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In this book...
You will find the culture and history of the 

Kingdom of Scaria, one of the most improbable 
nations to exist on this or any other world. All the 
accumulated lore of Quest Nights past makes the 

land of Scaria a rich place to explore.

Those who do not study history are doomed... 
to become history!

The Kingdom of Scaria

On The Cover: The Coat of Arms of the Kingdom of Scaria, whose blazonry is as follows:

A pentagonal escutcheon, quarterly, 1st and 4th, Azure the Scaria crown of state Or; 2nd 
and 3rd, Argent an ankh of the Pantheon Sable; all within fimbriated Azure. Mantled Azure 
doubled Argent. Above, a wreath of the colors surmounted by a dragon passant guardant 
counterchanged Or, its eye Gules. Below, on a scroll of Or, inscribed a motto Sable in Vinque 
font: Virtuti Sustinet (aka Valor Sustains).

A Home for Heroes

 The kingdom’s motto: Valor sustains. 

Plagues and famines? It 
shrugs 

these off. In
vasions, both mortal and 

extraplanar? It r
epels them. How? 

Heroes. Scaria is home to more Heroes 

per capita than any other place in the 

multiverse. With a superb system of 

schools for training Heroic children 

and a well-worshiped Pantheon looking 

out for it, Scaria has become one of the 

fixed constants of reality. Although its 

enemies test it o
ften, Scaria endures. 

Come learn more about this remarkable 

kingdom and its p
eople.
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The Geography

Where is Scaria?
Scaria exists on one of the continents of World. Accurate maps of World are hard to come by 
as none of the seafaring and skyfaring civilizations are truly global, and piecing together their 
maps is more art than science. To make matters worse, the continents of World have been 
known to shift substantially during various magical calamities. At this time, Scaria appears to 
be relatively temperate with frequent rainstorms, often quite severe in springtime.

The Crown and seat of government of Scaria is in Nikya, but the once-small hamlet of Haven 
has become the center of commerce and industry. Haven is the site of the major temples of 
the Sun and Moon. The city is also home to the majority of Scaria’s Heroes.
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The History
Founding The Nation

Two thousand years ago, orcs controlled 
these lands. It wasn’t a nation. Orcish tribes 
built no cities, raised no monuments, and 
left no chronicles. Their art was the art of 
war, which they practiced aggressively on 
each other and neighboring lands.

And then, one winter day, they left. Like 
flocking birds moving together, the orcs 
packed their camps and abandoned the 
watchtowers built along their borders. 
They all marched south to the sea. Legend 
says that they stood there silent, the whole 
nation, for a night. At dawn, they walked 
into the sea, and all of them drowned. A 
few orcs — very few — stayed behind, and it is 
from their descendants that we get this tale. 

Their abandoned lands, lush and easily-
defended, did not lie vacant long. The 
Thousand Human Tribes came from all 
around World, some by land, some by 
sea, and three, it is said, by air, though 
none today can say how that was done. 
They spoke a thousand languages, and 
each claimed this land as their own. Yet 
resources were plentiful, so although the 
tribes sparred for pride of place, they never 
engaged in all-out war.

After a century, the tribes had formed a 
rough pecking order and established some 
basis for trade. Their simple lives were 
disrupted when...

... The Falling Star struck the land. The blast 
leveled northern forests and created the 
crater that today is Lake Crippen. It sparked 
fear among the people as rampant as the 
fires it sparked on the dry summer plains. 
Someone said that the Pantheon had thrown 
down a star to punish the people. But 

punish them for what? Gossip and mistrust 
pushed the tribes engage in what became 
known as the Appeasement War — a war to 
kill those who offended the Powers and so 
avoid further punishments.

But one tribe held Ogden as its patron 
deity, and Ogden demands all unknowns be 
explored. The Cleric Kimmerlyn said to her 
tribe, “It is mere hearsay that the impact was 
a star. Whatever it is may not be sent by the 
Powers at all. Crusader Gared and I will lead 
us on an expedition to find a better, more 
true explanation.” So, the tribe eschewed 
war and traveled instead into the crater. 
There they found a wounded dragon, one so 
immense that, legend says, his tail was still 
falling in a coil around him weeks after his 
body hit the ground. The dragon said, “I am 
The Oracle of Scaria.”  
“Where is Scaria?” Gared asked. 
“It will be here, if you agree.”

The great beast’s voice rumbled the earth: 
“I will never fly again. I am too old to heal 
injuries so severe. My golden hide is of great 
value. Grounded, I will be forever fighting 
off attacks. So, I will offer you a trade. If 
you agree to protect me, I will trade you 
my oracular visions, and you will become a 
great nation, known throughout World.”

Gared’s tribe joined the war. Armed with 
the foresight of the dragon, they took 
many opponents by surprise, and so they 
were able to demand surrender without 
killing anyone. In less than a year, all of the 
Thousand Tribes pledged fealty to the one 
tribe. On the spring 
equinox, Scaria was 
founded. The reign of 
Queen Kimmerlyn and 
King Gared began.

* SF = Scaria Founding. Dates begin with 0 SF, the year containing the spring equinox of 
Scaria’s beginning. Dates before that use negative numbers, i.e., the Falling Star hit in -2 SF.
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The History The History
Time Line of Major Incidents

When dragons can lay waste to entire landscapes in a day and mages can level mountains in a 
moment, nation states have very little stability. The histories of most nations are measured in 
decades or centuries. Scaria is almost to its second millennium! Below are some of the major 
milestones of its existence to date. Color changes separate centuries. Scaria uses “SF” for its 
dates, meaning “Scaria Founding”.

Year(s) Events
-100ish Scaria lands first settled by humans after the sudden abdication of the orcs.
-2 The Falling Star impacts lands of Scaria.
-1 Ongoing turmoil from “Falling Star.” Discovery of the Oracle crash landing.
0 Founding of Scaria (see previous page). Reign of Queen Kimmerlyn & King Gared.
199 Clerics publish first complete “Laity Guide to Worshiping Our Pantheon”.
200 The Great Blizzard: Snow begins in January, continues nonstop until August!
201 The Epic Flood: Scaria under water for most of the year.
202 Clerics reclassify Lluviad as “major” deity. She accepts their apology.
357-359 The First Goblin War.
410 Scarian Calendar standardized. Year Zero proclaimed by royal fiat to settle 

disputes among various academics and merchant guilds.
500 The Royal Line of succession broken when Queen Sylvan dies after Prince Ramos' 

untimely death; King Leopold chosen from among Scaria knights.
501 Rise of the Seven False Kings, each claiming to be the True Heir resurrected.
502 The True Heir, Prince Ramos, found alive but imprisoned — by King Leopold. 

Leopold deposed; Reign of King Ramos begins
652-654 Magic failure: Largest anti-magic spell ever causes crises globally.
759-761 The First Shadow Crisis
763 Destruction of Grand Library of Scaria by fire
780 Kingdom of Lassadar founded to north of Scaria
836-838 The Lithoplague Years: infected persons slowly turned to living stone
995-997 The Amnesia Years. No records exist. Records in 998 SF indicate complete 

amnesia by entire Scaria populace of those three years. People awoke in 998 and 
realized everyone was three years older than they remembered. Cause remains 
unexplained to this day. “Hope we had fun.” — King Phillip of Scaria

1000 Scaria Millennial Celebration: Construction of Haven’s Temple of the Moon
1195 Battlemage Alathay born
1215 Second Goblin War begins with surprise goblin raid from the western mountains
1216 Second Goblin War continues. Goblin victory on the Degraffereichen Plains.
1217 Second Goblin War decisively won by Alathay’s new “Battlemage Fireball” spell
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Year(s) Events
1235 Dwarf/Elf conflict spills into Scaria
1236 Scaria sides with elves after dwarven “scorched ground” campaign manifests a 

volcano near Scaria capital of Nikya.
1237 Alathay intervenes to prevent Scarian Army from committing genocide against 

dwarves; The Three Races Treaty, negotiated by Alathay, concludes the war; 
Scarian Queen Dris pardons Alathay for protecting dwarven civilians.

1260 Battlemage Alathay begins her first “long sleep”
1365 First Alathay Awakening: The Merfolk War begins with blockade of Scaria ports.
1366 Over 200 sailors drown in one day at the tragic Battle of Hawlin Bay.
1367 Alathay organizes first Scaria Navy; forces Treaty Of Hawlin Bay with merfolk.
1412 First recorded reference to “The White Fox of Scaria” in any records, though it is 

clear from that reference (in a royal decree thanking the Fox for assistance) that 
the White Fox as an entity had existed for some time prior to this. It is unclear 
how many White Foxes had existed before this date  (averaging the best estimates 
of modern Fox tenure suggest this was at least the second Fox, possibly third).

