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on their travels. Most travellers came from the villages

under Solana's protection, following one of the many

paths leading to the grand city gates. Others, however,

came from further afield to visit the great Library of

Illumination, or listen to speeches in the Amphitheatre.

The busiest time of the year, however, was during the

Solstice of Laurels.

The Solstice took place once a year, equal parts

celebration and ceremony for the Hand of Sol. Great

processions of knights clad in ceremonial armour strode

through the streets of Solana, gathering at the base of

the Amphitheatre. Templars, radiant in gold and ivory,

marching with their weapons held high, their masks

gleaming in the light of the sun.

Trainees, squires, knights, all stepping forward to

receive the blessings of the Grand Magister. Where

some were commended for completing their training,

recognised before all of Solana, others were commended

for their excellence and dedication, proudly accepting

their promotions. After them, a few blessed individuals

stepped forward to be inducted as Templars, receiving

their masks with honour.

Thea always looked forward to the Solstice. Sitting

high above the arena, she would watch as the knights

of Solana marched forward in perfect unison, their

heads raised high with pride. Visitors came from all over

Rathe to witness the ceremony, and see the noble men

and women who would become the new generation of

knights in the Hand of Sol.

After the ceremony had concluded, she would make

her way back to the Golden Chariot to listen to travellers

talking in hushed whispers, their voices full of awe as

they spoke of the Solstice, and the radiant knights who

marched beneath the light of the sun.

The Awakening¢------------~-----------------
While Thea admired the Hand of Sol, she already knew

her destiny. Her family had been chosen long ago to

serve Solana as master blacksmiths, and she was proud

to continue the Ironsong legacy. So, when the day finally

came for the. Awakening ceremony, on the eve of her

eighth birthday, Thea was ready to don the blacksmith's

apron and join her parents in the forge.

Following the chancellor into the ceremonial

chamber, Thea went to stand at the centre of the room,

looking around at all of the objects lining the walls. She

searched for the gentle light of a blacksmith's hammer

activating, awakening, glowing like a dying ember in

the heat of the forge. Yet, as Thea waited, she did not see

a hammer, nor an anvil, tongs, or the blacksmith's heavy

apron. Instead, hundreds of swords all began to shine,

resonating with the light of Sol. They darted into the air,

flying around her like stars around the sun. Their glow

was so bright that they began to illuminate the entire

room, the darkened hall flooding with the vibrant light of

the noonday sun.



One sword in particular caught Thea's attention, a

graceful, thin blade with a gilded hilt. It circled closer and

closer, and on its next pass, Thea reached out and plucked

it from the air, grasping it tightly in her tiny hand. All

at once, the rest of the swords fell to the ground with a

sharp clatter, still and silent upon the marble floor.

The next day, the Archon of Thea's district proclaimed

her a prodigy swordsman of great potential, and Thea

was immediately enrolled into training with the Hand

of Sol. Even as her parents rejoiced, honoured that Sol

would choose their daughter to be a knight, Minerva only

watched Thea quietly, something unreadable lingering

in her shrewd gaze.

more experienced. Finally, Vesperides would come a day

of rest, for the trainees to do as they pleased, and enjoy

the company of their family and friends.

Thea, Valeria and Felix often spent Vesperides either

in the Golden Chariot, listening to travellers' tales, or

in the Amphitheatre, listening to the Magisters who

spoke the word of Sol. On their way home, strolling

amongst the verdant gardens of the Silvarium, they

would often talk about the

future, dreaming about the day

~----

Genesis¢------------------------------
Thea's training began with simple classes, taught by

scholars from the Light of Sol. Their lessons covered

everything from the history of Solana, to the lands beyond

the city walls, to the many creatures of Rathe. As their

training progressed, this grew to include theory relevant

to their training, such as the structure of different

weapons and armour, how to identify their opponents'

weaknesses, and how to play to their own strengths.

Thea quickly made friends with two of her fellow

trainees. Valeria, short and stubborn, was determined

to live up to her family legacy, and spoke of her desire

to one day become a templar. Felix was a dark-haired,

light-hearted, enthusiastic young boy, excited about their

training and filled with gratitude to Sol for giving him

the chance to become a knight. The trio were inseparable,

spending almost every waking hour in each other's

company.

Every day, Thea rose from her warm bed above the

family forge and travelled to the outer walls to begin

training. Solides through Verides were spent with

scholars and knights in the classroom, learning theory.

Exorides and Merides were spent training, beginning

with drills to learn footwork and technique, before

progressing to sparring as they grew older and a little

"Ilie 'lJawlLl1uld"was /oigcd couiuics ago at the iCiJ/lcst0/ a
Alagisto, and blessed witil tile Ci!llit of SaC."

- ChalLcd!Ca~H!Jfati.a

that they would journey outside the walls as knights

of Solana. They wondered aloud about distant lands,

imagining what they might see beyond the golden fields.

The tales they heard in the Golden Chariot fuelled their

imaginations, and they dreamed together about the day

they would step forward to uphold their sacred duty.

Most of all, they dreamt about their future party, and the

radiant templar that would lead them beyond the great

gates of Solana.

Over time, their schedule began to shift, allowing for

more time for physical training to perfect their fighting

abilities and prepare them for battle. Their lessons covered

everything that they might need to survive, information

that would be crucial to protecting themselves from the

horrors of the outside world.

"You have no need to fear the world beyond the walls,"

Charis told them. Their main instructor, she reminded

them to put their faith in Sol. "The glory of Sol will protect

you from any threat. Sol knows all and will always guide

you to the path of the Light."

Even as Thea revelled in their training, finding joy

in the structure and purpose granted by the will of Sol,

she struggled with the rigid beliefs of her teachers.

Meanwhile, her fellow trainees grew quieter and more

reserved with each passing year, settling into their roles
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Charis
Steelsworn

Training
The daughter of a templar and a lieutenant, Valeria
comes from a long line of i<nights, and is devoted to
following in her mother's footsteps by becomillg a
templar. She has three older brothers, all ill the Hand
of Sol, one of whom became a templar at just 26years
old. Valeria isfiery, determined and outspoken.

