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​​​​​​The World of Erana 
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The world of Erana is a world of contrasts, for magic is forbidden and its practice is punishable by death; yet in this world where bandits are many, the law is harsh and ignorance a political tool, magic persists. 

Plague and war are familiar to the denizens of Erana. With strife comes disease but the Plague was much more than mere sickness. It brought the elves of Erana to the brink of destruction, and it touched each and every race to some degree. It fed on magic and on ignorance and fear, and it shaped a world. The Plague brought the Order of Witch-Hunters to the fore and martial law became tyranny.

The Order of Witch-Hunters rule, and their word is law, backed up by sword and fire. For centuries their might has prevailed, fear, hatred and ignorance stalk beside them and no man, women, child, elf or troll is safe. For the Order is pernicious and capricious and few survive the ‘hospitality of the Order of Witch-Hunters’.

The mortal races of Erana are the elves, the trolls and the humans and each has its history, lore, and, of course, heroes. There are also other creatures, those of magic and myth, those of the old times and the secret places. These are the gods and demigods, the creatures born of magic – the elementals and the nymphs When such creatures walk among those whose lives are fleeting love and war, hope and despair, and magic and mayhem abound.

The Order of Witch-Hunters are a regime whose walls are built from the bricks of panic, and fear and mortared with greed and tyranny, a regime whose walls are strong, but not unbreachable, and they know it.

Yet magic does not obey the laws of men, of trolls or even elves. Magic finds its way through hidden blood, through myths and fireside stories, and lurks in caves and ruins long lost in the passing of time. Stories of old are recounted, whispered and often forgotten . . . but not by all. 

Not all shun it, although few dare to speak of it or practice it openly.

It is a world ruled by oppression but hope walks in shadow, ever watching for a chance to flourish. It is a world where there is love and despair in equal measure. These are the tales, myths and adventures from such a world.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​​​​​​​​Tales of the Trollkind
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The Trollkind are the mountain dwellers of Erana, inhabiting places none other can. They worship the sky, the rock and the never-ending water which runs through their land. They are faithful folk, for many have seen the Goddess of the Sky and her aspects. They know the gods are real, for on occasion the gods walk among them. The trolls are the shape changers, the seers and oracles but what they see may be a future marked with blood. Past, future, the ‘might be’, the ‘will be’. The Sight is both curse and blessing. 

They are matrilineal, their womenfolk rule the tribes. A Shaman commands magic, respect, awe, and power. She is mother to them all, whether born of her womb or not.

War is in their heritage; alliances are as valued as the gold running through the seams in the mines. A people of magic, they were not untouched by the Plague, and not unnoticed by the Order of Witch-Hunters. So, it is they remain in their mountains watching and waiting for their time to come.



​​​​​​​The Moon on the Water

Flowing down the looming edifices of the Jagged Peak Mountains, which cross the land of Erana, are many waterfalls. The snows last long and springtime comes late, but when it does, the water runs fast and clear, roaring its song among the echoing peaks. Such a song it is, that once when the world was young a goddess stopped to listen. Shadows are plenty among the peaks, and caves even more so, and it is in these dark places the waters pool, cold and still, mirroring the glittering darkness. She stood in the first nights of the world and reached to touch the image of the moon on the water, reflected through a crack in the rocks.

Many creatures were born when magic was wild and free. Guardians of the wild places they would become, and when there were mortals to believe they would become gods; for those whose lives end often seek out those who endure. Acionna had been born of the rock, the water and the snow. She was a child of all and none, a child of the raw magic of the earth and streams.  The elemental walked among the rock and water, a goddess of sorts.

Hair the colour of snow flowed like the froth on the water, curling around a face as dark of hue as the rocks from which the mountains were born; blue-black with a touch of silver, which sparkled in the morning sun. She was the essence of the mountain, and the midnight sky. Wide eyes of opal and sapphire, bright and shining, both young as the springtime and old as the rocks looked out upon the world. Her clothes were none, for it is only mortals who feel shame. Mountains care not for nakedness and so she moved among the rocks with nothing upon her skin save the rain, and the mist from the water.

