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From the History Arnak...



Six Orders like six fingers of the same hand, united yet separate, the Arnak take hold on a continent. Their purpose is the destruction of civilization, the end of life.

Of Gaath is known, the Dragon-cult of the Northern Isles. Few now stand against the Evil which lurks amidst the frozen peaks. Athimurl as well holds sway; the Snow Lion rules the lands of Blue Light.

Of Lyak the Hawk I know little, yet I have heard hints of a dark order in the land known as Tanara...

Dansart is quiet for now. The Desert Wolf rules the windy plains of Zor, dead as the taste of dust. In the silence soon will arise whispers.

Words of the Priest of Thargondaak now echo across the rolling hills of Taldaar; horsemen hear the call and their reward is madness.

Of Yarthraak I hear whispers most ominous. The Cult of the Sea-Drake awakens to a new realm built upon the foundations of old, yet forged reborn terror and hate. By a dark victory a Crown is the tool of the Unlife.



Elor Once Dark

(TEI 4150)
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�«Morden, Warlock heed these words:

Your journey long, end out of sight

But be true to yourself and comrades

and for awhile forestall the night.



«To the Isle of books, then a sea of sand

Damp corridors, a city of towers.

A secret vault, and an exile’s homeland

The gryphon’s roost has hiding powers.



«Lakes and rivers, and fell riders stark,

A desolate land, yet full of fear

A woman’s thirst, a man once dark

Beware in the trees, a whisper near.



«The Dragon holds a treasure dear

Take what is owned, beware of greed

The sun will set on Mur Fostisyr

But hope persists; it will awake at need



«The Haunted Land holds a harbinger.

After the spirits learn all you may:

borne of old evil grows a new danger.

Take ship by air — to Sel-kai be away.



«Then rest, and continue another day.»
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�A copy of an accounting of the royal artifacts of Rhakhaan indicates that the Sword, Pendant and Crown are all placed in separate vaults at about 4515 TE. They remain there until Ajkara III's ascension in 5087, when she removes the pendant and wears it as a sign of office (along with a small crown she has fashioned for herself...) The Crown and Sword remain locked far beneath Haalkitaine until 5380, when Alaek has the crown brought out. His successors do not wear the crown until 5899, when Queen Italana VI dons it. She orders the Sword brought forth as well, but when the vault door is unlocked, the sword is gone. There is a gaping hole in one wall leading to a rough-dug tunnel. The hole in the wall seems to have been dug by some sort of clawed beast... Soldiers are sent down the tunnel, but it leads to an endless warren of passages too small to navigate.
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�From a scroll entitled On the Making of the Jaimani Royal Artifacts, dated SE 3890, by Fenrik Elvar, Alchemist of Arion:



«Tethior and Andraax took thought, and together they devised the recipes which would bring forth wondrous devices of steel and laen and jewels. First came six crowns for the kings and queens, enchanted diadems which could take on the practical form of an ornate helm of war. Next followed glorious blades to be wielded by the Kings’ Champions. Aid for these was given by Tethior’s younger brother Krelij — a promising swordmaker...

Finally, with the aid of Andraax’s powerful spells, the most subtle items of all were made: the Six pendants to be worn by Royal Councillors. Lovely glittering orbs, imprisoned in each the heraldic beast of the realm...

It was not surprising that the design if not the wondrous powers of the Pendants was copied by many of the apprentices at Arion and elsewhere. No doubt there are many baubles now made in flattery of the Six, but pale and dim by comparison...»
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�«As we have seen, the Unlife acts through many minions and hides behind many names. In the North and throughout Jaiman it is served by black cults led by priests, servants of what there is called the Iron Wind.

«The Iron Wind is known only as a power — and only through its minions. Among these are the Priests Arnak (of High Imla Arna — «The Evil High Priests»), and they are the first to enter a given land that is marked for conversion. They wear the garb of the culture they infiltrate and spread the power of their master not through violence, but by intrigue and knowledge of the superstitions of the people...