Valeria
Sunstrike

Felix spent the first eight years of his life working
alongside his father in the markets, while his mother
patrol/ed the borders of Solana as a knight in the Hand
of Sol. He was delighted whell he was chosen for the
Hand during his Awakening ceremony and hopes to
make his mother proud. Felix is cheeiful, caring and
incredibly loyal.Felix

Amarus

A knight ill the Hand of Sol, Charis teaches
young trainees, helping to polish not only their
swordsmanship, but their minds as wel/; teach illgthem
patience, self-discipline, and confidence in their own
abilities. While she is a strict and finn teacher, she'sfair;
and has faith in her students.

within the Hand of Sol.

Come Together¢------------------------------
After six long years, Thea, Valeria and Felix journeyed

to the Amphitheatre, excited to meet their party and

receive the weapons and armour of a squire. The

Solstice of laurels commenced as a procession of noble

warriors marched onto the stage, bowing their heads

before the cheering crowds. As the trainees crossed the

stage, pausing to receive the Magister's blessings with

a humble bow, Thea turned to look out over the crowds

before her, all rejoicing under the light of the sun. The

Solstice continued long into the day, the figures of proud

lieutenants stepping aside to give room to the templars,

resplendent in their gilded ceremonial armour.

Thea and Valeria, assigned to the same party, stepped

forward to meet the templar striding toward them. A

masked figure cast in gold and silver met their gaze,

armour polished to a bright shine, the features of her

mask pulled into an aloof expression, with eyes that made

it seem as if she were staring straight through them.

The templar, Hala, introduced them to their

lieutenant, a younger man named Farris; the knights

of their party, Vitus, Pallas and Darius; and Marcus, a

scholar from the light of Sol.

The party left Solana the following day, ana ventured

out into the villages, patrolling and offering help to those

in need. Repairing damaged buildings, tracking down

lost livestock, bolstering defenses, digging wells, building

fences, hunting wild beasts, tracking and exterminating

groups of bandits; anything that the villagers needed.

Marcus, as a senior scholar, helped to heal the sick and

injured, and gave speeches about Sol and the blessings of

the Light.

They roamed the plains beyond Solana, staying in

villages for weeks, sometimes months at a time. By day,

they worked tirelessly to help their neighbours, and

by night, sat by the local inn's fire to hear stories from

grateful villagers.

On their travels, the party often told stories to pass

the time, sharing their own experiences or stories from

Solana's history. Thea's memories of her time as a squire

were often fond recollections of these moments, spent

laughing and chatting under the light of the sun. She

often went forward to join Hala at the front of the party,

finding moments to talk to the radiant templar. Hala

indulged the young squire, sharing tales of her past and

lessons she'd learned while in the Hand of So!.

Occasionally, Thea would manage to convince Hala

to spar with her, taking advantage of the tiny breaks

between their patrols. Wielding Dawnblade, the sword

that she had been bestowed during her Awakening

ceremony, Thea was quick and agile, darting around

her opponent with ease. However, the templar was a



relentless opponent, constantly one step ahead. In all

their time together, Thea only managed to get past Hala's

shield three times, basking in the quiet pride in Hala's

voice as she congratulated her.

Several months into their patrol, one villager spoke

to them in whispers, describing a massacre that had

been discovered within the jungles to the west. They

described a party of knights that lay strewn across the

earth, armour torn open, blood coating the ground in

a layer of muddied crimson. The tale was not unusual,

in and of itself - the Savage Lands were known for their

dangers, and occasionally, a party was caught off guard

by the beasts that lurk within.

However, rumours began to spread of horrific

beasts emerging from the jungles, charging along the

outermost reaches of the Savage Lands in a mindless

frenzy. As reports poured in of increased attacks on

outlying villages, the party spent more and more time

in the villages on the outskirts of the golden fields,

patrolling the area in an attempt to lessen the attacks.

They found villages ransacked, bodies lying in the

fields, dusty roads littered with blood and entrails.

From packs of smaller beasts, to massive creatures with

arrnoured hides, the beasts of the Savage Lands were

travelling further than ever before; frenzied, relentless,

they fought with reckless abandon, tearing a path

through the village until they were finally struck down.

Sometimes the party arrived in time to fend off the

creatures and save innocent lives. At other times, they

arrived to find an empty village, as if its townspeople

had vanished in the middle of the night. The only signs

of conflict came from the occasional bloodstain, smeared

along the side of a building, a streak of crimson left

amongst the grassy fields.

Five years after the party had left Solana, Marcus

woke the party before dawn. In the morning twilight, he

relayed a message sent by an archon, summoning them

to one ofthe forward camps located on the outskirts of

the Savage Lands.

They travelled for almost two weeks before they finally

arrived at the forward camp, finding a clearing filled with

silver and gold. Knights, lieutenants and ternplars were

packed into the camp, almost completely drowning out

the merchant's stalls lining the border of the clearing.

The templars' masks gleamed in the pale sun light as they

conversed with scholars, gathered near the centre of the

clearing. Hala disappeared into the crowd to find the

archon who had summoned them, Marcus close behind.

Beh ind them, the rest of the party lingered at the edge of

the clearing, watching as the sea of knights parted before

Hala's determined stride.

Into the Wilderness¢------------------------------
Along the outskirts of the Savage Lands, forward camps

lie hidden between the trees, constructed long ago by

the Hand of SoL They serve as entry points to the jungle

beyond, and as a safe space for knights and adventurers

alike to rest and restock supplies. The camps usually

accommodated for one or two parties at a time, and were

mostly occupied by merchants, traders, adventurers,

and the occasional band of mercenaries. Now, however,

the forward camps were overflowing with warriors from

Solana, bedrolls lining the clearing.

Any party near the Savage lands had been summoned.