1487 Lassadar Invades Scaria; Second Alathay Awakening to fight Lassadar invaders.
1488 Lassadar War continues; Scaria capital relocated temporarily to Athynog.
1489 Lassadar War ends when Lassadar's people depose their ruler, King Gregor Iljesk. 

Alathay returns to long sleep.
1495 Scaria formally claims the lands of Lassadar for its own.
1533-1535 1533 Third Alathay Awakening: The Buffington Insurrection
1681 Alchemist Erazmus born
1701 Reign of King Evan begins
1706 “Insight Of Erazmus” published, revolutionizing understanding of elemental 

forces and their relationship to magical spells. Erazmus' work leads directly to the 
modern spell categorization and apprentice teaching systems used today. 

1735 First reports of Cult of the Black Blood
1741 Lich King War begins with Prince Eldan's betrayal of Scaria 
1742 Lich King War continues; Scarian Oracle dies of natural causes.
1743 The Lich King defeated; King Evan dies; Queen Anne ascends throne
1763 The Elemental Revolt (First Planar Invasion)
1764 The Second Shadow Crisis (Second Planar Invasion) ends with intervention of 

Alchemist Erazmus.
1765 The Wyld Fairy Dance (Third Planar Invasion)
1785 Orcs return to Scaria seeking aid; skirmishes with Hasok on Scaria north border
1786 PRESENT DAY: Orc truce; exploration of the Verdant Lands; Hasok still problem

The History
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Celestia, Moon Goddess: 
The oldest temple in Haven 
honors the first protector 
of Scaria. The Moon 
has guarded heroes for 
centuries. In recent ages, 
the goddess Ascendia, the 
Lady of Drama, frequently 
manifests in the temple.

The Culture
Symbols of Scaria and Haven

Here are some of the symbols that you may 
encounter in Scaria, particularly in the city 
of Haven.

Clerics’ Wheel: Each of the four factions of 
the Pantheon has an astronomical symbol 
and an associated totem animal (long 
thought to all be birds, but recent science 
suggests Dusk’s bat may be unrelated).

Dusk

Dark

Dawn

Day
Mage Flame: The mark 
of the Lyceum Wizardry. 
Originally used by its 
students and graduates 
exclusively, now used by 
all mages in Scaria.

Rogue Mark: The 
formal logo of Haven’s 
Rogue Guild. Rumor 
says subtle changes to 
the Mark are used to 
pass messages between 
Rogues and Shadows.

Warrior Arms: The 
fighters of Scaria display 
the sword-and-shield 
symbol to promote 
camaraderie in their 
common defense of the 
realm.

Ankh of the Pantheon: 
The symbol of all the Deities 
of Scaria. Used as a holy 
symbol by any cleric to 
drive away the undead or to 
provide blessings/smitings 
as necessary.

Royal Diadem of 
Scaria: The official 
crown of the king 
or queen. Infused 
with gold dragon 
blood, the crown is virtually indestructible.

Evil Ankh: Clerics 
opposed to Scaria of 
recent years have used 
the inverted ankh to 
celebrate their goal of 
destroying the nation 
and finally conquering 
Scaria’s heroes.
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DayDusk The  Cycle    Of  The  Sky

Death

3
am

9am

3
pm

9pm

Dreamweaver

The
Hunter

The Honorable
Pravda

Celestia, Moon
Goddess

Ascendia, Goddess
of Levels & Drama

Dark

The
Guard

The Masked
Thief

Order
Courage
Civility
Growth
Labor
Strife
Light
Wealth

Ladylord Change
(Name varies frequently)

Micro, Lord
of Plague

Gwenlia,
The Comedian

Maestro: 
Music & Mercy

Brogde, The Scientist

Lluviad,
The Windwright

Ogden, The Explorer

Debria,
Red Lady of

Bloody Tragedy
Historia, The
Chronicler

Usas, She Who
Lights The Day
Usas, She Who
Lights The Day

Strif
e R

uin
make

r

Inari,
Order

Rykgee,
Wealth

Jaek,
Civility

Nassus,
Courage

Kym,
Growth

Erg,
Labor

Dawn
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MAESTRO, LORD OF MUSIC & MERCY: He 
plays his tunes to soften the hearts. It is said 
that He that is the REAL balance for the 
scales of Pravda’s justice.

MICRO, LORD OF PLAGUE: The black star. 
He is the patron of tiny life forms. He does 
not hate humanity — he simply loves the 
little things more. He sees that the world 
inside the alchemist’s microscope is as well 
cared for as the world outside it. 

Deities of Dark
Dark is not evil, as some among the Day 
clergy would have you believe. Dark, like 
all times, has its good and its bad. But 
Dark is the time of secrets, both kept and 
discovered, both the dishonor of the thief 
and the honor of the guard. The Deities 
of Dark have names, but no mortal knows 
them. They are known only by their titles.

DEATH: Alone in the sky, high at 2am. 
Death is supposedly the power that chose 
the location for World and convinced the 
others to work together. Ne is given primacy 
in the sky... either out of respect for Nir 
position or fear of Nir power. Death never 
directly addresses living clerics.

DREAMWEAVER: He is in charge of all the 
things that are not part of the world, the 
ideas that the Powers did not allow into 
the world. But the tales He tells inspire the 

The Pantheon
The Orders Of The Hours

The Pantheon of World is organized by hours, with different powers ascendant at different 
times. The Powers divide into four groups: Dawn, Day, Dusk, and Dark. Most people refer 
to “one day” meaning all 24 hours, but that’s a touchy subject around the Deities of Dark, 
so many clerics will refer to “the orders of the hours” or “the cycle of the sky” or other 
euphemism. In each division, there are kind deities and cruel deities, but each one cares for 
the world (and Scaria) in nir* own way — after all, they worked together to create it. The 
names here are the names used by most humans and dwarves, regardless of spoken language.

Deities of Dusk
The Dusky Powers enjoy helping humanity, 
but they get distracted. Dusk is a muddled 
time. They love art, beauty, and creativity 
(sometimes more than human well-being). 
Beware of being swept up in their stories!

CELESTIA, MOON GODDESS: The original 
Lady of the Night — be careful that you say 
that phrase with reverence! She watches 
over the evening Powers and is definitely 
the most benevolent of the entire Pantheon. 
Encourages healing skills.

DEBRIA, RED LADY OF BLOODY TRAGEDY: 
Three red stars are her sign: blood to be 
shed, blood falling, and blood spilled. The 
love triangle, the unstable shifting alliances. 
She delights in all the gory details.

GWENLIA, THE COMEDIAN: Why did She 
choose a tree for Her constellation? “It’s 
where limericks come from,” She said. It 
took ages for the other Powers to realize... 
it’s a poe-tree. Gwenlia is still laughing.

HISTORIA, THE CHRONICLER: Record 
keeper of the deities, the ultimate impartial 
reporter. A close friend of Pravda and The 
Guard and all the powers of Day.

ASCENDIA, LADY OF LEVELS: She rewards 
effort, granting new powers to Heroes and 
Villains alike in an effort to bring increasing 
drama to the world.

ne = he/she 
nem = him/her 

* For entities without gender or where gender is unknown, the following conventions are used:
nir = his/hers 
nemself = himself/herself
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know better: Weather can be predicted... 
and even adjusted if a cleric asks properly.

THE HONORABLE PRAVDA: The Scale 
Balancer seeks justice for all. Ne brings 
revenge to those who deserve it, reversal 
of fortune to those who have earned it, 
and a new beginning for those trapped by 
circumstances beyond their control.

Deities of Day
Day is the time of work, of exertion. It is 
the time of creative thinking. It is when 
we build! Day is order and planning. Eight 
powers rule the daytime sky, but one is so 
dominant that the others are rarely seen. 
The military precision of Day’s sky is visible 
during a solar eclipse.

USAS, SHE WHO LIGHTS THE DAY: 
The Lady dominates the other Day powers. 
She is light and life. She is terribly vain. A 
major punishment of Day clerics is to be 
forced to burn out their sight staring at 
her beauty. Perhaps disingenuously, She 
preaches equality, and sets Herself equal to 
the other Day powers. She can hardly help if 
they cannot compete with her beauty. 

STRIFE RUINMAKER: Strife is alone among 
the Day powers. The others say Strife is 
dedicated to wrecking not building. Master 
Strife disagrees. He enjoys construction. He 
simply likes to construct ruins, graveyards, 
and wastelands. A different aesthetic sense!