«Few who have seen these priests will speak of them, but what reports there are seem to indicate that they may be of Elven character. They are learned in geography, language, mathematics, religion and the arts... Some have aspired to become advisors of the secular leaders, but the more powerful perhaps remain — like their masters — in the shadows.

«The Priests are of six distinct orders, and carry rings to identify themselves accordingly. These rings embrace great power, but their force is channeled toward multiplying the power of their masters. Each ring is tied to its brethren, and the presence of a bearer is known by his comrades such that the pain of one is spread amongst all: Priests Arnak are but tentacles of the larger body, the Order.

«Unlike the subtle Priests Arnak, the Messengers bear only death. These assassins understand not such human things as compassion or pain, save only how to use them on others. They appear singly, or in groups of no more than six, riding great fell creatures through the night. They are known to be accompanied by familiars: intelligent animals who serve their will.



The Loremaster Elor Once Dark

c. 1200 Third Era»�

�j

- � SEKV - \* VANLIGE �
6
�

An account from the Chronicles of Elor, with annotations by the historian Salthay Ryne: 



«Astride twin peaks of sheer stone rests the tower of Oran Jatar. From this citadel, the White Drake commands his priests Arnak: the Order of Gaath. Jatar is master of the creation of artifacts of power as well as a lord of mind and arms. Greatest among his items is perhaps his helm: fashioned after the form of a dragon’s head, it allows him to assume human form and yet permits him to employ his deadly breath at full potential. Chill he is of lungs and mind, and his minions know no mercy for those who would stand against the Dragonlord. I know, for I have faced Oran Jatar, and it was one of the rare occasions of my life during which I knew true fear. Jatar is a terror beyond even the Ordainers in some ways, for he — as one of the Dragonlords — is not one of the creations of the Unlife, but an independent being who serves the Iron Wind willingly. Those are the most dangerous of its brood, for they are the most wily and clever.

The palace of Oran Jatar also houses the six priests of Gaath, their High Priest, and the elite of the order of Athimurl.. Though Jatar is not their true master, his voice carries weight amongst their ranks as well. In the caves below the tower they perform their dark rituals of sacrifice and torture by the flickering light of smoky torches.

More of the Aalk Gaath I will not tell, it is such an unpleasant memory. To those foolish and brave enough to seek riches and adventure (and indeed it is an ample supply of both), I wish good luck, and suggest that they set their affairs in order first.»



Comments: It is known now that the centers of Gaath and Athimurl are elsewhere, though representatives of those cults might reside in the Aalk Gaath. In addition, Jatar probably considered himself an ally of the Iron Wind rather than a servant. He essentially seized the order of Gaath and has placed it under his control. It is believed that the Smith Krelij aided Oran Jatar in the fashioning of the Dragon Helms.

j
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«We had known that the Man with no Name was in the city for nearly an hour; it was inevitable he would come to the palace. Nevertheless, there was a stir at the gates to the throne room. The Hutarn’s stocky guards stood ready with their maces, while his advisors and I clustered to one side. Sidran rose from the bejewelled Butterfly Throne in a rustle of golden silk and nodded to the doorwards.

The wide doors swung in, and, amidst four impressive Changramai, the Nameless One entered the chamber. Against the white and silver of his guards, the plain ebony robe of the foreteller of doom seemed almost anticlimactic. However, the Nameless One carried himself like a lord, and his hood was thrown back to reveal his face — the face of a K’ta’viir.

Not that his outward appearance meant anything. I cast every spell of detection and analysis I dared against this visitor, though I knew it was poor manners.  So was not revealing your name. I was not surprised when my probing revealed exactly nothing. He was there in the flesh, but beyond that I learned nothing. I could not even be sure whether he was Man, Elf, or other.

It was only as the visitor drew close that I could see the fine work of his robe. It was embroidered along the hem and cuffs and collar with beautiful silk designs. The tailoring was exquisite.

