Erin,

Your character background is attached.  Please read through this.  Once you are comfortable with your character’s background.  Please ask me any questions you have.  The character background is negotiable.  If you would like something added, modified, or deleted, talk to me, and we’ll work out an agreement.

Servicum tibi,

Rich

Your character was born in the village of Giuba in the Duchy of Callao in the year of the Overlord 2502 (making you 23 years old).  The Duke, Lord Halric, was a terrible man, and your father, Vasek, often commented about the Duke -–but always in whispers.  People who openly opposed the Duke disappeared at odd hours.  Your mother, Hedy, was a devoted mother and wife, and Hedy and Vasek had four children.  Lazlo, a big, strapping boy, was the oldest.  Neda, your sister, was the second oldest, and Karol, your brother, was the third oldest.  You were the youngster.

Vasek was an goodly father and a wheat farmer to boot, and your family lived a simple, good life taking life from the soil as was proper.  You worshipped at the Flamal (god of seeds and agriculture) shrine.  You, Hedy, and Neda would travel to Callao (seat of the Duchy and the largest town within a week’s ride of your house) once per week to barter and exchange news.  The boys worked with dad in the fields.

You were content and looking forward to the day when you could marry Pavel, the son of the cloth merchant in Callao.  Neda was different though.  She always dreamed of doing something.  Neda never could quite explain what something was, but she sure did want to do it.  Neda seemed always to have her head in the clouds, but she was a great sister.  You two were real close.

There was an old, wise woman who lived in a hovel about a hour away from your house.  When you were growing up, Hedy used to tell you that the wise woman would punish young children, and if the children were bad enough, she would eat them!  Still, when folks had troubles that they could not find answers to in their own families or at the Flamal shrine, they often went to the old woman.

Neda got sick of waiting to figure out what she was supposed to do, and she took it into her head to go visit this wise woman.  You tried to talk Neda out of it.  It was just crazy to talk to that old woman, but in the end Neda won you over.  You decided that if you could not stop Neda then at the very least you had better go along just to make sure she didn’t get herself in a heap of trouble!

The wise woman was in the front yard when you approached her hovel.  She didn’t even look up, but said, “ah! Neda, here to see me!  I’ve been expecting you.  Come in, child.  Come in!  You too.  Don’t stand there like scared does.  You two have a world to change!  Everything hangs in the balance with your hands at the till.”  You nearly jumped out of your skin.  That Neda!  She must have told that old granny you were coming.  Your heart pounded, and your knees felt like jelly, but when Neda marched into that hovel, you just had to follow.  You did too.

The woman asked you and Neda for a bit of your blood.  Neda shinnied her shift sleeve up right quick, but you took a little convincing.  Both of you did give the woman what she wanted though.  She had a big cauldron in the middle of her hovel, and no chimney, but there was a hole in the top where the smoke kind of hung about and left in no particular hurry.  The wise woman took handfuls of cardamom and lotus flowers and tossed them into the cauldron.  The steam hissed out like some snake, and the woman breathed it in.  Then she got all quivery, and started speaking in a strange voice.  You’ll never forget what she said to you two:

Two girls of blood, soon women too,

Worlds hang on the sum of what you do,

One place sees no sun,

The other by madness run,

Two courses laid but linked as one.

The way of the sword and axe and bow,

Much suffering and sorrow you will know,

Take up your arms and fight for right,

Dispel the ever-present night,

Seek the red hawk to lead your fight.

When Halric the damned ascends the throne,

Then comes your time to fight and roam,

Seek one named Tarkis in swamps and blight,

He’ll lead you on to ways of light,

But, beware of pretty’s cursed bite.
Well, you ran like your legs were wings with Neda on your heels, and your heart did not stop pounding till mom came and grabbed you two for chores. Hedy knowed that something was up, but she knew better than to ask too.

You couldn’t think that Halric would ever be king.  None of the other noble folk seemed to like him either.  All excepting for that Baron Stewart.  He polished old Halric’s backside with his lips!  Blech!

In was only a season later that there was a tax rebellion in Callao.  Your brothers and dad had been just biding their time till they could pick up a fork and knife and fight against Halric.  Lazlo was right respectable with a bow too.  Folks met at your house to discuss strategy and such.  You, Neda and Hedy were busy giving the folks food and drink, but you couldn’t help overhearing some of the conversation.  Sounded like a right good plan to you!  Pavel was there too, and you and he discretely flirted.  Pavel’s father asked Vasek for your hand, and your dad agreed.  It was the best day of your life!