THE SIX SIBLINGS: Each rules a single 
hour of Day, and while they have their own 
agendas, they are united in hunting Strife 
and limiting His efforts. In order of rising, 
they are: Inari (Order), Jaek (Civility), Kym 
(Growth), Erg (Labor), Rykgee (Wealth), and 
Nassus (Courage).

The Pantheon The Pantheon
world to evolve and let new ideas in.

THE GUARD & THE THIEF & THE HUNTER: 
The stars of these three play a game each 
night: The Guard rises to protect the sky. 
The Thief steals the position. Then The 
Hunter tracks The Thief. The game reflects 
their roles in governance of World.

Deities of Dawn
Dawn is about new starts, hope, justice 
for those long in darkness, and change. 
You may be tempted to see these as “good” 
powers — they are the least likely to see 
humans as toys. But the changes they bring 
are disruptive and often dangerous. Deities 
of Dawn are implacable. Beware.

CHANGE: The Ladylord of Change is the 
archpower of Dawn. Herhis “clouds beyond 
the sky” rise each evening, shifting colors 
over years. Heshe chooses a different name 
when the whim strikes. A literalist when 
granting prayers, Heshe never grants the 
same prayer twice. Ever.

BROGDE, THE SCIENTIST: Often it is Brogde 
who turns the Dreamweaver’s stories into 
reality. Praying to Her for a new solution 
is guaranteed to work, but safety is not 
guaranteed. Goddess of forge, alchemy, etc.

OGDEN, THE EXPLORER: Patron of 
mapmakers, painters, tinkerers, and 
wanderers. His constellation highlights 
the path not taken. Pay no attention to 
the fact that His path of stars leads toward 
Death. His partner is Brogde. The two are 
nicknamed “Practice” and “Theory.”

LLUVIAD, THE WINDWWRIGHT: Drought 
or deluge? Heat or chill? Lluviad has a 
plan, but it is of such complexity that most 
humans treat Her as random. Dawn clerics 
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In the time before World, time and distance 
could not be measured. Light and substance 
fluxed and swirled about as they wished. 
Everything was everywhere, unfixed, and 
nothing was the same for longer than a 
thought. Without a reference point, no one 
could say where or when anything existed.

Amid the swirl and flux dwelled the beings 
who would become our Pantheon. They 
danced and mingled with everything else, 
ever changing, until one moment when the 
one called Dreamweaver had a new idea.

Dreamweaver spoke His idea unto the Eldest 
Power: “Consider: a definite place.”

The Eldest Power replied: “Intriguing.”

Inspired, Eldest chose a point at random and 
said to everything at that point: “Begone.” 
Everything fled. In this way, Ne  created a 
void within the everything. Ne enlarged the 
void until it was infinite in three dimensions 
and wiped clean of both history and future. 
Thus did Eldest establish a place amid the 
swirl and flux of everything, a place distinct 
from every place else. 

But Eldest only made the void to have 
height, width, depth, and duration. In all the 
other impossible directions, it remained just 
a point. And in those impossible directions, 
Eldest built the Veil: a wall to keep 
everything out. Beyond the Veil, everything 
continued its chaotic dance. But now that 
dance had a reference point: a definite 
place. And so order propagated – just a bit – 
at the edges of the void.

Dreamweaver and Eldest stepped into the 
void and dwelt in silence for a time, 
enjoying the peace of nothing. 

Making of World

        
At length, Dreamweaver broke His silence 
and began to speak of things that might be. 
The other Deities approached the edge of 
the void to listen as He described the idea of 
“World”: a place where swirl and flux were 
governed by rules, where patterns could 
linger longer than a thought.

Brogde, our Goddess of Science, called to 
Dreamweaver: “We have heard your stories. 
We believe we can make them real.”

Her partner, Ogden, Patron of Explorers, 
added, “But we need a definite place to build 
this World of rules. May we build it in Your 
void?”

Dreamweaver looked questioningly to 
Eldest.

Eldest nodded. “So long as there is still 
plenty of space.”

Brogde smiled. “We can make that the First 
Rule.”

Eldest gestured in approval. “So moot it.” 
        
The Pantheon of Powers planned out World. 
They needed substance and light for Their 
project, so They summoned the Five 
Elementals gathered at the void’s edge . The 
God Jaek, known for his manners and 
inviting style, spoke for the Pantheon. Jaek 
said to the Five: “We wish to create within 
the void a place of rules and limits, a place 
where swirl and flux follow patterns not 
whims. Will you please join?”

Earth said: We are weary of dancing. 
May We rest within your space?

“You may.”

As revealed to the clerics of Scaria by various Deities of the Pantheon
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Making of World
Then We will join.

And Water said: We are weary of dancing, but 
not so weary as Earth. May We sometimes flow 
but sometimes freeze within your space?

“You may.”

Then We will join.

And Air said: We are weary of dancing, but not so 
weary as Water. Within your space, may We dance 
sometimes vigorously but sometimes only gently?

“You may.”

Then We will join.

And Fire said: We never tire of the wild 
dance. And yet, We are intrigued by this 
project. We will abide your rules so long as 
they provide for intervals wherein We may 
dance unconstrained. Will you promise us 
that?

“We will.”

Then We will join.

And Plasma said: Damn your rules, and 
damn your void. We will not be bound! 
        
Plasma* leapt into the void using a hole in 
the Veil created when Dreamweaver and 
Eldest first entered. The Pantheon pursued. 
Plasma sundered Themselves, and the pieces 
dodged and danced, as was Their wont. But 
the void provided no hiding spaces, and 
soon the Powers had captured all the shards 
of Plasma. Valiant Usas captured more than 
the others, by far. She showed her trove of 
prisoners to the others. “What shall we do 
with Them?” 

The Eldest raged. “They sought to disrupt my 
void. Simple expulsion is not punishment 
enough.”

Pravda mused, “Let us forge Plasma into 
bodies for Ourselves in this new space. They 
sought to subvert Our will, so now let Them 
become the instruments by which World is 
built.”

So all the Pantheon members knotted 
Plasma together and created the stars as 
bodies for Themselves: some a single star, 
others a constellation...

... all except Celestia. Slower than Her peers, 
She knew she could not chase down the 
shards, so she had stayed behind to close the 
hole in the Veil. She had caught not a single 
shard of Plasma but was too ashamed to ask 
the others to share. Only after the bodies 
were made did the others notice She had no 
form to wear. 

Pravda was dismayed at this imbalance. 
“Celestia did her part by closing the hole in 
the Veil. She has earned a place among us. 
It is not right that She lacks a body merely 
because her talents lie elsewhere.”

Usas cried, “Oh, Sister, if only you had 
asked! I had more than enough for two, and 
you deserve a form as lovely as the rest of us. 
What shall We do?”

Then Earth spoke: We volunteer to 
provide a body for Celestia, for 
She did often dance with us among 
the swirl and flux. Now We wish to 
rest, and She is slow, like us. We 
will be a beautiful body for Her. 
We only regret that we have no 
light to give Her.

Usas said, “I have plenty of light. Sister, 
stand across from me so I can illuminate 
your earthen body.”

“Thank you, Usas. Thank you, Earth.” Saying 

* The Elementals beyond the Veil tell a very different story. They claim three Elements were tricked 
into slavery, and Fire was conquered and bound against Their will. Only Plasma remained free 
and tried to liberate the Others. The Pantheon forced Plasma to serve, and today They chafe daily 
chained to the stars of the Pantheon. Whose version is correct? No mortal can say.
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this, the Celestia donned her lunar form and 
took up her place across from Usas. 
        
The preparations were now complete. It was 
time to begin the building. Brogde 
summoned the Four Lawful Elements to a 
point in between Usas and Celestia. “I have a 
theory that suggests here would be an 
optimal location for World.”

Ogden looked across the black void and 
asked, “Will we build just one World? That 
seems like an awful waste of space.”

The Eldest rebuked Him: “Space is never 
wasted.” Nir tone brooked no argument.

And still Ogden, who alone had no fear of 
The Eldest Power, argued. “But–”

Eldest stopped Him: “You tempt me to expel 
you from MY void.”

Jaek intervened. “A compromise perhaps? 
Let us make a rule that we may build several 
Worlds, but only out to the limits of Usas’ 
light. That will give us plenty of room to 
experiment yet leave the void mostly empty 
as required by the First Law.”

The Eldest assented, and Ogden agreed. So 
the Pantheon crafted four Worlds. Close to 
Usas, They crafted a World mostly of Fire. 
Further out, they crafted a World mostly 
of Earth. Further out again, they crafted a 
massive World of mostly Air. And at the 
limits of Usas’ light, they crafted a World of 
frozen Water. 