All the while Hutarn Sidran waited stoically, his almond eyes betraying no emotion.

The Nameless One stopped a few paces away and bowed low. «Thank you for seeing me,  Hutarn.»

«I would welcome you to the land of the Nuyani, but my words would be empty.»

«I understand. But I do not cause these misfortunes; I am merely a harbinger. What you do with my warnings is your responsibility.»

«Speak then.» Sidran settled into the throne.

«Your most prized possession other than the lives of your loved ones will be taken from you. Then and even worse, even those you cherish will be in danger from a killer who comes by night and day, a murderer whom locks cannot bar and armies cannot stop. The most vigilant guard falls to his invisible daggers.» The Nameless One paused and pulled his hood up to cover his face again.

«That is all?» The Hutarn whispered, a man stricken

«That is all.» The unwelcome visitor turned and left the hall. 





Reported by Loremaster  Nelden Viirs

TA 6019



Transcribed by

Looma T’tornian

Scribe of Nomikos

TA 6023
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The Land of the Butterfly shall suffer a winter.

The passing of the Shadow

will bring much sorrow.

But first the Hutarn’s hand will be empty.

Heed the whispers in the gale.

 

Gargarax ... Urkanian



The brief unstructured verse above was copied from what is assumed to be the original, delivered to the Hutarn of Nuyan Khôm in TA 6019, 8 days before the Sceptre was stolen. The original was written in blood on a parchment. Under analysis, the blood was found to be Elven, the parchment of human skin.

The meaning of «Gargarax ... Urkanian» remains problematical,



Xian Hoojta

Scribe of Nomikos

TA 6033

j

j

j
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Servants turn to betray the master

One land, one rule, eight lords

The west shall be east.



Gargarax ... Urkanian

j
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Orders of a lost time

return again to serve the Secrets

their blades are sharp

The Shadow lengthens.



Gargarax ... Urkanian

j
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A Scribe report dated 5988 TE:



While travelling in northern Saralis, I met a man who claimed to be Elor Once Dark. He resembled descriptions I had heard, but of course any physical description is meaningless when dealing with Elor. This man lives in a strange house of eclectic design near the mouth of a river in the southern foothills of the Saral March. The house was built upon a small island in the middle of the river, reached by nearly a dozen strange and unique bridges. When I asked the man about them, he laughed and replied that he was indulging a fascination with engineering. He possessed a vast library but kept diverting me from serious research with bizarre anecdotes, most of which were completely meaningless. I stayed for several hours while he talked at his ease, but at the chime of midnight he leapt from his chair and ordered me to leave. «It is the Iron Wind!» he cried, and insisted that I flee the area immediately. He could not be dissuaded, and so I left, without ever opening a book. I have tried to return on several occasions, but cannot find that strange house.

j
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(Summary) The history of Elor is somewhat muddled, though it appears that he is far older than even what is indicated by his records from the Mur Fostisyr (which would make him at least 2,000 years old). It is possible that he is a survivor of the Wars of Dominion, and might have even fought for the Unlife, then reformed after the conflict (thus the moniker «Once Dark»). At any rate, Elor had the reputation of being somewhat of a loner and rebel, and though his reports were very valuable, his activities became increasingly erratic. He apparently retired sometime in the mid sixth millennia, though his present location is unknown.

j
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Beware of wooden pedestals,

thrones hewn of ancient woods unbright





(lines missing)





And if there should be a stone,

run and seek safety in open light

for with a glow and a mist of rouge

there will be no right.

First Six, then One, then all will war,

the land torn by blight.






— Journals of Ugus Fost

Last lord of the Blue Forest

(final entry)






�
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�Where are the Fabled artifacts of the Six Realms of Jaiman? Indeed, the tales swirling about the Crowns, the Pendants and the Swords are many and contradictory. Recent events have forced discussion of these items and their location into the limelight, and as a result, I have been asked to prepare a preliminary report on my findings. Herewith are the results of my search to date.