The men stormed Callao later that week.  From what you could tell afterward, it seemed like a fair fight, and Duke Halric’s men were getting kicked around real good until some bunch of evil men in purple robes showed up.  One purple robed guy in particular without eyes used some magic or something weird to kill a bunch of the men.

You, mom, and Neda snuck into Callao to see what had happened.  You arrived in time for the executions.  Hedy tried to pull you and Neda back, but you two wouldn’t budge.  You cried to yourself as Duke Halric laid open Pavel’s throat himself.  You’ve hated Duke Halric from that very moment.

Well now, Neda was worked up, and she would not be put down.  Hedy warned her a good half-a-dozen times that it weren’t do not good what-so-ever for her to do something to the Duke direct like.  Neda was hearing none of it though.  When Neda left, she said, “come with me.  It’s our fate.”  But, you just couldn’t leave Hedy, and besides Halric was no where nears the king.  King Quival was on the throne and doing a goodly job.  Everyone said so.  Neda just turned and walked away, out of your sight, and out of your lives.

It wasn’t two years later that Halric took over the throne.  It was some monkey business.  The sky turned black and big, smelly drops fell from the sky like the world was bawling for the evil that had happened.  You cried and cried and cried.

Baron Stewart’s goons came later that night to the farm all a whooping and a hollering.  They were pretty snuckered up when they showed.  Hedy sent you running to the woods, and she tried to hold them back.

You heard the screams as you ran.  What they did to mama, you can’t imagine.  But, you burned with hate.  If you could have damned them all to play with Rondo for all eternity, you would have done it.

You were standing there with your fists in balls and white knuckles when you hear a stranger behind you.  You turned, heart pounding!  Ready to kill something, anything!

He spoke in a quiet voice, and you had to strain to hear him.  He said, “don’t fear.  I mean you no harm.  My name is Tarkis, and I have met your sister Neda.  Hate and pride are the two trailheads that lead to evil.  You’ve seen enough evil.  It’s time to fight it, but you have to fight it cleverly.  Would you like to make the world right?”

Your eyes were full of tears, and all that you could do was nod.  Tarkis took you to his campsite and fed and equipped you, but he never touched you – even three weeks later when he said good-bye at Zinerva’s camp.  Tarkis promised to come back for you when your studies were complete.

Zinerva was a warrior-priestess of Babeester-Gor, protector of the earth goddess.  You learned some magics and how to use an axe.  You learned other skills that would aid you in your journey.  The years flew by, and when you were initiated, Tarkis proved true to his word.  He met you the next day.  

Zinerva was very deferential toward Tarkis, and Zinerva was never deferential toward anyone.  You felt obliged to act in a respectful manner as well.  Tarkis asked you to accompany him, and Zinerva said that you would be pleased to do so.

Tarkis said, “the time has come for you to seek out your sister and fulfill your destiny.”  Your heart skipped a beat!  Neda!  At last you could see your sister again!  Tarkis continued, “I’m afraid that the news of your sister might not be good.  She helped to defeat a powerful force of evil, bloodsucking creatures called Wampheri, but she was captured in the process.  She was taken away to a place called Starside.  Even my magics cannot penetrate there.  Neda served a master-warrior named Corlis.  He is a good, if single-minded man.  I will take you to Corlis.  Serve him well, but always remember your destiny does not lie on this world of Zhalindor, but rather on Starside.  You must either release or destroy your sister.  You will know what to do when the time comes.  Steer Corlis and his band so that you might fulfill your destiny.  Another joins your band with the same fate, twined about yours like cords in a rope.  You will recognize him.  He lost his master, Misha.  Fare thee well!”

And with that, he led you to Corlis and your destiny.

Charlie,

Your character background is attached.  Please read through this.  Once you are comfortable with your character’s background.  Please ask me any questions you have.  The character background is negotiable.  If you would like something added, modified, or deleted, talk to me, and we’ll work out an agreement.

