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Introduction

Welcome my friends, to the world of
Relistan. It is a place where great nobility is
displayed by the lowest of peasants alongside
the most horrible savagery ever seen by even the
eldest of races. The legends of the Realms are
many, for the times of the ancients have long since
passed. Only now, thousands of years after the
Eternal Eclipse, has civilization begun to reclaim
small parts of these brutal lands. Great kingdoms
have risen out of the ashes only to fall into decay,
leaving countless ruins of once proud cities
scattered across the continents. Welcome to a land
where nobility and savagery are a hair’s breadth
apart. Welcome, to the Realms of Twilight.

What Are the
Realms of Twilight?

The Realms of Twilight is a totally new
campaign setting. The people of this world are
afraid of what lies beyond their fortified cities or
struggling villages, though many still venture out
into the wilds in search of adventure, glory and
riches. Many ancient civilizations have left their
remains scattered across the lands awaiting only a
daring hand and clever mind to find their treasures
and expose their secrets. All standard races and
creatures can be found throughout the world, in
addition to a few new ones detailed in Chapter 8.

Two major, apocalyptic events have shaped
the world into what it has become. The first was
the Eternal Eclipse. The Journal of the Dark
Defender (Chapter 13) details how this event
occurred, but in the end a fey race known as the
Sai-Heth chose to eclipse the sun with another
planet. They did this in a final, desperate attempt to
save their world from what they saw as the vermin
that were infesting it. The sun has not been seen
since that day, so many thousands of years ago.
Only the light of the three moons and thousands of
stars now shine down upon the world. Forests and
plants have evolved in the limited light, and they
have somehow found the means to survive.

The second major event was a time period
known as the Gate Wars. At the time Relistan
was a nexus for planar gateways. Doors to the
endless planes could be found throughout the
world, and there were many who would control
those gates. Demons, devils, celestials and others

battled across the land. Mortals were caught in
the middle, trying in vain to defend their homes
and their kin. The dramatic conclusion of this
period of savage war can be found in the form of
a legend, told in Chapter 1 of this book.

Inside This Book

This book contains all of the information
necessary for both players and Game Masters
to begin a campaign in the world of Relistan.
Players will find a number of new character
options including new uses for skills and several
new feats as well as completely new PC races.
Game Masters can use this book to craft an epic
saga that their players will remember long after its
completion, or simply use a few of the locations
or creatures within the bounds of their other
campaigns.

The World of Twilight (Chapter 1): This
chapter gives the history of the Eternal Eclipse
and a few basic principles that are true throughout
the world. Please note that the majority of the
worlds history has been lost, for there are few
living who remember it. History books have also
become rare since the Gate Wars. This chapter
also explains how the people tell time in a world
without a sun. In general it gives an overview of
the world’s journey to what it has become and the
violent history that precedes current times.

Kesuril (Chapter 2): Kesuril is the most
civilized continent in the world as well as the most
diverse as far as terrain types. Here you will read
about the various kingdoms that have somehow
managed to rise up out of the darkness to find their
own foothold in the world. This chapter speaks
of various aspects of their lives as well as rulers,
religious tendencies and relationships with each
other.

Slarinca (Chapter 3): Slarinca is a
continent deeply seeded in the power of ancestors
and elementals. From the twilight gnomes in
the north to the southern tip of the elven nation
and Skyne, elemental forces are at work. Energy
leaks in from the elemental planes throughout
the continent, influencing its people, creatures,
and even its flora with its power. Ancestors from
ancient times speak into the present, advising those
who wish to hear them, and sometimes influencing



events in their own right. In this chapter you will
see various different societies and ways of life,
their beliefs and the forces that influence them.

Shiran (Chapter 4): The Great Rasharin
Desert dominates most of this land, but even this
ancient wasteland is not without its important
landmarks and rulers. The western edge of the
continent is surrounded by a mountain range
thought to be uncrossable by mortals. Legend
tells that the Twilight Dragon himself may rest
somewhere beyond their stony gates. This chapter
also helps explain how a fiery desert can exist in a
world whose sun has disappeared.

Ezalyth (Chapter 5): Eternal winter covers
this land. It is the perfect antithesis of Shiran,
where blistering cold replaces the boiling heat.
Most of the people who live in the frozen lands
are nomadic in nature, but a few manage to find
enough food to keep them stationary. However,
with frost giants in the west and sightings of strange
and enormous reptiles flying over the mountains,
how long can they stay before their very livelihood
becomes threatened?

Cylthia (Chapter 6): This continent suffered
minimal damage from the events of history. It is
a continent covered with a savage jungle, erupting
volcanoes, and in places peaceful seeming plains.
There are few bastions of civilization, and many
of those that exist suffer powerful hatreds towards
others. In this chapter you will discover these
nations, and the jungle that stands just beyond
their borders.

The Seas of Twilight (Chapter 7): The sea
has always held a special majesty in the hearts of
men, elves and many other races. But the oceans
of Relistan are just as treacherous as the wilds
elsewhere in the worlds. A few of the seas even
have new dangers all their own. Descriptions
of these dangers as well as standard sailing
conventions and more can be found here.

Character Classes (Chapter 8): This
chapter includes a few new prestige classes
tailored specifically to the Realms of Twilight
and the dangers that can be found there. Some
specialize in physical combat, others have more
mystical specialties. Additionally it introduces a
compeltely new core class known as the Combat

Alchemist. All of these new classes can be easily
adapted to a current or pending campaign.

Character Options (Chapter 9): New uses
for old skills, some new feats and several new
player races are described in detail in this chapter.
The new races are unique to this world but can, of
course, be adapted to be used in any setting. Some
feats help in countering the specific dangers of
Relistan, while others allow for more versatile use
of common abilities.

Equipment and Magic (Chapter 10):
The races of Relistan are always creating new
tools that make their survival easier. Here you
will find a few of those tools as well a new exotic
weapon known as a whistle stick. There is also
a new material known as umbristine that can be
used in the creation of masterwork items and a few
completely new magical weapons and spells to add
to the repertoire of any character or NPC. Most
importantly, it is in this chapter that you will find
the alchemical mixtures used by the new combat
alchemist class.

Religions (Chapter 11): Although the
chapters detailing each continent occasionally
speak briefly about the religious beliefs of the
nations and cities found on them, this chapter goes
in to much more detail about the various pantheons
of the world. They are listed by their center of
worship, though worship of any of these gods can
potentially be found throughout the world.

Monsters (Chapter 12): Here several new
monsters are introduced; such as the nightwhisper,
an otherworldly agent of chaos, and the Anu-
Zarati, a powerful undead creature, transformed
and animated by the ritual magic of the clergy of
an ancient goddess.

Legends (Chapter 13): In this chapter are
a few of the many legends and stories told about
various places in the world as well as its history.
Legends such as these and those found at the
beginning of each chapter can be key plot hooks
for those looking into the past for treasures and
adventure.



Long ago, beyond the memories of men,
dwarves or even the centuries old elves, this
world was lush and green. Mortals did not exist
and the Gods lived on the very ground which we
now reside. They played with the mountains,
sang with the wind, and bathed in the light of the
True Sun which no longer graces our skies. But
the land was not enough for them; it was only
a matter of time before boredom drove them to
create lesser beings to amuse them. It was in the
Age of Light that the first men walked the earth.
They spread like vermin over the land, consuming
everything they came into contact with, from the
forests, to the mountains to the land itself. They
amused the Gods for a short time, but in the end

they were found wanting. Dwarves came next, a
vast improvement over the crudity and greed of
humans. The Gods bestowed upon the sturdy race
great endurance, determination and an innate
love for minerals and gems. For the next few
centuries the gods looked down upon the dwarves
with amusement. They were impressed by the
quality of the crafts created by the dwarves and
the dedication to their work and each other that
they possessed. But the first of the dwarves was
dying of age, growing weaker year by year. This
simply would not do. In a final attempt to create
a mortal race worthy of the attention of the Gods,
they created a race that would stand the test of
time, the elves.
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Centuries passed and the elves showed
no sign of age. They took to the woodlands and
carved great cities from the tree tops. Some
followed the path of the dwarves to the world
below and became great and ruthless hunters. In
their lifetimes they were able to create wondrous
things and weave magic with a skill surpassed
only by the Gods themselves. Yet they were a fickle
race. Very few elves could focus their energies on
a single task or line of learning for more than a
few decades. Thus, even with their great power as
a race, they could not begin to approach their true
potential.