Ternplars and scholars stepped aside to gather in

meetings, planning patrols and keeping the camps

running as they discussed the growing threat from the

Savage Lands. For weeks, they remained within the jungle,

awaiting news from the Grand Council.
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Hala
Goldenhelm

Farris
Lucretius

•Vitus
[(allistos

Darius
Sunstrike

Pallas
Laverna

Marcus
Artorius

Valelia
Sunstlike

Party

A templar in the Hand of Sol, Hala is senous, distant
and reserved, dedicated to her role as Cl templar. Halo
has a rigid code of conduct, strong morals, and little
patience for those who do not take their role seriously.
She believes that Thea has the potential to become
an incredible worrier, if she could only put aside her
rebellious streak and listen to her elders.

The lieutenant has worked with Hala since he was a
trainee. Fliendly and optimistic, he is the heart and
soul of the group, and cares velY deeply for his fellow
party members. Despite his easy-going nature and
good sense of humour, he is a skilled wnrnorund takes
his role as lieutenant seriously. Farlis has a soft spot for
Thea, who reminds him of his younger sister,

Affectionately named 'Smiley' by Fanis, Vitus is sombre
and taciturn, prefemng to focus on the task at hand
rather than wasting time on idle chatter. When he does
speak to one of his fellow party members, he displays a
keen intelligence, and a deep respect for those around
him. He's the second eldest member of the party at
51 years of age but has no interest in switching to a
teaching role.

Ayoung warrior in the hand of Sol. eager to begin his
first mission as a fully-fledged knight. He is devoted to
the glory of Sol's light, and holds a deep respect for the
Light of Sol. In another life, he may have been a scholar,
but was instead chosen by Sol for his talent with a
sword. Darius is a distant relative of Valelia .

Staunch, unwaveling, and detenllined to ascend to
the role of templar. She practices her swordsmanship
rigorously, and often asks to spar with the other
members of the party so that she can pe1ect her skills.
Pallas can find it diffiClllt to hold a conversation, and
despite her best efforts, seems to possess a remarkable
talent for saying the wrong thing at the wrong time.

A scholar in the light of Sol, who adores his role within
Solana and is looking forward to the opportunity to
work with a party of knights. Intelligent, thoughtful
and perceptive, he enjoys expeliencing new challenges,
and is eager for the chance to teach the two young
trainees in his party.

After being promoted to squire, Valelia has joined the
party alongside Thea. While she's happy to be in the
same party as one of her friends, she struggies with
feeling inadequate next to Thea, and can't help but
get frustrated with Thea's need to question everything.
Valclia quickly developed a strongfriendship with the
older knights, and deeply respects all the members of
her party for their skill and dedication.

l

Then, finally, the scholars received their orders.

Templars, scholars and veteran knights were to group

together and search the jungle for information. While

the senior members banded together, the lieutenants

gathered the remaining knights and squires into partie

to patrol the borders, and maintain a line of defen

between the savage wilds and the golden fields. Farris

took control of their party, leading them on rnin -

scouting missions along the outskirts of the jungle.

For months, they patrolled the borders of the jung

hunting down any creature that emerged from the dep

of the Savage Lands. Hala and the rest of her squadro

were gone for days at a time, travelling deep into th

jungle in increasingly longer journeys. In her momen

of rest between missions, Hala would rejoin the party -

check in on her charges and pass on any updates. In me
time between all of the travel, meetings and planning

Hala would occasionally find a spare moment to spar

with Thea between the trees, a tiny respite from the quiet

frenzy of the forward camps.

The Road of Trials<>---------------------------------
One day, Thea's party was returning from patrol when

they caught a glimpse of smoke between the trees.

When the camp finally came into view, the sight was

bloodcurdling. Scraps of torn fabric were strewn across

the camp, littering the dirt with white, red and gold; one

of the tents was on fire, billowing black smoke, while

another hung limply from the branches of a nearbj

tree; blood was smeared into the dirt, a dark crimson

stain against the dusty earth; a single corpse layout in

the open, head torn from its shoulders. The merchants.

mercenaries and warriors that had been in the clear inz

hours prior were nowhere to be found, only a single

fragment of dented metal left behind to mark their

presence.

After several minutes of silence, Farris relayed the'

orders from a nearby scholar - secure the camp, guar -

the remaining supplies, and wait for the parties to

return. Thea tried to convince Farris to go after the

missing people, that they could be out there somewhere,

still alive, dying in slow, silent agony as they waited for

someone to come for them. However, it didn't work,

Qyietly, gently, Farris repeated their orders, rernindinz
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Day Phonetic Pronunciation Equivalent

Solides saohdl.z (sole-eh-dees) Sunday

lunedes 'Iu:nrdi:z (loon-eh-dees) Monday

Aedes erdi:z (ay-dees) Tuesday

Verides
,
vrarrdi:z (veer-eh-dees) Wednesday

Exorides rg'cndi.z (ex-oh-reh-dees) Thursday

Merides rruarrdi.z (mare-eh-dees) Friday

Vesperides va'spsrrdi.z (vess-pear-eh-dees) Saturday

her that Sol knew best.

Thea was certain that there had to be a mistake. She

had seen first-hand the brutality and savagery that the

creatures of the Savage Lands were capable of. Surely

Sol, a being of wisdom and mercy, wouldn't tell them to

leave innocent people to their fate, torn apart by vicious

beasts, disembowelled and left to slowly bleed to death.

For a while, Thea continued to help her party clean up

the camp and secure what was left, but by sundown, she

had made up her mind. As the sun began to set and those

present were working to secure the camp, Thea took her

chance. She stole several weapons from the stockpile and

disappeared into the shadows.

At f rst, she struggled to find any tracks, but

eventually stumbled across some blood smeared against

a tree trunk. Thea followed the tracks for several hours,

stopping every so often to gather her bearings and find

the next part of the trail. Then, at last, Thea found her

missing people.