Servicum tibi,

Rich

Your character was born in the village of Saarema in the Duchy of Callao in the year of the Overlord 2492 (making you 33 years old).  The Duke, Lord Halric, was an evil man who took joy in tormenting his vassals.   You lived on the outskirts of town in the Inn of the Galled Oak with your mother, Botilda, and your two younger brothers, Armod and Elvis, who were twins.  

It was a hard life, and from the time you could walk and talk, you dreamed of leaving that foul place.  Botilda was often mistreated by the “patrons” of the Inn, but she bore all with dignity.  Sometimes you interposed yourself between your mom and customers, but this generally just got you a slap across the face and made them more mean to mom.  Armod and Elvis actually seemed to enjoy seeing mom and you get beat-up.  

Armod and Elvis both had sharp features and strange green eyes.  When the sage, Modon, came over to teach you your letters, the twins would torment him.  You were the only one who wanted to learn.

When you got older, the twins would steal things from patrons at the Inn and hide them in your things and then tattle to the visitors.  You were beaten more than once for this cruel trick.  Still, Botilda said, “family is family, and they are our burden and joy.”  

When you were thirteen, Modon took you in as an apprentice.  Modon served the god of knowledge, Lankor-Mhy.  Modon taught you to use a sword and staff as well as read and write.  You learned much of the world from Modon without ever leaving Saarema.  Your desire to leave Saarema and your evil twin brothers behind grew every day.

The twins got into more and more trouble as they got older, but they always seemed to be able to shift the blame to someone else.  When you were sixteen, Botilda tried to apprentice the twins to the blacksmith, but after his smithy burned down no one was willing to take in the twins.  Shortly after this, an Inquisitor of Kemer-Lexi, god of justice, arrived in town.

Everyone was afraid of the Inquisitor.  He called himself, Lord Limris.  He called a public meeting, and the whole town turned out as much out of fear as respect.  Limris said that there was the smell and taint of demons in town.  Milk soured.  Flames burned blue.  Calves were born with two heads.

Two days later, Limris found demonic paraphernalia in your mother’s space at the Galled Oak.  You couldn’t believe it!  Modon cast a divination and tried to speak out at the trial, but his tongue suddenly swelled up and turned black.  You watched in helpless despair as he died at your feet.  Your brothers looked on with smug looks of self-satisfaction.  You tried to stop mom’s execution, but Limric had soldiers hold you back.   You tried to run, but you were held fast again and had to endure your mother’s screams – the screams of the innocent tortured through the machinations of evil.

As the flames died down, Limris turned to the mob surrounding the pyre.  He pointed his finger at the crowd and said, “the issuance of her most unseemly intercourse still walks amongst you and must be purged!”  His finger rested on Armod and Elvis.  Soldiers grabbed them.  The trials were swift, and it was established that Armod and Elvis were half-demons!   The light shown in my eyes for the first time, but what did that mean about mom?  Armod was put to death later that week, but Elvis escaped.  Every so often to this day, there is an Elvis sighting.  You fear he is still alive.

With mom and Modon dead, you really had nothing left.  As you sat stunned in the corner of the Lankor-Mhy shrine, you realized that Lankor-Mhy was a powerless god.  He couldn’t even save Modon.  The real power in life lay with Limris and his kind.  Limris had exposed you to the truth.  There were two types of people in the world, victims and those who took charge, and you were going to take charge of your life here and ever after.

Limris was surprised that you approached him.  He told you that the life of those who fought against the Infernus (the force diabolique) were difficult at best.  Limris related that many of his fellow Inquisitors ended up as the damned themselves.  Still, you persevered, and in the end Limris took you on.  

You went back with Limris to the main temple of Kemer-Lexi at Tiola-Moldre and your training began in earnest.  You underwent extensive testing, and it was determined that you were better suited as a “slayer” than an Inquisitor.  You were sent out with Misha into the foothills of the Yagha-Tsorv mountains to learn the: spells, techniques, tricks and skills of a Slayer.  You learned and practiced the rituals of Purity, Insight, and Dedication.  You longed for the Vigil, and you once had to undertake the Fast of Cleansing.  You spent several years helping Misha in his trials, but Misha was only your master, not your friend.  Slayers have no friends.  Friends can cause weakness and allow the taint of the Infernus to penetrate, weaken and destroy you.    

