of nearly every society. To most though, they are myths.


Though vastly interconnected the Sub-Kinds of Half Men rarely interact, but something about the shared history of there three progenitor Wood Women has lead them to be very interconnected, sometimes even birthing members of the other Sub-Kinds.


Currently, Pan are by far the most common of Half Men, but in the not to distant past, during the First Elf War this was not the case, most, if not nearly all Half Men were Tritons, but some of the flow that links them caused a mass migration, where Triton became Pan and surged up Simead’s northern coast. This change is rumored to be starting again, this time with the Pan taking to the air. The reasons for these changes are not understood by any on Simead.  
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