Four brutes lay within the clearing, while a fifth sat

watch near the captives, its head bowed in sleep. Eleven

people were tied to the trees next to it. Thea recognised

six of them as merchants, and two more bore the armour

of the Hand of Sol. The remaining three appeared to

be mercenaries, judging by their light armour. Slowly,

quietly, she made her way over to the two knights,

untying them and handing them a weapon each.

While she worked on the mercenaries, she looked over,

expecting the two knights to already be on their feet and

helping others -yet they were still sitting against the tree.

On closer inspection, Thea saw the wounds seeping

crimson against their armour, the way they were slumped

forward, faces waxy and pale. They were barely going to

be able to walk, let alone wield a weapon. The rest of the

group were little better. Many of the captives appeared to

be badly wounded, exhausted, or suffering from extreme

blood loss.

Just as she began to wonder how she was going to

help these people escape, she heard the distinctive rasp

of metal against wood. Behind her, the guard rose to

its feet, club clenched tightly in one fist. Thea drew her

blade, already moving in an attempt to silence it before it

could alert the rest of the pack, but it was too late - with

a bellowing roar, it roused the other brutes from their

slumber. As the pack lurched to their feet, Thea noticed

one of the warriors out of the corner of her eye, struggl ing

to rise, leaning heavily on the tree as he straightened.

Raising Dawnblade before her, Thea placed herself

between the pack of brutes and the camp survivors.

She was preparing herself for battle when she noticed a

faint flash of light between the trees, the metallic shine

of silver armour. Hala and the rest of her party burst

into the clearing, the templar holding her shield out

before her as she charged the brutes, brandishing her

sword, shining with the light of Marcus's magic. Within

seconds, the group was under attack, and the sounds of



fierce battle filled the clearing. The party began to make

some headway as one of the brutes ran into the jungle,

badly injured. For a moment, it almost seemed as if they

could all make it out okay.

Yet before they could defeat the remaining brutes,

before they could help any of the captives to their

feet, before they could even try to get anybody back to

camp, a great bellow echoed throughout the clearing.

Nine more brutes emerged from the line of trees, one

of them towering high above the others, skin grey and

craggy, eyes dark as it charged toward them. They were

outnumbered, overpowered, and outmatched.

The party had no choice but to flee. As Hala sounded a

retreat, charging at the brutes to give the rest of the party

enough time to flee, Thea started forward to help the

captives struggling to their feet. Then Marcus appeared

before her. Blocking her path, he pulled her away,

dragging her out of the clearing and forcing her to run

toward the camp. As they dashed through the trees, the

air was filled with the sound of pained screams, echoing

from all those they had left behind.

When the morning came, the sun flsmg to flood

the forward camp with light, only three members of

the party had emerged into the campsite. Marcus and

Thea arrived first, supporting Hala between them, grey-

faced from blood loss, her head hanging limply from her

shoulders. While, with some difficulty, Thea had been

forced to leave the others behind, she had refused to

return to camp without Hala. The pair found her on the

brink of death, badly injured from her battle with the

brutes. Even as the scholars rushed to lie her down on a

bedroll, calling light to their fingertips, her breathing

grew shallower, her wounds still seeping blood.

Several hours later, just as Thea was about to give up

hope, another group of knights entered the clearing,

one of them carrying an unconscious Valeria over one

shoulder. For hours, the camp was bustling with activity

as other parties returned from scouting missions and

damage control. Thea watched silently, oblivious to the

commotion around her as she observed her friend.

As Valeria finally began to stir, Thea felt a flood of

relief wash over her, rising from her bedroll to make her

way over to her friend. Yet when Valeria glanced in her

direction, her expression shuttered, and Thea watched a

she turned her face away, a burning anger in her eyes.

Return to the Fold<>---------------------------------
In the years since leaving Solana, Thea had imagined their

return to the city more than once: the party marching

through the gates, welcomed by their people, pleased

to return to their home. Yet at the age of nineteen.

Thea found the reality to be much different. Their quiet

procession through the fates was sombre, the walls pale

in the light of dawn as they passed through the city

streets.

Valeria marched ahead of her, carrying Vitus' shield

on one arm, completely silent. Hala sat atop a dark mare,

her face still pale, clutching her side with one arm as Thea

slowly led her horse forward. Thea could feel Marcus's

gaze upon her back, and she wondered idly if Sol was

watching her as well, looking on in disapproval.

After handing in her armour, Thea made her way back

to the smithing district. As she walked down the main

street, gaze fixed on the outline of Minerva's tavern, she

began to slow, coming to a halt in front of her childhood

home. Through the open doors, she could see the forge

burning brightly, smoke wafting out into the gentle

breeze as her parents rushed toward her with open arms.

She spent several hours with her parents, answering

all of their questions with a growing sense of exhaustion.

Finally, she found an opportunity to slip away to the

Golden Chariot. The moment that she stepped through

the front door; Thea came face to face with the tavern

owner's steely gaze. For a moment, both stood completely

still, staring silently at one another.

Streaks of grey had appeared in Minerva's vibrant

auburn hair, dark circles hanging beneath her eyes, fine

wrinkles lining her skin. She looked so much older than

Thea remembered, and yet somehow, it seemed as if

she hadn't changed at all. Just as she opened her mouth

to say something, Minerva suddenly lurched forward,

wrapping Thea in a tight hug.

In the familiar comfort of the inn, Minerva listened

silently as Thea described the last few years. She spoke of

the rumours that had spread, of the fear and unease, of the

village that they'd found in ruins. She spoke of travelling



to the Savage Lands and patrolling the outskirts of the

jungle. She spoke of coming back to find the forward

camp in chaos, of the captives that had been taken and

the people still missing. She spoke of leaving to find

survivors, of stumbling across the pack of brutes, and

trying to help them, and how it had achieved nothing.

That four of her party members had died trying to make

up for her mistake. That they hadn't even managed to save

any of the captives in the end. When Thea was finished,

Minerva smiled sadly. "I know that you were only trying

to do the right thing. That's what matters, Thea."