In their frustration, all but two of the
ancient gods gave up on their attempts at creation
and satisfied themselves with the worship and
adoration of those already in existence. A pair
of the most powerful deities ever to reside in the
heavens were not satisfied. Tilantus the god of
darkness and metals and Beralyn the goddess of
color and light combined their great powers in
one final attempt to create a race of beings in
their own image, that mirrorved their own
perfection. They molded the elements
themselves into great forms given life by
their divine spark. They had finally succeeded
in their quest. They had created the beings that
would rule the world for centuries to come. They
had created the dragons.

These beings took on a variety of different
forms and colors, each a blend of their makers.
The chromatic dragons were blessed with the
bright colors of the rainbow, but took on their
father’s dark temperament. The metallic dragons
shone of the purest veins of gold, silver, and copper
but were endowed with the relatively positive
philosophies of their mother.

It didnt take long for the dragons, in their
magnificent power, to conquer and rule every
pocket of civilization across Relistan.  Some
conquered by force, others ruled from behind the
scenes as the advisors to great kings. The dragons
fought each other along the way, in their quest
for power and glory; battling over ethics and
beliefs or even simple greed. The mortals began
to worship these great beings in place of the True
Gods,; waging war for them, killing in their name,
and offering sacrifices to the great beasts. The
Gods grew jealous, but Tilantus and Beralyn still

watched over and guarded their creations as
parents would protect a child.

It was at this time that the oldest of the
wyrms, both metallic and chromatic, were given
a glimpse of the future. They foresaw their own
doom. The details of the vision were vague but
the end was clear. The entirety of the great and
powerful race would be wiped from the earth. It
would all begin when the True Sun faded from the
sky forever.

Dragons are powerful, intelligent creatures,
but vanity and pride drove them to ignore the
warning. QOver the passing decades, a blink of
an eye in the life of an almost immortal dragon,
the fear faded and they grew complacent. Few
noticed when a threat began to grow across the
land. The sai-heth, a race of fey creatures, could
no longer stand the concept of sharing their world.
They performed a great ritual that blocked out the
sun for all eternity, leaving only darkness and the
light of the three moons behind.

The mortal priests foretold of a great doom,
but only the ancient dragons knew the truth.
They thought they could survive this as they
had survived so many natural disasters over the
centuries. But there was nothing natural about
this; the Gods would have their vengeance.

As the dark orb slowly eclipsed the sun, the
powers of Beralyn waned and the protective aura
she granted to the greatest of her creations faded.
1t was then that the jealous Gods struck. A great
plague ravaged the draconic race and anyone
who shared blood with their kind.

1t is said that Wyrmrot, as the divine plague
came to be called, first stole the strength of those
it infected, rendering them incapable of all but
the smallest tasks. The power of flight was stolen
from the dragons as their muscles and scales
slowly and painfully decayed away, leaving only
infected flesh and bone behind. Next it attacked
their keen senses, preventing them from seeing
their great hordes of treasure or hearing the
approach of a thief or enemy. Lastly it corrupted
the very elemental forces from which the dragons
were created. Reds and golds burst into flaming
magma, blues were consumed by magnificent
bursts of electrical energy; whites and silvers
froze to death from the inside out. Hundreds of
dragons and their kin around the world were
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utterly destroyed by Wyrmrot. Only the oldest and
the strongest survived the great plague, but they
knew that the gods would not suffer their existence
for much longer.

The chromatics and metallics joined forces
for the first time in their races ancient memory
in an attempt to ensure their own survival. They
pooled all of their vast knowledge, wisdom and
experience and placed it within a single, flawless

onyx the size of a large man's head. Slowly the
gods came for them. One by one they fell. When
each dragon died, their very essence and power
was absorbed by the gem, now known as the
Dragon's Eye.

When only three remained they came
together one final time. Red, black and gold were
all that had survived. They knew the Gods’ forces
were coming for them, but they were unwilling




to let their kind and their dynasty vanish into
the sands of time. As the power of the Gods
pounded on their door they chose one to become
the eternal guardian of the Dragon's Eye so that
their kind may one day return to these lands. The
last three dragons sacrificed their lives to their
father Tilantus, god of darkness, and in return the
greatest of the three, a gold dragon by the name
of Zelinasharinias was born again, empowered
by the spirits of the other dragons, in the form of
a mighty dracolich.

The jealous gods were satisfied, having
taken the life of every dragon and dragon-spawn
in the world, so their forces returned from whence
they came. The dracolich would remain in hiding,
protecting the Dragon’s Eye for thousands of
years.

But time has a way of causing complacency
in even the most stalwart guardians. On a day
like any other a lone figure, masked by a power
previously unknown in all of the combined
lifetimes of the dragons entered the home of
the Guardian and stole the Dragon's Eye.
The great dracolich was furious at the
intrusion. The mountains of the Demon s
Spine erupted with the fire of his rage. Instantly
he turned his great will and magic to the task
of determining its whereabouts. It wasnt long
before he discovered the thief fleeing back to the
south, but he also saw something more, a glimpse
of the future. He chose to let the mortal keep the
Eye. Zelinash stood to gain much more by what
lay in store.

The thief, Kelish by name, was a resident
of the ancient city that is now the capital of the
[llurian Empire, the home of the Mystacan race.
There he took the stone with all of its power and
wisdom. He gave it as a gift to the Keepers of the
Light, a sacred order charged with maintaining
the mystical sun that rose and fell around the city.
They placed it at the core of their temple, where it
became an integral part of every sacred ceremony
the Mystacan clergy would perform for the next
few centuries. It began to absorb their faith, their
knowledge, their wisdom, and its power grew.

About three hundred years after the Eye
was stolen the magical energies of the world
began to become unstable. Mages lost control

of their powers and the fabric of reality was torn
asunder, spawning unstable gateways to hundreds
of different worlds. Forces beyond those of the
mortal world came through those gates and began
to battle for control of the portals, for their own
use.

Demons, angels and mortals clashed across
the world in fierce battles over land and sea.
Thousands died every day, but there always
seemed to be more to replenish the ranks. Blood
fell like rain over dying fields as winged monsters
battled across the skies.

Through all of this the Mystaca were left
alone. There were no portals on their lands,
and thus no reason for the other-planar forces to
disturb them. Many believe it was the Dragon's
Eye that kept them safe. As the wars raged outside
their doors their curiosity drove them to create a
controllableportal. Their first attemptwas through
the use of intricately carved stones which opened
a temporary path to a single defined location via
a travel realm. Initially this design was flawless,
so they moved on to more complex devices. As
the years passed and mortals slowly began to fade
from this world, being slaughtered for protecting
the only homes they had ever known, the stones
began to fail. The path became longer and the
power that warded against the creatures that
resided within the travel realm faded. Eventually
the wards failed altogether, and a flood of undead
shadows poured through the gateway into the city.
They sucked the life from anything they touched.
One, the strongest of them all, was drawn to the
mystacan temple. He followed the powerful call
of the Eye to its source, and absorbed the stone
into his incorporeal form. Instantly the power
and wisdom of the ancient dragons filled his mind
and granted him sentience. Carius was born.

He used his newfound powers to organize
the shadows and systematically slaughter every
living thing in the city. When only a few remained
they desperately attempted a ritual that would
shatter the Eye and destroy Carius forever, along
with the thousands of shadows that the mystaca
believed were linked to the Eye somehow. They
pulled upon the very life of the land beyond
their city, draining it of all of its natural power:
Flowers wilted, trees died and decayed in an



instant, and the small ponds that the surrounding
villages depended upon for their source of water
dried up. But even with the tremendous power that
they channeled in the ritual, their plan met with
catastrophic failure. The Eye was shattered as
they had planned, but its shards found new hosts,
embedding themselves in hundreds of nearby
shadows and thus spawning the Umbral race. The
slaughter of the few remaining mystaca followed
shortly thereafter, leaving the city empty.