So, it was when springtime brought the melts and the rain, and the waters in the caverns and waterfalls roared, a he-troll of the tribe of Var ventured far from his regular lands. Hirik was he, a shape-shifter of the warrior caste. In these days long ago, before the Plague ravaged the land, and its pernicious fingers touched even the mountain folk the trolls held the knowledge of transmogrification and he could soar as an eagle, run the paths as a wolf or scramble between rocks as a bear. In latter days they could assume but one form but in the young days of the world the magic was theirs to tame as they chose. Those who held the Relic of the Moon commanded the most complex magic, for they could turn flesh to fire, water, wood or stone, they could see threads of the future weaved like cloth and perhaps, if they were skilled enough, could understand what they saw.

Magic has its price and that price was war. Other tribes coveted the Relic, gift of the Lady of the Sky, and so fought the tribes of the Jagged Peaks, staining the rock with blood and even poisoning the streams. In the infancy of the world, the mortal races were young and foolish. Some remained so.

The troll, Talin Var, was out alone, scouting on the trails left by his enemies, the Sal. They were crafty; they used any means they could to bring foul sickness, to bring wicked magic and bloody mayhem to their foes. If he could find where they hid, their stores and their caches then perhaps the Var could even the odds.

Far from home was this troll, but trolls fear little and he drew his fine axe, forged from the bronze mined beneath the mountains. The edge was sharp, and his skill even sharper. Troll women could fight as well as their men and he thought, perhaps this was another of his enemies, perhaps a Shaman or a sorceress as he saw no weapon beneath the flowing hair. Then she spun about, and the troll almost dropped his axe. She was naked and seemed not to mind this fact and about her was a glow, the soft light of magic. Talin stood mesmerised; she was enchanting, like the mountains and the waterfall. He had never seen one such as Acionna. Hers was an earthy beauty with hips a man just wanted to slide his hands across, curvaceous and broad. Although he tried to stop himself the troll’s eyes roamed her body, from the face with its look of timeless innocence to the curve of her breasts.  He thought to say something but just mumbled incoherently. Acionna smiled and Talin was lost.

*****
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Atop a rock, on a bed of moss, they made love, the goddess and the warrior. She had never loved before, and the heady emotions brought such ecstasy, such delight to the lonely goddess of the mountain. Beneath a waterfall, he took her, with the water roaring past them. In a cave filled with crystals which glittered like stars, she took him, their cries echoing about them. He had never been loved with such passion, and his heart was entirely hers. War was but a memory when they lay together.  

War did not know this, and battle will be fought when it chooses. Trolls, elves and men are but its creatures. The war continued, month after bloody month, and neither side prevailed. With battle came those things which walk alongside war – disharmony, chaos and hatred. It took much persuasion and whispered entreaties in the passion of lovemaking to convince Acionna to fight for the Var. When gods become involved in war the odds are unfair and a price must surely be paid, but from whom is never clear.

Acionna held the wild magic, the primal Power, the very essence of sorcery and for the sake of her lover and his tribe she brought it to bear upon those they fought. From her fingers ran the torrents of the mountain, fierce and unyielding as they swept away the enemies. Sal trolls grabbed at rocks or thrust their weapons into the ground to no avail as warriors were swept over crevasses and into the hard rock walls. The ground beneath her enemies rippled and cracked, tumbling warriors and unsettling their battle beasts.

The Sal themselves fielded greater numbers; their tribe spanned many settlements, and their Shaman had learned the secrets of the dark magic, traded for gold, for prisoners of war and for blood. The warriors of the tribe of Var were pushed back, and the rocks were stained red with blood as the sickness swept their ranks. Blood poured from eyes and mouths, drenching all about them. Twisting tendrils of magic grabbed at throats like unseen hands, choking away life and squeezing out hope. The dead rose on feet of bone, in the days before the trolls burned their dead and limbs hacked from torsos leapt, kicking, scratching, blinding until the trolls of Varris trembled. Shaman Lirana called the magic from the Relic of the Moon as her sight faded from eyes pulled from her face by the hands of the dead and her throat constricted with the dark, curse magic of her foes. The death-words of a Shaman carry much Power and the magic flowed with her blood to turn the attackers before her to stone; statues now diving forward in attack, and one with a stone arm clutched about the neck of a dying troll Shaman. With their Shaman slain, the Var were demoralised, yet fought for their own survival as the Relic rolled from the hands of their queen.

