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A PLACE TO HIDE

"~ told him, “In Kratas, everyone is hiding from something or someone.” It was
also convenient. Not only did he have an old debt to pay, but a trade mission
from Travar to re-petition old One-Eye regarding the use of Kratas’ neglected docking
towers had been leaving that very day. Getting a place on the team was a formality,
a benefit of being the illegitimate child of the great Lord Alderac Windspear. Not
only did his father have the clout as a member of Magistrates’ Council of Travar, but
shipping a past indiscretion and source of future embarrassment to another city was
an incentive too good to be missed. Now in Kratas, Shiellen regretted the decision as
he paced the floor of his room in the Drunken Dragon Inn.

In Travar, he was sure someone had been watching his every move, but he had
no idea who that someone was. In Kratas, everyone was watching, and most were not
discrete about it. He recognized the look in their eyes. He had seen the same look in
the eyes of Travar’s merchants when they knew the next big business deal was within
their grasp. Except, in Kratas, it didn’t quite work that way, and the result would be
a one-way transaction. Under advisement from the innkeeper, Shiellen lost the fancy
merchant robes and hired two personal guards.

Shiellen knew the trade mission was doomed before they left Travar, but it was a
means to an end. He didn’t even bother leading the delegation to Hilltop. He feigned
sickness and convinced an overly eager junior member of the mission to take his
place. He knew the Force of the Eye would rough them up and send them packing.
Shiellen looked down at the new copy of Travar: The Merchant City he held tightly in
his hands, not quite remembering why he had brought the book with him...

K ratas seemed the logical place to hide for Shiellen Woodsong. His father once

It had been a busy evening in Travar and the Eternal Market was more congested
than Shiellen had ever seen it. Almost anything could be bought at the Eternal Market
at any time of the day or night, and Shiellen had stopped at one stall to drive a hard
bargain with a merchant. Shiellen needed a fresh journal; his own was full and then
some. He settled for the same type the Great Library in Throal commonly issued to its
adepts. Haggling for the journal had kept him late. He hurried to the secret meeting
place of the Var’eidyllon Tara'var or the Remnants, a small society he had recently
become involved with.

Pushing aside the concealed door at the back of a merchant’s warehouse Shiellen
hurried down the stairwell. Only on reaching the bottom did he realize something
was wrong. A single body lay on the ancient stone floor among a litter of discarded
documents. It was not the body that Shiellen first noticed, but the documents. Only
yesterday the room had been in perfect order.
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Shiellen examined the body, his heart pounding. Never had he been so close to a
corpse before. He was no expert, but judging by the number of small crystal shards
embedded in the body he had run afoul of the society’s resident Elementalist. The
dead man’s left sleeve was rolled up and Shiellen noted the symbol tattooed on his
arm, he was sure he had seen it somewhere before. Shiellen could only guess the
society had been attacked and the fifth protocol initiated, which boiled down to every
member taking whatever action necessary to protect the society’s most treasured
documents and get them to another safe house. Shiellen realized that included him.

The words at the initiation ceremony echoed in his head. “Tell no one of what you
are about to read.” Shiellen had told no one as instructed and as the blood oath had
demanded, but he had written almost everything in his journal, now weighing heavily
in the lining of his robes. Shiellen quickly gathered the scattered documents from the
floor, most of which were treatises on Travar by others in the organization.

A noise brought Shiellen out of his thoughts. Someone was coming down the
stairwell behind him and he instinctively knew it wasn’t one of his fellows. Shiellen
fled for a concealed door at the far end of the room, leading to an exit on one of the
main streets.

Shiellen could sense he was being followed and had no way of knowing how
to contact the Remnants. Even if he did, he couldn’t do it while being watched. He
knew he had to get rid of his journal safely. It would be impossible to tell what the
consequences would be for Travar if anyone discovered the secrets he had been privy
to.
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With a renewed sense of purpose, Shiellen picked up the pace in his stride. He
remembered his father’s lessons on presentation of a market stall. “The items you
really want to sell should be placed to stand out and catch the customer’s eye, anything
of interest to a dwarf should be at his eye level, not yours, and the same applies for trolls
and obsidimen. Anything else and you're just hiding your wares in plain view.” There
was only one place to hide a book in plain view, the Labyrinth Library.

The library was reasonably empty in the evening, which suited Shiellen’s purpose.
In the center of the room was a series of wooden crates half packed with books.
Shiellen had been talking to one of the scribes just that morning and knew the boxes
were destined for the vaults in the Great Library in Throal. The books they contained
were on special loan so the scribes of Travar could make copies for the city’s libraries,
and Shiellen knew when they returned to Throal they would be locked in some dark
vault, possibly never again to see the light of day.

Shiellen knew the book he wanted. The scribes in the library had made over a
dozen copies of it. The Passions were smiling. Travar: A City For Sale, was yet to be
packed. Of course, the title the dwarfs of Throal had given the book was not much
to the liking of those in Travar, so the scribed copies were given the alternative title,
Travar: The Merchant City. Shiellen had his own ideas on how the book should be
titled after the Remnants had introduced him to Ayesha’s journals, which offered a
radical firsthand account of Travar’s history.

Shiellen took the book to a private booth and, placing a few coins in the collection
box, took the offered light quartz from the holder. Drawing his dagger, Shiellen cut
deep into the book, removing the center, dozens of pages at a time. Making space for
his journal, he made a point to cut out all the history he now knew to be false. The .
dwarfs of Throal should have known better. Shiellen stuffed the journal into the space
he had created along with the papers he had gathered earlier from the floor, and into
his robes he stuffed the paper cut from the book. He returned the book where he had
found it, knowing in several hours it would be packed and on an airship to Throal.

Shiellen lifted a freshly scribed copy of Travar: The Merchant City from its shelf
to check it out of the library as his exorbitant annual subscription allowed. Anyone
watching him as he left would not be suspicious of his short stay. Feeling content,
Shiellen knew he had to lie low for a while and Kratas was just the place to do it.

As he paced his room in Kratas, there was a knock on the door. “Enter;” Shiellen
commanded. At least the brigands he hired remembered to knock this time. The
door opened to reveal a figure clad in the type of black hooded cloak common to
Kratas. Shiellen could only stare aghast at the two bodies of his hired protection and
the bloodied sword the assassin held in his hand. In a blur of motion, the assassin
attacked. Shiellen raised the thick tome he carried to block the blade, but, aided by
the assassin’s magic, the blade punched straight through. As Shiellen dropped to his
knees, he feebly grappled with the man’s arm. The assassin bore a similar tattoo to the
corpse in Travar and Shiellen remembered where he had seen it. It had been sketched
in Ayesha’s journals, and he had copied it to his own. Shiellen died wondering if it was
possible that hundreds of years after her death, Ayesha’s enemies had finally tracked
her down.
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The history of Travar is shrouded in mystery, and its truth is known only to those
few who guard its secrets. As with the history of Barsaive, the history of Travar cannot
be complete without mention of the Therans. While the Therans are fully aware of
their role in shaping the history of Barsaive, the role they played in shaping the history

of Travar is not what they may think.
e Shiellen Woodsong - Merchant Scholar of Travar «

THE JOURNALS OF SHIELLEN WOODSONG

have heard a thousand tales of how Travar came to be, each differing slightly from
I the next, but whether the tale comes from the tongue of a Troubadour or drunken

Air Sailor, they have a common theme. It begins in an ancient land of warring
nomadic tribes, each trying to conquer the other. The smaller tribes band together
for mutual protection and are defeated in a great battle. Ousted from their traditional
migration routes, the survivors arrive at the banks of a mighty river to settle far from
their warring brothers, looking only for peace. Soon, they learn to plant the rich earth
and trade with the t'skrang and, as they say, the rest is history.

Each day as I travel the streets of Travar, I can see they are full of wondrous clues
from the past for us historians and scholars to discover and piece together. There are
abandoned shrines to Passions now all but neglected that give clues to the time before
the Scourge. Many streets are Named after villages and communities that no longer
exist, lost to the Badlands. Travar preserved so many things from before the Scourge,
yet the truth wasn’t one of them. A pity, for the truth is a tale worth telling.

How I gotinvolved with the Var’eidyllon Tara’var is a story for another time. Suffice
to say, they had seen enough quality in me to invite me to join their ranks, tempting
me with the promise of hard evidence of an alternative version of Travar’s origins
and insights to its future. How could any scholar turn down such an opportunity? I
remember the initiation as if it were only yesterday.

The room was cold, but it was the mixture of excitement and fear that made me
shiver. In front of me stood five figures clad in white, their faces hidden in the depths
of their hooded robes. Kneeling beside me were four other initiates I had never met.
Mesmerized by the chanting of the hooded figures, I nearly missed my cue. “We are
of the third cycle, always of five,” | replied—not quite in unison with the others. The
ceremony finished with a simple blood oath, after which [ was led to a small room. On
the table in front of me was a box containing papers, scrolls, and a series of journals,
all of which were very, very old. From the moment I turned the first page, I realized
the magnitude of what I was reading.

11
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AN ANCIENT LAND

Long before the founding of Travar, the area between the Byrose River and the
Scarlet Sea was a lush and fertile land known only as the Tara'var to its nomadic
inhabitants. It is a description that reminds me of an old painting in my father’s office
(at the time of writing he sits on the Magistrates Council of Travar). The painting
depicts a landscape with tribesmen leading a herd of huttawa across an ancient plain.
The serenity of that scene belied the constant conflict between the nomadic tribes
and a once great civilization predating them all; a civilization which, according to
the journal, vanished from the living memory of all Namegivers, except perhaps the
dragons. The clues were visible to those with the desire and knowledge to seek out
such places. And seek these places they eventually did.

NEHR'ESHAM AND THE BOOKS OF HARROW

The events that lead to the founding of Travar began in Nehr’esham (now known
as Thera) around the time translation had begun on the Books of Harrow and the
foundation stones of the Eternal Library were being laid, when thousands of scholars
and adepts were flocking to the small island nation. The fledgling government believed
more books like the Books of Harrow must exist and they sponsored exploration
parties, sending out scholars and adepts, like leaves in the wind, across many lands.

Inspired by the building of the Eternal Library, a young but brilliant student
Named Ayesha Selestran was making a Name for herself translating various text
fragments that had been returned to Nehr’esham. Ayesha gave no description of
herself in her journals. One source described her as an elf of unmarred beauty. Later
texts described her as an elf whose beauty was marred only by an unusual scar on
her left cheek. Regardless, as word of her talent for translation spread she expected to
gain access to the Books of Harrow, yet, to her surprise, all her requests were brushed
aside without explanation.

Undeterred, she became a persistent thorn in the side of the scholars in the
Eternal Library, making enemies of many of them. Realizing she was not going to be
given access to the Books of Harrow, she demanded to lead one of the expeditions
searching for artifacts from a previous age of magic. Eventually, the Eternal Library
acceded to her constant and irritating demands, seeing it as a way to rid themselves of
a troublesome student, sending her on a fool’s errand to an area barely even marked
on the map.

I will not bore you with the details, but it is enough to say that after a difficult
and dangerous journey, Ayesha’s expedition arrived in the vast land on whose eastern
reaches Travar now stands. Ayesha’s group read the features and lay of the land. They
saw the difference between what was natural and what nature had reclaimed, leaving
behind only a hint something older lay beneath.

Ayesha, a natural leader, befriended local sages, wise men, and tribal leaders
who knew the location of ruins long buried beneath the earth. With the help of local
laborers, excavation of the site began. Occasionally, the scholars sent items of interest
back to Nehr’esham, but support and the promised funding never arrived. All but
forgotten, the scholars stopped sending discoveries altogether as Ayesha realized the
truth. She had been effectively exiled. Though it matters little; she had long outgrown

12
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any loyalty to Nehr’esham. Future discoveries remained in the private collections of
the scholars who unearthed them.

The ruins are so vast, and the scholars so few, that it took years just to investigate
small portions of them. What started out as a task of discovery expanded beyond an
excavation site into a small trading outpost. As the years passed, growing numbers of
Namegivers settled the area, building on top of the ancient ruins.

THE IVORY CODEX

Ayesha, at first, worked the dig site with a small group of laborers, one discovery
leading to another, one clue leading to the next. This pattern continued as the years
passed. Eventually, short on resources, she worked the dig site alone, most of her
fellow scholars long since departed. Her tenacity paid off. Almost 74 years after her
arrival, she made an incredible discovery:.

Ayeshauncovers what at firstappeared to be a burial chamber; its entrance heavily
warded with an aura of ancient magic. The chamber was dedicated to the deeds of its
sole occupant, an honored hero and champion of ancient times. The hero’s remains,
held intact only by the stillness of the air, crumbled to dust with her entry, leaving
behind five stone tablets. Each tablet was fourteen inches tall, eight inches wide, and
made from a solid piece of marble, flecked with minute traces of orichalcum, just
enough to bestow an ivory hue.

It seems strange to me now that we are surrounded by this very material every day
of our lives and scarcely give it any thought. - S.

Carved on each tablet were several sections of text in an unfamiliar runic language.
Fine orichalcum gilding outlined the runes and each tablet is framed in the magical
metal.

Using what little resources Ayesha still had at her disposal, she had a powerful
Nethermancer summon the spirit of the chamber’s occupant. The summoning was
successful and she learned the artifact was called the Ivory Codex and to unlock its
secrets she must perform a ritual detailed by the spirit.

Ayesha does not provide detail on the ritual, only that it requires a small drop of
blood from five Namegiver races. While the details of the ritual are scant, Ayesha does
mention those who provided blood for the ritual.

During a trip to the market to collect supplies, Ayesha discovered a slave caravan
passing through on its way to Thera. She dmanaged to convince the slavers of her
credentials using an old letter of credit from the Eternal Library and purchased five
slaves. The fate of these slaves is unaccounted for, but she listed them from the slavers
ledger: Karnak of the Greathorns, criminal and brawler; Vim of Mathatos, criminal and
deserter; Kryis of Ardavara, criminal and escaped slave; Egeris of Ikrilsyn, criminal
and poisoner; Ekoris of Xaragal, criminal and architect.