The umbrals were not the only thing spawned
by the destruction of the Dragon’s Eye. The
enormous amount of draconic energy released by
the gem spread throughout the world, recreating
the race that the Gods themselves had fought to

Tte Wondrous Ternons of Alharas Tufluence

destroy. The vast majority of that energy traveled
to the one remaining source of draconic power on
the planet, Zelinash. His power grew to titanic
proportions. He became a deity in and of himself.
Even the ancient Gods, who had condemned his
race to death, would no longer challenge him.
With all of his power and wisdom he looked
out upon the world to see the mortals that had
faithfully served and worshipped his kind being
destroyed on all corners of the planet. In one burst
of omnipotent rage and deific power he forced the
demons and the angels back to their home worlds,

banishing them back to whence they came. He
used his power to stabilize the magical energies of
the world and close the portals that had brought
only catastrophe.

The use of his newfound powers was too
much. His mind was not yet prepared for the great
stresses of such titanic energies. His mind split
and he was driven into insanity. The destruction
he caused in those few hours after the doorways
were sealed was greater than the combined
vears of the Gate Wars. Cities were demolished,
mountains tumbled to dust, the seas boiled with
his unending rage. Then, as suddenly as it had
begun, the being now known as the Twilight
Dragon was gone, leaving behind scarred lands,
and tens of thousands dead. The world was silent
as if afraid to breathe for fear of invoking his rage
again.

Days passed, then weeks with no sign of his
return, or that of the demons. The mortal races of
the world, though only a fraction of them remained,
slowly began to rebuild. The dragons grew
as the years passed, though even now they
are hesitant to play too great a part in the
world. The Gods have long memories, and
no one is sure if they still carry their old grudge,
or even if the old Gods still exist here. And so
time went on much as it does now, with people
trying to scratch out a living in the savage world
that remains. Centuries have passed, now, and
civilization is only now beginning to find its place
in our world once again.

- Wystan Dragonhand
High Priest of the Temple of Twilight

The World As It Is

Centuries have passed since the coming
and subsequent disappearance of the Twilight
Dragon. The dark world of Relistan has not been
graced by the rays of the True Sun for more than
a millennium. In ancient times, long before the
lives of the vast majority of the world’s current
populace, a sylvan race with ties to the Plane of
Shadow tried to protect their world from what
they saw as a deadly pestilence. To do this they
performed a ritual that realigned the planets and




darkened their world. The power of the ritual
has held a great dark orb between Relistan and
the True Sun continuously through the ages.
Only the most ancient of peoples have even the
faintest memory of the fading sun, and none but
the sai-heth know the reason behind it (Journal of
a Dark Defender in Chapter 13 explains the story
for curious Game Masters). The people of this
savage world have since managed to form pockets
of civilization throughout the world, rising out of
the Dark Ages in the past several thousand years.
Outside of those civilized areas, the world remains
cruel and savage. It is a time when the people of
the world fear greatly that which is beyond their
own homes. Fortified cities stand strong against
the night and the denizens of the world. Towns
shore themselves up with thin walls in an effort
to keep out the strange folk and stranger beasts
that now walk the land. Even small villages have
found ways to defend themselves.

But there is still joy in the world. Even the
most unprotected village does not necessarily
live their every waking hour in fear. Those
that live within the borders of a nation may
be protected by armed patrols. The majority
of those that are not, have organized some sort of
militia to answer the call to battle should the need
arise. It is a time when adventurers could make
or break villages and towns by either providing or
withholding their aid. What will you do?

Time and the Three Moons
Time can be very difficult to judge without
a sun to define the difference between “day” and
“night.” Regardless of this, the progress of a 24
hour period is still defined by the use of these
terms. However, instead of measuring time by
the rising and falling of the sun, it is judged by the
journey of the silver moon, Nalus, from east to
west across the sky. For the 10-16 hours when its
light shines down upon the land the people call it
“day.” When it is absent, then “night” has fallen.
Months are tracked by the movement of the
red moon Alhara. It takes about two weeks for
Alhara to cross the sky, followed by two weeks
without its presence. When the red moon rises,
many people say that the world becomes a more

dangerous place. Beasts that would usually leave
a traveler alone will attack without provocation,
and men transform into hideous and destructive
creatures that are neither man nor beast.

The white moon, Celine, is a symbol of
purity and light that cleanses the world after the
violence of Alhara’s influence. Its cycle is almost
exactly opposite that of the red moon, such that
only once every several millennia are the two in
the sky at the same time.

Some say that the red and white moons are
actually one and the same. These believers tell that
Alharais simply the white moon coated in the blood
of those who were slain when last it dominated the
sky. For this reason it is often referred to as the
Blood Moon. The cult that worships the Twilight
Dragon sites this as a reflection of the duality of
their Lord who reshaped the world with his rage
only moments after he saved it with his grace.

Lycanthropes

Like many other worlds, the dangerous
transformation of lycanthropes is triggered by
the phases of the moon. In this case it is Alhara’s
influence that brings about the change. Most
lycanthropes are only affected for a short period
of time, usually a single day, a three or four day
period at the most during the red moon’s journey
across the sky. Some unfortunate souls, however,
are cursed to endure their metamorphosis for the
entire two week period. It is impossible to tell
how long a particular specimen will be affected
when a lycanthrope comes into being. Regardless
of whether the condition is in their blood, or
simply caused by a disease, the duration of their
uncontrollable change will remain a mystery
until Alhara rises once again. In most places of
the world lycanthropes are considered extremely
dangerous, but in one they are worshipped as
messengers of their nature goddess.

The War of Shadows

Thousands of years ago the True Sun was
eclipsed by the sai-heth. They believed that
humanity, dwarves and many other races were a
plague that would kill their beloved nature if they
did not intervene. They developed a powerful




ritual that caused the eclipse. Since that day
there have been powerful forces attempting to
break the spell and return the True Sun to the
sky. However, the sai-heth were an ancient race
even before humans were first created, and they
will die fighting to protect their decision. They
believe that it may take thousands of years for
the scourge to die out, but in the end the world
and nature herself will be better for it. Only then
will they release the chains that hold the celestial
bodies in place. Until that time, the scholars who
took part in the rituals (or their descendents) must
survive, for if they should all fall, the spell will
be broken and their last efforts to save their world
will be for naught.

Since the races of mortals first discovered
the plot of the sai-heth to eclipse the sun, a war
has been fought over it. After the great battle at
the ritual site, the vast majority of this war goes
on behind the scenes. The Lightseekers, as they
call themselves, fight to end the power of the
ritual, and return the True Sun to the sky. The
sai-heth and those who fight beside them fight to
maintain their power for as long as it takes for the
vermin who have infested the world to die out.

The people of Relistan, even long-lived
races such as the elves, have known nothing but
the light of the three moons for generations. If a
lightseeker, were to be revealed, most would call
them insane or incompetent. There have even
been cases where they have been imprisoned or
threatened because of the tales they tell. Hope
and change can be dangerous things, to people
not prepared for them. And so the lightseekers
keep themselves hidden.

The sai-heth have never wanted to be in the
forefront. They have only to wait until, one by
one, the harsh realities of existence cleanses their
world of the parasites that have infested it. So,
they obviously do not go to great lengths to reveal
themselves. In fact, even those who hunt them
have a difficult time identifying who they are and
often kill innocents unassociated with the war by
mistake; such is the cunning of the shadow fey.
The sai-heth prefer to act through manipulation of
people and events. Perhaps it was their doing that
caused suspicion to surround the lightseekers.
Two things are certain in this ongoing war, there

are no coincidences, and no mercy.

The Gate Wars

Approximately two hundred years after
the sun was eclipsed by the sai-heth, strange
planar anomalies began to surface throughout
the world. Gates to other planes become more
and more common, even as the power of magic
became less and less stable.

Many powers from throughout the planes
came to Relistan to control these portals.
Demons from the Abyss, devils from the Hells,
archons from the upper planes and even a few
elemental lords began to search the world for
these interplanar gates. When found, potent
guardians and defenses would be put in place to
protect them. Unfortunately there were many of
these gates to be found on lands that mortals had
settled decades prior.

The claws of demons clashed with the
flaming blades of the archons. Elementals
battled devils. Powerful wizards battled
them all. And the races of the mortals
were caught in the middle of it all. Tens of
thousands of innocents were killed during the
six years of war. Some fought to protect their
homes, others fled to wherever they thought
safe. In the end it was the action of Twilight
Dragon that cast the outsiders from the world
and sealed many of the gates. Some of the
original gates remain, and other planar energies
still leak through into various parts of the world.
The Twilight Wood feeds on energy from the
Plane of Elemental Water. The Isle of Mist
exists simultaneously on two planes. Perhaps
the gates are slowly beginning to re-open. If
this happens, will the outsiders return to claim
them?