Yet even as Minerva comforted her, Thea felt the

burden of her mistakes weighing on her shoulders,

unable to forget the deaths that she had caused.

Redemption¢-------------------------------
For months, she waited, helping to serve customers in the

tavern, working in the forge, and travelling to the outer

walls for sparring sessions. The Solstice came and passed,

and while her fellow squires were inducted into the Hand

of Sol as full knights, Thea remained on the outskirts

of the ceremony with the other Solanians. For a time,

it almost seemed as if she would never don her armour

again, and she wondered what happened to those who

failed to fulfil their chosen role. And then, she received a

summons from Hala.

The templar stood tall, radiant in the centre of the

antechamber. Her shining armour hid any possible signs

of what had happened, and Thea struggled to tell ifHala

was fully healed, or if she had suffered any lasting injuries

or scars. Thea struggled to meet her gaze; head bowed

as she murmured her greetings. For several moments,

silence filled the room, until finally she looked up. Hala's

impassive mask stared back at her, even as she gently

placed a hand on Thea's shoulder.

"Are you ready to prove yourself?"

Rite of Passage¢-------------------------------
Once a year, the kingdom of Solana holds the Solstice

of Laurels, a celebration of the Hand of Sol. Templars,

resplendent in their ceremonial armour, lead great

processions of knights through the city streets, gathering

at the base of the Amphitheatre. Then, at noon, the

ceremony would finally begin. Squires completing their

training step forward to stand before the Grand Magister,

heads bowed as they proudly receive the blessings of Sol.

Thea slowly stepped forward, bowing deeply before the

radiant figure of the Grand Magister.

Despite the prestige of her accomplishment,

promoted to lieutenant at just twenty-one years old, Thea

remains strangely solemn. She cannot forget the events

that have led to this moment, or the people that she has

lost along the way. With her mistakes weighing heavily

upon her shoulders, Thea is determined to do better, and

become an exemplary lieutenant worthy of her position.

Before the people of Solana, Thea makes a promise to

herself- she will learn from her past, follow the wi II of 501,

and honour her people.

"In the name of Sol, 1 swear that I shall serve Solana

to the best of my ability, until death relieves me of this

sacred duty. 1 swear that 1 will protect Solana, and all

those who live within its walls." Her voice rang out,

cutting through the hushed quiet of the crowds watching

over her. "By the blessed light, I shall carry out this oath,

and never shall I knowingly nor willingly violate this,

my solemn oath and obligation as a lieutenant of Solana,

the outstretched hand of Sol. By the glory of Sol's light, in

Sol's name, so shall it be."







THE PRIMAL WAY
The jungle claims the weak I the feeble and slow

Those who cannot endure I their end feeds the wild

The wild claims the blood I the flesh and bone

Feasts upon the dead I and the dying, all

Where is the kindred I of the jungle deep

Whose heart still beats I somewhere beyond

Predator or prey I kill or be killed

In fear quake alii who at death's feet lie.
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CA[L OF ADVENTURE<>------------------------------
A vast and mysterious jungle, the Savage Lands attracted

many prospective explorers, all eager to discover what lay

hidden within its depths. Adventurers who entered would

inevitably disappear, their bones abandoned amongst the

undergrowth, a legacy of the lost. Occasionally, rumours

would surface of some brave adventurer who had re-

emerged, telling tall tales of horrific beasts and hidden

wonders. Many stepped forward to explore the jungle,

and yet no one could survive long enough to bring back

information on what lay within.

No one, that is, until Theodore Hamilton Scarborough.

A researcher who sought to uncover the jungle's secrets,

he amassed a large team of mercenaries and explorers,

and led the first successful expedition into the Savage

Lands. Of the original twenty-four team members, only

five would emerge alive. Scarborough wrote at length

about his experiences, an account that would soon be

published as the first known information on the fauna

and flora of the Savage Lands.

DEADLY FLORA<>----------------------------
Scarborough's notes speak at length of the toxic and

poisonous plants that lay within the jungle, and the effects

that they had upon the people he worked with. Whether

it was a team member who decided to try their hand at

jungle cuisine, to one man who merely touched a fungus

with his hand, he relays their fate with horrifying detail.

Convulsing on the ground; foaming at the mouth; eyes

rolling back into their skulls as blood seeps from every

pore; screaming as they writhe in agony; all of these and

more numbered amongst Scarborough's descriptions.

Yet not all of the plants found within the Savage Lands

seem to have such disastrous side-effects. Scarborough

hints at the existence of a small number of beneficial and

restorative species from the jungle's depths, though his

work provides only one account of such a plant.

DANGEROUS FAUNA<>------------------------------
The bestiary notes from Scarborough's work detail an

even more horrifying reality. From great, scaled beasts

with dripping fangs, to creatures with crystalline skin and

serrated limbs, the creatures in the Savage Lands seem to

be nothing short of lethal. Elite predators and monstrous

beasts populate the jungle, striking down their prey with

deadly accuracy, tearing apart their prey to glean every

last scrap of muscle and marrow; their gaping maws



drip with blood, beady eyes gleaming in the dark

as they devour the raw flesh of their prey. In the

shadows behind them, small scavengers lurk,

waiting for the opportunity to pick apart the

remains for scraps of muscle and marrow.

Primal, aggressive, and deadly, the creatures

of the Savage lands possess traits that make

them deadly to anything that crosses their path.

It is these exact traits that were the basis for

Scarborough's extensive research.



BESTIARY OF SCARBOROUGH
========================~~~========================

Theadaie Hcvnii'i011- Sca7ia'ulUJh was af'ull11ine.ttt ieseaichei. woo sfent his /!ife sttuUjln!J
the.cieaucies af the SaJ/CIjeLands. He was fascinated. 8!f the f'limat instincts af the.feaSts

wit/tin- thej U11J&s and sQJljht to undetstand. what I11£Uie these cieatu. ies so. deadly.