The ritual revealed a series of maps, overlaid with a series of geometric patterns
in addition to the runic text. Disappointed but not discouraged, Ayesha removed her
discovery from the dig site to her own workshop. Certain the codex has more to reveal
once she deciphers its texts, Ayesha began what became her life’s work.

13
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THE SCHOOL OF SHADOWS AND THE BODY OF FIVE

Not all of Ayesha’s time was spent studying the Ivory Codex. Having lived in the
area for so long, she had fallen in love with the area’s natural beauty and its people
held her in high regard. She accepted a leadership role in the settlement, grown into
a large market town called Highhollow and an important center of trade in the area.

Thera itself was rapidly growing and not only completed the Eternal Library,
but translated the first Book of Harrow. Thera sent copies of the translated Book far
and wide, including Highhollow. The leaders, uncertain what to make of this book,
consulted with local sages, scholars, and merchants who had knowledge of the
arcane. Ayesha, the last of the Nehr’esham scholars, was certain there was truth to the
warnings in the Book of Harrow. Ayesha advised they should heed the warnings, but
her pleas fell on deaf ears. She was, however, able to convince four of the merchants
present of the need to prepare for this threat.

Selling it to them as an investment in the future, terms any merchant like myself can
think in. Perhaps it is no mistake Travar is a city of merchants after all. - S.

Ayesha and the merchants formed the Body of Five. She dshared with them
her discovery of the Ivory Codex, and the Body of Five poured their resources into
translating them. Realizing the task will take generations, each member of the Body
of Five took on several apprentices, one to succeed them and the others to administer
their trading concerns. Within a generation, the Body of Five became a secret society
under the guise of a powerful trading house, its true purpose a tightly held secret.

The Body of Five made their first breakthrough and pinpointed the location of
the map inscribed on the first tablet of the Ivory Codex. The location was many days’
walk to the east, nestled between two major tributaries of the Serpent River. The Body
of Five concentrated on deciphering the text of the tablet. Unfortunately, unfolding
events hampered their efforts.

The annual migration of nomadic tribes brought rumor of the first manifestation
of a Horror in the Tara’var. Not long after; the School of Shadows in Thera dispatched
a group of powerful adepts to the area under the guise of investigating the Horror
manifestation, but there was another purpose. Those who had sought to rid
themselves of the troublesome Ayesha had learned of her discovery and tasked the
School of Shadows with finding her and her discovery, and return with both to Thera.

Ayesha used the considerable wealth and resources of the Body of Five to keep
the School of Shadows at arm’s length. Meanwhile, she eddisappeared within the
organization, which slowly relocated its base of operations east, to the location
identified on the first tablet of the Ivory Codex. The School of Shadows never gave
up its search for Ayesha, but, far from home, they had limited resources and Ayesha'’s
trail went cold. Still fearful of discovery, however, Ayesha worked behind the scenes,
keeping out of the public eye wherever possible.

THE FOUNDING OF TRAVAR
When 1 first learned of what I write here, I could feel the hairs on the back of
my neck rise, and goose flesh prickle at my arms like never before. The Var’eidyllon

14
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Tara’var believes their chosen Name translates as the Remnants of Five, and I can see
the significance of the Name. However, I believe this to be incorrect and the literal
translation is “descendants of five” I feel the pieces of some ancient puzzle are slowly
falling into place. - S.

Having completed their relocation from the prying eyes of the School of Shadows,
the Body of Five continued to work on the translation of the text. Ayesha learned the
nomadic tribes in the region called this location Ryn’var Tara’var, which has the literal
meaning “five of five.”

Ayesha realized she has mistaken the sequence of the tablets in the Ivory Codex
and they had moved to the location indicated by the fifth tablet. The Body of Five had a
partial translation of the text, which explained some of the geometric shapes overlaid
on the map. They discovered a set of five foundations buried in the earth, each hewn
from a single giant rock. Each foundation stone was carved with the same runic script
found on the Ivory Codex. Each stone was trimmed with a seamless circle of living
crystal. When viewed astrally, the area inside the living crystal circle was a construct
of a standing stone, its surface covered in runic design. Each foundation stone was
located on the circumference of a much larger circle.

Again, fearful what they had discovered would be brought to the attention of
the School of Shadows, the Body of Five used their assets to fund the construction of
towers to cover the foundation stones. With the foundation stones physically hidden
and the privacy to study them assured, they continued their research. Ayesha named
the site Travar, which roughly translates as Five Towers.

Travar is located close to the banks of the Byrose River and is in a perfect location .
for both river and overland trade. The trading assets of the Body of Five flourished,
attracting many settlersto the area. Leaving their trading concerns to their apprentices,
the Body of Five continued to study the Ivory Codex. Finally, a breakthrough in the
understanding of the fifth tablet offered enough insight to pinpoint the locations of
the maps on the remaining tablets and provided the locations of more buried ruins
under Travar.

Unfortunately for the Body of Five, their trading concerns had grown and their
good fortune came at a price. Travar had become a bustling market town and a center
of river trade. The central area located between the five towers became a thriving
livestock market, and many hundreds of people built their homes and business
around the market, leaving no possibility of further exploration of any subterranean
ruins. Travar flourished and its merchants became rich trading with Throal and
Thera. A victim of its own success, Travar became a target for attack by the more
warlike tribes. In response to these acts of aggression, the Body of Five funded the
construction of Travar’s first protective wall.

THE FIRST MAGISTRATES AND THE CYCLE OF FIVE

Direct trade with Thera increased and many Theran merchants arrived in Travar.
Their airships increased the volume of trade and offered greater potential profit for
Travar’s own merchants. Alarmed, the Body of Five divested their organization of its
trading interests and handed administration of Travar to publicly appointed rulers

15
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on the agreement their services were to be retained indefinitely. There were initially
to be five magistrates to mirror the original ruling Body of Five, but Ayesha became
suspicious of the purpose of the Ivory Codex and reduced the number to three.

For some time, Ayesha had felt there was more to the Ivory Codex than ancient
knowledge and obscure warnings. Her fears were heightened after an extended
research expedition. Ayesha was on the deck of an airship, enjoying the late evening
sun over Travar having spent most of her day below deck. Allowing herself a moment
of pride, she saw the growth of the town that was swiftly becoming a city and had a
sudden moment of clarity. The center of the town remained unsettled, and the five
main roads radiated outward from the center, splitting the city into five evenly spaced
sectors. She recognized the pattern. Travar’s layout was identical to the overlapping
patterns depicted on the fifth tablet of the Codex.

Ayesha became disturbed by events that, at the time of their happening, seemed
natural enough, but with hindsight appeared more than coincidental. She recognized
a repeating pattern of five in many pivotal events over the years. From the discovery
of the five tablets of the Ivory Codex, the Naming of the Body of Five, the arrival at the
location marked on the fifth tablet, the meaning of Tara'var itself, the construction of
the five towers, and many more besides. She suddenly had the feeling, all this time,
she had been duped.

When Ayesha landed in Travar, she became infused with a sense of purpose, a
sense she was destined for greatness. This was something she could not explain,
but she believed it was only apparent because of her extended absence. A powerful
magical pattern had been created for Travar, perhaps by the Ivory Codex, or simply
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due to the many years of expanding trade. Ayesha noted everyone in Travar had this
attitude as part of their personality.

Ayesha redoubled her efforts to translate the Ivory Codex. Soon, with a more
complete translation, she postulated a theory called the Cycle of Five. This theory
stated events occurring near the Ivory Codex rather than developing naturally, follow
patterns involving the number five. These events lead to more significant events that
also fall into this pattern. Believing the Ivory Codex somehow interacts with and
manipulates True Patterns, Ayesha spent the next few years researching her theory.
She believed the Ivory Codex was a series of magical templates, but templates for
what she still had to discover.

Ayesha insisted there should be only three magistrates ruling Travar. It was an
attempt to break the cycle, as she did not know what would happen if it continued
unchecked. Ayesha devoted the rest of her years researching the Cycle of Five and its
possible influence on the pattern of Travar.

In her twilight years, Ayesha completed the translation of the first tablet. The
Codex tells of an ancient civilization at the height of its power, preparing for the
invasion of the Horrors. Its rulers, confident in their ability to weather the coming
storm, knew as the magic fades, the Horrors would depart. They also knew their
cities, built on a foundation of magic, would crumble. They mourned the inevitable
demise of their great civilization, for, even if they weathered the apocalypse, their
cities would come to ruin, as all things before them.

Determined to leave a legacy, they created a set of five tablets into which they
poured their mystical knowledge. They imbued the tablets with enough purpose and
magic to survive unharmed until the level of magic once again rose. Ayesha believed .
that was not all they had done. While she was unable to prove it, she believed they
had forced the patterns that magically represent their great cities into the tablets and
linked each tablet to a specific location. Ayesha believed the purpose of the Codex was
not just to warn, but also to recreate an ancient civilization in a new age of magic.

I came to the end of Ayesha’s journals burdened with a heavy heart. I feel I have
come to know her and my scholarly scribblings barely pay homage to the elegant detail
contained within her writing. I feel, at this point, I must explore Travar’s tale from other
sources, for I am now without doubt there is much more to this beautiful city than meets
the eye. - S.

DEATH OF A SCHOLAR

Ayesha Selestran died at the age of 297 and her theory of the Cycle of Five died
with her, unproven. Ayesha was buried in Travar, keeping with her wishes, in a secret
location known only to the Body of Five. In her final words, she reiterated the warnings
laid out in the Books of Harrow.

The Body of Five never lost sight of her warning. They worked to convince the
new rulers that Travar required a proper wall, with proper defenses, that would hold
back the Horrors. The new wall was built further out to allow for expansion of the city.
Soon, work started on Travar’s main fortification. No expense was spared, and each
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block in the wall was flawlessly cut from the same ivory stone as the Codex, which, it
had been discovered, originated from quarries near the coast of the Scarlet Sea.

The merchants, seeing how beautiful the wall would be, make the ivory stone an
expensive, but fashionable, building material throughout Travar, including rebuilding
important buildings. They build bigger and taller than before, using techniques offered
from the research of the Body of Five. The workforce swells the city’s population, and
trade booms.

PREPARATIONS FOR THE SCOURGE

Travar’s walls, designed to keep the Horrors out, were put to their first test on
324 TH, when Travar was beset by a pack of large dog-like Horror constructs. These
constructs arrived unnoticed and without warning, bypassing the watch towers
picketing the areas beyond the city. Adepts joined the defenders on the city walls,
eager to prove themselves against the first Horrors, none of them truly understanding
what they were about to face; soon they learned the wisdom in hiding from the
Horrors. The magicians were the first to discover the taint the Horrors brought with
them. They succumbed to astral pollution. Worse, the unlucky become marked.

The constructs were dubbed chaos hounds because of the unstable effect their
presence had on spell casting and the panic their arrival caused throughout the city.
They seemed solely bent on tearing down the western walls and gates. Curiously,
they left outlying villages untouched, focusing their attention on Travar. They were
eventually turned from the city walls, disappearing as mysteriously as they arrived.

Thera unveiled the Rites of Protection and Passage to the world, and the Body
of Five realized there was a close correlation to their own research. The Body of Five
believed the layout of the city was acting as a focus for magical energies that would
vastly enhance the protective powers of the wards described in the Theran rites. With
this in mind, the Body of Five began designing their own defenses to complement
anything the Therans may offer.

Early on, it is clear Travar, while surrounded by natural boundaries, sits exposed
and only slightly elevated above the surrounding flood plain. There were no convenient
mountains from which to hew a new home from the rock. The Body of Five chose to
put their faith in what they had learned from the Ivory Codex and what the Rites
of Protection and Passage promise. From the beginning, the Body of Five planned to
protect Travar using a dome of True Fire and True Air. Travar’s proximity to Death'’s
Sea made this an attractive option, for Death’s Sea is rich with the Elemental Fire, and
the snow-covered peaks of the Thunder Mountains to the east are known for their
rich deposits of Elemental Air.

A trench was cut deep to the bedrock and fortified with Elemental Earth. Lined
with orichalcum to create a magical seal, this became the grounding device to seat the
dome. Finally, like the main wall, the trench was engraved with the Theran runes of
warding and those of the Body of Five’s own devising. Special runes were devised to
create magical gateways, called portals, to allow access.

The Body of Five also planned to feed the population during the Scourge, setting
aside the area of land between the dome and inner wall as the main area for food
production. Travar had, at this time, more preparations in place for the Scourge than
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perhaps any other settlement in Barsaive. Many towns and cities in the Tara'var follow
Travar’s lead.

THE ORICHALCUM WARS

Travar suffered a few minor raids during the Orichalcum Wars, which were
successfully repelled, but nothing on the scale of other settlements and centers of
trade. Travar was not only surrounded by a formidable wall, but had many natural
defenses. To the south lie the Dragon Mountains and Death’s Sea, while to the north,
the Serpent River is guarded by the rising power of House K’'tenshin. To the east, the
city is sheltered by the Byrose River and Thunder Mountains, with the lontos River
to the west.

What will become the Badlands was a prosperous land of smaller towns and cities,
a buffer absorbing the brunt of the attacks. While Travar does not suffer constant
raiding, trade came to a virtual standstill and many of Travar’s oldest trading houses
collapsed. Unlike many places, Travar did not have to rebuild after the Orichalcum
Wars, and this left it in a stronger position. Travar easily expanded its trading to a
Barsaive rebuilding and preparing for the Scourge. It still had access to the rivers,
Vivane, and direct trade with Thera and Throal via airship.

TRAVAR AND THE THERAN EMPIRE

In 443 TH, Thera declared itself an empire and Barsaive its first province: It used
the Rites of Protection and Passage as a bargaining tool to force subservience in many
kingdoms and city-states. While Travar wanted whatever protections the Therans
offered, Thera did not need to threaten to withhold the Rites of Protections and .
Passage to gain Travar’s loyalty. Travar was already rich from Theran trade, and saw
only the opportunity for further profit. It agreed easily to Thera’s overtures.

Travar’s seamless subservience to Theran authority and Throal’s administration
was regarded differently in different quarters. The Body of Five saw the benefit of
welcoming the Therans with open arms, but also saw it as a threat to their own
research, and made every effort to keep their research hidden. The Therans, however,
showed no interest in the Body of Five, except in their advisory capacity to the
Magistrates of Travar.