Relations

As you will see in the chapters that follow,
there are numerous nations and kingdoms that
have managed to fight their way out of darkness
and survive in the savagery of the world.
Alliances and diplomacy are common between
those nations that share a border that is easily
crossed. Yet even the most powerful nations and



empires in the world do not know what lies beyond
their mountainous borders. Such impassable
natural barriers are simply not worth the resources
to go beyond when the survival of a kingdom is
paramount.

The seas are another barrier that few have
crossed. The only notable exception to this is the
trade agreement between Valin of Kesuril and
Aruna-Nigh of Slarinca. Beyond this overseas
trade agreement, there are very few who are
willing to sail the seas on a regular basis for
anything less than a treasure trove. As a result,
diplomatic communications across the seas are
minimal.

Mechanics

There is one other major difference between
the races and creatures of this world and those
found on others. All creatures, even humans have
learned to see well in the dark. The have evolved
as the centuries passed and the True Sun failed
to return. This evolution has granted them the
equivalent of low-light vision. Those races
that would normally possess such a trait
can see twice as far in low light areas than they
normally could.
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Ours is an ancient history, fraught with
danger, war and a struggle simply to survive. But
[ shall start at the beginning of the tale. Before
the great kingdom was founded, before the sun
faded from the sky, we were a nomadic people.
We moved from place to place following the herds
and staying just out of lady winter’s icy grip. For
generations we had survived this way, in harmony
with nature. We understood the cycle of life and

fought to maintain the Balance.
Then a great warrior rose from among
the ranks to declare that the time had come for

us to find a more permanent home. There was
dissension between the tribes of our people. Some
believed the warrior was right, others fought
fiercely to maintain our relatively peaceful and
harmonious existence. So strong were these
feelings that brawls over the matter quickly
became commonplace. Soon what had begun as
simple proposal had turned into armed battles,
then wars between the tribes. Elistan, the man
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who had first proposed this idea was appalled by
the needless deaths of his own people. In an effort
to end the bloodshed he challenged each tribal
chieftain to single combat, which was the way of
our people all those years ago. One by one the
chieftains fell, and the tribes were united under his
reign. There were still arguments over the right
path to take, but they would not disobey their new
chieftain. The laws of the tribes prevented such.
When the warmer months came the tribes
traveled to this very site, the richest of their
temporary homes over the years. They built
strong wagons from the forests to carry stone from
the mountains, pulled by great beasts the likes of
which have not been seen since the days of our
ancestors For years they worked, quarrying and
hauling stone, using it to build the strong walls
that now protect this great city and its people.
The nearby orc tribes would not leave them in
peace. The raids were constant, enough so that
they significantly delayed the construction of even




the simple outer wall. The warriors of the tribes
longed to lash out at their attackers. Both sides
of the argument over the destiny of the tribes were
united in this, and so Elistan turned them loose.

The battle was brief, with the blood of
humans and orcs mingling as it flowed from their
mountain caves. Yet it was the orcs who were
no more. QOur kind had endured, and building
commenced once more.

They were forced to endure weather
conditions the likes of which they had never
seen before. Some of the tribesmen abandoned
construction, pointing to the chaotic weather
and dangerous predators that stalked the land as
nature s voice speaking out against the city. Those
who left have now become the most respected
members of our society, for it was they who
founded the Druid Clans.

Decades passed before the city was
completed.  Three generations of tribesmen
worked their entire lives to build this place, many

giving their lives to protect it. The place we call
home is quite literally built of the blood and tears
of those who came before us. In time it would
become everything Elistan said it would be. But
when the demons came, even the great walls could
not protect us.

Several decades after the great city of
Maruk was completed we received a message from
the druids. They had sent word of an evil force
that was bent on the destruction of our world.
They were planning to banish the life-giving sun

from the sky, to the doom of us all. We sent many

brave warriors to aid in the campaign against the
dark creatures, yet in the end we failed. The world
had gone dark, now lit only by the three moons.
The druids preached that we had angered nature
and her wrath was at hand. We had been given a
chance to protect her, and we were not up to the
task. But there was nothing natural about what
came next.

They came from the mountains, so it is said;

Tte Savagery of the Gate Warns




their bat-like wings and demonic steeds carried
them to our door. At the time no one knew why
they had attacked us, only that they slaughtered
our kinsmen without prejudice and without mercy.
Our weapons could not harm them,; even our
great king was barely able to penetrate their
hides. We were going to die, but we would
not die without a fight. For weeks we fought,
losing ten men for every one of them we were
able to defeat. But just when we had resigned
ourselves to our fate the Druids came to us.
They used their magic, unstable as it was, to
hold back the monsters. But even they were
unable to stay the slaughter. Thousands were
slain, torn to pieces by the claws and fangs of
the demons. Even with the power of the Druids
beside us, we could not hope to survive. Too
few of us remained. We could fight for another
day, maybe two, but we would lose, and all that
we had worked so hard to attain would be lost
forever.

Our defeat was imminent.  Without
warning a thunderous roar that sounded like
that angered soul of nature herself echoed from
beyond the horizon.  The whole of the world
seemed to stop in that instant. Mortal and
demon alike looked to the horizon in wonder.
In a chorus of terrible, unearthly shrieks they
were gone. Every last demon that had assailed
our walls and our homes had disappeared. To
this day no one is sure what happened. Some
say that the earth mother grew angry and
expelled them from existence, others tell tales
of dragons or deities. The truth is in what
you believe. Minutes later there was a great
earthquake. The world shook with such force
that many feared being thrown off. Some were
swallowed into the depths of the great chasms
that ripped open. Buildings collapsed killing
those hiding inside. The seas boiled and the
forests burned. Then, as suddenly as it had
begun, it was over.

For days no one dared to move or speak
above a whisper. They waited for the return of
the demons, or of the more powerful creature
that followed them. When our ancestors finally
stepped out of hiding, what awaited them was
beyond belief. The northern half of the city had

been utterly destroyed. The city wall had been
pummeled into boulders no bigger than a man
and not a single building to the north was left
standing. The blood of both men and immortal
covered the ground and the torn bodies of the
dead were strewn about as if thrown by a great
windstorm. It was a terrible sight to behold.
Friends slaughtered by the hundreds, homes
destroyed... but still the great king remained,
injured though he was. Our ancestors worked
together with the remaining druids to rebuild
Maruk, and they made it grander than before.
At the urging of the Grand Druid they built a
Temple to the nature goddess, Elvaril, in the
cities core, where nature would always be
revered; it is by her power and grace that our
people were allowed to live.

In the years that followed, the few
survivors reveled in simply being alive. Minor
quarrels faded and arguments were few. But
peace and harmony do not last forever. And so
the great city of Maruk is as you see it today.
1t is important to revel in the moment, but do
not forget the past that brought us here.
We have survived storms beyond mortal
power, predators the likes of which were
never seen before or since, and we weathered
an assault from the Abyss itself- Though you
may look around and see petty arguments and
politics, remember that there is great strength
here, hidden beneath the surface.

- Eryka Solin
The Voice of Nature

The western continent of Kesuril is
the largest land mass on Relistan. It is also
one of the most diverse environments on the
planet, containing everything from lush green
forests to dead wastelands. Its people are just
as diverse. The nature worshipping nation
of Valin in the east pays homage to the earth
and its primal elements while the kingdoms
of the west focus more on trade and finance
than religion. To the north lies the Golden
Plains, the home of great tribes of nomadic
catfolk. South of the Demonspine Mountains,
a volcanic mountain range that stretches across



the continent from east to west, lies the oldest
and largest empire in the world, Illuria. Below
you will find descriptions of each major area
as well as general descriptions of key people
such as rulers or elders in each kingdom.
The statistics for the key NPCs have been
deliberately left vague to allow adaptation to
your campaign. Thus, they have been limited
to a race and a class. Each city is categorized
by the general alignment of the majority of its
residents and government, as well as the city size
to aid in determining the resources available to
them.

Valin

Valin is a kingdom formed primarily
of those who worship nature and all of its
individual elements. They believe that
lycanthropes are holy creatures blessed by
Elvaril, their Goddess of Nature, with closeness
to her rivaled only by the nature-loving fey
and elementals. Only when the spirit of

nature possesses them do they transform

to carry out her will. Their violence is
the rage of Elvaril, their hunger is her desire.
They are the embodiment of the Goddess’
will. As such, many lycanthropes hold high
positions in both politics and the state clergy.