Pravda was again unhappy. “They are 
beautiful but static. Even the ever-changing 
Fire and Air show only the same patterns 
over and over again. These Worlds lack 
balance. Let us attempt a fifth World, one 
balanced among the elements. And let 

us build it following Brogde’s original 
proposal: at the balance point between Usas 
and Celestia.”

And this the Pantheon did. At the balance 
point, they placed a heart of Fire, 
surrounded by a mantle of Earth. Onto this 
form, they poured liquid Water, then 
wrapped the whole in a blanket of Air. And 
they provided rules for the Four to interact. 
Immediately, the World began to shift and 
change and create new elements from the 
blending of the Four. The World was 
beautiful and ever changing, like the swirl 
and flux beyond the void and yet totally new 
because this dance was governed by rules. 
        
Lluviad called to Pravda. “Our balanced 
World is amazing. And yet, it remains 
unbalanced. It lacks the spark of the final 
element. It lacks Plasma. I believe as 
wonderful as World has become, it would be 
even more so if the balance were complete.”

“I hear your words, Sister, and I agree. Let us 
add the spark to World.”

The Guard, who had grown quite protective 
of this new World, rumbled. “Introducing 
the Chaotic One would contravene the goal 
of a World of rules.”

Lluviad replied, “Not a spark to break the 
rules. A spark to make the rules have rules 
to change the rules.” And She showed Her 
peers the infinitely recursive patterns she 
had woven from the chaos of Plasma. All the 
Powers agreed the patterns were beautiful. 
But did that beauty have a place within 
World?

The Pantheon, until now united in their 
work, divided into four factions: Dawn, 
Day, Dusk, and Dark, each with a different 

Making of World
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philosophy about the role Plasma should 
play in this new World. The Powers of Dark 
and Day opposed the addition of the spark 
(although for different reasons); the Powers 
of Dusk and Dawn supported it.

Their argument raged across the heavens for 
an age. And in Her vociferous arguing, Usas 
shook so hard, some bits of Her body’s 
Plasma broke loose.  
        
The Masked Power, known today as the 
Thief, crept out of his Dark corner of the sky 
and approached Jaek in Day. “You and I, we 
both dislike this spark idea. But I sense that 
you, like myself, dislike the fighting more.”

“True.”

“Then I propose a plan...”

The Masked One invited together Ladylord 
Change (who on that day went by the name 
Akimbo) from Dawn and Herald Maestro 
from Dusk. Ne said unto them, “I have a 
plan. You see the shards of Plasma that have 
slipped from Usas’ grasp? They drift into 
your parts of the heavens. Send them my 
way and I will deliver them to World.”

Akimbo asked, “Why should We trust you, 
you who have argued so loudly against 
introducing the spark?”

The Masked One replied, “I do not lie. Ever. 
My word is My bond, as it has ever been, 
as it ever shall be. And I say this: I think it 
is a bad idea, but I concede you have good 
arguments as to why it might work out. And 
I would rather have Plasma in World than 
continue Our fight.”

The Herald sang to Akimbo: “Trust must 
be given before it may be earned. We build 
bridges risking they may be burned. The 

Masked One offers us what we have yearned, 
so let that trust by Us be returned.”

And Akimbo agreed. 

Maestro flung shards of Plasma across the 
sky, pretending it was part of His dancing 
stars. And Akimbo spread herhimself thin so 
that the shards of Plasma could slip across 
into Dark and the Masked One’s waiting 
hands. 
        
Jaek went unto Usas and said, “You have 
never seen Celestia’s other face. Always you 
see her with World between you. Her other 
face is lovely. You should go look.”

So Usas moved behind Her sister, and the 
shadow of Celestia fell upon World. For the 
first time since its creation, no part of World 
was lit by Usas’ glow. 

And in this shadow, the Masked One moved. 
Ne took the Plasma shards and raced toward 
World. 

But the Hunter saw and gave chase. And the 
Guard saw and moved to intercept. But the 
Masked One that day was faster and more 
dexterous than Nir Dark companions – Ne 
hit the edge of the sky and dumped the 
shards into World.

The shards: they cut the Air. They struck the 
Waters. They scorched the Earth. They 
summoned the Fires. And amid the turmoil, 
something new appeared. 
        
The other Powers decried this unilateral 
action. 

And the Eldest spoke: “I exclude You, 
traitor. Begone!” As spoken, it was done: The 
Masked One vanished, banished beyond the 
Veil. The other deities fell silent in shock.

Making of World
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In this silence, Dreamweaver cried out, tears 
of joy dimming His stars: “LIFE! Friends, I 
wanted to tell you my idea for Life, but I 
could not find the words! Oh, Life! Dawn 
and Dusk, I was wrong to oppose the spark! 
Forgive me! Day and Dark, do not be angry 
– rejoice! Life!”

Usas came out from behind Her sister and 
looked down upon World. “It doesn’t look 
like much.”

Blackstar Micro stood next to Her. “It is 
small now, but I see possibilities. I will 
shelter this tiny life to allow it time to 
grow.” 

And grow it did, filling the sky, filling the 
seas, tunneling the ground, and expanding 
even into the burning, churning heart of 
World. Life followed rules, but it also made 
new rules, including rules for changing 
rules, rules about what could be a rule, and 
even metarules on those. It generated 
patterns upon patterns, and it entertained 
the Pantheon with its innovations. Such joy 
did Life generate that in time the Eldest 
relented and allowed the Masked One to 
rejoin the Pantheon within the void. 
        
The Eldest Power grew concerned. “Life fills 
the sky, the sea, the ground, and the heart. It 
is reaching toward the void! Unconstrained, 
it will fill the void. This I will not allow!” The 
Eldest brooded for a moment. “I impose a 
new rule, the Ultimate Rule: every life must 
end after its allotted span. Every life, when it 
begins, must have a time which it may not 
exceed, after which it must disband into its 
component elements. The pattern of Life 
overall may continue indefinitely, but it will 
forever be backfilling where Life once was, 
and so it will never fill the void. I take now 
the name Death, for I am the end of Life.” 

        
And so, creation was complete. The laws for 
all Five Elements were set, and so the Dance 
of Time began. It continues to this day. The 
free shards of Plasma shed by Usas drift 
about and sometimes try to break through 
the protective dome of the sky. And things 
from outside the void try to break in. But 
the Pantheon works hard to defend their 
definite place and their World of rules. 
There’s only one rule they chafe at – most of 
the Deities work mightily to skirt or subvert 
the Ultimate Rule. These Powers must be 
careful... if They push too hard, even They 
face an ending: exiled in one of the 
impossible directions to the places beyond 
the void, as the Masked One was once exiled. 
Within Nir void, Death’s will is absolute.

Will the Dance of Time itself have an end? 
Only Death can say, and, unlike the other 
Powers, Ne does not speak to mortals. 

In time, there arose Four Great Civilizations: orcs, 
elves, dwarves, and dragons. Living among these were 
various sentient vermin, including goblins, kobolds, 
and humans. It is only in the last 2,000 years that 
humans have become significant in World thanks to 
the rise of Scaria.

Making of World
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Famous Heroes
Alathay, First Battlemage

What most people know about Alathay is three 
numbers. Born: 1195 SF. Died: 1741 SF at 
only age 75. Across those centuries, Alathay 
lived a remarkable life.

By age 65 she was known as the creator of 
the Battlemage Fireball spell, chief strategist 
of the Second Goblin War, and peacemaker 
of the Three-Races War. In the wake of those 
major conflicts, and still in excellent health, 
Alathay found herself addicted to the thrill of 
battle and unable to live happily in peacetime. 
She devised a magic amulet that would let 
her sleep without aging in a secret tomb for 
centuries at a time; she gave the Royal Family 
the ability to wake her when crises arose. 

The monarchs of Scaria woke Alathay 
three times after she first slept, separated by 
centuries. The second of these awakenings 
was to fight against King Iljesk of Lassadar 
when he attempted to conquer Scaria. Alathay 
made Lassadar pay dearly for that mistake, so 
much so that Lassadar citizens deposed their 
own king and allowed Lassadar to become a 
province of Scaria, as it remains today.

Everyone expected that Alathay would rise 
for the fourth time during the Lich King War, 
but she never appeared. After the war ended, 
Heroes ventured into her tomb and uncovered 
her tragic (and horrific) end: The Lich King 
turned out to be King Iljesk, and he knew 
about Alathay’s tomb and remembered his 
defeat at her hand centuries earlier. Iljesk 
convinced Scaria’s Crown Prince Eldan to 
reveal the location of Alathay’s tomb. The lich 
entered her tomb and destroyed her amulet. 
She awoke from her sleep — still sealed in her 
tomb! The lich used anti-magic to keep her 
from escaping until her air ran out.