For the average citizen of Travar, there were several unwelcome changes. Thera
required a levy of troops each year from Travar’s population, its citizens lost the
right to appoint magistrates by consensus, and the ominous cloud of slavery was on
everyone’s mind. As it turned out, the average citizen in Travar did not need to overly
worry about slavery, as the magistrates outlawed taking slaves from the city streets.
Travar’s merchants set up some of the biggest slave markets in the province and so
Thera’s demand for slaves was easily met.

The merchants of Travar gained more than any other with the arrival of the
Therans. The increase in air traffic alone offered new opportunities for trade, contacts,
and profit. The main losers were the native magistrates, who were replaced with
magistrates from the Theran-backed Throalic administration. As with other areas
under their administration, the dwarfs of Throal designated one of their merchant
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houses responsible for the administration of Travar, a situation that proved beneficial
to both Travar and Throal.

Because Travar, as a whole, accepted the administration of Throal, there was no
need for the usual show of military strength to prove who was in charge. Travar was
garrisoned with a small number of troops; enough to patrol the outlying areas and
protect Theran and Throalic interests within the city. This decision had ramifications
that would be the undoing of Throal’s administration of Travar.

REBELLION AND THE TIME OF HIDING

There was a time when the threat of an invasion by creatures from the depths of
astral space was no more than a dark theory postulated by Theran scholars, a theory
many ridiculed and held in contempt. However, time and the increasingly frequent
manifestations of Horrors proved these naysayers wrong, and the Namegivers of
Barsaive held no doubts there was a dark future ahead. This was best illustrated
by two closely related events: the sealing of Thera, and the activation of Travar’s
protective shield, the Glimmer Dome.

Thera announced it intended to seal their great citadel earlier than expected. This
announcement started a chain of events that shaped Travar as we know it today. With
Thera closing its doors, high-ranking officials and their families began the migration
back to their homeland. The provincial capital, Parlainth, and the dwarfs of Throal
took up the slack. Thera had, quite literally, been holding the fabric of the province
together while its subjects prepared for the coming Scourge. With Thera’s departure,
things began to unravel.

With Thera gone, trade slowed and bandit raids became more frequent, as did
Horror manifestations. Travar was assaulted by chaos hounds again. Lessons had
been learned, and this time they were effectively dealt with. They would not return
until the opening of the citadel, over four hundred years later. With increased Horror
activity in the region, Travar implemented the first of its defenses, the Glimmer Dome.
This allowed for the remaining protective measures, if required, to be implemented
in short order. The Glimmer Dome was designed to support and enhance an outer
defense of True Fire, while shielding the population from its savage heat. Portals were
activated on the western and eastern sides of the city to allow for ground and air
access.

The sealing of Thera and the erection of the Glimmer Dome resulted in many kaers
throughout the Tara’var being sealed early and incomplete in panic. In the ensuing
chaos, the price of raw materials soared and Travar’s merchant houses stepped in to
address the shortfall, making vast profits in the process.

Then the situation took a turn for the worse. Word reached Travar’s citizens
the merchant houses were profiteering, selling rationed goods, essential stores,
and supplies they were obliged to set aside for emergency use during and after
the Scourge. Even worse, two of Travar’s magistrates were implicated. The people
revolted, venting their anger on the trading interests of the implicated magistrates. In
no time at all, the magistrates found their palatial estates under siege. The Throalic
administrators put troops on the streets, but they were overstretched from the outset.
The dwarfs had a reputation for brutal suppression of civil unrest, but that did little to
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calm the situation. Much of Travar’s air fleet was put to the torch, and several Theran
vessels were also destroyed. While unintentional, this gave the troops carte blanche
to brutally re-take the streets.

The small garrison of troops, supplemented by the city watch, was overwhelmed
by the sudden widespread violence in what had previously been a passive and co-
operative city. Indeed, some believed the sudden shift in civic attitude could be a
sign Horrors had infiltrated Travar. Unprepared, the troops suffered high casualties.
The backlash was predictable and there was bloodshed on both sides. Struggling to
maintain order, the garrison’s commander, Kuris Aeonender; sent a messenger spirit
to Parlainth requesting reinforcements. Granting the request, Parlainth mustered
reinforcements and Travar sent the last of its airships to collect them.

The Body of Five did not care to get involved in such affairs, but, fearing what
reinforcements from Parlainth would achieve, it decided to act. They realized their
actions must be decisive and they would face repercussions. With the airships a
day out on their journey to Parlainth, the Body of Five summoned several powerful
spirits to seek out and destroy any further messenger spirits sent to Parlainth or the
departing airships. The Body of Five announced the citadel would be sealed within a
week, citing the most recent incursion of chaos hounds as the reason.

This declaration quelled the violence, albeit unintentionally. The Body of Five
warned the populace that final preparations should be made. Messengers are sent to
outlying villages to spread the word. The Magistrates saw this as an idle threat at first,
but as the first lines of refugees poured into the city, troops were ordered to seize the
towers of the Five. Only the towers were empty, and the magistrates realized too late
they had no control over Travar’s magical defenses.

The Body of Five held off sealing the citadel as long as they could, allowing as
many people as possible to reach the city. Most of those who had been promised
sanctuary in Travar made it on time. Those who don’t are mostly merchants and their
entourages, too far afield to make it, and many trading houses were left leaderless.
When the summoned spirits bring back word reinforcements are only a day’s flight
away, the city was sealed.

A lone drakkar floated above Travar, a not uncommon sight. The drakkar was
crewed by volunteers, including the powerful Elementalist, Errilis Splinterhorn, one of
the Five. Several air elementals manifested and unloaded the cargo, a huge net woven
from the finest spun orichalcum laced with kernels of elemental fire, and people took
notice. Word quickly reached the magistrates and troops were dispatched, but the
troops found their way blocked; the portals had been deactivated and the citadel
sealed. The Elementalist summoned the assistance of a great fire elemental, while
the remaining members of the Body of Five gathered in Ayesha’s tomb. There they
completed the Theran rites and ignited the Storm Shield. They also completed their
own ritual, using the physical layout of the city as a focus to strengthen the Theran
wards. The Body of Five’s enhancement ritual proved vastly more powerful than
expected. The drakkar and its crew were consumed by an energy wave released by
mixing True Elements.

As they approached the city, the reinforcements from Parlainth witnessed the
ignition of the Storm Shield. It was a spectacular sight, one they took to their graves.
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The fleet commander ordered an aerial bombardment of the city, planning to create
a breach in the citadel’s defenses. As the airships positioned themselves, they were
set upon by dozens of airborne Horrors that suddenly manifested around them. The
ignition of the Storm Shield created a great astral flare and a spike in the ambient
magic levels, allowing many Horrors to breach the astral barrier close to the vicinity
of Travar. The fleet retreated, fighting for survival. It did not return to Parlainth.

The Body of Five had acted decisively, managing to stop the reinforcements from
Parlainth gaining access to the city. The Body of Five had no intention of taking power.
They never did. Wanted by the authorities, they remained in hiding.

The population of the city had swollen and included many adepts. The troops
in the city, still loyal to the Theran Empire, knew they were weak and must act as
decisively as the Body of Five if they wanted to stay in power. They had the backing of
some of the merchant houses and two of the magistrates.

THE WATER REBELLION

Troops seized the public water supplies in the city, effectively giving them control
over the population. There was more bloodshed, but the operation was a success.
An uneasy stand-off resulted as anti-Theran sentiments simmer just beneath the
surface. The peace lasted only a few years, until it was shattered by another act of
pure greed by Travar’s magistrates.

With the troops controlling the distribution of water, citizens had to wait hours
for their weekly ration. The magistrates owned several large estates within the city
and had access to their own wells. Seeing yet another opportunity for profit, they
dug more wells, storing water in great quantities and selling it for a handsome profit
to those who could afford such luxury. Digging wells became excessive and lowered
the water table throughout the city. As the wells took longer to fill, queues became
longer and tempers frayed. Rioting broke out across the city. The troops did their best
to contain the worst of the trouble, but the pressure grew. The common citizens of
Travar were not the only ones unhappy with the situation. As the situation threatened
to explode, the Sanctum of Garlen stepped in.

Early in Travar’s history, a plague spread and, to those devoted to the Passion
Garlen, it was a call to arms. An aid station had been set up around a fountain
dedicated to the Passion Jaspree. A traveling questor, recognizing the need for fresh,
clean water, bestowed Jaspree’s blessing on it, linking it to a pure source in the astral
realms. With the help of Elementalists among the ranks of the Body of Five, the flow of
water from the fountain was increased from a trickle to a heavy flow, and the Sanctum
of Garlen undertook the distribution of water around the city, reducing the demand
on the city’s wells.

The magistrates took this act as a direct challenge to their authority and troops
were ordered to move in. Many refused the order outright, but a small unit of loyal
troops seized control of the sanctum. This act by the magistrates was more than the
people could take and they called for the Body of Five to intervene on their behalf.
With anti-Theran sentiments running high, it took little to gain support for a rebellion.

Alarge force of rebels, including many adepts, gathered under cover of darkness in
the center of the city. They simultaneously struck at the homes and business concerns
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of the magistrates. The fighting was ferocious, but over quickly and the magistrates
taken hostage. There was little the troops could do, as they were spread throughout
the city guarding the wells. With the Body of Five in control of the city, troops loyal to
Thera laid down their weapons.

THE FOUNDING

The Body of Five proposed the founding of a new Travar, promising to punish
those who had transgressed against the people. In their first act, the Body of Five
outlawed the sale of water drawn within Travar’s walls. They promised all water
rights would reside with the people and not individuals, regardless of who owned the
land, granting all citizens rightful access to that water. Many merchants had their wells
seized and the space around them converted to gardens with public access. Enshrined
in the Code of Travar to this day, water is the only commodity not for sale in Travar.

The Body of Five needed to be seen punishing the guilty and knew the best way to
hurt a rich man was his pocket. Buying and selling is in the blood of Travar. The Body
of Five decided if merchants want to buy power, they would have to pay an high price
for it, and the people get to be entertained watching them spend their money.

The Body of Five proposed a great tournament to decide who would control the
city. They feared people would hate the idea, but, in fact, they loved it, and do to this
day. The merchant houses fell over themselves appointing champions and spending
huge sums of money to outmaneuver their competitors. Failure to win the Founding
ruined many a merchant house over the years.

The implicated merchants were given the choice of slavery or paying their way
to freedom, an act that sets a precedent continuing to this day. The merchants elected .
to pay and the price of their freedom was funding the construction of an arena in the
central park to hold the Founding Tournament. The construction of the Arena and
the spectacle of the Founding Tournament united the citizens of Travar, seeing them
through the worst of the Scourge.

WEATHERING THE STORM

The Scourge was not an easy time for any Namegiver. For those in Travar, the
first few years were the worst. Travar was better prepared than most for the Scourge,
but the sudden closure left the city wanting. While areas had been set aside for food
production, nothing had been planted and merchants had sold much of the seed and
food stores. Food was strictly rationed for the first few years, and merchants were
warned of the consequences of any actions that might jeopardize the situation. After
several years of ingenuity and tight belts, Travar could feed itself.

Horrors flooded the Tara'var plains. Only the most powerful and insidious Horrors
could approach the Storm Shield to attempt to find a way through, the powerful wards
stopped weaker Horrors. There are several stories told in Travar’s drinking houses
of Horrors attempting to breach the city’s defenses, but how much truth can be
attributed to these stories is uncertain.

For a time, the Body of Five believed a Horror had slipped unnoticed into the
citadel. Something terrible stalked the streets. At the end of each month on the stroke
of midnight, a citizen is slain in a gruesome manner and their body publicly displayed.
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Authorities were unable to discover the culprit, and soon rumors of Horrors were rife
throughout the city. For months, Travar’s families locked themselves in their homes
praying to Garlen for salvation.

Eventually a young Beastmaster, Named Jurl Heartsong, traked down the
murderer with the help of his faithful hounds. While the killer was quite deranged,
he was declared free of Horror taint and summarily executed. This bleak episode
of Travar’s history is known as the Midnight Murders and Jurl Heartsong became a
legend in Travar. Jurl became the first Master of Hounds; a title still handed down in
Travar’s most famous unit of the city watch, The Hounds of Travar.

Protected by the Storm Shield, life continued as normally as was possible under
such conditions, Travar’s citizens unaware of the fate that befell every other citadel
in the Tara'var. Travar’s only officially documented incident of Horrors in the city
occurred after Travar opened its doors to the new world.

THE EARTHDAWN

On its first mapping voyage from Throal, the Earthdawn arrived in Travar, drawn
to the Storm Shield like a moth to a flame. The blazing dome was a beacon that could
be seen from a great distance. Even more significant, the Storm Shield was the only
sign anyone in the region had survived the Scourge. The Tara’var had been annihilated,
so corrupted by the Horrors that Vaare Longfang Named it the Badlands.

Some believed the Earthdawn an elaborate trap by the Horrors. Others feared
it more likely a trick by the Therans to once again seize control of the city. As the
Earthdawn and her crew patiently waited for a response, a great debate raged between
the magistrates and the Body of Five, for it had not gone unnoticed the level of magic
had stabilized, rather than falling as predicted by the Therans. Eventually, it is agreed
a delegation would be sent to meet those claiming to be representatives of Throal.

The atmosphere in the city became electric as word spread that an airship from
Throal had arrived outside the citadel and a delegation was to meet with them.
The magistrates, still fearful of some trick, did not want to potentially leave the city
leaderless. The outgoing magistrate and newly incumbent magistrate were to lead
the delegation; accompanying them was a member of the Body of Five and a powerful
group of adepts. The city was put on alert, sailors man the few remaining airships,
adepts were summoned to the walls, and the city watch patrolled the streets.

Two events convinced the magistrates the Earthdawn was what it claimed. They
were presented with Travar’s copy of the Book of Tomorrow. The dwarfs of Throal
had been unable to present the Book of Tomorrow to the people of Travar, the citadel
having been sealed early and without proper warning.