However, the people of this proud kingdom
are not as naive as they may seem at first glance.
They recognize the danger that these creatures
represent to themselves and to their children.
As a result the vast majority of lycanthropes are
“encouraged” to leave the cities and seek out one
of the numerous druidic circles that rule over
the nation’s forests. There they are taught to
control their transformation, and to recognize the
warning signs while still keeping in touch with
the All Mother’s will. Only after this training are
they truly welcomed back into civilized society.
Until they have undergone this training, “wild”
lycanthropes will be feared and cast out.

Relations:

The Illurian Empire: The people of Valin
fear the dark soldiers of Illuria. They do not
understand Illurian beliefs, customs or even

speech. It is their tendency towards the unnatural
practice of necromancy that frightens and angers
citizens the most. They believe that such magic
is an affront to nature and by its very essence
goes against their most basic of beliefs. The
politicians hold a different view. They see the
riches of the great empire and strive to establish
trade across the savage land that separates the
two civilizations. While they remain wary of the
skilled mages and disciplined soldiers posted at
the border forts, they welcome diplomats with
open arms. The border between the two countries
is heavily patrolled by both sides, but with the
druids and holy lycanthropes at their side, the
Valinites feel they can sufficiently defend against
any attack.

Aruna-Nigh: Travel between Valin and the
elven kingdom across the sea is one of the few
established intercontinental trade routes. The sea
is far from safe however. Many ships are lost
each year to incredible storms, raiders and sea
monster attacks. The navies of both kingdoms
are fighting to make this route a safer means of
travel, but have made little progress. Relations
between the two nations are tense, but friendly.
An elven ambassador lives within Thorn Keep
and attends court on a regular basis, but he has
only been able to negotiate a trade treaty thus
far. If a war breaks out between Illuria and Valin,
King Alystair hopes to be able to enlist the aid of
their elven allies.

Maruk

Alignment: Neutral Good

Size: Metropolis

The city of Maruk is a bustling metropolis
with all the comforts and hazards of city life. Its
many taverns and inns support the thousands of
travelers that arrive each year on a pilgrimage to
the High Temple of Elvaril or to make their pleas
at the royal court. Its shops cater to everyone from
the most practical to the exceedingly extravagant,
and traveling companies of performers can
always be found both on the streets and on the
stages of the more respectable taverns.

Maruk is the holy city of Valin. Legend
speaks of a devout young priestess who, in ancient
times, was visited by the All Mother herself. The




The Foly Temple of Elvarid

Goddess gave to her servant three tremendous and
powerful gifts and promised that as long as these
artifacts remained safe, the kingdom that was
then struggling against vicious beasts and savage
storms would prosper. This priestess whose name
has been lost in the annuls of time was the Grand
Druid who urged the construction of a temple on
that very spot and consecrated it in the name of
Elvaril when it was completed. It is there that
these artifacts have been kept since that day.
Thousands of people of every race living within
Valin’s borders travel to the city each year to
worship, and pray in the presence of these mighty
gifts. The Temple itselfis a natural wonder, shaped
from the very earth. It is constructed much like an
amphitheater, with incredibly large roots, shaped
to serve as pews, wrapping a lower open area,
where the High Priestess gives her sermons. The
acoustics are amazing, so that even if the Temple

were filled to capacity (numbering into several
thousand worshipers) it would only be a slight
strain for the furthest member of the congregation
to hear Nature’s Voice. It is from this temple that
the High Priestess, also known as the Voice of
Nature, provides guidance and creates the dogma
followed by the entirety of the faith.

Not only is Martk Valin’s center of religious
worship, it is also its political center. The nation’s
king, Alystair Balinaugh, holds court within the
protective walls of Thorn Keep at the northern
edge of the city. The keep appears to have been
grown and shaped from a series of enormous
bluebark trees. Its tall towers are hollowed
trees themselves, covered by a great canopy
of soft blue leaves. Every month his Highness
opens his court for public appeal. Of course,
to receive an audience one must go through the
proper channels. This usually requires either a
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hefty bribe (sometimes several) or the support of
someone well-known to the court. The King tries
to be fair in his judgments, but the guidance of his
druidic advisor weighs heavily on his decisions.

The King himself is a just man, though
many believe he is weak and too lenient at times.
His high councilor, a known lycanthrope druid
by the name of Geran Yellowstripe, has a great
amount of influence over the king, as does the
High Priestess. Both of these advisors will always
be present when the King’s High Council is called
into session, as well as at court.

Politics and religion play a very large role
in the day to day existence of the city. Yet there
is also a more cultured aspect of their existence.
Theatre is a great part of the city’s history, enjoyed
by many including the king himself. Soon after
the city was founded a group of players began
performing mock battles and skits in the center of
town. As the city grew so did its venues. The
Theatre of Song has only recently been completed
in the middle of the commerce district. It is the most
desirable venue the city has to offer, with flawless

acoustics and enough room to seat thousands
of spectators. Plays, duels and songs have all
graced the stage of this great theatre. The rumors
even speak of personal performances for the King
being given there. Any bard, musician or storyteller
would love to perform on the stage, however, you
must be among the best in your craft to do so as the
owners are very selective as to whom they hire.

Notable NPCs:
Alystair Balinaugh: King of Valin
Race: Human

Class: Ranger

The king was born the third son of his father.
As such he was chosen to learn the ways of the
forest and become an emissary to those who lived
their lives in the woodlands. He loved his journeys
through the shadowed and quiet paths of his forest,
but this destiny was not to be his. Five years ago
a tremendous plague swept through Valin, striking
down thousands of people and giving cause to the
belief that they had angered the Goddess. The
druids came to their aid and battled against the
plague with the magic and knowledge of healing.
They succeeded and banished the disease from the

nation, but not before Alystair’s father, the previous
king, and his two elder brothers were all killed by
the terrible disease, leaving him to rule what was left
behind.

Since then he has done what he can to
govern his country. He spends much time out in
the wilderness, escaping the pressures of ruling a
kingdom whenever the political situation allows.
He has placed more value in the druids than any
king before him, treating them as sacred guardians
of the wilds and the nations borders. He has
earned their respect as a student of the forest and
a disciple of nature, enough so that they have sent
two lycanthrope guardians to serve as his personal
bodyguards as a gesture of faith and respect.

Geran Yellowstripe: High Councilor to the King

Race: Human Were-Tiger

Class: Druid

Geran was born in the wilds to a druid clan
blessed with the blood of the were-tiger. He was
taught to control his gift, and wield great power
granted by nature itself. He became a powerful druid.
When he was still young he frequently walked the
forest paths with Alystair, having great debates of
religion, philosophy and even literature. When the
young boy became king, he personally requested his
friend to attend him as his High Councilor. Geran
is proud to stand by the king, though the druid still
has much to learn of the workings of the court and
the kingdom of the civilized lands. It was he who
recommended the lycanthrope guardians of the king
to the druid high council. Though he has little pull in
the council on his own, being a young and relatively
inexperienced man, his relationship with the king
lends weight to his voice and his petitions.

Eryka Solin: The Voice of Nature (High Priestess)

Race: Human

Class: Cleric of Elvaril

The High Priestess is descended from a long
line of women who have faithfully served their
goddess. In every generation there has been at
least one who has pledged her life to their faith. To
Eryka, it was simply a matter of time before she took
her vows. Her faith was weak at first. She could not
wield divine magic, and she scarcely believed that
the gods existed. Then the plague came. It ravaged




the entire countryside, sparing no family in its killing
pain. In this time she came upon a small boy who
lay dying in an alley. Regardless of the risk she went
to the boy and held him close, and wept. She called
out to Elvaril asking that if she did truly exist, to
reveal herself now, to let her acolyte wield her power
and rid the boy of his pain. Where her tears struck,
the festering sores on the boys flesh began to heal.
Soon, the boy was no longer wailing in anguish, but
sighing in relief. It was then that she looked up and
noticed that the disease was gone from his body. Her
faith has been unshakable since that moment.

In the king’s court she serves as one of
Alystair’s chief advisors, yet she always has the
will of her goddess in the forefront of her thoughts.
Several times it has been her voice that has stayed the
king’s hand in the punishment of feral lycanthropes.
Though it has also been her advise that has spared
several criminals that just happen to be one of the
blessed creatures.