As your last trial, Misha left you in the Yagha-Tsorv mountains with only a loincloth and a stone knife and told you to find him five days away to the north.  It nearly killed you, but you found him, and you were accepted as a full Slayer.

You were not surprised when Limris fell to temptation from the Infernus, and you were expecting Halric to become the king of Tumeria.  You have learned to see the world as it really is.  The taint of the Infernus is everywhere.  You long for the day when you pass from this realm, because the very world is made from the impure and full of sin.  You are convinced that Baron Stewart and King Halric both have a demonic taint.  You have turned away from all organized religion.  Bureaucracy and politics are only footholds for the Infernus.  Only your own conscience can guide you with the purity of the Light.

Misha was at last called away by a mentor of his, Tarkis, for some great undertaking.  Misha went boldly and honorably.  A year later Tarkis called on you.

Tarkis said, “Misha excepted his fate and has fought well against the Infernus.  There are always casualties though, and so Misha has become.  I will send you to Corlis, the one who guided Misha.  Corlis is no Slayer or Inquisitor.  Still he serves the Light in his own way.  Guide and serve Corlis, but remember your fate lies elsewhere.  I lay this geas upon you to find and either rescue or destroy Misha.  When you have completed this Quest seek me out, and I will aid you.”

With that, you were delivered to Corlis where your heroes journey begins in earnest.

One Page Summary of Campaign

In 2507 YOL, the good king of Tumeria, Tobias the Feckless, died without an heir.  (His lack of an heir lead to many jokes about his moniker.)  The struggles within Tiola-Moldre were titanic, and many mages and mercenaries were brought in from foreign lands.  Much of Tumeria was ravaged, and much territory was lost to external and internal threats.  After nearly a decade of internecine strife, the Invincible Overlord sent in his personal troops to seize Tiola-Moldre and stop the fighting that weakened his southern border.  The remaining seven dukes agreed to elect a monarch who would serve for five years; although the king had broad, sweeping powers, certain authorities were denied him.  For example, the king was not allowed to put another member of the peerage to death or seize his lands without the permission of the Overlord.  The Overlord required that there be a provision that the Xandurian throne must approve the new king.

The first king of Tumeria under the new scheme was Lord Quival, Duke of Kernan.  He served from 2517 to 2521 YOL and did much to restore order to Tumeria.  Lord Quival was both fair and firm and earned the great admiration of both his noble peers in Tumeria and in Xanduru.  Not all shared in this high regard for Lord Quival; chief amongst his critics was Lord Halric.  When it came time for the noble houses to choose the next king, they selected Lord Quival to serve another term.  It came as quite a surprise when the Overlord intervened and selected Lord Hadrian instead.  Still, most agreed the Overlord's rationale was sound.  It was the dissolving of a legitimate royal lineage which lead to the wars in Tumeria to begin with.  Why start a new dynasty; better to set the precedence that each king serve only one term in succession.

Lord Halric has not proved to be as effective as Lord Quival was.  In fact, recently the caravans traveling from the Timerian empire to the Lands of the Overlord through the Yagha-Tsorv mountains have been attacked, robbed and destroyed without trace.  The Overlord has demanded swift action and threatened to remove the head of the responsible nobleman!  His majesty, Lord Hadrian was swift to offer a remedy.  The king of Tumeria gave a huge land grant to Lord Quival that includes the Gedri pass through the Yagha-Tsorv mountains.  The nobles in both Tiola-Moldre and Xanduru complimented Lord Halric on his astute choice.

Your liege, Lord Quival, Duke of Kernan, now stands to be either a hero of the Lands of the Overlord or a new falstaff for Al Alfredo.  The import of getting his new holdings under control has not been lost on Lord Quival.  He's put his knight marshal, Magnild, in charge of organizing groups to scout out the new domain and determine appropriate military strategies.

The knight marshal has chosen members from dependable families to serve in these groups.  Your party was such group.  Initially, Lord Quival asked that the groups have their mettle tested in and around the Duchy of Kernan before being sent south to serve for family and duke!  So, the party did that.  They uncovered plots by devils, demons, and evil servants of the Overlord, the Brothers of Balance, to cause war and chaos.  