As the delegation returned to the city, the final documented manifestation of
chaos hounds occurred. At first, the delegation feared they had been duped, but the
Earthdawn’s crew, veterans at fighting Horrors, fell upon the chaos hounds without
mercy. A small number managed to make it into the city, but seemed bent on physical
destruction, rather than Kkilling, tearing at the city walls and bringing down smaller
structures. Their small numbers were no match for the adepts and airship crews
patrolling the city. The few chaos hounds that managed to slip into the city proper
were hunted down and dealt with by the Hounds of Travar. Battered and bruised, the
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delegation returned to the city with news. The news was not good, but there was still
hope.

The citizens of Travar learned they appeared to be the sole survivors of the
Tara'var, and the physical map of the region needed to be redrawn, as did the political
map of Barsaive, for there appeared to be no sign of the Therans or their empire.
While Travar did not lower their defenses right away, it did periodically open its main
portal to allow its citizens to see the outside world for themselves.

It was not long before bolder citizens left the confines of the city. The first
settlements outside the city appeared north of Travar, along the banks of the Byrose
River. These pioneering communities consisted of small groups of hunters, fishermen,
and farmers, providing much needed fresh food for Travar.

The Storm Shield was a beacon that could be seen from a great distance, and it
drew Namegivers from other newly opened kaers who had no real way to protect
themselves from the Horrors still in the area. Travar initially denied entry to these
newcomers as suspicion and fear still held sway with Travar’s rulers. These new
arrivals set up camp outside Travar’s eastern gate, gaining protection from Travar’s
astral wards. This camp became a permanent settlement known as Tent City.

Five years after the arrival of the Earthdawn, the Storm Shield was lowered. Many
adepts, who had made excursions into the Badlands and saw what lies there, advised
against the act. Their fears, fortunately, proved groundless.

As other kaers and citadels across Barsaive opened their doors, Travar’s
merchants were among to the first to welcome them to the new world, one hand in
friendship and one in their purses. Soon Travar was doing a brisk trade, prospering
as an independent city-state. The city’s continuing prosperity made it the biggest
economic trading center outside of Throal, and Travar’s influence and trading
alliances expanded across Barsaive. However, an old shadow loomed on Barsaive’s
horizon, one that jeopardized Travar’s newfound freedom.
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THE ROAD TO WAR

In 1449 TH, after a long absence, the Therans returned to reclaim the first
province of their old empire. King Varulus III sent envoys to every major settlement
in Barsaive. The message was simple: the people of Barsaive must unite, or they will
once again fall under the yoke of Theran slavery. The Magistrates of Travar feared
a return to Theran administered Travar, knowing they would be stripped of their
power. Travar’s trading houses were divided, as many of them had historical loyalties
to Throal or Thera.

Travar took a neutral stance, avoiding direct conflict with the Therans and
their allies, and trading with both sides (making a handsome profit in the process).
Everything changed, however, with an act by Thera’s staunchest allies in Barsaive, the
t'skrang House K’tenshin.

House K’'tenshin used its riverboats to blockade the Serpent River, marking the
beginning of the siege of Throal. The merchants of Travar were far from happy, as
Throal was Travar’s largest trading partner. Travar’s merchants continued to ferry
goods down the Byrose River; land their cargoes in secluded inlets and transport their
goods by little known trade routes to Throal.

House K’tenshin perceived this as a direct challenge to its power and dominance
of the river. To prove there was only one power on the Byrose, a fleet of K'tenshin
warships launched a surprise strike on Travar’s River Docks. Many of Travar’s
riverboats were scuttled, supplies seized, and crews put to the sword. Not content
with just destroying Travar’s river trading fleet, K'tenshin destroyed much of the River
Dock and its surrounding infrastructure. House K’tenshin believed Travar unable and
unwilling to attempt any kind of military response and left only a few ships to picket
the Byrose River.

Travar’s merchants, horrified at the loss of their ships, cargo, and crew, clamored
for reparation for lost profits. The citizens of Travar took to the streets, demanding
vengeance. With merchant and citizen united, Travar gave an immediate response.
That night, under cover of darkness, Travar’s small air fleet slipped out of their berths,
running silent and dark, each airship bearing a cargo of hand-picked adepts, many
of them Champions. The airships bypassed the K’tenshin picket and made a daring
attack on a larger K’tenshin fleet on the Serpent River.

The attack came from above; swinging from the airship hullsbylongropes, Travar’s
adepts dropped silently to the decks of the K'tenshin riverboats. The unsuspecting
t'skrang crews barely got a chance to defend themselves. Several riverboats were
captured and stripped of anything of value before being put to the torch. Others were
simply lost to the darkness in the chaos, lifeless hulks taken by the strong currents of
the Serpent River.

The K’tenshin flagship, Sentinel, was spared the fate of the other boats, and a crew
of Champions took command of the vessel, powering her up the Byrose River toward
Travar. The crews on the K’tenshin picket ships, already damaged by an opportunistic
attack from Travar’s returning airships, cheered at the sight of the Sentinel. But the
cheers turned to cries of despair as the flagship’s fire cannons delivered a series
of crippling broadsides. The picket ships broke and ran for safety. Most K'tenshin
riverboats, taking on water, were unable to get far and their crews were forced to
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beach them on the riverbank. The crew who captured the K’'tenshin flagship returned
to a hero’s welcome in Travar.

Those not chosen for the raid on the K'tenshin riverboats watched from the
city walls as the picket ships were forced to retreat. When it became apparent the
riverboats intended to run aground on the west bank, they got their chance to prove
themselves worthy of the title Champion. Some formed teams to hunt down the
t'skrang crews spotted heading inland, while others were sent to police the grounded
riverboats.

Determined to recoup at least some of their lost honor, K'tenshin did not give
up without a fight. The crews spotted heading inland a diversion to draw the larger
groups of away from the ships. These crews gave up without a fight once cornered.
Those sent to police the riverboats, got much more than they bargained for. Within
the hold of the largest of the ships is a troop of heavily armed K’tenshin marines.

As the Champions approached the riverboats, they were met by two groups of
battle-hardened marines. The smaller group engaged the Champions while the larger
turned toward Travar. The marines intended to retake their flagship, making their
way through the maze that of docks to the wharf where the flagship was moored.

The few adepts remaining aboard the Sentinel realized if the marines boarded
they would easily retake the ship. Several adepts engaged the K'tenshin marines,
while others cut the mooring lines, allowing the boat to drift free. Fighting past the
adepts, the K’tenshin marines arrived at the end of the wharf too late.

Out of time and luck, the marines made their last stand at what became known
as the Battle at Wharf’s End. No quarter was given and none asked for. The marines
were driven from the wharf into the cold, deep waters of the Byrose, the weight of .
their armor pulling them under. This battle was immortalized in Travar’s commercial
culture with the saying “An armored t'skrang can’t swim,” used in Travar to indicate
bad business practice, or a business laden with debt and about to go under.

Without a standing army, Travar cannot directly challenge K’'tenshin aggression
beyond its borders, but the city boasts a large pool of adepts, a fleet of small airships,
and a supply chain any military commander would envy. Travar put these resources to
good use, monitoring the movement of K’'tenshin troops and supply caravans. Striking
without warning, many supplies for K’'tenshin’s war effort were taken or destroyed by
adepts using hit and run tactics.

This constant, low intensity warfare had a debilitating effect on House K’'tenshin’s
ability to wage war. Travar used its logistical power to covertly supply those resisting
the Therans elsewhere in Barsaive, and yet actively avoided direct confrontation
with them. It continued to aggressively counteract any K'tenshin violations of its
boundaries in an undeclared war. The night raid on the K’tenshin fleet became legend
in Travar and is conveniently forgotten by the t'skrang. Hull jumping becomes a rite
of passage among Travar’s airship crews, homage to the Champions who took part in
the raid.

The collective action of a briefly united Barsaive drove the Theransback, butthey do
not give up on their hopes for re-conquest. Over five decades later, Thera sent a second
military expedition led by the ancient behemoth, Triumph. When the dust settled,
Triumph landed on the Ayodhya Liferock and Travar found itself slowly divided. For
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the first time, Travar’s
merchants truly sat up
and took notice. Some
saw the tensions as a
route to further profit,
but more significantly,
many became personally
motivated. Putting their
desire to see the end of
the Theran presence in
Barsaive before their
pursuit of profit, they
threw their support
behind Throal and the
Liferock Rebellion. Still
others saw it as a chance
to reclaim their Theran
heritage and settle old
scores.

&
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BETTER THE ENEMY YOU KNOW

While I was old enough to remember the first Theran War, I was at that stage of
life where I paid scant attention to the details. The second Theran War, and the events
leading up to it, are a different matter entirely.

Theyears following the arrival of the Theran behemoth were tumultuous. [Iremember
with startling clarity the sonorous toll of the Usurpers Bell as it rang out across the
city. Normally the chime has urgent tenor to it, warning of an imminent threat. On this
occasion, however, it had what I can only describe as a tone of lament. Shortly after, the
assassination of King Varulus Il was announced, and for a few precious moments, the
streets of Travar fell silent. Everyone knowing once again war would come to Barsaive.

As with the rest of Barsaive, Travar held its collective breath and it wasn’t long
before Throalic and Theran forces clashed at the Battle of Prajjor’s field, which ended
in a humiliating defeat for King Neden. Only later was it discovered the Denairastas
of lopos were behind the assassination and it became clear a new power was making
its play. For years there had been rumors the Holders of the Trust were operating in
Travar, rumors the Magistrates Council had conveniently ignored. Until lopan forces
seized Jerris at any rate.

The Magistrates Council has a tendency to turn a blind eye to a great many things;
this included the operations of the Overland Trading Company. It was an open secret
the company became little more than a front for the Liferock Rebellion. The magistrates
were happy to point out there were many pro-Theran outfits in Travar, and as long as
no laws were being broken, neither would Travar’s neutrality. The magistrates hoped
by maintaining Travar’s neutrality, they could help maintain the status quo in Barsaive.
This lasted about three years.
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The Harwood Incident, and the subsequent Declaration, led to war. Travar’s
neutrality was stretched to the limit. While the Magistrate’s Council maintained
Travar’s official neutral stance, many of the large trading houses, including some of
the magistrates, opened their supply lines and trade networks to Throal’s military
commanders and their allies.

The exactrole Travar played in the outcome of the war may never be fully known, but
many, the Therans included, now see the city in a different light. Many of the Champions
of Travar are known to have been absent from the city during the war, and indeed
rumors I've heard continue to circulate in Travar’s taverns there were Champions in
Harwood when the Therans attacked the town.

Despite no direct involvement in the war, it has had a huge impact on Travar and
its people. While the destruction of Vivane and Sky Point is a blow to trade, it is nothing
compared to the repercussions from the death of King Neden. Throal has become more
isolationist. With growing instability in Barsaive, the Magistrate’s Council finds itself
under constant pressure to maintain and patrol the trade roads beyond Travar’s own
boundaries. Now more than ever, hostile powers recognize the importance of Travar’s
economic power.

Travar continues to maintain its policy of no standing army, relying instead on
its Champions and economic clout to deter attack. It is clear the balance of power in
Barsaive is precarious, and I believe Travar is the fulcrum that could shift it in any
direction. Many powers, Thera among them, realize with Throal pulling inward, Travar
may be the key to seizing Barsaive.

Not all Theran troops were stationed in Triumph when it was attacked. After the
slaughter of their brothers by the elves of Blood Wood, many fled to Travar, taking .
advantage of its neutral status, and sought asylum. Granting asylum to Theran troops
was unpopular with many of Travar’s trading partners, not least Throal. Thera, however,
seems to have seized the opportunity and flooded the city with their agents, vying with
other foreign powers attempting to sway the balance of power in their favor.

The Founding Tournament is the obvious target for foreign agents. The Magistrate’s
Council knows full well they try to manipulate the outcome of the tournament, but in
Travar corruption and greed run amok, and, for the most part. the magistrates continue
to turn a blind eye as vast sums are spent trying to place a sympathetic puppet on the
council. None have yet succeeded.

AsifTravardoes not have enough problemswith interference from outside influences,
there is once again growing disunity between Travar’s citizens and its merchant houses.
Tensions bubble just beneath Travar’s perfectly presented facade of peace and wealth,
and the Badlands continue their relentless expansion towards the city’s borders.

I fear the corruption of Travar is not yet complete. - S.
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“Your sense of fair play and justice are laudable qualities sir, stick by them and
they will serve you well. Enter the gates of Travar and you will soon find yourself more

than willing to part with your lofty ideals, for in Travar, everything is for sale”
« Ranill Shyfund, Broken Merchant and Gate Beggar

them. These bonds, however, are so tight they have forged the society we see in
Travar today. Perhaps the greatest shared belief held by each and every citizen
is they are a merchant destined for greatness.

This chapter gives an overview of the everyday life of Travar’s citizens, from the
indentured folk still paying off their pre-Scourge debt, to those ridiculously wealthy
merchants who have already attained greatness, to the law they all live by, and the
Grip, a trading addiction unique to Travar.

THE PEOPLE OF TRAVAR

In Travar, the gap between rich and poor is a veritable chasm. To the outsider,
this usually goes unnoticed, swallowed up by Travar’s.facade of majesty and unity.
Many of Travar’s people, rich and poor alike, do not recognize any kind of class
division or strata among the population. Money may be a measure of success, but as
most of Travar’s citizens believe they are destined for greatness, it is hardly a cause
for concern. After all, the average resident of Travar is wealthier than the average
resident of rural Barsaive.

In the streets of Travar, the rich and poor can be seen mingling freely. It is said
the wealthy of Travar are selfish and have no sympathy or kindness for the poor, but
it’s not a simple matter of benevolence, or lack thereof. Just as the dwarfs of Throal
have an affinity with the earth that defines who they are, the people of Travar believe
themselves to be merchants, and this defines them as a people.

This is much more than the impression of Travar visitors to the city recount to
friends and family upon their return home. To the citizen of Travar, handing over
money for nothing in return is just not part of who they are. It’s an alien concept
they cannot begin to fathom. Even those who work for a pittance see their labor as
an investment or a business deal. Outside those literally unable to help themselves
and the thieves of the city, no one in Travar expects something for nothing. Even the
beggar in Travar only sits idle in the street long enough to strike his next business
deal.