Rivlin, The Port City

Alignment: Neutral Good

Size: Large City

Founded on the shores of the Alzarin Sea,
Rivlin provides much of the kingdom’s food supply
in the form of various sea life. While not the great
city that Maruk is, the number of sailors employed
by Valin’s merchant and military fleets keeps the
economy strong. Many strange artifacts and wares
find their way to the shops of Rivlin from faraway
lands or from seafaring treasure hunters.

The city is full of those who make their
living by diving the waters of the Alzarin. Many
treasures have been discovered in its depths.
There is a saying among these divers: “The
greater the riches, the greater the danger.” Dozens
of would-be divers have been claimed by the less
passive sea life and other dangers that lurk below
the surface. This has not stopped many dozens
more from seeking their livelihood offshore.

The governor of Rivlin is a young elven
woman by the name of Alliza Seabreeze. She is
originally from the elven city of Aruch-Ve, but
arrived by ship on Valin’s shores a few decades
ago, when sea travel was even more dangerous
than it is now. Over the last thirty years she has
distinguished herself by exemplary service as a
sea captain in Valin’s navy, and as the negotiator

of trade relations with Aruna-nigh. As a reward
for her deeds the King appointed her governor of
Rivlin and all of its surrounding lands.

While the city has its seedy areas,
particularly those near the docks, much of the city
is shaped from polished granite stones harvested
from the quarry to the north. It is a relatively
large city whose economy is based primarily
on farming, trade and the bounty of the sea. So
while its poorer districts are examples of extreme
destitution, the richer areas are second only to the
extravagance of the capital’s noble district.

Notable NPCs:
Alliza Seabreeze: Governor of Rivlin

Race: High EIf

Class: Fighter/Rogue

Once a citizen of Aruna-Nigh, she traveled
across the sea with a merchant ship convoy as a
marine guard. For decades she journeyed between
Valin and Aruna-Nigh, employed on various ships
traveling the seas. Over time she learned much
of the ways of merchants and became a strong
negotiator. After the long years at sea she
chose, at last, to stay in Rivlin. She believed
that in doing so, she could bridge the gap between
the elven nation to the east and the kingdom of
nature worshipping humans.

She worked for the merchants there to
negotiate better port expenses and warehouse
deals, both within their own city, and in Aruch-
Ve. About a decade after she ended her sea time,
she received a letter from the king asking her to
become the next governor of Rivlin. She thought it
was a joke at first, but the silk-swathed messenger
pointed out the king’s personal seal and assured
her it was not. She was sworn in a few months
later and has been more or less successful ever
since.

Currently she is speaking with an
ambassador from Aruna-Nigh to negotiate lower
import taxes, and seeks to find a way to make the
sea ways between the two nations less dangerous.

The Crimson Veil

Long ago, Elvaril, the woodland Goddess,
bestowed upon a holy woman three great gifts.
These are well known and kept safe under the



watchful guardians of the High Temple of the
Elements. Known only to a few religious scholars,
a fourth gift was also sent from the heavens. It
was not given to the nameless priestess of legend
as were the others. Instead, it was presented to a
humble, hermitic druid who then secreted it away
deep in the Forest of the Lost. As time passed
the hermit came to understand that he alone could
not possibly protect the powerful relic from the
evils that would seek it. It was this revelation that
inspired him to form a druidic order whose sole
purpose was to protect the sacred gift. They are
called the Druids of the Crimson Veil. They protect
their forest and its denizens from all threats with a
vengeance born of divine edict. Even other druids
are rarely allowed to pass within their borders.

The Crimson Veil is a very secretive order,
easily recognized by the red designs tattooed over
the lower half of their face. These designs are
meant to represent the blood spilled by Nature’s
enemies, and the wrath of nature’s chosen servants,
the lycanthropes. As a symbol of their great
devotion they undergo a ritual in which they

promise their very essence to the protection

of the Gift, the Forest of the Lost, and of the
Crimson Veil itself. They are sworn to duty
and secrecy. Their loyalty is so strong that they
willingly serve their entire lives, and sometimes,
even beyond.

Members of the Crimson Veil do not speak
to outsiders; only their leaders and those given
express permission by them are allowed to do
s0. Any who break that oath have their tongue
removed so that there is no risk of such a betrayal
occurring again.

It is unclear how the Crimson Veil chooses
its disciples. Itis believed that they have members
hidden within the other druidic circles. Members
who do not wear the telltale tattoo of the crimson
veil. They are, in fact, the most trusted of the
circle. They are allowed to speak to those outside
of their own order, a must if they are to survive
and maintain their secrecy. Even the majority of
these druids seem to speak very little to those not
among the druidic ranks.

Notable NPCs:
Zin Felabar: Leader of the Crimson Veil

Race: Human Were-Tiger
Class: Druid

A fanatic in every sense of the word, Zin
Felabar leads the Crimson Veil with strong beliefs
and a harsh commitment to his duty. He was
chosen by the Veil to lead when his predecessor
was killed by cutthroats, though some now regret
the decision. He sees all outsiders as thieves and
killers, who’s only desire is to steal that which
they protect. Only advice from the most senior
druids kept him from issuing an order to kill all
outsiders on sight. But beyond his fanaticism, he is
secretive. Only he has been given the knowledge
of how to open the vault that holds their treasure,
the gift of the gods themselves. Death would
come to him long before he would impart that
information to anyone short of his successor.

The Demonspine
Mountains

In the ancient days of the Gate Wars, it was
said that the fiends of the Abyss and the monsters
of the Hells waged war against mortals from their
many unholy fortresses cradled between the peaks
of this expansive, volcanic mountain range. This
is undoubtedly how it earned its name. Now
those threats of the past have faded, thanks to the
banishment caused by the Twilight Dragon, only
to be replaced by the demons of the present.

The Demonspine Mountains are a range
of mountains spanning hundreds of miles and
containing dozens of active volcanoes, some
explosively so. These, along with the great steam
vents, huge chasms, and flows of half cooled lava
are only the beginning of the Spine’s dangers.
Beings formed of the purest elemental fire roam
the slopes, salamanders wander in packs in search
of new victims to test themselves against, and
several tribes of giants call this fiery place their
home. And the worst is yet to come.

The Demonspine is inhabited by a power
that even the ancient gods themselves could
not purge from Relistan. It is rumored to be a
birthplace of dragons. Adventuring members of
the Illurian Academy speak of enormous lizards
with great wings that live in the hotter regions of




the northern mountains. Others see lines of fire
jetting up from seemingly calm rocks and Sylent
vents. Perhaps these sightings are nothing more
than tales and paranoia. But there are those who
fear greatly about what the signs portend if the
tales are true.

The Golden Plains

The northern edge of Kesuril is almost
entirely blanketed by great fields of tall, golden
grass. Trees in this area are few, but those that
manage to survive grow tall and strong. The land
here is extremely fertile, yet most “civilized”
nations have thus far left its beauty to nature.
There are no cities on the plains, but the occasional
tent camp belonging to one of the many nomadic
tribes does break the horizons of the plains of
waving grass.

Do not be fooled by appearances, the beauty
of the Golden Plains hides many dangers. Great
cats stalk the savanna in search of prey. Geysers
lay hidden in the tall grasses, hinted at only by the
blasted soil directly surrounding them. Enormous
snakes lie in wait for a passing meal, and then, of
course, there are the natives.

Almost a dozen tribes of catfolk, and several
tribes of other beings such as centaurs and humans
roam the plains, content in their nomadic lifestyle.
Some of these tribes are several hundred strong,
and the clashes between them are frequent. The
catfolk, more so than any other race, tend to take
to strangers relatively well. They react with
tolerance unless they are treated with disrespect
or insult; an offended catfolk is a dangerous foe
indeed. And with the long memory and close knit
society they live in, a simple insult can forge a
lasting enmity with an entire tribe. They are an
emotional lot, never afraid to speak their thoughts
and not the slightest bit hesitant to act on them.
The largest of the tribes are said to capture and
train huge cats as pets and war mounts, making
them a force to be reckoned with.

The other races of the plains tend to keep
to themselves, reacting to intruders with suspicion
and sometimes outright violence. One must travel
the Golden Plains with great care if he is to survive
the trip. They are as savage a land as any that

remains unclaimed by civilization. Their dangers
are hidden behind its beauty and quiet serenity,
but they are no less real.