Diving forward Hirik warrior Orlin Sal snatched the Relic of the Moon and raised it high; the victory chant of his tribe echoed among the towering peaks, a thunderous cacophony roaring among the paths and trails. The Relic soon reached their Shaman, who laughed and motioned her troops onwards. It was not enough to possess the Relic of the Moon, she wished to kill or enslave her enemies. More slaves bought her more magic, more wealth and more status. More blood could be traded with the fae. She had heard the words and seen the tendrils of magic from the previous owner and cried her own. Pouring forth like a torrent with the twisted darkness of the magic she held the Power turned most of her kin and some of her foes to nought but statues. Frozen and fixed in rock and in time. Magic demands a price and on that plain of war, that price was the lives and the futures of those who fought. Magic is fickle. Magic is wild. Magic may be a blessing and it may be a curse.

Talin, at the fore of the battle, and whose axe was stained crimson with Sal blood turned to stare back at his goddess atop a rock, her name on his lips as the stone crawled up his legs, along his arms, bone and flesh to stone. Thus was he transfixed, and in times to come would be the Talinstone. In her grief and her rage, Acionna roared like the waterfalls she loved, her magic scourged the rocks until the blood mixed with stone to fuse in the veins which would later mark the mountains; the veins of ruby and bloodstone. What was done could not be undone on that day as the Relic tumbled into the darkness of the mountain caves. Her grief and revenge were terrible, and those who had been spared ran for their lives as rock fell and water poured from fissures and split the ground. The very Jagged Peaks tottered and trembled; the plateau of war cracked until none could pass and statues tumbled to lie beneath the clear but steaming waters of the new lake. It would be known as the Lake of Blood.

The Varris, such as they were, fled to the north, across the bridge of ice and made a new life, mourning their dead and their goddess; paying homage for their sins to the Lady of the Skies and the waterfalls and rock-pools. They searched for the Relic, but dared not risk the Dark Paths, where the Realms of Magic leech into the mundane realm and strange creatures walk. The Sal ran to the east and as no children were born to the tribe their numbers dwindled. Their name became a pariah and they memory tarnished with shame. When a goddess seeks revenge it surely comes, and it comes in many forms. The dark and forbidden magic fell when the Sal fell and never again did the trolls of that region trade with the fae. Magic demands a price and often cares not who pays it. 

Acionna wandered among the dark, and shadowy places as her child-belly grew and at the edge of a pool in which the moon shone reflected she birthed a daughter, Sendrillia, who was neither troll nor goddess but a little of each. And despite her grief, Acionna was not alone. The Relic of the Moon became a myth, a symbol of the past, as did all the Relics when the magic waned and hid its face from the Plague and the sight of the Witch-Hunters who hate it so. Misremembered and misunderstood it settled in a cave, deep and dark. If there were any to look upon the still lake in the cave filled with crystals, they would see a disk as round and pale as the moon on the water. For its light flickered and ebbed but did not die.



​​​​​​​The Tale of Treyna the Beloved

The sun burned blood-red against an evening sky of blue and gold, fiery and vivid. A child, golden-haired and dark-skinned stood with her grey eyes wide at the magnificence of the world. Small twisting horns poked from her bright curls and her small mouth creased in wonder. A bright blue dress of soft dyed hrak wool fell to her feet, but even the child of a Shaman likes to play in places she should not, so the hem was torn and mud spattered the skirt. One hand clutched a small doll, also with yellow hair and dark skin and a favourite dress of blue. With  her other hand, the girl pointed in the manner of small children both on that particular world and many others. “Grandmamma look! The sky is on fire!”

The old woman swept the girl into her lap, chuckling at the wonder of it all and knowing even at her advanced years and status a Shaman of the Trollkind could still feel awe at the sky above them, in all its glory. Many times had she stood and watched the sun set over the mountains and each and every time the old troll had felt the excitement rise at such a majestic sight. The power of nature was rarely lost on a troll, whose kind lived close to it and its whim. Freelah remembered the tale her own grandmamma had told her, so many years went by before the old and noble Shaman had joined the spirits.

“That is the fire of Helion, God of the Sun. For it is midsummer and he remembers his brother’s betrayal.” 

The small girl looked upwards, snuggling into her elder’s embrace. “Why is he angry? Why did his brother betray him?”

Freelah smiled, running her hand through the golden curls of her granddaughter and seeing such a resemblance to her own child, the poor dead girl who had died in the war, brought her both joy and sadness. This child was the hope of the tribe, the hope of her kind but more than that she was a still a child, with a refreshing innocence and thirst for knowledge and stories, as her mother had been. This was a child who was more than she seemed, at once both young and tender and ancient and noble in her bloodline.