F I Yhere are many issues that divide the citizens of Travar and only a few that bind
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Travar’s population is predominately human, making up about half the city’s
population. Dwarfs account for the next greatest number, around one third. T’skrang
are the next largest racial group, with their number growing rapidly in recent years.
The number of elves and orks in Travar are in decline. The reason for the decline of
the elves is unknown, but many cite the rise of Cara Fahd as the reason for the drop
in the number of orks. Trolls, windlings, and obsidimen are true minorities in Travar.

To understand the current demographics, one needs to consider Travar’s history.
Before the Scourge, Travar had a significant human population, as the Tara'var was
predominately human. When Travar became established as a centre of trade, it saw an
influx of the other races, especially t'skrang. During the Throalic administration, the
dwarf population swelled, and just before the Scourge the t'skrang all but abandoned
the city: Just after the Scourge, there was an exodus of dwarfs as many left for Throal,
and a surge in the number of t'skrang seeking citizenship.

Humans fill many of Travar’s government institutions. This is partially because of
their demographics, but also because of tradition. After the brutality displayed during
the Water Riots, the Body of Five and new magistrates had little option but to remove
the dwarf administrators to maintain public trust in the authorities.

THE MAGISTRATES

Travar is ruled, most say wisely, by three Magistrates. Most of those who have
held the title of Magistrate were fabulously wealthy before entering office, and, with
few exceptions, increased their personal fortunes substantially during their three-
year term. Travar’s magistrates are accustomed to a lifestyle of luxury that makes
even the most opulent court from the kings of old pale in comparison.

The current magistrates are no exception. It is said if the Magistrates of Travar
laid their silver coins end to end along Founder’s way and continue out Thundergate
they would eventually arrive at the city’s west wall, with wealth to spare.

THE MERCHANT HOUSES

While most of Travar’s residents see themselves as merchants, there is still a
vast difference between those who run the great trading houses, and those who sell
trinkets at the gates. Trading houses provide the economic trust that generates not
only Travar’s wealth, but also the surrounding region’s. They generate more profit in
one day than a successful shopkeeper or tavern owner can make in many years. The
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merchants of these trading houses and companies are rich beyond belief and they
make no bones about it, flaunting it wherever they go.

People across Barsaive tell grand tales of Travar’s merchants wearing robes of
woven gold, sleeping on beds of Elemental air, traveling with great entourages of
advisors, and employing living legends as bodyguards. Many of Travar’s merchants
love to openly flaunt their wealth, especially to impress visiting dignitaries. To impress
a visiting ambassador from Vivane, one merchant arrived on a flying golden chariot
pulled by horses whose hooves were shod with Elemental air. In Travar, these are not
mere tales to delight young children. While uncommon, they are a reality and a great
source of inspiration to those aspiring to become one of Travar’s great merchants.

It is not uncommon for the wealthy and ostentatious to employ large numbers
of bodyguards and personal servants for no other reason than to openly herald their
approach. The entourages often employ “pushers”, whose job is to shove people out of
the path of the oncoming procession. Despite appearances, pushers are usually gentle
with children and the elderly, while doing their utmost to appear violent.

Functionaries bringing up the rear often help those who have fallen to their feet, .
sometimes sending them on their way with coin to make the unpleasant experience
worthwhile. Street urchins frequently approach such processions, hoping to earn a
few silvers for getting unceremoniously thrown into the crowd.

The great trading houses also differ from those trying to emulate them by the
sheer amount of clout they wield. The houses control the flow of money and goods,
command the workforce, direct transportation, and effectively are the government.
Most wealthy merchants are also invested in the assets of other trading houses and
companies. Travar’s merchants have their fingers in everyone else’s pies, which can
lead to bad blood, or even open hostilities. There is limited space at the top of the pile
in Travar, and the merchants at the top stop at nothing to protect their bottom line and
maintain their position.
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THE AVERAGE CITIZEN

For the everyday citizen, life is what they make of it, and most are proud to call
themselves a citizen of Travar. The people of Travar are merchants at heart and
their entrepreneurial spirit is almost unbreakable. If one endeavor fails, they come
up with a new one, or tackle it from another angle. While fierce when it comes to
negotiating a business deal, they are among the most peaceable folk in Barsaive and
have no appetite for war or conflict. Instead, they prefer to solve their problems with
negotiated settlements, preferably the profitable kind. Compare this to the Throalic
citizens who supported conflict with the Therans to regain their perceived loss of
honor at Prajjor’s field, or the Kratan thief willing cut your throat as part of doing
business.

The Passions, it appears, have blessed (some might say cursed) the people of
Travar with great patience and a high tolerance for greed, avarice, and hostility. They
often tolerate that which would have other nations at the brink of war. The exception
to this is the Founding Tournament. It should be noted; the city’s residents are often
overcome with an unusually fearsome bloodlust when supporting the Champions
inside the Arena. It takes colossal greed, or momentous cruelty, for the people of
Travar to shake off their peaceable nature, but when they do, it marks a turning point
in Travar’s history.

While profit-making ventures are the most popular pastime, they are not the only
interests pursued by Travar’s citizens. The arts have a great following. Indeed, the
number of artists per capita in Travar is among the highest in Barsaive, though many
of them struggle to make a living. Most of Travar’s poor are artists who have not been
able to find a patron, but this does not in any way seem to discourage them.
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Fashion is a pastime for those who like to be setting the latest trends. Anyone
wearing the latest fashion from another city is sure to court attention to the point of
distraction when in Travar.

But almost without question, the greatest pastime after profit in Travar is gossip.
In taverns and alehouses Troubadours specialize in spreading the latest gossip about
the lifestyles of Travar’s rich and famous, rather than recounting the heroic deeds of
the past. People have an insatiable appetite for following the hedonistic exploits of the
rich and legendary in Travar.

Travar’s citizens are loyal, but where the city’s loyalties should lie is a different
issue, and one that divides ordinary people and those in power. Prior to the Second
Theran War, this issue sparked the first signs of dissent and unrest in the city. Because
dissent among the people does not historically bode well for those in power,; the
Magistrates are nervous and keeping an eye on developments.

Travar’s independence has always been a hotly debated topic. Some of the most
powerful families and trading houses have historical links to Throal and Thera, and
use their influence to increase their ties with these nations, each believing Travar is
better off throwing its lot in with one or the other.

Lookingatwhatisleft of Vivane, most of Travar’s people rightly fear what closer ties
with Thera would bring, and while they would rather remain completely independent,
if given a choice between Theran domination and a Throalic protectorate, it’s safe to
say the Therans did themselves no favors in Travar when they landed Triumph on the
Ayodhya Liferock.

Travar’s independence and neutrality are a great source of pride among its
citizens, but with Throal’s recent isolationism, many have realized just how much .
Travar relied on the dwarf kingdom. With trade roads no longer as safe as they were,
the Magistrates have been forced to project Travar’s strength beyond its walls. Many
citizens see this as a dangerous precedent and openly blame Throal’s withdrawal. On
the other hand, many of the larger trading houses believe this is the opportunity they
have been waiting for to further their agendas and earn greater profits.

Injustice is another issue that has the potential to cause problems, but, as with
other issues, people tolerate it to a point. It’s only when some vile act goes unpunished
the people show their anger. Like any other commodity in Travar, justice is for sale,
and many simply take it at face value. If a perpetrator can make financial reparations
for their crimes and pay for their freedom, that is just part of doing business.

Those with money, however, sometimes manage to circumvent this unusual
legal arrangement. The arbiters are mostly in the pocket of the rich and powerful,
especially those who regularly break the law. Travar’s arbiters are amongst the most
corrupt in Barsaive and their influence can be bought. The corruption that goes hand
in hand with wealth and power is the true division between the rich and poor.

Slavery is generally abhorred in Travar, and slaves are one of the few commodities
most of Travar’s merchants will not openly trade. With the growing popularity of the
protectorate movement, the issue of slavery has once again been brought to the fore.
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SLAVES

The slave trade continues because it is lucrative, and allows the justice system to
rid Travar of troublesome criminals. It is, however, kept out of sight and, therefore,
out of mind, unless you venture outside the city. While most of Travar’s citizens abhor
slavery, they often ignore the issue.

It is rare to see a chained or downtrodden slave in the city’s streets, and slaves
purchased by Travar’s wealthy are often granted their freedom and employed as
servants in some of the large estates within the city. This freedom typically has less
to do with sympathy for the plight of the slave, but to avoid taxes levied on slave
ownership, and these servants are typically signed to an indenture contract to recoup
the cost of their purchase.

When a trading house requires a large labor force on short notice for some
new project or venture, whole groups of slaves are purchased. These slaves are
likewise offered indenture and given the chance to pay off any costs incurred by their
purchase—naturally including a margin of profit.

While the slave trade is tolerated, taking slaves within the city is not. The people
of Travar simply wouldn’t stand for it. The Magistrates have no wish do deal with the
political fallout, or the claims of lost profit because a skilled worker or family member
has been snatched.

The exception to this is habitual thieves and other hardened criminals. They are
sold to Theran slavers who still visit Travar, living out the rest of their short lives
powering Thera’s slave driven vessels.

The people have no issue with criminals,
especially thieves, who. get their just
desserts.

THE INDENTURED FOLK

The coming of the Scourge was a
double-edged sword for the merchants
of Travar. Vast profits could be made
trading in material and labor contracts
necessary for the construction of a kaer,
but merchants feared when the Horrors
arrived in numbers, they would all but
be cut off from their ability to trade with
anyone but their closest neighbors, and
the opportunity for profit would shrink
until, locked in their citadel, trade would
cease.

The merchants of Travar have an
uncanny ability to find their way around
any problem, just ask the beleaguered
revenue men of the city. The Scourge
was no exception. The problem was
what was known as the Sustainability
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Regulations. These were based on a formula from the Rites of Protection and Passage,
and enforced by the bureaucracy-obsessed Throalic administration.

The regulations calculated the optimal number of Namegivers required for the
survival of a kaer. The Code of Travar, however, allowed any registered merchant, at
their own expense, to house any Namegiver considered a business asset—even if
they were not a citizen. This law, ratified by the Throalic administration to pacify the
concerns of a few merchants, superseded the Sustainability Regulations. The spirit
of the law was intended to allow merchants to grant refuge to essential staff from
outside Travar who found themselves without shelter from the Scourge. It wasn’tlong,
however, before at least one merchant figured out a way to convert any Namegiver
into a business asset of substantial value and thereby get around the regulations. Of
course, this did not evade the hard facts the regulations were based on, and inevitably
every citizen of Travar would pay the price.

As the threat of the Scourge grew closer, many villages and small towns realized
they would have no place to go for shelter. With the price of raw materials soaring,
they would never afford the construction of a viable kaer. A merchant on business
in a small town outside Travar was saddened by the plight of the people, as well as
the potential loss of future profit. As if blessed by Chorrolis himself, the merchant
thought if he could fill his empty warehouses with these people and charge them
for the privilege, he could make a lot of money. If he could get the entire town to
indebt themselves to him for a substantial amount of money, he could class them as
a business asset, circumvent the regulations, and lawfully provide protection for the
people of the town. ;

The price of protection he offered may have been high, but it was still more .
affordable than building a kaer, and more desirable than Theran slavery or facing the
Horrors. Believing they had no other option, the townspeople indebted themselves
and their future generations for shelter from the Scourge. Unfortunately, the idea did
not catch on as the merchant expected and almost every other village refused to pay
the extortionate prices.

The idea may not have caught on among the villages and towns in the area, but
the basic concept was not lost on House Dumorjen. They refined the idea into the
Common Indenture Contract, making the terms much more palatable. Whether down
to a stroke of genius or pure luck, House Dumorjen offered its first indenture contracts
just as Thera announced the sealing of its citadel. This act alone had many towns and
villages scrambling to sign one. Before long the other trading houses picked up the
idea, and indenture contracts were soon being signed in every town and village that
had not already received one.

There was the predictable outcry from the Throalic administration, but the
merchants stood their ground. There were still many years before Travar would have
to close its citadel, and plenty of time to stockpile supplies and work out how to feed
so many extra mouths. However, only a few years later Travar closed its own doors
unexpectedly, and, with a population that had almost doubled overnight, it began to
look like Travar’s survival was in doubt. As described in the city’s history, the people
of Travar suffered great hardships for many years, even before the Scourge had begun
in earnest elsewhere.
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The Common Indenture Contract

The Common Indenture Contract is an agreement of indentured service between
an individual village and a trading house, until such times as the debt is repaid. The
agreement includes not only those who sign the contract, but future descendants of
both the village and the trading house. The contract is loosely based on the terms of
working passage on a t'skrang riverboat, revised to offer protection and passage from
the Scourge.

The indenture contract is designed to benefit both parties, but favors the
indenturing house. Any villager unable to find work, and therefore feed their
dependents, is provided with a food ration, basic clothing, and shelter. Anything else
that incurs expense is added to the village’s indenture debt.

Like every citizen of Travar, indentured people pay taxes to the city. They also
pay an additional tax to their village, which has responsibility for levying, gathering,
and paying off the indenture debt. It was in the interests of both the trading house
and village to keep people employed. A working indentured village could pay off its
indenture tax by generating wealth for the patron house, but a village unable to pay
its indenture tax increases its debt, putting financial strain on the indenturing house.
Indenture tax was a vital revenue stream that kept many trading houses afloat during
the Scourge.

Indentured folk, as they became known, developed numerous customs during the
Scourge that continue to this day. Before the Scourge, indentured folk were tattooed
with a symbol representing their village and indenturing house. This tattooing has
become part of indentured culture and is a rite of passage for children as part of their
Naming ritual. The symbol representing the village is a link to the past and the symbol
of the patron house a mark of loyalty. Many indentured villages are still loyal to the
houses that offered them protection from the Scourge, where others could or would
not.

There are still several indentured village groups living within Travar and many
more outside the city. While many towns and villages managed to pay off their debt
before the Scourge ended, some contracts have been extended, providing loans
and material for the construction of new villages and businesses. The number of
indentured folk is believed to be more than five thousand, but the exact number is not
known, as each trading house closely guards how many indentures they have. Today
many of the indentured folk work in agriculture, or in the airship yards, and indenture
gives the trading houses a large pool of labor to draw upon if required.