Journal fnfr!j No. 6
One of the m&n dwJ. this mo->vnin:1ti,jhtin:1 off a, rathvv Earye heast ]t moved deathe!f 'JlAwk,

ooveruJ in some I=: of fur. ]t neare!f deci?JpilatuJ cJlU of the m&n hldh ds dahlS rwh&est d

duJ move 'fuwke!f' I mana,juJ to catoh a,~mrse of ics uurvuJ heak, and of ds Earye, &-arhuJ

td, hlh&oharr-earuJ to have a, so-u: of stin:1VVat the &nd S'ade!f' d seems to have clisarr-earuJ
furthvv into the jungJ!e __ I do ho[U that hle can mana,je to find aywthe&

f1 fa':je creature, the peJ!,uda moves

surruYl~ C(uJe.!j !1i~ ils Yl;ze, kJilh

a thwk. fur coat: intovs~sed kJilh sharf'

SF&;- Jts musUifar ~s are the souroe

of ds ap-n-arent: SF

», musUifar td is carw:b-eeof SkJe&f'i";j

an.!j arUmcve off of ils feet, f'eavi";j il

vu~b-ee to the ~uda's deade.!j hooked

d!akJS rwhife the td arrears to have a..

sti";je/0 furthov iests have shown that the

frariYdo&; nol: caniadn. an.!jfoUn of iox.in:



Journal Entry No. 8 'Day 11
'"We ~st s[Wtted this vnas-s-ive creature &-att[ine ""dh a" 'Wlw/h &r:j&0 furred heast. '"WhJ!e ""e
attemrted to avoid cat{/hine ds ~e, d arru-ared to have fof1!o""ed us. Fi/u seemed to do the frivk

fo-'V ""ankne d a""w!j, a~d o.it of the 'Wlen surlJived. 7(crWever;as the creature cLisarru-ared, I am

eeft ""dh 1Ue6tions, a~ n-o srmen

1(J.lvas

f1 Mift an.,d deade.!j creature, the
R.&k'vas has Gri:!Jhte.!jratt~
scaieo that are hi:!Jhe.!jto)GU:]ts
mas-sive head is framed b:i some
foUn of hood, G-ryhte.!j cof!oured
skin., that j&re!! from eilhvv Yide
of us neok.

]ts fa':1efa"Cfs and .e-: are
retractabfe, used not cme.!jto attac1..

r=» b-ut to heir u tear thro':Jh the
to':Jhvv skin.,of creatures suoh as the
(3rakJn.,huJ.e]n., ad~ to the to)GU:
coati"Cf coveri"Cf us scaieo, us tedh

can.,inject a.- dead0 rwis<ln into us
'7Ne retrieved this tooth from the remadns of a.- re1.'vas ~.
Unfouun.,atd.!j, kJe coued noi: risk stw.!ji"Cfnear the carcass fn"Cf
uw':Jh to retrieve an.,.!jsam~ from the creature ]t kJoued sum
that the to)Gin.,coati."Cfus scaieo ~so make!! the.Jfbh decw.!jat a.-

rWF rave, and the sme1t kJas affracti."Cf ruJ.ators.



Journcd Entry No. 11 'Day 18
Todw.!f; kie eA'I.£Ounteud a. smCJ)!i!'!jrour of for&..J-&cJ:J~featheud creatures. 7forruJ. eitt&. thir&..Js.

th~ Unt seem afrwuJ. of us; [Yut did not: atiemp-i to attack; eithvu. th~ seemed to have

recoqru.seci our SkiO-uJ.Sas some fO-?-m of twfor&. 'We ki~t sure kihat th~ kieJuedOir&,j;at [v-vst;

[Yut cnu of the 'rnen...Jot dose en,ov;jh to see the =~se th~ kieJue tearincJ aruxrt kidh theA/'ubeaks

I shaJ!£ see if I can. obtwir& cnu of the6e creatures at a. flate;v date l= cU0edion.

fi refatiwl!!J we-ak cre-ature h--u~etfo-'v SF rathe0
than str"-"'c'ith si«: trawl! in s=r- to ensure the
safe1!J of the heui rhm fone ~s ai!r?owthem to
re-avh incrdiU!J ht:Jh sFs, thm r=»» fo-'vm of
defense c:1winst the JungJ?e's man!J rud.ators

rhe oLie1of a.- stri»: is Fmar~!J
carnivoMus, sca~ine carca.0l%J
of pw!J r!eft beJ,ind h--!Jea'!Je0
rud.ators rhm sharf' hooked
be-aks ai!r?owthem to te-ar even
the sm~t remnants of ~h
and musvr!e aww!J {rom carcasceo.
fi ht:Jhe!J acicI.« 5 tom avh ai!r?ows
them to u4:Jl%JtsmcJ:'J!,&vne
{rc:1ments, swai!r?owedu;«



flnk'is

?his cr!ptd£iru creature JOeJ not Ued. ]t

shattvvs. ]ts tedh are hard.vv tha~ stone, klilh

serrated edSeJ a~ a.-rued.f!e-&J..e ~ to tear

throu.:;hj!!eJh

]ts &mhs are (1":1 a~ thin, klilh sharr- [Wints to a£kI il toSrT' onto 'most: surfaU!l, a~ scal!e the

cLflivuet terra-in. of the )av"5e .£.a~s.



f1 :liard, furred beast k.liJ:hf!on&,thU:1.canineo, and
smJi, darK ~e/.J. ]ts f!on&fur r==: most of iJ:s
6-00&,darK:lr~ in c-crf!our;faoUn& to an of(-k.lhiJ:eat

the t?s ]t arrz-ears to maKe Up' fen, iis r= ~ht
throu:;h iJ:s incred.i~ rwwe;{ue sense of smelt - I
have k.liJ:neosediJ:travk. ~ throu:;h the ju~ 0J
scent al!one.

ai!most imroY:YiU,e to
ineak, 6-oth thU:1.and

incred.iU!j strDn;j

,
J

!he Grak.lnhule has a.- sel: of .e-: at the &--aseof thebvfed, thou:;h theA/'/.,fed are far too f!ar:5e,

and thebv ~s too sho-il fo-'V the .e.: to be of an!j use.