The party battled them all and won!  Their most recent victory was over a demi-goddess from another world called She-Who-Waits, who was originally from a world of perpetual darkness called Starside.  Although the party won, three of their henchmen were taken prisoner and kidnapped to Starside: Misha, Neda, and Halima.  She-Who-Waits was the one who blocked Gedri pass.  With her defeat, the party’s original obligation to the Duke was lifted.  All the party members were awarded lands or titles.

There are still many things yet to be done in the Lands of Zhalindor!  It is a good time to be a hero!

Eight Master Plots in Zhalindor (to date) and Open Threads

Eight Master Plots

#1 The Exploration and Restoration of Gedro Pass

#2 Unravling the Mystery of Vine

#3 The Strange Happenings at the Cauldera

#4 Restoring the Glory of Lopnel

#5 Twarting the Brothers of Balance

#6 Discovering the Mysteries of the missing Deities and the World Machine

#7 Discovering the Secrets of Balcon and Veldman's Needles

#8 Exploring and Securing the Southern Extents of Kernan Duchy

Open Threads (may appear under more than one master plot)

Under #1 The Exploration and Restoration of Gedro Pass:

* LINTA!

* Brothers of Balance

* King Halric

* Misha, Halima, et.al. trapped on Starside

* Elves angry at party for "stealing" Staff of Life

Under #2 Unravling the Mystery of Vine:

* LINTA!

* Misha, Halima, et.al. trapped on Starside

* The meaning and legacy of Chidale the Summoner

* Yandros

Under #3 The Strange Happenings at the Cauldera

* Rededication of the Temple of Lopnel

Under #4 Restoring the Glory of Lopnel

* Far Point Temple

* Rededication of the Temple of Lopnel

* Soldier and statesman for the King

Under #5 Twarting the Brothers of Balance

* LINTA!

* Mung

* Balcon

* Temple of Lord Eldar

Under #6 Discovering the Mysteries of the missing Deities and the World Machine

* Tower of the Rising Sun

* Sky Fall Lake

* The Mother of Gods

* Bow's ride through the Underworld

* The Spike

* The Godsplane

* Apotheosis

Under #7 Discovering the Secrets of Balcon and Veldman's Needles

* Balcon

Under #8 Exploring and Securing the Southern Extents of Kernan Duchy

* The mysterious Avatar of the Goddess

* Deranged fellow adventurers from Kernan

* Operating a barony

* Operating a thieves' guild

* Clearing out Querya's tower

* Operating a mage's guild

* Elves angry at party for "stealing" Staff of Life

* Druids angry at party

* The Cockroaches of Doom!

Barony of the Blackwater Mage’s Guild Spellbook

 Affect Normal Fires       

 Alarm                     

 Audible Glamer            

 Burning Hands             

 Charm Person              

 Comprehend Languages      

 Dancing Lights            

 Detect Magic              

 Detect Undead             

 Enlarge                   

 Erase                     

 Feather Fall              

 Find Familiar             

 Friends                   

 Hold Portal               

 Identify                  

 Jump                      

 Light                     

 Magic Missile             

 Mending                   

 Message                   

 Nystul's Magic Aura       

 Phantasmal Force          

 Read Magic                

 Shield                    

 Shocking Grasp            

 Sleep                     

 Spider Climb              

 Tenser's Floating Disc    

 Unseen Servant            

 Ventriloquism             

 Alter Self                

 Blur                      

 Continual Light           

 Darkness, 15' Radius      

Jessica,

Your character background is attached.  Please read through this.  Once you are comfortable with your character’s background.  Please ask me any questions you have.  The character background is negotiable.  If you would like something added, modified, or deleted, talk to me, and we’ll work out an agreement.

Servicum tibi,

Rich

Your character was born in the Barony of the Black Water in the year of the Overlord 2502 (making you 21 years old).  Since the great internal wars in Tumeria, the human rulers of Tumeria left the Barony of Black Water in relative peace.  Two years ago, an evil entity made her home in Gedri pass.  This cut off the trade routes between the Tumerian kingdom and the Timerian empire.  The Blackwater Barony is the closest civilized land to Gedri pass on the Tumerian side, and the King sent many of his minions down to investigate.  One nobleman, the Duke of Kernan, claimed the Barony as his own.  Your people, the druids, had claimed this land as their own.  They neither needed nor wanted intervention by some external political group.  The druids were at peace with the elves with nature and with each other – or so it seemed.