During the Scourge, most indentured folk lost their identities as a community,
their history only reflected in some of Travar’s older street Names. A few tried to
maintain their sense of community and heritage, but how true these practices are to
their history and culture from before the Scourge is an open question.
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THE CODE OF TRAVAR

The Code of Travar sets out the various laws, acts, and regulations that Travar’s
citizens are expected to abide by, enforceable on all people within Travar’s boundaries.
The code is divided into three sections, each dealing with a type of law in Travar.
Further regulations and acts are given in various volumes of addenda. A master copy
of the Code of Travar is held in the magistrate’s tower. and its security and content
entrusted to the magistrates as part of their terms of office. Magistrates also receive .
a copy of the Code of Travar as part of their inauguration ceremony. The master copy
of the Code of Travar still retains its original binding and some scholars speculate the
binding is one of Travar’s pattern items.

Tolls & Tithes

Travelers passing through the gates of Travar are expected pay a toll to one of
the many official toll collectors just outside the city gates. Entering via the gates gives
the first time visitor a true insight into the business like ambience of Travar and the
character of its people. Like almost everything else in Travar, gaining entry to the city
is considered a business transaction and, for the visitor short on coin, it pays well
to haggle, or even shop around. While the official toll to enter the city is one silver
piece, the price not only varies wildly from gate to gate, but between toll collectors.
The hawk-eyed toll collectors often charge over and above the official rate when they
spot a rich merchant from out of town, hoping to line their own pockets by taking an
additional percentage.

Toll collectors are often bribed to lower the gate toll by different merchant
consortiums to attract more people, and therefore more business, to their markets.
Some unscrupulous merchants have been known to bribe the toll collectors at
competing markets into keeping their prices high, but point out that the next gate
charges alower fee. Canny travelers can take advantage of these practices and get into
the city for a lower price, sometimes as little as three copper coins.
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Tolls not only help fund the city government, but also keep out undesirables.
Almost any bargain can be struck with the toll collectors and those who regularly
pass in and out of the city can expect discounts. Caravan merchants often barter for
monthly or yearly fees allowing unrestricted passage through any of the city gates.

Those who arrive in Travar by airship have their entry fee factored into the fare
agreed between the passenger and captain. The ship’s captain is ultimately responsible
for paying tolls upon docking in any of the city’s facilities whether public or private.

Common Law

Common law is based on principles recognized by almost all Namegivers. For
example, murder and theft, which most consider wrong. Common law also contains
laws so old they have become common practice in Travar. Everyone knows and
accepts water is not for sale, even if they don’t know the reason why. Common law is
broad and open to a great deal of interpretation. The outcome of a criminal trial often
depends on the views of the individual arbiter hearing the case.

As in Throalic law, individuals are sovereign. One notable difference, however, is
if an individual is convicted of a criminal act in Travar and does not have the funds
to compensate the victim (or the city), the perpetrator forfeits their sovereignty,
becoming property of the court and therefore eligible for slavery.

High Law

High laws are specific to Travar regarding its sovereignty, such as treason, and
they are much more detailed than the common law. It is a treasonous offence to act on
behalf of a foreign power. that would compromise the independence of the city-state.

High law is important to anyone who may decide to interfere in the annual
Founding Tournament. Merchants sponsoring Champions look for every advantage,
but must exercise caution. The Founding Tournament is viewed with almost religious
reverence by Travar’s citizens. Intrigue is expected, but blatant corruption or meddling
by outside agents is likely to result in a revolt, and the Magistrates know it.

High law also details the use of capital punishment, which, while rarely applied, is
enforced for acts of enough gravity to warrant it.

Trade Law

Trade law is the most complex, convoluted, and detailed part of the Code of Travar.
It details anything and everything related to trade in the city and beyond. These laws
set out the regulations on registering yourself as a merchant of Travar and the rules of
business. They also define the difference between companies and the trading houses
of Travar.

While these differences are complex, trading houses are generally family owned
and leadership defaults to the head of the family. The whole family benefits from the
house profits to some degree, even if not actively involved in day-to-day business. How
the responsibilities and profits are divided is a family affair, and there are strict rules
for judicial intervention. Companies, on the other hand, are owned by individuals or
groups of investors. The death of the individual, or a disagreement between investors,
often results in the dissolution of the company. While trading houses can endure for
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generations, the same cannot be said for most companies.

Travar’s Magistrates are responsible for making new laws, or amending existing
ones, requiring unanimous consensus. It is rare for common law or high law to be
amended, but trade law, which includes tax laws, is amended every year without fail.
Each Magistrate influences the tax laws favoring their own line of business.

The Arbiters

Those accused of all but the most serious crimes can expect to face trial by one of
Travar’s many arbiters. Each arbiter is appointed for a term of three years and, during
that time, is expected to make a full circuit of each of Travar’s three jurisdictions. The
first jurisdiction is the city itself. The second encompasses the immediate outskirts,
including Tent City, the slave markets, T'town, and the River Docks. The third includes
the many outlying small towns and villages.

Arbiters review the evidence and any arguments presented by the parties
involved in a trial or dispute, and makes a ruling. During the proceedings, the arbiter
is free to ask questions; whether to clarify details, tease out motive, or discuss
legal technicalities. While not required, many individuals hire scribes or scholars
knowledgeable in Travar’s legal code to represent them and their interests.

Arbiter’s rulings may be appealed to the Magistrates, but these appeals are rarely
granted.

Crime and Punishment

A briefing by Ambassador Kavos Jul to his newly arrived support staff from Urupa

So, you're filled with awe at the grandeur of Travar’s white walls and buildings. .
You marvel at the ivory towers, the domes reflecting the sunlight on the paved
thoroughfares, painting them with gold. Impressed by the wealth of the citizens, you
are already inspired to make some kind of business deal of your own. Well that’s what
Travar wants you to see and feel.

Yes, Travar, not the people, not the Magistrates, and not the Body of Five, Travar!
You think me mad? Well, that may be so, but what you see around you is a fagade, the
great illusion of Travar. [ will tell you about the things you don’t want to see and do in
Travar.

You don’t want to find yourself on the wrong side of the law in Travar, or even
accused of something you didn’t do. This is where the great illusion of a city at peace
with itself fades. This is where the vast wealth of Travar slowly corrupts all those
who come in contact with it. Justice is for sale in Travar, like almost every other
commodity, and there are even laws that deal with it. But in Travar, those of us with
money can’t resist a bargain. Rather than waste all that hard-earned money paying
fines, compensating victims, and making reparations to the state, it often costs less to
pay off a greedy arbiter, or make witnesses disappear,; rather than admitting guilt and
paying the agreed compensation, which is almost always affordable anyway.

Those in power look the other way, take bribes, and accept favors, eventually
rising to greater positions of power and responsibility where they are expected to
tackle the very issue that got them where they are. This is often the case with the
Magistrates, who are often powerless to halt the corruption of the arbiters, as they
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often availed of the arbiters’ willingness to sell their judicial impartiality before
becoming Magistrates. Arbiters are happy to extort money and seek influence from
those who have attained greater power and wealth than themselves in a vicious,
never-ending cycle of corruption.

So... if you want a fair trial in Travar, forget it. Unless you're lucky enough to
stand before one of the few arbiters yet to succumb to the corruption of their peers.
In Travar, equality in the eyes of the law is subjective, and the balance is often tipped
in favor of those of greater wealth or influence. Justice is not blind, but she is easily
distracted by the sound of silver changing hands.

Before [ have you fleeing the city in fear of accusation and punishment (imagined
or otherwise), the chance of falling victim to a violent crime is low compared to many
other cities. Of those in Travar unlucky enough to suffer violence, most are visitors to
the city, and often their reason for visiting is the reason for the violence in the first
place.

Outside the city walls, the chances of falling victim to a criminal act significantly
increase. Not only are there a greater number of criminals, but law enforcement
resources are targeted and proportionate to the actual tax collected in any one area.
Due to the transient nature of the denizens of Tent City and their routine tax evasion,
the area is more prone to crime.

Tent City, the River Dock, and, to an extent, T’town can give the impression
they have the rough edge of a frontier settlement, rather than the civilized air of a
modern city. While exaggerated, it is this element of lawlessness that makes them the
destinations of choice for spies contacting with their handlers before making their
way into the city.



-~ EARTHDAW N | ‘
1 § % /

/! i )
- e A A A e - 'S s A Ay e 'S IS A A s - at . e

Now, there is breaking the law in Travar and there is breaking the law. There are
some laws in Travar the casual visitor should know about; to the outsider, they may
seem almost trivial, but if convicted, the penalties are harsh and the consequences life
changing, to say the least.

Light fingered? Theft is the first big no-no in Travar, unless you are well organized
and well connected. Regardless of how rich or poor, everyone has worked hard for
what they have, and few residents in the city expect something for nothing. Theft of
another person’s money or property is a serious crime. Minor theft, such as picking
a pocket or stealing food from one of the city’s markets, at the very least lands you in
jail for the night, followed by a stiff fine, maybe a beating by the city watch if you can’t
pay. You will then be dumped outside the city gates, which you will not be able to enter
without paying the appropriate toll.

Habitual theft, or a notable score against the larger merchant companies is may
land you in the slave market. At that point, your only hope is escape or a term of
reduced slavery or indenture. The law allows for recognized low threat criminals to
be purchased by registered merchants of Travar with the usual tax is waived for a
short time. These slaves find themselves worked until they have paid off their fine.
Those who do manage to escape the slave market may find themselves evading
bounty hunters.

Murder, while mercifully rare inside the city, speaks for itself. Because a good
percentage of the killings in Travar are related to, or even sponsored by, feuding
trading houses, it is often hard to get a solid conviction due to the corruption of the
arbiters and the interference of trading houses. Many houses have at least one arbiter
in their pockets and if they are planning to commit some dirty deed, like striking at .
a rival’s assets, they often do it in the jurisdiction in which their favored arbiter is
currently sitting.

You have little to fear because, honestly, it will never happen to you.

Trade law is another issue altogether. Needless to say, it is complex. Few
understand its intricacies and only know enough to get by. Most arbiters deal with
cases of fraud and breach of contract, but when a trade dispute is on a large enough
scale, the Magistrates step in and deal with the issue personally.

PASSIONS AND QUESTORS

Devotion to the Passions in Travar is either in vogue or not, and quite often
dependent on location or time of year. The influence of the Passions is unevenly
distributed throughout Travar and surrounding areas. While the Passions Astendar,
Chorrolis, and Garlen are revered year-round, Passions such as Thystonius, Upandal,
and Mynbruje are all but neglected by the masses and revered only by a select few
societies and individuals. Followers of Jaspree are more likely to be found in the
outlying areas where agriculture is the mainstay, whereas Floranuus is celebrated
during the two-week festival of the Founding Tournament and seldom given a second
thought the rest of the year.

There has been a noticeable shift in the popularity of the Passions since the end of
the Scourge. Before and during the Scourge, the Passions Upandal and Thystonius had
agreater following. This is evident from the number of neglected shrines found in alleys
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and back streets. Upandal’s following reached its height after construction started
on the new wall, when Travar’s merchants began pursuing fashion by rebuilding the
city with the same white stone. Architects and engineers from across Barsaive and
beyond flooded the city during this period, bringing the ideals of Upandal with them.
In Travar today, there is little new construction and Upandal has only a handful of
serious followers. Thystonius’ decline is a result of the end of Theran rule and Travar
lacking a garrison or standing army.

The Mad Passions command an unhealthy following in Travar. While a few
of Vestrial’s followers skulk in Travar’s shadows hatching their twisted plots, the
followers of Dis and Raggok are found in much greater numbers. Dis has a greater
following within Travar and its immediate surroundings, while followers of Raggok
lurk in ever growing numbers along the edges of the Badlands, which offers them a
safe haven to launch their own corrupted plans. Even the most fanatical supporters
of Raggok hesitate to delve too deeply into the Badlands, however. Those that do and
survive are among the most corrupt Namegivers in Barsaive.

Travar’s growing importance has agents of opposing factions waging a war of
ideals. Emotions run high, drawing questors and their followers to champion their
patron’s ideals. The results of this conflict could not only determine who gains mastery
over Barsaive, but also which Passions wield greater influence over Namegiver lives
in the province.

Astendar

The Passion Astendar is one of three in Travar that has a large following all
year round. Followers of Astendar can often be found practicing their arts before an
audience in the Tournament Circle, or enjoying the romantic view of the fountains
against the backdrop of the Arena from the Pavilion. Visitors hear mention of
Astendar’s Walk, a popular circuit for those with romantic inclinations, especially at
sunset, along the length of the city’s walls.

Astendar enjoys the regular attention of the people of Travar, but many of those
people are among its poorest, and they struggle to combine their love of art and
business. Those who manage it are among the wealthiest and best known artisans
in Travar, able to command a high price for their works. Unfortunately, pursuing the
ideals of both Astendar and Chorrolis can make for an unhealthy combination. Crimes
of passion are often blamed on mixing Astendar’s love and Chorrolis’s desire.

Chorrolis

It goes without saying that Chorrolis enjoys the largest following of all the Passions
in Travar. Almost every citizen pays homage to the Passion of trade and wealth daily,
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something that eclipses even the devotion to Garlen, also held dear by many. This
is not surprising in a city where most citizens think of themselves as merchants.
Well-tended shrines to the Passion are present on most street corners regardless
of the neighborhood’s affluence. The Tower of Commerce, while having a legitimate
function, was built as a shrine of devotion to the Passion and is the single largest
shrine to Chorrolis in the city, if not Barsaive. The people of Travar have an outlook on
life as only a city of merchants can. It defines them, and something Chorrolis thrives
on.

It is nigh impossible to walk the streets of Travar without seeing or hearing an
offering to the Passion. With every sale, you can hear a merchant reciting a blessing
on his customer, and every gate toll in the city is collected in Chorrolis’s Name. The
Passion can travel any trade route and through Travar’s trade network alone, Chorrolis
can visit almost anywhere in the province. There are so many markets, shops, and
business deals in Travar Chorrolis can easily walk every street in the city.