The Gryphon: Both the crown and pendant were taken south by the Loremaster Temeris just days before the orb of the Lords of Essænce was brought to Verzor. I believe that they are held in an enclave somewhere in eastern Jaiman. While one might draw the obvious conclusion that these items are in the monastic compound known as Gryphon College, I have been to this location and find no evidence of items of power. Instead, it is a rustic enclosure devoted to the study of medicinal herbs and other flora. I saw no evidence of animate gryphons, guardian creatures rumored by locals. As for the Gryphon Sword, tales that it was destroyed with Verzor appear also to be erroneous. The last known bearer of the blade was Fen Uthgal, who happened to be on a diplomatic mission to Tanara when disaster struck. Without a home realm (and possibly mentally damaged by the death of his liege), he wandered the countryside for years. Local legend among the Myri tells of his decision to ask the King of Tanara to take his life and entomb the sword in the Catacombs of Ûr.

The Pegasus: The Crown — according to the Dúranak Araini of Tanara, heis to the ancient kings — is in the Catacombs of Ûr, protected by many unsleeping guards. The pendant is worn by the First Speaker of the Jyaad, T’Kaal Arain. Of the Sword, no one will speak, and I have found no trace of it since the fall. The Cloudlords may have knowledge of it, however.

The Phoenix: As we all know, the Phoenix Crown has been held in a vault under Haalkitaine for many years, gathering dust. That is, until the ascension of Jerrin Malvion Faslurin III in 6043. He refused the Crown as did his predecessors, but his cousin Frelik managed to take the crown and flee north to plot a revolt. To my knowledge he has not donned the crown. The pendant was taken by the Empress Ajkara III in 5121 when she escaped a revolt of the nobles. It was subsequently lost. The sword was believed to be held in a vault beneath Haalkitaine, but when it was to be brought forth in 5899, the chamber was empty, the sword apparently stolen by subterranean creatures. The fact of the missing Sword is not common knowledge. I should note here that the chambers beneath Haalkitaine Palace are quite lybarinthine in nature, and I suspect they might connect to much older passages. I recommend further exploration.

The Wyvern: The Crown of Saralis, along with the Pendant and Sword, vanished when that land was sundered late in the Second Era. There are scrolls which tell that, after the plague of SE 5900, survivors in the royal family fled to an isolated isle in Karish Lake, but I have found no official record of a royal retreat there. We must assume that the items were destroyed when the palace was razed during the Wars of Dominion.

The Sea Drake: Perhaps most interesting is the current location of the Sea Drake Crown. We are well aware of the turmoil in U-Lyshaak: the mysterious death of Prince Halek (of Helyssa, a province of old U-Lyshaak) in 6046, and the disappearance of his son Kier. Then, only days ago, Kier appeared in U-Lyshaak wearing the crown and employing powers of mythical scope. Entire armies ran in panic, according to eyewitnesses of our own order. The following night the skies of Jaiman were lit by coruscating displays of raw Essænce, and the next day, Kier’s power seemed to have failed. Fortunately, even the short time at full power seems to have been enough to turn the tide in U-Lyshaak. The Sword is now held by a young champion of Keir’s, and is being used to effect against the forces of the Priest Arnak. As for the Pendant, I fear that it is currently held by the Priest Yarthraak in his tower on the U-Lyshaak coast.



	While it is apparent that the Great Crowns have lost some powers, this event somehow linked to the Essænce display of 6051(5(21, Kier Ianis seems to continue to wield considerable magical power. I would venture to suggest that the Essænce display was a byproduct of the destruction of the legendary Forge of Arion, a central controlling-point for the Crowns. However, the Artifacts of Tethior and Andraax retain some of their powers. Whether these are purely residual and will fail with time, or if they are inherent characteristics which will endure, only time will tell.



Zener Morndaak

A report to the Loremaster Council

TE 6051(5(69
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