Journal Entry No_ -23
OneJ a- feMJ of us remaan. afte;v /AJhatha~ this moU/;in:J rei anothe;v beast atJ:ac1..edus,

a .jhasteJ amaf1ama~ of fur and. sc~_ ». four ~e!J /AJeIVestarin:J str~ht at me, Umd.
d.rrrun:J from lis C1Ar(Jedfan:Js, .i-:thomas had. the idea to throv.J his to~ at li_ the {vu
ccuv:5ht immediateeJ- the scent: of lis /Yurnin.j ~h /AJasvery distinctive - li must caniccin. some
kind. of aci.d.ic wm[Wund.- fl toscin, most ~keeJ-

On-e of the :;'ava!fe.J]:mds' vnos]:skiffed
pudators, they are almost wmp-fdeJ!,!j
n-odurru;vt, relyi"5 em the darkl1h'!s
to heJ!,r-'lrIask thWz-.»novemenis whJ!e
staft..i"5 ~_ 1hWz-.four eye,; are
fAlely to h~ it see in- the dark, in-

rnde0 to hunt its ~_

f/void thWz-.rwiscmous
ynke,; at o.J2 costs.

.i:.ar:5e,'lrIusouf!arcreatures with two F-'S
of eye,;, an-d fn"5' ourved .e.: YimJ!ar to
tal!ons_S-ke/U;(are wvered in- IN'lrIixiure of
fur an-d sFf0, r-att~ with dark,
irr'fjuf!ar ywts 'lNhJ!e the srkf0 do

n-ot "I'I":" to he noisarious, they do
make it rathe0 diffiutet to cL0ed_



1JtAfj 6

BOTANICAL COMPENDIUM
==========================~~~=========================

Heu: is the section. af 5ca't&'laU!JIt'snates 'Lejauiint; &tanicat studies. 1Jesfift aut Gest
effa'Lts, same af thejau'llulienttLes nave Seen. &stilt aut atte.tnpts ta campiie.his waiks.

rhe:Je Gri:Jhte!f cofoured h-ushe:Jare found cvee over the ju~, notaUe fo-?.-thw'V thi-ck,gfoS0!f red
~ves_ I took..some sam~ and crushed the ~ves into a- fine rude, whwh I c.; added to cJYL-e

man's !/rud_ tfe was dead wilhin 'rnirusteo, the ~ feli£Yw, wilhout e\i£;YJ,-a- vhanue to finish his
dilU[e0.

V1s'ura

f1 shaUl dense hush kJilh thwk. roots. the

!!eaves of the 'l1s'ura are roisDYWUS to humans,

but most creatures in- the S'avc;5e .i'.an-cf.sare

immun-e to the to)Cins foun-cf. kJilhin-_ Jts roots,

however; are a. rotent ~!f source, an-cf.safe

to eat. On-e must be abso-€ut~ ceacacn: to

re,,?ove ever:J trace of !!eaves bejau 6-oib.ne
the' root, as the toxins kJif£ release into the

kJa IVVan-cf.contamin-ate the enWu &-atch_

'Pata

f1 viGrant red funeus foun-cf. kJilhin- the S'avc;5e

Lan-cf.s, il .jrows in- far:5e,flat, rar~

fOUnations, someMJhat reoembeine a. SeIUetJof

shei!ves Jts Gri:Jht0 co-f!oured surface is c-overed

in- a. thin- 6:v!J1VVof a. dead0 neuroiox.in, kJhich

can- ccvuse seceures an-cf.death kJilhin- »ninuieo of

skin- canbaci:



Vay 6
f1fte;v the east ind!;/U1~ I did n.ot: se£/k..to tes]: this on a~J of -m:J -men - IoneJ have so -ma~J/

afte;v ale. 7(oWever; 'lJreMJ kJas de1e1UYiineJ to r=: that if kJas edibee. », oneJ a. rmushroom, he

sr»id. (oWard the end, he h~a~ to rambee ~SU1Yic~, a~d kJhJ!e I too]; notes on kJhat he s~

I cannot sum to -mak..e SU1se of them. o-: of the -men then t00e.d. the remcui~de;v of the fu~ ..:Ji into

the ~'U kJifhout -m:J k..~feJ!fe, afte;v kJhioh kJe aft ~ vivid half.uc1.~ati.ffns.

f1 smaJ!i!,fuYl;1us, oharactiVUseJ h:J d s shin.,.!j,

jd-b-eacJ.. top; rwtecuYl;1 the delicate while

e.: henu;cth. (he f'ac.-e.structure is daYl;1lYWus

when cansurned, caJu9iYl;1fever; d~m an.,J,

e\teA1.tu~, death rwhen the ocvhi is ~rn-eJ,

il release!! a.- smok.e wilh h~d.YJ.,Q..:fe.-n.i.£an-d

f's.!johoacuve rw~·

Foun-d n-ear the &-aseof f'arye trees, hil!e.n is a.-

smaJ!i!"feath~ rfant that raYl;1e!!from r-aJ!e

fAfac to a.- Gridht vwf!d in: c-o-f!our.poz{ecte.!j

harm~s unUe dfJe!!ted, aft~ whioh rwint il

wile dow~ hf(jin., to wen-k. ils waJ.!j throu,jh the

&-o~, caJUYiYl;1intense Fin., as the &-o~ beqins

to shut dawn.,. ]ts root s.!jstem is ecru~ tOJ<?U:.