Many of the city’s merchants claim to have been personally visited by the Passion,
or claim to have seen him walking the streets and inspecting wares in the markets,
perhaps haggling over something special that has caught his eye. While most such
tales are, at best, wild claims to entice customers, Chorrolis frequently manifests
in Travar to inspire individuals to recognize a business opportunity where it might
otherwise be missed. He encourages merchants to build on the fortunes they have
already accumulated. The Grip of Chorrolis, a manic addiction to making profit (see
p. 52), is attributed by some to be the result of a personal visitation by the Passion
himself. ;

Many look to Chorrolis as the patron of Travar, believing his influence is what .
shapes that attitude of the people. Some scholars, however, point out customs and
beliefs shape the Passions, and not the other way around. Perhaps Travar and its
people attract Chorrolis.

Some of Travar’s merchants are questors of the Passion and wherever they
go, they expand Travar’s trading networks and spread Chorrolis’s ideals. Few of
Chorrolis’s questors spend their time in Travar engaging the people; that would be
preaching to the converted. Many questors visit the city to pay homage to the city,
hoping for inspiration or an encounter with the Passion they so revere.

Dis

Because of the strange relationship between the ideals of freedom and slavery
in Travar, the city has become a magnet to followers of both Dis and Lochost. Despite
Theran military forces being driven out of Barsaive, the Theran merchant air fleet still
regularly visits the city. Slave taking in the region has increased, and Travar’s slave
markets are thriving. This emboldens the followers of Dis, who yearn for a return
to the good old days of an enslaved Barsaive. Followers of Lochost offer a tempting
target for the followers of Dis, since they openly advertise their presence to all with
their energetic attempts to rally the citizens to their cause. Adepts with little sense
of honor and short on coin could easily find themselves on the payroll of this Mad
Passion.
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Slavery is not Dis’s only vehicle for destroying the passion of the Namegiver
races. Travar’s merchants create huge amounts of paperwork, and there is nothing
like unnecessary bureaucracy to destroy anyone’s passion for life. Many questors of
Dis work among Travar’s merchants to willingly spread their soulless ideology. These
questors wield power as few followers of Dis can, for nowhere else, as part of daily
business, can you create a bureaucratic nightmare, condemn hundreds to a life of
slavery while profiting from the misery, then use the proceeds to create further misery.
Dis’s acolytes operate in secret and often under the protection of some of Travar’s
wealthiest citizens. Should they be convicted of illegal activity, they can expect justice
to be purchased in their favor.

Many of Dis’s followers sense their patron’s growing power and influence in
Travar. They believe the days of Lochost and his followers interfering in their plans
are numbered, and a final reckoning between the two Passions is inevitable.

Floranuus

Devotion to the Passion Floranuus is transient for most of Travar’s citizens.
During the two weeks of the Founding Tournament, the Passion of revelry is on the
mind of every Namegiver in the city, yet he is barely given a second thought the rest
of the year. Only airship and riverboat crews pay any kind of homage to the Passion
throughout the year, invoking the Name of Floranuus at the beginning of a journey
and hoping the Passion favors them with a swift voyage.

While mostpeople see their devotion to Floranuus as part of the festival experience,
perhaps more interesting is how those who devote their lives to the Passion see the
festival. To those questors and their followers, the Founding Tournament is like
nothing else in Barsaive, for it embodies all Floranuus’s ideals. It is said during the
two weeks of the Founding Tournament, Floranuus holds court in Travar.

The Founding Tournament attracts followers of Floranuus from all over Barsaive.
Many of those that flock to the city do so as a pilgrimage and come to perform acts of
devotion to the Passion. Some of Floranuus’ supporters hope to win the tournament
and become Champions of Travar. Questors visit the city to petition the Body of Five,
hoping to be chosen the following year for the position of Master of Ceremonies.
Successfully organizing the Festival of Color, the Festival of Choosing, and coordinating
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thousands of events to keep over ninety thousand people entertained for two weeks is
nothing short of a quest in itself.

Garlen

After Chorrolis, Garlen is the most revered Passion in Travar. During the long
night of the Scourge, all Namegivers looked to Garlen for protection. The people of
Travar feel truly blessed by the Passion when they look toward the Badlands to the
west, knowing they alone survived.

Garlen is not only revered for the sanctuary and protection provided during the
Scourge, but for freedom from the Therans and independence as a city-state. When
the people of Travar think of the Water Rebellion, their thanks go to Garlen. In Travar,
a Questor of Garlen, if they so desired, would not find it difficult to agitate a mob of
supporters. This fact is not lost on the questors of Lochost.

There are many groups of Garlen’s questors and followers in Travar. The
Sanctuary of Garlen is the main shrine and focus of devotion to the Passion, where
Garlen'’s followers administer to the sick and injured daily. Another notable group
crew Sevan’s Run, a riverboat that travels the Byrose and Serpent rivers, tending
those in need of assistance.

A few of Garlen’s questors believe there may yet be kaers in the Badlands that,
with Garlen’s protection, survived the Scourge. These questors have led expeditions
deep into the Badlands in search of survivors, sometimes alongside the followers of
Jaspree that operate outside of Trosk. Those few that have returned rarely talk of their
experiences.
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Jaspree

Jaspree’s base of support originated from those who left their kaers to coax the
land back to life after the Scourge, and continues among those who farm the land to
make aliving. Like many cities, Travar relies heavily on agriculture and itis only natural
those working the land pay homage to the Passion, giving thanks for her bounty. Some
questors live in Travar, overseeing the ostentatious public and private gardens inside
the city walls, and ensuring the welfare of the unusual animals imported during the
Founding Tournament.

Jaspree’s following is currently enjoying resurgence in and around Travar
These increasing numbers are not because people have gained a sudden interest in
horticulture or taking up the plow, but a reaction to problems such as the Badlands.
While the Magistrates fund some expeditions into the Badlands by Jaspree’s questors
in Trosk, there is increasing antagonism between the Magistrates and Jaspree’s
followers on other issues.

Some of Travar’s largest trading houses are currently constructing a series of
plantations in the Servos Jungle for K’'tenshin’s Meru niall. Many of Jaspree’s followers
question the need for the destruction of such large swathes of the jungle. Some have
taken their protests directly to Travar’s Magistrates, while others take direct action
alongside Cathan tribesmen whose hunting grounds are suffering from the slash and
burn policy. Many a plantation overseer has opened their doors in the morning to
discover part of the plantation reverted to pristine jungle overnight. One merchant in
Travar awoke to find his house covered in poison ivy.

Jaspree’s questors face a problem unique in Barsaive. The Badlands grows
closer to Travar’s western border each year. Its spread has the potential to reverse
the decades of work done since the Scourge, for who is to say the Badlands will stop
at Travar? Jaspree’s followers often visit Travar before traveling to the edge of the
Badlands to study the impact on farms and villages suffering from its proximity.
Many equip themselves at the Twilight Market before moving on to the village of
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Trosk, the focus of efforts to halt the
encroaching corruption. Many questors
have been looking to Travar for answers.
They find it difficult to understand how
the corruption didn’t touch Travar at
the height of the Scourge, but is now,
a century later, expanding at an ever-
increasing rate toward the city.

Lochost

As a city divided between the issues
of slavery and the personal freedom of
its citizens, Travar is caught between the
ideologies of Dis and Lochost. Lochost
has drawn a line in the sand in Travar,
fighting for his ideological existence.

Travar’s history shows its potential
for rebellion, and Lochost is currently
enjoying an upsurge of support among
the people of Travar and surrounding
area. This is mainly due to a large influx
of his questors come to champion the
cause of freedom; a cause that takes
many forms in Travar.

Prior to the Second Theran War and
subsequent political upheaval in Throal,
Lochost’s questors in Travar were
divided into two broad camps. The first
supported the Protectorate Movement
and agitated for implementation of the
Council Compact, while others openly
agitated for rebellion on the issue of
slavery. Since the dwarf kingdom’s
withdrawal from provincial affairs, the
questors have become more unified,
with the former Protectorate supporters
developing a compact for Travar, trying to
bring an end to slavery through political
means. They are finding, however, that
causing dissension among the people of
Travar is much harder work than they
anticipated.

Lochost and his followers are
opposed to slavery, and while slavery is legal in Travar, it is obvious Travar is not
overly comfortable with it. It generates profit for Travar’s merchants and rids the city
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of unwanted criminals, but the selling of slaves is only allowed outside the city walls,
as if selling slaves inside would tear down Travar’s exterior fagade.

Encounters between the followers of Lochost and Dis have led to clashes in the
back streets of Travar, often with deadly consequences. The overall level of violence in
Travar is low, and much of it can be attributed to these two opposing factions. There
have recently been open clashes between small groups of followers of these Passions
in Tent City and the River Docks.

Many of Lochost’s followers make easy targets for the followers of Dis because
they openly agitate in the streets, while those who follow Dis tend to skulk in the
shadows, directing paid thugs and assassins to do their dirty work. Adepts may find
themselves approached by questors of Lochost, hired to uncover and weed out the
followers of Dis within Travar’s society.

With both Thera and lopos meddling in Travar’s affairs, it is possible Barsaive
might once again become an enslaved province, something Lochost cannot allow to
happen, but his influence is spread dangerously thin. His questors will stop at nothing
to hold the influence of Dis and Thera at bay. As tensions continue to rise, some in
Travar fear what that could mean.

Mynbruje

You ask an interesting question, but I fail to understand how you don’t see Mynbruje
in all of Travar. Why am I the only questor and possibly the only follower of Mynbruje?
I think you spend too much time in that tower looking at your tomes, manuscripts,
missives and whatever else you have managed to acquire.

You are clearly not familiar with the baker, When’shell, over in Old Town. He deals
with many a dispute that never reaches the arbiters. There is a much-respected elder at
the Sanctum of Garlen, but he’s not one of Garlen’s questors.

Why look so surprised? They are not the only ones in Travar. Granted, few of my
fellows come to Travar, for they find their service to Mynbruje keeps them quite busy
out among the small farm villages in the area and even elsewhere in Barsaive, but if
Mynbruje needs them in Travar, trust they will be here.

Why are there so few in the city compared to the questors of other Passions? The
answer is as varied as the Namegivers in Travar, but don'’t for a bit believe it means
the ideals of Mynbruje cannot be found here. Mynbruje is in Travar, even if justice,
compassion, or truth are found wanting at times. He is found in the generosity of a fruit
vendor to a hungry street urchin, or the old woman who scolds some amateur thief with
her cane. Sometimes, he’s found when a simple scholar uncovers an important truth. As
for the questors, well, Travar’s view of the ideals of justice, compassion, and truth cause
many of my fellows discomfort.

Why are there no buildings to mark one’s belief in Mynbruje in Travar? Can truth
only be discovered in a library, or justice only found in a building dedicated to it? Can
compassion only be found when one Namegiver works to provide the ideals of Mynbruje
to another?

—Amicus of the Book answering questions from a gathering of Travar’s merchants.
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Justice is as much a commodity in Travar as gold or silver, cotton or wool.
Many say the merchants of Travar have no compassion, but this is not entirely true.
Unfortunately, compassion often comes into conflict with profit.

Many of Mynbruje’s questors struggle with this concept of justice in Travar. Justice
as a commodity for profit alone is enough to drive all but the most fervent questor
to despair, and Travar’s attitudes toward justice offer a singularly unique challenge,
especially those who serve what could be considered the interests of natural justice.

Questors of Mynbruje soon discover Travar’s concepts of justice, compassion, and
truth do not often reflect their own. Learning to deal with the views of Travar’s people
and still serve Mynbruje takes time, patience, and a will of steel. Those who don’t
leave Travar often question their own beliefs and turn to the path of the vigilante.

Raggok

Raggok is the most corrupt and depraved of all the Passions, and his jealousy of
those that did not suffer his fate knows no bounds. He spreads chaos and corruption
among Namegivers who follow other Passions to slake his thirst for vengeance.

Travar is an affront to Raggok and his followers. Its gleaming white walls and
towers stand like a beacon of hope against the Badlands, whose spreading corruption
Raggok’s followers have been attempting to hasten.

Few of Raggok’s followers reside within Travar. Those who do keep their presence
secret, and are strong willed enough to continue everyday life without discovery.
These agents of Raggok bide their time, forming a network of contacts. New arrivals
are directed to the various cults lurking on the edges of the Badlands in abandoned
temples and kaers. In these places, cadaver men are found in great numbers, giving .
rise to rumors the followers of Raggok have something big planned for Travar.

One would think Raggok’s followers would be rife among the wealthy of Travar,
but this is not the case. Flaunting your wealth before those with little is a common
practice, but rather than upset people, it inspires them to strive for their own fortunes.
The few merchants in Travar who follow Raggok must to go out of their way to turn
their wealth into the misery of others.

Thystonius

Thystonius is all but ignored among Travar’s general population, for it is not just
soldiers who mistake Thystonius for the Passion of war. As a peace-loving people,
most in Travar think of Thystonius as a troublemaker and warmonger, and have little
or no time for the Passion. There are old, mostly forgotten, shrines to Thystonius in
the city, remnants of the Theran occupation, another part of Travar’s pre-Scourge
grandeur.

The only followers of Thystonius can be found among the city’s Champions and
those who come to explore the Badlands. It is often remarked as strange how the
people of Travar have little time for Thystonius, yet the greatest event in Travar’s
calendar embodies so much of what the Passion represents.
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Upandal

Upandal is Travar’s forgotten Passion. Prior to the Scourge, Upandal’s praise was
on the lips of all. Architects, master masons, and laborers poured into the city, and
Travar’s people grew ever more prosperous. Stunning new buildings were raised
in Upandal’s glory, each one a work of art and beauty. Except for the Arena and
the Greycairn Docking Tower, there has been little construction during or after the
Scourge.

Shrines to the Passion of architecture grace many of Travar’s streets, but are no
longer tended and the Passion’s following is all but extinct outside of a few smiths
and similar artisans. Questors often visit the city to gaze upon its great works of
architecture, but unless the people of the city embark on another great building
project, it is likely Upandal’s glory days are never to be revisited.

Vestrial

Those who have sought dominion over Barsaive since the end of the Scourge have
considered Travar no more than a neutral city-state with little strategic importance.
However, since the Theran defeat in the most recent war, many have reassessed their
opinion, none more so than the Therans themselves.