“In times so very long past when the world was young and the gods and elementals walked the land the magic was wild and free. Helion, God of the Sun, was the eldest child of Ethnii’a, the Sky Goddess. As a man, he walked the lands and where he trod life sprang from the earth. Skin of gold had he, and hair of bright red and orange like the sunset over the mountains. Eyes filled with fire shone in a handsome face, the countenance of the gods is always something to behold. Yet his temper was strong and his will not to be defied. Helion commanded the clouds and the rain, the ripening harvests and the seasons.”

“Now his brother was Lunian, God of the Moon and his magic was softer, as were his features and his temper. Pale as snow was his skin, soft as silk and glowing with a pale light. Hair as dark as onyx framed his face from which eyes of deepest blue shone, like the sapphires in the distant mines. Lunian was as gentle and kind as his brother was filled with rage. His magic controlled the mists and the tides of the sea. In those times both the sun and moon shone in the sky together and there was no dark night and no stars could be seen. Summer was long and plentiful and the autumn was kind and bountiful. Even the winters were mild and gentle and there was little hardship People slept when they were tired and hunted when they were hungry. No one feared the darkness.”

“No night, Grandmamma? That is silly, how did the days pass?”

Freelah looked towards the burning sun as it set behind the dark, looming mountains. “In the old days of the world there was much magic, and things were not as they are now. Our kind, the Trollkind, were young, having not long been granted our magic and our knowledge. We roamed much further than the mountains and did not gather in settlements as we do now. The wars and plagues of later years were far in the future.”

Mira stared up at the sky, thoughtfully. She was a Shaman’s daughter and knew many things were possible with magic, even impossible things. So, she nodded slowly, not entirely convinced but accepted the explanation for the sake of the story. “What happened next? Why are there night and day now?”

“There was a troll-woman, Treyna was her name and as she walked among the trees on a summer’s day Helion spied her and wanted her for his companion,” Freelah continued. 

“Was she a Shaman?” Mira asked, her interest now picking up, after the history lesson. 

“No, she was an ordinary woman, like any other woman; just a simple soul collecting fruit in the orchards which flourished beneath the warmth of the sun and the softness of the light of the moon. Helion appeared to her, his burning eyes full of her and his passion ran deep. She was both flattered and frightened, for such she was loved by a god; such is not the lot of mortals, or at least not often and usually not happily.” 

“Treyna walked with him, cautious and shy and slowly and determinedly Helion courted her. But as one brother was enchanted by her, with her dark eyes, dark hair and skin of deep jade, so was the other. Lunian walked silently, softly close behind them and when Helion departed Lunian began to sing to her, a haunting, enchanting song from the shadows for he feared his brother.” Freelah hesitated. Mira was a child, but she was a Shaman’s child and would need to guide her people.

“Thus it was the brothers both wooed Treyna. Helion with proud and arrogant words, kisses which were not so welcome to a shy maiden, and a bubbling passion barely contained; the other with softness, music and stolen caresses. The summer passed thus and slowly and surely Treyna fell in love with one of the sons of the Goddess of the Sky.”

“So, the moon wanted his brother’s lady?” asked Mira, bluntly. “That is not nice.”

Freelah chuckled, “You are young have not yet experienced the affairs of love; sometimes it takes an unexpected course. Treyna was confused, one of her suitors was powerful, arrogant and passionate, the other secret, soft and less forward. Who would you have chosen?”

The girl screwed up her face, recounting the teachings of her mother and grandmother. “Neither, for a trollwoman should make her own path and her own way for she does not need a man to keep her. Which did Treyna choose?”

“Good girl but sometimes love has other ideas.”

“Yes, yes, Grandmamma but who did she choose?”

“Helion offered her the sky above, the harvest and the rain to lay with him upon the heath, yet she refused. For she had seen his scorching anger, heard tales of the desert and the drought. Treyna knew his passion burned within, an all-consuming fire and she was afraid. Her heart belonged to another, one whose touches were soft, whose inner light was pale and whose passion for her was tempered to gentleness.”

“The God of the Sun would take no refusal, and he threw her down upon the ground, fiery and terrifying he loomed above her. Eyes of flame burned her, and a vicious tongue scalded her with his curses as he forced his attentions upon her. Such was his anger, for no one denied the God of the Sun, certainly not a mortal woman.”

Mira gasped, and eyes wide with fear for the maiden ravaged by the wicked sun she whispered, “Then what happened, Grandmamma? Did she live? Was she avenged?”