Erazmus, Rogue Alchemist
The foremost expert on magic in Scaria is 
not a mage. Erazmus chose the rogue’s path 
when he became a Hero in his late teens. He 
explored all manner of ruins around his home 
in Haven; then his explorations soon took him 
into the interplanar realms beyond Death’s 
Veil. He had to become an expert on magic 
in order to survive. In those far realms, he 
formulated a deeper understanding of magic. 

At age 25, he circulated a letter that today 
is called “The Insight of Erazmus.” Mages 
had long wondered why a mage cannot cast 
a given spell one day (despite knowing the 
words and gestures), and then suddenly the 
next day, boom, it works, and works thereafter. 
Erazmus recognized that a mage becomes 
attuned to magic, and some spells require 
more attunement. Erazmus reorganized the 
entire known catalog of spells into the A, B, 
and C Ranks that we use today. Later, he 
identified the elemental basis for many spells; 
by noting the similarities among existing 
elemental spells, he worked with mages to 
derive the modern Caustic Cloud spell.

Erazmus aided Scaria many times over the 
years, particularly during the Lich King War. 
But his greatest success was in the recent 
“Second Shadow Crisis.” In the First Shadow 
Crisis, in 759 SF, the Veil between planes tore 
open. Dreams and nightmares poured into 
World, and into Scaria specifically, terrorizing 
the populace. A group of Heroes crafted four 
artifacts that, together, were able to seal the 
rips. Unfortunately, those same artifacts, in 
evil hands, could also be used to make rips in 
the Veil. So the Heroes hid their tools, and left 
clues should future generations need them.

When the Second Shadow Crisis began in 
1764 SF, Erazmus knew about the tools and 
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Famous Heroes
made it a priority to find them. He uncovered 
the ancient clues and decoded the locations. 
Too old to fetch them himself, he recruited 
Heroes to recover the Thread, the Needles, 
and the Patches. And then he revealed that the 
fourth artifact, the Scissors, were actually the 
ceremonial dagger that hung on the Queen’s 
Guard Captain’s formal uniform: hidden in 
plain sight! Erazmus used the artifacts to 
close the tears, saving us from the incursions 
of the shadow dragon. And then he sent the 
artifacts into hiding once again.

At age 103, Erazmus says he is not done being 
a Hero.

White Fox, Cleric-Mage
“There is always a White Fox.” So goes the 
saying in Scaria. The aphorism is meant to 
express something permanent, dependable. 
Most of the populace thinks the White Fox 
— with nir white, lupine mask, and white 
cloak — is a single immortal person. In fact, 
there have been somewhere between six and 
nine Foxes over the centuries. Most have been 
clerics, but the current White Fox is a mage. 
The Foxes have their own agenda, but the 
stability of the Scarian Crown is, apparently, 
key to their work. The Fox is a reliable 
source of knowledge on enemies of Scaria 
and on how past enemies were defeated; ne 
often provides that knowledge to the realm’s 
monarch. The Fox never removes nir mask.

Eight Fingers, Shadow
The man born as Martin Lancer, then known 
as Nine Fingers, and finally, as Eight Fingers, 
was a thief. He took plenty of what did not 
belong to him, and he was no “take from the 
rich give to the poor” noble. No. He was in it 
to enrich himself, and took what he liked. Of 
that there can be no dispute. 

And yet, he was a Hero. He never repented, 
never “turned over a new leaf.” But at various 
points though his life, in between heists, he 
saved Scaria from multiple threats. Martin 
Lancer became a teenage thief when Haven 
was a hamlet. He was caught early on; a judge 
ordered his pinky finger be cut off, hoping to 
deter the young thief from further exploits.

It did not work. Nine Fingers’ reputation grew 
as Haven grew. He earned a reputation for 
succeeding at audacious heists. Other thieves 
competed for an invitation to help him on his 
next venture just to get a cut of the take. They 
earned those positions by telling him secrets. 
He soon had a vast spy network. 

Through this network, in 1719 SF, he first 
caught wind of a series of small thefts of gold 
all across Scaria. The detail that caught his 
attention was that these amounts grew linearly 
and moved in a circle around the perimeter of 
the kingdom. Nine Fingers predicted its next 
target and intercepted the thief when it tried 
for a vault in Brookeston. The thief turned 
out to be a juvenile black dragon, consuming 
gold to help it grow stronger. Nine Fingers 
captured the creature and turned it over to 
King Evan’s soldiers. His quick thinking saved 
Scaria from battling a full-size black dragon. 
This was only the first of his Heroic acts.

He was punished for theft in Haven after the 
Lich King War. Other thieves would have been 
hanged, but Queen Anne intervened, citing his 
service to Scaria, and reduced the sentence to 
a finger. Thus he became Eight Fingers.

Where the White Fox is the Crown’s expert on 
the past, Eight Fingers was the expert on the 
present. His spy network unraveled when he 
died, and Queen Anne misses the old thief’s 
early threat detection. His children, Mandrake 
and Gwenefear, are starting to fill his place.
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Alaria, Arch Battlemage
Comparisons between Alathay and Alaria are 
inevitable. The two women set the bar high 
for magic users of Scaria, simultaneously 
working as researchers, battlefield Heroes, 
community leaders, and advisors to royalty. 

Alaria began humbly: left at birth at an 
orphanage in the town of Alyston, Scaria. 
A clerk abbreviated the location and coined 
her name: “Alaria.” She grew up in the 
orphanage and never gained a family name. 
Today, of course, she needs no second name.

On her 18th birthday, she received a strange 
letter. A distant relative, some Battlemage 
who fought bravely against the Lich King, 
had bequeathed her a spellbook. (Bards keep 
implying that this unnamed relative was 
Alathay, but Alathay died before the Lich King 
War — don’t believe every song you hear in 
the taverns!)

Alaria took this spellbook and devoted her 
time and energy in the study of the arcane 
arts to live up to her ancestor’s legacy. She 
developed a reputation for never backing 
down from a fight when innocent lives are on 
the line, making her popular with the average 
citizen of Scaria.

These past few years, she is rarely 
seen without her devoted Shadow. The 
gossipmongers have yet to learn his name.

Alaria’s greatest magical contribution to date 
is assisting the White 
Fox in the creation of 
the Thunderbolt spell, 
providing as significant a 
shift in battlefield tactics 
as Alathay delivered with 
the original Fireball.

Famous Heroes
The Changeling Hunters

Six Heroes were critical in preventing a 
changeling takeover of Scaria. Although 
many Heroes helped, these six are dubbed by 
bards as The Changeling Hunters, for they 
were the first to figure how to root out the dark 
fairy shapeshifters infiltrating our nation.

Rodrigo De la Cacahuete began as a typical 
Warrior. Over years, he sharpened his martial 
skills, though he is said to be almost comical 
at taunting. After becoming a powerful 
Warlord with nothing left to prove, he began 
spending more time in the taverns than on 
quests. When he heard that the pirate ship 
Vengeance was taking on crew for a major 
score, he jumped at the chance. He sailed 
away from Scaria under the title of Dread 
Pirate Rodrigo, only returning when he is 
direly needed by his fellow epic Heroes.

Aramil Sly grew up on the back streets of 
Haven where he learned that being fleet of 
foot was the key to survival. As a teenager, he 
found a family in the local band of thieves. 
He learned to fight and pilfer. One night, 
he returned to the safehouse and found 
it destroyed with mangled corpses inside. 
He hunted down the killers, and thereafter 
decided to turn his blades against the forces of 
evil and protect his beloved city — as long as 
he could make a profit. You often find this epic 
Hero telling quick-witted tales of adventure 
in the tavern, but he’s always interested in 
new chances to challenge Death (and line his 
pockets with gold).

Sheena Greycrest, Shadow assassin, hails 
from Scaria’s northern mountains. After her 
family was slaughtered by undead owlbears, 
she was adopted by a trader caravan. She 
had no compunction against stealing what 
she wanted from townsfolk. Slipping in and 
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out of the shadows became second nature. 
The caravan eventually traveled to Haven, 
and Sheena immediately loved the bustle of 
human chaos and the lucrative opportunities 
that the city offered.  She decided to leave her 
gypsy life to settle down. She eventually ran 
into Rodrigo De la Cacahuete in The Moldy 
Duduk Tavern, where he charmed her with 
his taunts. She and Rodrigo banded together 
to protect the citizenry from vicious attacks by 
monsters so that others would not suffer her 
same pain. 