The Ruins of Avinsteil

Hidden on the edge of the Guardian Wood,
in the southwestern regions of Kesuril lies a
lost city built into the cliff face of a mountain.
The last residents lived during the days of
the Twilight Dragon. They were marvelous
engineers, accomplishing as much with ingenious
engineering as most societies do with magic. For
generations they had lived in their cliff side city,
constantly working to improve its beauty and
defensive value. Now, very few even know of the
existence of the ruins.

The city itself was built in the times before
the Eternal Eclipse by a race of humans that
were particularly skilled in stonework. It was
constructed into the very cliff face, such that
the upper levels had a balcony that overlooked
the beautiful forest to the south. A great hole
pierces the mountain from the sky, as if an
angry god thrust his spear deep into the earth.
Though if such a thing ever happened, it occurred
long before man took up residence. The upper
levels were built around this hole, with balconies
so that the social elite could all view the bottom
level, which was perhaps the most important
place in the lives of those who once dwelled in
Avinsteil: the arena floor.

Great contests of arms and demonstrations
of both knowledge and skill were once held in
the great arena. The arena floor was constructed
at the bottom of the great hole that penetrated
from the top of the cliff; it connects directly to
the prisons below it to minimize the chance of
escapees when they were being taken to the
arena to fight, and most likely die. The acoustics
themselves are another marvel of engineering.
The place is crafted such that the voice of a
speaker would carry from the bottom, the entire
distance to the level of the king’s seat at the top, a
full 100 feet above. The speaker could be heard
clearly throughout the entire distance.

A great palace was built on the highest
level. It is thought that a king once ruled from






within its walls. Those few who have managed
to stumble upon the ruins have chosen to leave the
palace untouched, despite the promise of riches
within. There is a strange and horrible feeling
that permeates the area. Even those brave enough
to travel the wilds and journey into an ancient
ruin potentially filled with traps and powerful
defenders have not dared the palace gates.

The second level down holds great buildings
crafted for the richer citizens of the ancient
city. Even now, thousands of years later they
stand proudly, enduring time without any sign of
fatigue, proof of the skill of the ancient builders
of Avinsteil. Many of these buildings bare carved
marks declaring what they once were; a rich inn
and a high class tavern among them.

The third level is the bottom of the great
hole, and the arena floor. It is also the level in
which the commoners lived, and the soldiers
trained. A large marketplace once thrived in what
is now only an empty area crowded with decaying
bones and the skeletons of wooden shops. The
majority of the populace lived and worked on this
level. Several forges can be found throughout
the level; their chimneys ingeniously carved into
the rock of the ceiling to direct the heat and soot
outside the city.

There are several levels below the living
quarters. It was here that the city kept their
prisoners, a purified water supply, and grew much
of their food. The rumors say that many of the
magical systems that the original builders put in
place are still operable, if one can decipher them.
Yet few scholars give these rumors credit, directing
any who argue to the builder’s preference towards
more mundane crafts.

No one truly knows what occurred so many
centuries ago. Whatever it was has transformed
the once great and thriving place into a shell of
its former beauty and glory. Stranger still, the
event managed to leave the buildings of the city
untouched. No scorch marks scar the wall, and
no obvious destruction is evident save that born of
time itself.

The Guardian Wood

The large forest on the far south-western
edge of the continent is one of the oldest forests
in the world. Groves of bluebark trees dating
back thousands of years grow in places that have
not seen the touch of orc or man since they first
sprouted from the ground. It’s borders spread
from Avinsteil to the north, all of the way to the
Ocean of Twilight on its southern and western
borders. Few travel so far as the Guardian Wood,
fearing the savagery of the wilds.

A clan of elves known as the Baclesti does
call this forest home, as they have for centuries.
These wild elves live in harmony with the
trees and groves of the forest and personify the
wilderness in which they reside. They possess
a savage wildness tempered by knowledge and
skill. A combination not found in many beings,
but powerful when put to use by the Baelesti
elves.

But it is not from the elves which the wood
derives its name. It is said that a forest spirit,
as old as the wood itself, dwells within its
borders. He protects the trees from any
who would defile them. Few have ever seen this
guardian spirit, and there are those who doubt his
very existence. Yet the forest’s residents believe,
and even pay homage to the spirit. His gaze can
be felt from the instant intruders walk into his
lands, until after they once again go beyond its
borders.

It is said that the animals of the forest obey
his commands, and the wolves are his messengers.
Those that have come to the forest to pillage its
resources often leave quickly, swearing never
again to enter the Guardian Wood; for fear that
the spirit will reap his terrible vengeance upon
them.

Overall, not much is know of the Guardian
Wood. Since the time of the Twilight Dragon,
few have strayed far enough from civilization to
wander into its borders, and the Baelesti elves
generally do not leave the protection of their
own trees. Thus, most who even know of its
existence view it as an ancient and dangerous, if
not haunted, wood and tend to avoid it if at all
possible. There are many wonders in these lands



however. Those that treasure natural beauty will
be welcomed, those who would defile it will be
destroyed.

The Kingdoms
of the West

The western coast of Kesuril is divided into
four kingdoms. Each kingdom has only one major
city, for which each kingdom is named. Several
small towns and villages are scattered throughout
the lands governed by the rulers of each kingdom,
but much of the area is still wild and uncontrolled.
Trade has been established between all four
nations, however specific tariffs and provisions are
made as the relationships between the kingdoms
and their rulers change. The trade routes still
remain treacherous journeys despite the attempts
of each individual nation to control them, making
even the largest caravan employ large numbers of
guards.

For the most part, the Kingdoms
of the West are completely isolated from
the remainder of the continent by the
Demonspine Mountains. Only the occasional
scouting party strays across the deadly mountain
range from either side. Because of this there is
little known of the world beyond the mountains.

Kish

Alignment: Neutral Evil

Size: Small City

Long ago an ancient race of unknown
beings built a city on the shores of the sea. It was
a prosperous place built of wood and stone. For
many years it grew, feeding off of the bounty of the
sea and the nearby lands. Even when the True Sun
disappeared from the sky, they somehow survived.
It was the rage and insanity of the Twilight Dragon
that destroyed them. At the height of their great
civilization came the powerful flaps of His great
wings, sending a mile high tsunami crashing
down upon their city. Tens of thousands were
killed by the pressures of the thundering waves
and many more drowned in their aftermath. The
city itself was decimated. Buildings collapsed or

were simply washed away. And the flood waters
remained, drowning it beneath their surface.
When it was over, the city seemed as if it had
vanished from Relistan forever.

As the years passed, the flood waters slowly
receded back into the sea. What remained of the
tattered city rose once again above the waves,
though many of its streets had become rivers of
muddy water. It was during this age that a tribe
of lizardfolk from the nearby swamp discovered
the flooded ruins. They found many caverns
below the water’s surface, formed from the years
of exposure to the tides, to hide their eggs, and
the materials to create a city for themselves. They
rebuilt a large portion of the ancient place and
claimed it as their own.

Over the generations, the Blackwater tribe
has become much more advanced and civilized
than most of their kin. Though they still possess
very strong ties to their tribal culture, they have
slowly become more accepting of other races,
even allowing small groups to move into the city
and live beside them. Of course there are still
those who are violently opposed to the trespasses
of other races. These lizardfolk tend to cause
violence among the people, yet are untouched
by the laws of the city. After all, the Lizard King
takes care of his own first.

The entire city, lizardfolk, humans, and
others alike, is governed by the Lizard King
Sserithess. While more tolerant than many of his
predecessors, his judgment can be just as harsh
and deadly. He believes that his tribe is the true
owners of their home, and that all other races
that have come to live there are simply squatters
whose lives are allowed to continue solely by his
good graces. As such, whenever he must rule
between conflicting parties, the lizardfolk will
win out, regardless of any other circumstances.
This situation has caused many would-be settlers
to abandon the city, finding it just as dangerous as
the nearby wildlands.

The tribal culture of the clan’s past can still
be seen in their relics and in their religion. Jewelry,
expertly crafted of bones and stone decorate many
of the more important members of their society,
as well as being sold and bartered in many of the
shops found throughout the city. Many of the
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more “civilized” nations covet these items as relics
of an age long passed, or the beauty crafted by
“savages.” There are some among the lizardfolk
that are angered by this. They believe that their
religious icons are more than just pretty baubles
to be traded away. Even the lizardfolk merchants
that sell such items have been threatened many
times by the more fanatical among the faithful.
Yet despite this they continue to craft and sell these
items for a hefty profit.