(he i.e; srneads throu..:fh the release of Un.,.!j

seed r-ods, whioh haYl;1 from a.- ~ht, delicate

fowe/V. (his fow~ al'i!ows the seed rwds to he

caJu..:fhtb.!j the ineeze, al'i!owiYl;1 them to travd

s=' distarz.c.e!i wilh a.- 9ingJ!e b'&e.ath of kJin-d



Vay 11
'7Ne ~st arwthvv of the meY&this mO-'Unin:J-7Ie kJas kJ~in:J just in frcmt of mel and. sudd&ne!j

-t-r-~ over a- kJeu!jkJardvine. ~uicl. as &shtnin:J' some f!a':5e eeaf =rr-' out of the shadoWs
and eY&.!fuffed.himl his eees han:Jin:J out of Us .!feur-in:Jmouth 7Ie immec1wte£!j tN';jan to scream,

and kJe soon rea£ised. kJh!j - some kind of suhstaYUA!hf;jan dri,rrun:J from the creature's\mouthl
and kJheY&a- f~ dror-s t.u his eeel th~ hf;jan to diYJo-&e s-t-r-afJht throu:Jh his armour: '11 e

man.aqecl to eoc~ the area kJuhout eeicounieac an.!1.'rno-ze of the r&ntsl thou:Jh I cueso

to .!fathvv an!j s~&ns_ /

fl carnivowus r-fant
wlih sharf' teeth, the
&aves of a, =-rr- rl0em&ee a, -mouth,
fyin;j of in WaM und lis ~ attemf'ts
to wcvLkaero"""trit/1e!Un;j lis =r S'ncvr:/awr: ran;je in 9i;ze from the ~th of a,

hand, to near the he1<Jhtof a, human_

!he &aj =r: dosed around the
creature and b'f1ins to esccrece a,

wuoYive substa;u;e that b'UMks d.<7Wn
h

- tGe ~I etifovvinj the peant to d.fJeJt
it:

-------~-



~mre.!f 'WI arlJei'fous. 'We discovered a- .e.«: of rwJ!e ie: fo/AJVVS, /AJilh thin, U!ade-uk..e Fwes.

Fo->vthe r!on:}ed tune, I faAied to discover an.!f rw~ /AJhatsoever.7farofcJ. has beoome '{uile ill
of f.ate, uk..e£.!f the re!JuU of r!oYin:}his hand. 'Wilh the 'WIan on his deathb~ I deUd.ed to feed

him some (udwes, as /AJifb.n:}sUhyects /AJeJUin shou sUfrve.!f, and at /AJorst,il coueJ cme.!frut an

end to the 'man's ~on.!f' rei: bejou 'WI.!feye!J, the "most:remark..ah-&.thin:} ha~. 'Wilhin hours,
7farofcJ. ioas /AJcuLk..in:}around the camr-ue as if he had never been ill at cvfJ! I shaJlf, have to

conuLuctfurthvv stud.ie.c" to te!Jt the Umi.ls of the p-f.ant's -rr=:' hewein.j rw~

fin e)Ctreme£!j rare fokJeJV kJith -medwi.~

pw~, found in the d~ths of the ~avc:1e
Lands. ]t !Jraws in fa':5e ofousteJVsnear the s.;
of trees, with thin, b-eade-&-k.e feaves !he foweJVS

on.?J be:mm fcYV two kJee1..sin the -middf?e of

wintea, with F se: F~s and smcv€f.,ora~e

centred.

] have str'1.15eed. to recann. any samF of the

wintell(jofd. eve,n removi~ the r-fant who-fe and

carryi~ it in IN &-ask.d of so[£ has pwve,n futil!e,

as the r-fant h~ins to witheJV within IN -matteJVof

hours, and was dead two dW!js fat&l..--I attemf'ted

to dr!j the foweJVs, ~e/We them in oJ!vohof, ~s
them, cv€f., to no avd

]n IN moment of de/.>~ti..on., I r-urohased some

fnwe/lr-!Jradea£:,hem[c~ U[uip'ment from IN

m~ant, and attemf'ted to create IN rwtwn from

the foweJV ori-s-de. !hat, too, faAfed.

!he fo"'eJVS of the 1Nintell(jofd are incredi.U!j d~ate, and "'itheJV very Cfuwk?J uru= remov~

from the r-fant. ]f the;ve is IN "'C!I!jto SUVCe/.>sfuf!?J~e/We them, I have !jd to diswver it.



Journal fntr!j No. 15 1Jay <-<-
'"We stumhfeJ. urum- some sfran:je foUn of rf'-ant tod.CV!I]t a~red to be some thin) o&mbin:j

rf'-ant that had. tak.Ub the shcvru of a- free I bduve the!Jemcv.!j onoe have b~ sm~ viIU!J that

jreMJ up- the Yide of a- host free) rdcvinin:j its shcvru onoe the host dieJ_ 7-(uwever; even kJhUb the

free itsei!{ had. rotted akJcv.!j)the viIU!J remann, seemiYljfC.!jno kJorseI= kJear:I shcvee searoh fo"V a-

sm~ samrf!e of this rf'-ant) so that I mfjht stu~ its fuee jruwth c.!jcfe_

theoe vines start out smale arul thin) tak.l"d root at the

&-aseof tt- ear:5e tree. the p&nt therb bf!;jins to dimlY

up-ward, suti"d dcrnJ~ roots that d!okJf!y kJcnJ.. th&&'u

kJCV!jthrou!Jh the tree &-ark Just !jeotdCVJ, I fourul tt-

{;yakJ~hide skuee kJilh one of theoe viru0 attached, a~d

the root s!jstem had iYurrcrnJed ils kJCV!jthrou!Jh so&d

b_

Orn:;e eotaUished, the thi£ves e.u: roots therb se-e-k

out nutrients arul kJatIYVkJilhi~ the host tree, as the

Viru0 dimlY -r the surfac-e of the tree, kJeakerbi"d

the host Orn:;e the host Lea, the thi£ves LaddIYV is

feft b~i~ tt- shef2 rei1Ji"d em.. ds crnJ~ root s!jstem

to ("'Wvide kJatIYVfrom the 501£_ O~ has to wan.dea,

then, if il eventu~ suffIYVS tt- Yimifar fate at the

haruls of a~thIYV thi£ves Laddvu


































































































































