Leland the Blunt was happy as a community 
priest until a legion of evil goblins destroyed 
his monastery. He avenged his cleric siblings 
and then became a Crusader to rid Scaria of 
evil. He embraced the martial secrets of the 
order of Dark. He has smote rogue elementals 
and dragons alike with grace, never turning at 
the sight of the undead. Should you be given 
the opportunity to share a bit of his life, count 
your blessings and your gold.

Alcarin the High Battlemage is known by 
many names across Scaria: Mirandus, 
Alcarin the Grammarian, Qúl, Bearpoker, 
Sh’ovallalakäshna’valakōshnavene1, and 
Glass Bones McGillicuddy. He prefers Alcarin 
because he likes to encourage the rumor that 
the “Al” prefix means he is in the same league 
as the legends Alathay and Alaria (he’s potent 
but not that good, and his airs amuse his 
companions). Alcarin came to Haven in a vain 
search for a worthy apprentice. The bitterness 
of his disappointments was matched only by 
that of the ale he became enslaved to in the 
Haven tavern. In 1763 S.F., the Elementals 
concentrated vast arcane energies on Haven. 
Old friends appeared at the tavern and  called 
Alcarin to join them. He did and has proven 
himself in battle repeatedly ever since.

Agrem Dag started his life as a farmer. He 
married and sired two daughters. One day, he 
returned from tending to his crops to find his 
farmhouse reduced to smoldering ruins. He 
found his dying wife lying in the rubble but 
no trace of his daughters. The perpetrators 
left a telling sign: a scorch mark on her 
body that could only be caused by a holy sun 
smite. Agrem demanded justice at the Temple 
of the Sun, but the holy clerics refused to 
investigate, claiming that there could be no 
mistake: Agrem’s wife must have been evil to 
have drawn a Day cleric’s wrath. Agrem felt 
that the only way to fight fire was with fire. If 
they wanted Agrem to be an infidel, then he 
was going to be one: he became a Crusader 
of the Dark deities to oppose those supposed-
holy followers of Day and to smite each one 
as they had his wife. He still searches for his 
daughters, never giving up hope.

Famous Heroes

1 The elves gave Alcarin this name, but he never learned 
enough of their language to realize the phrase means “he 
who taunts too well and too much for one so puny.”

The Introspection Amulet was reassembled 

by the six Changeling Hunters to find the  

rogue fairies kidnapping Scarian citizens.
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wrote down every comment. 

Alathay checked over her shoulder — her 
troops definitely shouldn’t see this next 
part. She used a knife to cut small parts of 
the shoulder of one soldier, then tasted the 
bits. Max understood the importance of this 
test and did not react. Alathay continued: 
“Based on the cooking and charing, it seems 
like the temperature was roughly the same 
as an iron forge at the point of entry, but 
cooled quickly as it spread. After less than 
half a hand span, the temperature dropped 
to the same as a cook fire.”

She looked closer at the spidering out 
from the wound. “The wound is uneven. 
The edges provide lots of space for the 
heat to dissipate. Lucky for us! If the heat 
were applied more evenly, the damage 
would increase. In fact...” She paused, an 
idea forming as she visualized the wound. 
“Perhaps a sphere shape?”

1217 SF: Goblin War, Siege of Haven 
“Alathay, scouts just reported... I count 50 
goblin mages against your team of 10! Are 
you sure your new spell will shield us?”

“In a manner of speaking, Arrow Captain. 
Today will not be like the past year. Watch.” 

The instant the sun went below the horizon, 
the goblins charged the walls of Haven. 
Mages both goblin and human began 
chanting. But the humans chanted a new 
spell: “Beware of rousing a wizard’s ire! 
Goodness! Gracious! Great balls of fire!”

Amid the tiny bursts of fire from the goblins, 
giant orbs of flame blossomed, 
driving all the attackers back. 
Alathay turned to the shocked 
captain. “Who needs a shield?”

Magic Is Not Just Wishing
Magic is distinct from divine intervention. 
Magic is a natural force, like gravity or wind. 
The difference is that magic is slightly more 
sentient than those other bits of nature. If 
you ask politely, in just the right way, it will 
change the world to your preferences. Magic 
might seem contradictory to the goal of “a 
world of rules” that the Pantheon intended. It 
isn’t. Magic has limits. Magic has rules. And 
to be a great mage, one must understand those 
rules — and exploit the loopholes.

1216 SF: Goblin War, Degraffereichen Plains 
“Mage Captain Alathay! How dare you?!”

Alathay looked up at the outraged captain 
of the archers. “I am studying these bodies. I 
need to understand how they died.”

“They died screaming and begging, and now 
they want to rest in peace! These are our 
own soldiers. If you want to scavenge the 
dead, there are goblins aplenty.” She waved 
her hand across the battlefield. 

Alathay sighed. “The few goblins we killed 
died from arrows and swords and magical 
ice. Our soldiers died from fire. Magical fire. 
The goblins hit us with wave after wave of 
their damn Fire Strike spell. These soldiers 
have one last duty to perform before they 
can rest — to tell me how they died so maybe 
I can create a shield. Now leave me alone. 
Go make sure the living get some sleep... 
the goblins have only stopped for daybreak. 
Come nightfall, they will attack again.”

Alathay turned back to her work without 
waiting for acknowledgment. She dictated: 
“The fire entered at the neck... it spread two 
hand-spans toward both shoulders.” 

Her apprentice, Max, sitting beside her, 

Magic
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Undeath
“Good. Now, lie still. In an hour, I will 
explain what is going on.” 
        
An hour later, the older man stood over the 
corpse. “Now, about that explanation. I’m a 
great believer in ghosts, Your Grace, so if 
you are nearby, listen close. You passed 
peacefully. The delusions from blood loss 
are quite pleasant, I’m told. As you died, I 
collected this bucket of your blood. It’s red. 
Are you disappointed it is the same shade as 
common blood? Don’t worry. Your royal 
blood is still quite special.”

The old man dragged the bucket across 
the floor. “I’ll just pour it into this bathtub 
with the blood from eight other peers of 
the realm. I’m sure you knew them all.” 
He began stoking the fire beneath the tub. 
“I am king of Lassadar! You pledged your 
life to me. You should have died for me 
voluntarily! But the peerage was too busy 
being cowards. Our enemies to the south 
in Scaria think to take my kingdom! And 
your Council of Dukes will let them! Sue 
for peace? Over my dead body!” He smiled. 
“And I have no intention of dying.”

The large bath basin bubbled for three 
nights, and each evening the fallen King 
Gregor Iljesk added more ingredients and 
chanted dark words of magic. On the third 
night, he dropped a crystal into the boiling 
mess. “And now, the final touch.” He took a 
deep breath, willed himself calm, then dove 
headfirst into the bath. His body writhed 
from pain. His scream echoed ethereally. 
And then he died. 

An hour later, something skeletal climbed 
out of the bath holding the crystal. “Ah, 
Scaria. Now I have time to deal with you. All 
the time in World.” 

None Shall Live Forever
Death is the Ultimate Rule, laid down by Deity 
Death at the making of World to prevent life 
from growing unbounded into the void. The 
Rule states that every living thing may only 
live a finite span, and that finite span must be 
set at the being’s birth. The being may die 
sooner, but there is always an upper bound on 
lifespan. Every living thing and the other 
members of the immortal Pantheon (who all 
love living things) chafe at this restriction. 
There have been many attempts to subvert or 
circumvent Death’s Rule. The most successful 
of these is undeath. 

 
1489 SF: Lassadar Castle 
The young man tried to speak but made no 
sound. He looked up from the bed in fear.

“I’ve silenced your tongue, Your Grace. Now, 
lie still,” the much older man said. Then he 
grimaced. “I said lie still! If you cannot or 
will not, I will cauterize whatever parts you 
move with those tongs sitting in the forge.”

The younger man froze.

“Better. Now, this next part will hurt only a 
very small amount. Please do not jump.” He 
pulled a blanket over the young duke’s arm 
and then poked a long needle in. “Damn it! 
You jumped! Must I get the tongs?”

The duke shook his head vigorously.

“Then let’s do this again.” Another prick, 
and this time the patient stayed still. The 
older man watched as blood welled out 
of the wound and ran down the string 
attached to the needle. The blood followed 
the string into a bucket on the floor. “That 
doesn’t really hurt, does it, Your Grace?”

Hesitantly, the man shook his head again.
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Undeath
In undeath, a living thing dies and then is 
reborn with a new maximum lifespan. But 
undead are not really alive. This is part of the 
cheat. They are sustained by some other force. 
This can be a magical battery of some sort 
(like the phylactery for liches) or draining life 
from others (like blood for vampires or fear 
for banshees). 