Religion, to the Blackwater tribe, is a
powerful and mysterious thing. The vast majority
of the tribe worship Terilineus, a black dragon
whose spirit lairs in the nearby swamp, where the
tribe first lived. The lizardfolk believe themselves
to be the descendants of dragons, and as such,
believe that their Lord is the model of perfection
that they all strive to become. They believe that if
they are loyal to him and their tribe that they will

become dragons themselves in their next life. The
tribe honors him with gifts of treasure and blood
to appease him and stay in his good graces. On
occasion the Lizard King or his high priest travel
out to their Lord’s lair themselves to petition him
for guidance or favor. None beyond the Lizard
King himself and his high priest know the precise
location of the dragon’s lair. There are rumors
of course, and those who say they have stumbled
upon it. The lizardfolk who say such things,
speak in great reverence about the experience and
would be extremely hesitant to tell non-lizardfolk
anything about the lair’s location.

Notable NPCs:

Sserithess The Lizard King: Ruler of Kish
Race: Lizardfolk
Class: Fighter/Sorcerer (Draconic)




Sserithess is very advanced for one of his
kind. Both his physical strength and his mental
abilities are far beyond the norm. It is said that
his sorcerous abilities are a direct result of the
purity of the draconic blood within him. He was,
therefore, the obvious choice to lead his people.
The Lizard King sees all other races as inferior,
though he understands their usefulness in the right
situations. Kish, to him, is the rightful home of
the lizard folk, and all others are simply squatters,
allowed to exist solely by his grace. In time,
the king plans to invade Tessel. He knows war
is coming, and believes it better to take the fight
to the enemy than cower in fear waiting for the
attack.

Before his tribe came to Kish, Sserithess
was a powerful chieftain. They lived the ways of
their more savage kin with pride, never thinking of
the possibility for change. It was the Lizard King
who led his tribe to the ruins of the city. He had
discovered it years earlier on a hunting expedition.

Now, he believes the time has come for his tribe.

They have become the most blessed of the

lizardfolk tribes of the swamp; the closest

to the grandeur and splendor of the dragons.

He devoutly hopes that one day he will ascend into
their ranks and become a powerful black dragon.

Relations:

Solstice: Kish has open trade with the
Golden City. In fact, these trade relations are
responsible for most of the immigration into the
city from foreign lands. Though the lizardfolk
see those from Solstice as haughty and money
grubbing, they sell their wares to them regardless.
Yet many merchants from solstice have begun
hiring extra guards to protect them from the more
extremist groups of the city that aren’t thrilled
about the concept of their religious icons being
sold to foreigners.

Requiem: The Queen is weak. If that
simple fact were not true she would have never
allowed a lizard folk sorcerer with strong ties to
his draconic blood to act as an ambassador. Nor
would she be so easy to manipulate. It was easy to
prod her highness into preparations for a war, and
it will be easy, when the time comes, to direct her
at a target. His ambassador only needed to fuel

her already great paranoia. Soon the citizens will
over throw her, and then it will be time for his own
representative to take control in her place.

Tessel: Skirmishes along the borders are
common, frequently resulting in bloodshed and
death. The elves are a constant threat to the
sovereignty of the kingdom. As a result, efforts
have been made to increase the size of Kish’s
standing army, and all those of elven blood have
been driven out of the country or executed for
treason. War, at this point, seems inevitable; and
both sides are anxiously waiting for it to begin.

Solstice

Alignment: Chaotic Neutral

Size: Metropolis

The trade city goes by many names; The
Pearl of the West and the Golden City among them.
It is said that one can find anything they desire on
the streets of the capital city, if the price is right.
Slaves are sold at auctions, fine weapons and
armor hang in shop windows, and even potions of
various natures are commonly available. Solstice
is by far the wealthiest of the western kingdoms,
primarily because of their market places. It is the
trade hub of the west, and believed to be a place
of tolerance. Where your gold purse is considered
more strongly than your race or religion.

Great palaces house the richer merchant
families and the nobility. Guilds of all sorts, from
woodworkers, to mercenaries, to thieves’ guilds
can be found throughout the city. The thieves’
guilds, in fact, are some of the most powerful
political entities in the country, and they are good
at what they do. Organized crime controls almost
every aspect of the cities underground. They even
have the city sectioned off as to which lieutenant
of the guild controls what streets. Yet as powerful
as they are, few crimes have actually been traced
back to them; and those that are, usually get
dismissed by the city’s court system. Again, they
are very good at what they do. The penalties for
committing a crime not sanctioned by the guild
are severe; up to and including torture or death.

In the more reputable side of the city,
merchants hawk their wares brought from
throughout the western kingdoms and beyond.
Some even claim to have traveled from across



the sea. A portion of these claims are true, some
are not, but few have ever dared the trek just to
prove them wrong. Slaves come in by sea most
of the time, but the occasional slave caravan is not
unheard of. Scores of different beings and beasts
go up for auction every day, lining the pockets of
slavers with much gold, and filling the government
coffers with taxes.

King Jezurin Fallingleaf, a half-elf of an
ancient bloodline, rules over the kingdom. He
lives in extreme luxury with his family and a few
foreign dignitaries in his castle along the coast.
The laws he makes almost always favor traders
and merchants, as they are the ones contributing
the most to his treasury. Despite this he is more or
less fair to all Solsticians.

One of the many laws of the kingdom
requires any merchant wishing to sell his wares be
licensed by the government. If one is part of any
of the merchant or craftsman guilds some of the
fees will be waived. Otherwise they are extremely
expensive. Anyone caught peddling wares without
a license is subject to a hefty fine and possible
confiscation of whatever it was they were selling.
As a result, numerous unlicensed vendors ply
their trades from alleyways, displaying whatever
portion of their goods they can carry, and inviting
a potential buyer back to an inn or other place
that is less conspicuous to view their entire stock.
More than one mugging has occurred as a result of
these invitations, but the prices for such wares are
generally much cheaper than those in the market
place. One must weigh the risk for themselves.

The docks of Solstice are an amazing feat
of craftsmanship and engineering. Dozens of
ships can be moored at any given time, for a
sizable docking fee of course, while they load
and unload passengers and cargo. Ships come
from all along the coast, and in some cases across
the sea, bearing merchants and their wares to the
enormous market the city provides. Government
owned warehouses are available in the docks
district for use by merchants and travelers alike.
Merchants are generally given a discount for the
rent of these buildings, another incentive to lure
them to sell in the city. Incoming ships are taxed
on the contents of their cargo just as caravans are
taxed on the wares they carry into the city.

When most people think of Solstice they
see a grand market place. The wealth and
liveliness of the city is what they remember. But
most of those who travel to the trade city are at
least vaguely aware of the dangers that lie just
below the glossy veneer. A lack of awareness
for this situation can quickly make a traveler
penniless or even get them killed.

Relations:

Requiem: The once good relations between
the City of Song and Solstice have decayed away
into nothing more than distant trade agreements.
This is mostly due to the arrogant militance of
their new Queen. King Jezurin simply will not
tolerate it. Heavy taxes have been levied on any
goods entering Solstice from the northern city, in
hopes of conveying his distaste for the new ruler.
Despite this, many traveling merchants as well as
graduates from the College of Song seek out the
Golden City for a chance to make their fortunes.
Merchants traveling from Requiem have begun
to forge papers declaring their allegiance to
one of the other kingdoms. An expensive
undertaking, but cheaper than the incredible
taxes they would have to pay, should their true
home be declared.

Kish: Many lizard folk merchants hawk
their wares on the streets of Solstice. Relations
between the two kingdoms are entirely trade
based. No military alliance exists. Over the past
few years, a greater variety of rare items has come
up from the southern city, including dragon scales
and rare herbs. These new wares have aroused
the curiosity of many of the local merchants.
Some have even sent representatives to establish
themselves in Kish, hoping for a chance to
acquire some of the rarities for themselves at a
much lower cost.

Tessel: The two kingdoms have a strong
trade relationship. ~Ambassadors have been
exchanged and now there is always one of elven
blood in residence at the royal palace. King
Jezurin has great respect for the power of the
elves, being of elven blood himself, 