You were born to Iona and Idas, your mother and your father.  You were an only child, and your parents treasured you more than anything in the whole world.  You respected your parents like gods.  They would never do anything wrong or to harm you, or so you thought.

One day Iona and Idas left you alone at the sacred grove, and they told you to stay.  You decided to tag along.  When you got to the clearing, you saw your mom and dad talking with the evil dragon Respiraneous!  Worse yet, you saw them sacrifice a small child while chanting demonic names!

Everything you knew was a lie!

Everyone you ever trusted had lied to you!

All the rules they taught you meant nothing!

You ran back to the clearing as quick as you could.  You never told mom or dad what you saw for fear that you might be sacrificed too!

The only one you could ever trust or rely on was yourself.

It seemed a hopeless situation.  The druid and elvish control of the Blackwater area was complete, but then Corlis and his brave band came along and changed all that.

After Corlis, et.al. killed the druid leader, you fled.  Eventually you made it all the way to Kernan.  

You are awaiting Corlis and his band’s return now.  You intend to fight the very druids who raised you.

Now, you are the voice of nature.  Now, the old will pass away.  Now, the earth will tremble and the skies will pour down their sorrow.

You have arrived and your vengence is neigh!

Joe,

Your character background is attached.  Please read through this.  Once you are comfortable with your character’s background.  Please ask me any questions you have.  The character background is negotiable.  If you would like something added, modified, or deleted, talk to me, and we’ll work out an agreement.

Servicum tibi,

Rich

Crow was born in Gebnick Glade as part of a dryadic breeding program.  Crow was born as a nearly perfect physical and mental specimen.  The village greatly honored him.  Even Moth, the heir apparent, liked Crow.  But, nothing good lasts forever.  When the swath started to flow into the village, Crow ignored it, but eventually he decided to try some.  It really wasn’t half-bad.  Then he tried a little more and a little more.  Pretty soon, Crow felt pretty darn good most of the darn time.  Crow liked swath fine, but he really didn’t want to get into hamasim.  Everyone said it was cool, but still Crow knew better.  Well, what’s the worst thing that could happen?  Crow decided to try that too.  Pretty soon, Crow was a regular user.  

Once while in a stupor, a mysterious stranger came to Crow and made him an offer, Crow’s left eye for a real crow familiar that Crow could send out and see through the crow’s eyes when Crow focused on it.  Crow awoke with a terrible headache and missing an eye.  There were two crows sitting near Crow, and low and behold, he really could see out of their eyes when he focused on it!

Moth found Crow curled up behind the refuse tree.  Moth nursed Crow back to health, and kept Crow shackled up while the toxins left his body.  Moth got Frella to get Crow into the forest rangers.  Crow was a natural for the rangers.  He had a real aptitude for it, but the heavy drug use had taken away much of his native intellectual ability.  As Crow has found, he is a recovering swath and hamasim user.  (Whenever a drug is used in Crow’s sight or smell range, he must make a CON – 4 check on d20.  If he fails, he must attempt to obtain and use the drug.)

Crow did well and aided the village and Frella many times while Moth was away adventuring with the humans.  Now Moth has come back to claim his throne.  Frella intimated to Crow that she is worried about Moth’s return.  She feels that it portends poorly for the village and forest.  The last time Moth was in the village, he was nearly assassinated and spent most of the time drunk.  He told stories about drinking demon blood, etc.  It really scared Frella.

Moth has directed Crow to represent Moth in the human party.  Also, Moth asked Crow to keep an eye on the human cleric Drew.  Moth’s exact words were, “Crow, this throne is hard.  Haven’t we got some padding or something.  Hey, what’s this?  It appears to be some piece of jewelry.  I wonder if it is magical?  Only one way to know for sure …”  In spite of Moth’s words, Crow knew what he must do.  Crow has no concerns about holding his own the humans, but he does have some concerns.

Crow has been clean now for three years, and he really wants to stay this way.  Moth and Frella were able to clean the drugs up out of the forest, but how will Crow fair when he is once again exposed to temptation in the wide-world?  Crow has always been impulsive, and he wants to be a good representative of the elves.

Well, too late now, Crow is already in Kernan awaiting the arrival of Corlis and his band.