 
1736 SF: A cave in western Scaria 
“Dangerous to come to me, lich. I eat magic. 
You are living magic. Why shouldn’t I eat 
you?” The giant floating eye loomed higher.

The former king of Lassadar showed no fear. 
“I can feed you better by bringing you bait. 
Heroes seek your lair regularly already. I 
will protect you. I will have my forces abuse 
and weaken the Heroes that come to your 
lair, tender them up for your consumption.”

“Yes. I have heard your proposal from 
my underlings. But I wanted to judge for 
myself whether you were strong enough to 
keep your end of the bargain. I sense the 
magic on you. Yes. I agree. I will guard your 
phylactery. You will increase my defense. I 
swear my end of the bargain by Pravda. May 
Ne strike me blind if I break this oath.”

“And I swear to uphold the contract by The 
Hunter. May Ne drag me before Death if I 
break my oath.”

The lich left the beholder’s lair and met his 
necromancer outside. “The deal is struck.”

The dark mage smiled. “Then you are safe, 
my love! The beholder is stronger than 
whole armies of Scarian Heroes.”

“Yes. Now you and I must begin corrupting 
Prince Eldan. If I can bring him to my side, I 
will finally have my revenge on Scaria!” 

 

Undead are cheating Death. Any cleric can 
call on Lord Death to bring attention to the 
undead entity. Ne will punish them for skirting 
Nir law, even though they are technically 
legal. Low-level clerics can make a weak 
undead cower in fear temporarily. High-level 
clerics command more of Death’s attention 
and can freeze, harm, or even destroy undead. 

 
1743 SF: Lich King’s lair, near city of Xin 
The lich laughed. “You fought your way to 
me bravely, cleric, but you are the last of 
your party. Your rogues and warriors are 
dead. And even your faith cannot destroy 
me while my phylactery remains.”

The cleric of Day leaned against the wall, 
injured. “I don’t have to destroy you. Even 
now, my allies are attacking your beholder.”

“So you found the lair. No problem. They—”

“And they are armed with anti-magic.”

The lich hesitated. “I see. I will go and 
help with the defense then. Please, give my 
regards to your gods!” 

“HOLD, LICH KING!” yelled the cleric. “By 
the Pantheon, hold!”

Somehow the skeleton visage managed to 
convey fear. “How are you doing this?”

The cleric coughed blood. “I am dying. But 
Usas sustains me. She has granted my prayer 
to live long enough to see this deed done. 
While I live, you cannot move. And you and 
I will wait while my allies raid the lair. And 
then High Death will claim you at last.”

“I feel them. Their dirty hands touching my 
phylactery! No. Not the flame. Not—” Half a 
nation away, a crystal shattered in fire. And 
the Lich King of Lassadar shattered with it. 
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Guard Captain Sigler waved her dismissive 
hand. “We will not resolve such ancient 
questions tonight. The fact is, the elementals 
believe their version. What matters is their 
plot. The elements have behaved strangely 
around Scaria these last few years. Some of 
our Heroes recently explored the Realm of 
Fire itself and have uncovered their plot. 
The elementals are organizing... they are 
pulling their substance away from a point 
that just happens to lie within Haven. They 
will create a pocket of void. The pull of that 
space will crack the sky and allow Plasma 
free reign over Scaria and World. It might 
crack the foundations of World itself.”

The queen turned to the priest. “And the 
Pantheon does nothing to stop this?”

The priest looked embarrassed. “The Powers 
seem... distracted... by something. But fear 
not. We have a way to call their attention to 
this time and place: a ceremony that attracts 
even the most inattentive deity.”

Sigler snorted. “We should not waste 
resources on Powers that don’t even care 
about us. We need to disrupt the elementals’ 
ritual before it creates a void.” 

Pinsonneault seemed ready to defend the 
Powers, but Queen Anne forestalled him. 
“Peace, Captain, peace, Cleric. We are 
blessed with an abundance of Heroes at this 
time. We shall pursue both strategies. 
Captain, you will organize a resistance to 
the elementals. Priest, you will organize this 
ceremony to summon the Powers’ attention. 
And we will pray to Them to save us.” 
.

The Queen’s gambit worked. In 1763 SF, the 
elementals of World made a serious attempt to 
cut a hole in the Sky, a hole that would draw 

The Elemental Realm
World exists within a void that extends 
infinitely in all the usual directions — height, 
width, depth. But there are other, stranger 
directions. In those directions, is Death’s Veil, 
a wall that keeps all manner of strange beings 
out of the void and away from World. Furthest 
from World is the Elemental Realm. 

 
1764 SF: Temple of  the Moon in Haven 
Cleric Pinsonneault’s voice was strong as he 
spoke from memory: “In the beginning was 
the void. Then came the Pantheon to inhabit 
the void. Then they invited the elementals 
into the void to help them create World. 
Four of the elements willingly worked on 
the project. One element refused, and rather 
than simply stand aside, actively tried to 
sabotage World. As punishment, the Powers 
caged Plasma in the stars and created the 
sky to keep Plasma at bay. To this day, it 
tries to break in during storms when the sky 
is weakest.”

His voice wavered: “That is the tale the 
Pantheon tells to the sentient beings of 
World. What I say next is heresy. You see, 
the elementals tell another tale... they say 
the Powers lied and tricked three elements 
of Earth, Air, Water, into a binding 
agreement. Then they hunted and caged the 
fourth element, Fire. Only Plasma remained 
free. Plasma lurks beyond the sky, constantly 
seeking for a way to free the others.”

Queen Anne eyed the priest suspiciously. 
“Which story is true?” 

“No mortal can say. We were not present at 
the creation. I trust what the Powers tell me, 
but I am a priest of Dusk, and we know too 
well how our Powers love inventing stories.”
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Plasma freely into World and liberate all the 
matter of World to flee back to the elemental 
realms. Heroes stopped them in an epic battle 
in Haven. But the attempt weakened the walls 
between the planes of existence. The Shadow 
Realm is where all the ideas exist that the 
Pantheon rejected when They created World. 
Illogical, twisted, and envious of our 
existence: the shadow creatures reach out to 
us every night in our `dreams. But after the 
Elemental War, the shadow found a way to 
reach us in daylight. 

 
1764 SF: Eight-Fingers Tavern in Haven 
“I cannot sleep. The nightmares...” The 
drunk said no more. He didn’t have to. It 
was the complaint on everyone’s lips in the 
whole town these days. 

Jenny pursed her lips, poured ale, and 
stomped back to the kitchen. “This stupid 
broken arm of mine!” 

Her daughter, Lily, looked up from the stew 
pot she was stirring. “I thought you were 
going to get that healed at the temple?”

“The damn clerics say I need to learn a 
lesson. It’s them that needs to learn! If they 
didn’t want their collection box raided, 
they shouldn’t put it by the temple’s front 
door! But, no. And so they refuse to heal me. 
Which means I can’t do anything to help 
with the nightmares.”

Lily trembled. “I could go for you, mama.”

“You’re sweet, but you’re still too young. 
Stick to your pickpocketing for now.” She 
stewed. “I don’t want to share the secret 
of the dream cave with anyone who isn’t 
family, but I’ve got no choice.”

Lily laughed. “Just find one of those noble 
Heroes, the ones that keep even the dumb 

promises. Swear them to secrecy.”

Jenny smiled at her daughter. She looked at 
the portrait of her father on the wall: Eight-
Fingers, Scaria’s greatest Rogue. “You’d be 
proud of her, Dad. Such a mind.” Jenny 
went back out with another round of ale. 
“Well, hello, handsome. A Cleric are you? Of 
Day? Really. So noble. You have an honest 
face, I say, yes you do...”

Ten minutes later, Jenny watched the party 
leave her tavern. Lily came to stand next to 
her. “Will they bring back the dream sand, 
mama?”

“Or die trying. That’s what they promised.”

Lily smiled. “And Day Clerics always keep 
their promises.”

Mother and daughter looked at each other 
and said together: “Even the dumb ones!” 

 
Several groups of Heroes followed Jenny’s 
guidance to a cave that was a natural bridge 
between our realm and Shadow. They brought 
back magic sand, which Jenny used to make a 
powerful food to bring happy dreams. But that 
was merely a stopgap measure. The real 
defense was provided by the sage, Erasmus. 

 
1764 SF: Haven 
“Dear Powers! What is THAT?” 
“It’s the shadow dragon! I recognize her 
from my dreams!” 
“Are we dreaming now?” 
“Hell no!”

The citizens of Haven ran for cover. A gash 
appeared in the air in the center of the city. 
It widened, and the face of a dragon poked 
its way through. “At last! At last I shall be 
real! I will dine on flesh that does not taste 
like dream sand!” Her claws pulled at the 
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‘Guard Captain’ or ‘Captain Sigler’ or ‘sir,’ 
but Erasmus had helped her mother balm 
her diaper rash. 