Freelah cuddled the girl close and kissed the curls on her head as grey eyes searched the old woman’s face. This lesson would not be forgotten, for vengeance and honour were lessons to be remembered. “Suddenly his brother, Lunian, appeared and swept away the broken body of his mistress. The God of the Moon was weaker, but he had the power of love in his heart and so, later, brother fought with brother. Such a battle it was; two gods and both vengeful, one thwarted in his lust and betrayed by his brother, the other broken-hearted and avenging his mistress. A sky of dark blue, like cornflowers, was rent by comets, their fiery tails streaming burning death which rained upon the land as a punishment to inconstant mortals who dare to defy the gods. Vast waves rolled over the land, extinguishing the fire but sweeping all before them.”

“I don’t understand Grandmamma, what has this to do with the sky being on fire?” Mira asked quietly, pointing at the sun as it finally vanished below the horizon in a burst of colour.

Well, the Goddess of the Sky intervened in the battle between her sons. She could not stand to see the mortals destroyed for such a foolish reason. With a storm the like of which has not since been seen she separated the brothers. The day she gave to Helion, but in punishment for his lust and his treatment of the mortal woman he was doomed to walk the sky alone and his light to shine upon the land for only half the day. In his anger he burned deep red, searing the far horizon like blood. The night she gave to Lunian, and in his sadness and his lesser magic he ruled in darkness. His light was soft and pale and his tears for the mortal Treyna stained the sky with stars.”

Freelah pointed to the west. “When the sky is just getting dark look there for a pale blue star, the first to rise; that is Treyna the beloved of Lunian. Her spirit was blessed by the Goddess of the Sky and now she walks the night with her moon, although they are not near they may look upon one another. The Goddess decreed her younger son was a betrayer by stealth and happiness was not his lot, yet she could not bring herself to torment him with the lonely fate of his brother.”

“So was born the dark night and the flaming sunset and only rarely do the sun and moon shine together for Lunian wishes to make amends to his brother and stealthy as he is will sometimes defy his mother and appear in the daylight, especially in the summer. That was the time when they both desired a mortal and their passion was her death and her undoing and theirs.”

Mira looked thoughtful, “So the sun goes to sulk in the winter because he is sad? And the moon shines down but his light is less and his tears for his brother and his lady are all over the sky. What a sad story Grandmamma, is it true?”

Lifting the girl up high Freelah spun her round, until she giggled. Then as the sky above the mountains darkened she whispered, “Of course, see there is the light of Treyna. What other explanation is there?”
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​​​​​​​Mage Tales
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Mages are illegal, the possession of magic is forbidden but of course, there are some who know its secrets. These are secrets which much be practiced in hiding, lest too much notice is taken. At first, the elves were blamed for the Plague which stalked the lands and then the mages came under accusation, for not even their Power could stop its inexorable march across the lands of Erana and those who had once been healers are often shunned. Neighbour may betray neighbour through fear or greed. Magic is fickle, magic is dangerous and those who tame it for their own use risk much. Power is the essence of magic but as with most abilities which grant one dominion over another there is a price to be paid and oftentimes that price is freedom. 

The Order of Witch-Hunters, who rule the land with an iron fist and have spies everywhere, will destroy those who are both blessed and cursed with magic unless it suits them otherwise. Even the Order use magical healing, for they may be cruel, but they are not fools. 



​​​​​​​Storm-Born

The adventurers sat around a fire, the rabbits and small deer which had been hunted earlier roasting with a tantalising aroma. It had been a long day on the road, the ruins of Merizin were hard to find and now the group were lost. That would serve them right for using a map found in the lid of a chest, which in turn had been acquired from a merchant although the merchant was not yet aware, thought Hein, the leader of their group. Not much else had been in the chest but a couple of silk scarves, a small bag of old silver coins which were badly tarnished and a blunt knife. Still, he thought they might fetch a bit in the right hands.

After much arguing and blame had been apportioned Hein had called them to a halt in the copse of trees, away from the road. Such a group as theirs did not wish to answer awkward questions, for thieves and sorcerers did not freely court attention from the Witch-Hunters. Fortunately, the Order did not often frequent this road, as no one important lived in these parts. There were many ruins in Erana, and some offered the chance of wealth for those lucky enough to find them and brave enough to risk the traps, old guardian spells, bears, bandits and gods knew what else. Mostly they were simply just ruins, piles of tumbling stone and rotten wood.
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