“How can I help?”

“Your ceremonial dagger. You have it on 
you?”

She raised an eyebrow. “I do.”

“If you please...” He held out a hand.

She fingered the silver dagger from the 
sheath on her breast bone. “It’s been part 
of the armor for generations. I was told to 
never draw it.”

“Yes, well, I’m from the previous generation, 
now hand it over and I’ll explain later. Or 
would you rather be dragon dinner?”

She handed him the dagger.

“You see, you press this bit here to unlock 
and... tada... it opens up. Not a dagger you 
see... scissors!” He gingerly snipped the 
golden thread. 

The shadow dragon screamed, denied 
her meal of real flesh. The tear in the Veil 
between realities sealed completely.

Erasmus smiled. “Thank you, my dear. Now 
put this back in its sheath, and don’t tell 
anyone what you know, because we’ll need 
it again in another 1000 years or so when 
that dragon tries again.” 
.  
Thus was the wall between us and dreams 
sealed once more. But there was yet one more 
plane trying to break through into ours...  

 
1765 SF: Titania’s Garden in the Fae Realm 
A dusting of frost upon her roses. Titania, 
Queen of Fairy, High Lady of Eternal 

edges of the hole.

Across town, as so many were fleeing out the 
gates, an old man pushed his way into the 
city. He moved nimbly, adrenaline restoring 
to him some of the speed of his youth. 

“Get out of his way!” bellowed a Warlord.

Instantly a path opened before the old man. 
“Thank you, boy. Now, would you mind 
fetching the Guard Captain for me?”

The Warlord, in his late forties, smiled. 
“Happy to help, Erasmus.”

Erasmus made it to the center of town. 
The dragon now had one claw through the 
hole. Erasmus dropped to his knees, but 
not in despair. He opened his satchel and 
placed its contents in front of him. “Step 
one. Align the patch material to magnetic 
north. Step two. Dampen the material with 
mermaid tears. Step three...” He recited all 
this from memory. Golden patches, golden 
thread, and a silver needle. He moved them 
through a process, one that would seem 
like magic to the uninitiated but was simply 
the application of forces and rigorous 
mathematics. Then he stood and flung the 
patch toward the dragon. “Be sealed, I say!”

The patch expanded and snapped over the 
dragon’s face. “No!” she cried as it grew to 
encompass her claw and touch the edges of 
the gash. The silver needle flew on its own, 
darting in and out, and dragging the thread 
behind it, sealing the hole. Then it returned 
to Erasmus’ hand, still tethered to the gash.

Someone tapped Erasmus on the shoulder. 
“I was told you needed me, sir.”

“Ah, Erica!” 

She almost laughed. These days, she was 
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Summer, banished the ice with a flash of 
anger. “Celedon! Attend me!”

“My queen?” He appeared at once, not out 
of fear or obsequious servitude but with the 
confidence of a servant who knows his value 
to his master.

“My husband has been here. He left his 
calling card. It is his time once again. Seal 
the gates to the mortal lands.”

“As you command, my —”

He was cut off by a messenger wisp blowing 
into the garden. “Queen Titania, greetings. I 
bring you word: Lord Oberon has poisoned 
himself. He is dying, and already fairies flee 
through the open gates.”

Flame licked her crown. “How dare he die 
without my approval! He does this 
deliberately to weaken my position. I swear, 
when he recovers, I’m going to kill him.” 
.  
They say that if ever Lady Titania or Lord 
Oberon were to die, the entire Fae Realm 
would be destroyed. Every 1000 years, Oberon 
likes to remind the fairies just how useless it is 
to rebel against his rule by bringing himself to 
the edge of dying, and forcing all the other fae 
to rescue him. In past times, Their Majesties 
have closed the gates of Fairy first, preventing 
anyone from leaving, so they must all face the 
risk of the realm. But this time, Oberon did 
not. And so fairies fled to World. 

 
1765 SF: Temple of Sun in Haven, Scaria 
Clerlic Leland (“The Blunt”) looked 
decidedly uncomfortable. The Dark Cleric 
hated the gaudy gold and glitz of the Sun 
Temple. But his order specialized in 
ferreting out secrets, and the Pantheon had 
called him to serve here this day.

The Day Cleric laid out the problem: 
“The fairies are replacing people with 
changelings.”

Leland rolled his eyes. “This is not news. 
Changelings have replaced children since 
people first started having babies. Why 
summon me for that? You said urgent.”

The Day Cleric gritted her teeth. “It seems 
that the fairies are freely crossing into 
World without first having to agree to the 
ancient compact between the realms. That 
means they can act much more freely. And 
that means, idiot of the Dark, that they are 
replacing adults!”

Leland frowned. “I see. Alright, that does 
seem bad. We should use the Introspection 
Amulet to identify them.”

The Day Cleric gasped. “How do you know 
about the Amulet? That is a secret of Day!”

Leland rolled his eyes and swung his holy 
symbol about. “Secrets. It’s what we Dark 
clerics do best. I’m guessing you don’t 
have the Amulet, or you wouldn’t have 
summoned me. Let me guess... you broke it 
into pieces and put them someplace safe so 
the Amulet couldn’t be abused?”

The Day Cleric looked chagrined. “Yes?”

“And someone forgot to record where the 
pieces are hidden?”

“Yes.”

“And now you need Heroes — my friends and 
I — to go find them?”

“Yes!”

“Fine. I haven’t yet saved the world this 
month.” 

Other Planes of Existence
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The Orcs Return
An Orcish Invasion?

When the orcs departed the lands that became 
Scaria, all of World assumed they had 
drowned. But in truth, they had crossed a 
temporary land bridge raised by an undersea 
volcano to a new land of rich earth and good 
hunting. No Scarian heard any tale of them 
for almost 2,000 years... 

 
1785 SF: Bay of Athynog 
“Unknown sail on the horizon! South by 
southwest!” Esther called from the crow’s 
nest of the Scarian naval ship, The Four-Eyed 
Fist. Far below, Captain Autumn frowned. 
Ships generally came to Athynog Bay from 
the east or the west, hugging the coast. The 
ocean to the south was inhospitable to all 
but the elvish ships. An unknown sail?

Grey swung up the ladder. “Seaman Esther, 
has no one taught you to recognize elvish 
vessels? I know we have not had one visit for 
a while.”

“It’s not elvish, captain. It tacks to serve the 
wind, whereas elves command the wind to 
serve them. And it is a huge flat barge, built 
by someone with more wood than sense.” 
She passed Grey her spyglass. 

Grey looked at the giant ship. Row upon 
row upon row of people huddled on a barge 
that had no business being on open ocean. 
And were those... no... “Am I seeing horses?”

Esther took back the glass. “Yes, sir. Horses. 
And carts. And multiple cookfires.” She 
paused. “Sir... I see two more coming over 
the horizon. No flags on any of them.”

Grey pulled out a mirror and began flashing 
the mainland: “Invasion from the south 
ocean. Prepare defenses. Unknown enemy.” 

.  
Those three were the first of 17 barges full of 
orcs. They came with full might, bringing 
families. It was clear they had no intention of 
leaving again.  Why come here? The orcs and 
Scarians had no common tongue. 

 
1785 SF: Orc Encampment 
“This is useless! We offer trade goods, but 
this imbecile just keeps singing to us!” The 
merchant Hugh kicked a rock on the road. 
Hugh spun on the cleric: “This is your fault.”

The cleric slumped on the wagon. “I’m 
sorry. I’ve picked up a fair amount of orcish. 
And it’s clear this orc knows some Scarian. 
We ought to be able to negotiate. But just 
when I think we’re ready to deal, we hit the 
question of price...”

“... and he starts singing!” Hugh Mann 
screamed, which startled the orc trader 
enough that his hand went to his blade.

The cleric snapped. “Damnit, Hugh, do you 
want to start a war? Calm down.”

Then Dillon the Rogue Bard raised his head. 
“Wait. It’s not singing. I mean, it is, but not 
just singing. If we treat di, ri, mi as zero, 
one, two, then the notes sang for each of the 
objects add up to the notes the orc sang at 
the end! Their math is music in base 8!” 

The warrior shook her head. “I have no idea 
what ‘base 8’ is, but I’m glad you’ve figured 
it out. Make the trade. I want to get back to 
quests where I can punch things.” 
.  
Eventually, Scaria learned this was not an 
invasion. The orcs came as refugees fleeing a 
power that destroyed their homeland. Will that 
power follow them to Scaria? Time will tell...” 
.
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