With this dawning recognition of Travar’s strategic importance, few places see
more plotting from within and without, and by such a diverse range of conspirators.
Thera, House K’tenshin, the Denairastas, and even Throal hatch numerous plots each
year in attempts to influence the Founding Tournament and install their puppets to
rule Travar. Even Kratas and Urupa are not above interference, should they consider
it in their interests.

House K’tenshin conspires against the city to force merchant freight back to
the river, restoring the power they once held over the merchants of the city. Kratas
attempts to disrupt Travar’s slaving operations and encourages the development of a
compact, while discouraging the ideals of the Protectorate Movement in the hope of
continuing Travar’s status as an independent city-state. Theran agents exert a growing
influence over Travar’s merchants, while the Denairastas see the city as fertile ground
to sow their lies and plots to create further instability in the region. Within the city,
Travar’s merchants scheme and connive daily as they compete for greater profits,
their greed knowing no limits.

Add the machinations of the city’s many secret societies, some of which lay the
groundwork for Travar’s eventual destruction, and it is no wonder Travar appears to
be Vestrial’'s playground. It is unknown how many Namegivers in Travar are under
the sway of the Mad Passion, but Vestrial’s plots are intricately woven into the current
power struggle. It is possible the grand illusion of Travar could be Vestrial’'s greatest
masterpiece.

IN THE GRIP OF CHORROLIS

It was before the war, you understand. What [ remember isn’t much, and what I do
remember is akin to some crazed dream. Trade was slow, of that much I'm certain. The
morning was beautiful; the mists lifted early leaving the streets ablaze with sunshine
reflecting from the gold-topped spires of the city. I was giving my sales pitch to anyone
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who would listen, but few had the courtesy to even look my direction. Have no doubt,
even in those early hours of the morning the streets were bustling, but the attention of
the crowd was focused elsewhere.

One of those damn fool questors of Lochost was agitating against Theran slavery,
his doom saying filling everyone with all kinds of fears, promising insurrection, anarchy,
and rebellion. The questor lauded the virtues of Throal’s Council Compact and the crowd
hung on his every gesture, buying his words as if he were selling them at a discount; few
appeared interested in what I had to offer.

Sure, what I sell is tat, mostly toys for children and mementoes for tourists, but
aren’t I entitled to make a living? I had risen earlier than normal to get a choice position
to pitch my stall, and now I could feel my anger reaching boiling point. That’s when I first
noticed him, another merchant inspecting my wares. At least [ assumed him a merchant.
He wore fine embroidered robes common to the merchants of Travar. He appraised me
thoughtfully and smiled. He explained how the questor played on the fears of the crowd
and I should use this to my advantage. He pointed to one of the many wooden dolls of
the young King Neden and asked me, “Is Neden not a proponent of the Protectorate
Movement?”

I lifted a handful of dolls and carried them into the crowd, inspired. I pitched the
dolls as good luck charms, effigies of the champion of the Protectorate Movement, each
and every one blessed by Lochost himself.

That’s when things became a little hazy.

The dolls heightened my already keen business acumen and sense of growing
euphoria. With the crowd now gathered around my stall and the dolls gone, I turned
to dwarf-made snow globes of the Arena, guaranteeing all profits would help fund the .
Liferock Rebellion.

Before I knew it, the pottery vases were going at half price to slake my insatiable
need to close another sale. Pottery vases hand crafted by escaped Theran slaves. That,
I guess, is when the trouble started. The vases belonged to the merchant next to me, for
I had run out of my own stock. As it turns out, the vases were hand crafted by slaves in
Thera, a fact not lost on the crowd. The questor of Lochost got the anarchy he had been
looking for. Realizing there was no more profit to be made, | came to my senses, just in
time for the city watch to clamp me in irons.

Still, no one was badly hurt and the arbiter accepted my donation to his favorite
charity. All in all, I still made a handsome profit.

— Tamisin Valis, Street Hawker of Travar

A visitor to Travar should expect to see many new sights and prepare themselves
for unique and unusual experiences. There is an atmosphere of trade in Travar that
the newly arrived visitor notices as they travel the streets. One experience a visitor
may come across is a merchant caught in The Grip of Chorrolis.

The Grip of Chorrolis, often just referred to as the Grip, is so called because it
seizes an individual unexpectedly, as if Chorrolis himself takes over their mind. The
Grip only appears to affect those who actively engage in regular buying and selling of
goods for profit, and are of weak mind or loose morals; the latter applies to most of

53




EARTHDAWN . |

T A oA -~ -~ 'S YRRy < S A A A A e r's - A a~

Travar’s merchants. For those affected by the Grip, the closing of a sale or making a
profitable deal becomes an obsession or sometimes even an addiction.

Like any addiction, the longer it goes unchecked, the harder it is to break. For
some merchants, the Grip becomes so tight they sell their own shop front when they
run out of anything else to sell. Those convicted of breaking trade laws often cite the
Grip, claiming diminished responsibility and hoping for a lesser punishment. The
most notorious claim of influence from the Grip was when the Body of Five convicted
the Magistrates of the profiteering scandal that led to the early closure of the citadel.

Anyone caught in the Grip acts erratically and out of sorts, and will do or promise
anything to anybody to close a sale. Many openly break the law, risking everything for
their next slice of profit. Once the Grip has taken hold, it is difficult to break, and often
nothing short of subduing or isolating an individual will break it. However, if you can
convince someone they are about to make a loss, they often snap out of it. Many who
lose everything trying to win the Founding Tournament are said to be fools caught in
the Grip of Chorrolis.

In Travar, it is not difficult to find debate about the phenomenon and whether
it truly exists. Some scholars believe the Grip is magical in nature, and claim it to
be an actual manifestation of greed that gets out of control when an individual gets
swept up in the unique atmosphere of trade in Travar. Others believe the Grip is proof
Chorrolis is truly corrupt. One scholar noted the number of reported cases of the Grip
has been steadily rising over the years, and some attribute this rise to the fact the
Badlands gets steadily closer to Travar’s borders every year. Then again, there appear
to be more merchants in Travar each year.

ON AIR CREW CULTURE AND TRADITION

By the obsidiman Juliak Merris of the Juliak Merris Trading Company

The cultures of different Namegivers across the world are fascinating and varied.
It was curiosity about this diverse nature that drove me to set out from my Liferock all
those years ago. I soon discovered, often to my confusion, the culture and traditions
of neighboring villages could differ dramatically. What passed for humor in one town,
could be considered insulting in the next.

The sameistrue for different groups of Namegivers within individual communities,
and in that respect, Travar is no exception. Indeed, it was the fascinating culture of
Travar’s airmen that influenced my decision to get involved in the shipping business,
in order to know and better understand the people of Travar.

I'm not certain how the pre-Scourge culture of Travar’s airship crews relates
to their current culture. Taking account of what little I do know, and what I have
witnessed evolve in my comparatively short time in Travar, it is perhaps possible to
narrow down the possibilities. As far as [ can tell, if there was a culture among airmen,
much of it did not survive the Scourge.

On Artistic Decoration

The decoration of trading vessels by their crews is commonplace in Travar. My
own have some of the most eye pleasing and colorful designs, and this is something I
encourage among my crews. From my travels before the Scourge, I cannot recall such
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painted ships. Indeed, most ships were of Theran origin, and while breathtaking in
design, had a regular martial theme, which included their trading vessels.

Sail embroidery is one form of decoration common to Travar’s airships, especially
those mining near the peaks of the Thunder Mountains or Death’s Sea, where storms
or intense heat destroy any paintwork. Travar’s crews tend to embroider the mainsail
of their ships with designs they see from the air. The Arena, known as the Eye of
Travar, is the most commonly depicted pattern. Most of Travar’s airships are instantly
recognizable at a distance by a stylized eye on the mainsail. Smaller sails often display
geometric patterns that can be seen in the layout of the city.

The hysteria and mistrust generated by the Scourge placed a focus on the artisan
skills of all Namegivers, and while this focus has diminished in other parts of Barsaive,
it remains as strong as ever in Travar.

It is not just Travar’s ships that are the subject of decoration, but often the
crews themselves. Tattoos are not uncommon among the aircrews. For Travar’s fire
miners it has become an important tradition to ritually decorate their bodies with ink
symbolizing important events and superstitions. Those who survive their first flight
over Death’s Sea get inked as a rite of passage and it is common to get a new tattoo
after escaping a brush with Death. The styles of these tattoos are unsurprisingly
representative of Death’s Sea, often depicting flames and fire breathing monsters with
vivid yellow, orange, and red ink.

Some of the most experienced fire miners bear magical tattoos called blood inks
(see Goods and Services, p. 276). Secrecy and loyalty are common traits among the
crews of Travar’s mining ships, and Travar’s blood ink artists prefer to keep their
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identity hidden. This just adds another layer of mysticism to ritual. The fire miners
themselves refuse to publicly identify the artist and rarely speak of the circumstances
that led to them getting the tattoo in the first place.

On Naming

Looking down from the skies, as perhaps only the birds and dragons should,
Barsaive looks like a different place. From this unique angle, features on the ground
conjure images in the mind'’s eye. I can personally attest to this. Standing on the banks
of the mighty Serpent River, one does not see a snake, but from the skies, the river
instantly suggests a great silver serpent winding its way across the land.

This unique view has led to airman culture giving names to places and objects
utterly different to what they are called on the ground. This can lead to all manner
of confusion. There are many maps of Barsaive and few agree on matters of distance,
location, or topography, let alone a naming convention. To make matters worse,
almost every airship captain maintains their own maps and charts. It is not difficult to
see how this has become the bane of explorers everywhere.

Travar has many examples. The most renowned is one I previously noted: the
Arena being dubbed the Eye of Travar. This kind of casual naming rarely has any effect
on patterns, but one can never be too sure. Many believe the Naming of the Badlands
by the captain of the Earthdawn may have inadvertently created a new True Pattern
for the area, and the continued usage of the Name may be causing this pattern to grow
in strength.

[ will leave that debate ta the magicians and scholars.

Burial at Death’s Sea

Itis without doubt the practice of burial at Death’s Sea has its roots in the seagoing
tradition, though the reasons behind the practice could not be more different. In the
skies above Barsaive, certain elements of this custom are practiced almost exclusively
by Travar’s airmen and are, without doubt, part of the post-Scourge culture. The
custom of burial at sea takes two forms, one practiced by airmen and the other
growing in popularity with all citizens of Travar.

Those who spend their lives navigating the skies of Barsaive often wish their
ashes to be scattered on the air currents, drifting on the winds in death as they once
did in life. I find this custom most peculiar, even unsettling. For an obsidiman to think
his physical body will not return to the Liferock is a torturous thought at best. While
this custom is most prevalent in Travar, it is practiced in other parts of Barsaive.

The other form is to have their remains buried in Death’s Sea, a custom more
common to fire miners than average airship crews. Burial at Death’s Sea is a growing
custom taking hold in Travar, and the reason behind this, and to a lesser extent,
scattering ashes, is the encroaching Badlands.

After the Horrors had retreated and communities had once again taken hold in
the region, burial became the most economical way to dispose of a corpse, rather
than the elaborate, but necessary, methods used in many kaers. Unfortunately, one of
the first signs of the Badlands spreading its corruption towards Travar was the dead
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rising from their graves, and what began as a trickle of cadaver men soon became a
flood plaguing the area.

The easy and immediate solution was to ensure corpses were buried deep in the
earth. It was soon realized, however, those buried beneath the ground were in eternal
torment, unable to escape their claustrophobic prison, their pain and suffering
possibly fueling the spread of the corruption.

Such was the fear of becoming one of the walking dead, or buried in some half-
life, that those who could afford it arranged for their bodies to be consumed by
Death’s Sea, seeing it as the only way to safeguard against such a terrible fate. Travar
being Travar, some of my fellow airship owners soon realized the business potential
and now actively promote the concept (if one is to be honest, mainly by playing on
people’s fears). Today, burial at Death’s Sea, once the preserve of the airmen, is now
affordable to the average citizen of Travar.

As an obsidiman, the different ways of marking the passing of the dead never fails
to amaze and confuse me. There are different practices for burying an earth-bound
citizen and an airman, even some aspects unique to Air Sailor adepts. Final rites,
such as offerings to the Passions, speeches, and other strangeness associated with
mourning, occur on the ground for the average citizen. The corpse is then sealed in
a wooden casket for storage before an unceremonious mass burial over Death'’s Sea.

On the other hand, a dead airman can expect the recounting of great deeds to take
place on board his ship with all hands present to witness their passing. With the ship
at a dead stop, the sailor’s corpse is placed in a bag sown from sailcloth and wrapped
in heavy rope by their crew. Should the individual be important or popular enough,
Death himself may be woken to personally welcome the dead airman to his kingdom .
by firing one or more of the ship’s cannons ringing its bells.

On Charms

Many different charms are used by Travar’s airmen. Some of these charms are
just that: tokens and fetishes of no real power, believed to bring good luck to the
wearer. Some, however, are potent blood charms used to great effect (see Goods and
Services, p. 278).

It is tradition that no member of an airship crew take to the sky without a
charm, for it is believed the crewman without one will never return home, and more
importantly neither might their ship. This superstition, as ridiculous as it may sound,
is one [ have succumbed to and I never set foot aboard an airship without one.

These charms come in many shapes and sizes, and are often inset with gems,
silver, or gold. Indeed, most charms carry enough value to cover any funeral expenses,
should an unfortunate incident occur, and leave something extra for the unfortunate
airman’s family.

Despite the many shapes and the expense of their construction, charms in Travar
are always carved from a fragment of the same white stone prominent in the city.
While this stone is expensive and in short supply, many buried fragments can be found
in and around Travar and they are widely sought after by craftsmen and artisans.
Travar’s airmen believe the piece of Travar they carry with them will always safely
guide them home.
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On Knife Throwing

After several unfortunate incidents, this is a practice | have banned aboard my
vessels while they linger in the skies over Travar, or any other city for that matter. I
otherwise encourage it, for it is a useful skill should the ship’s crew need to discourage
any would-be pirates.

Many of the city’s aircrews practice knife throwing. The sport is not so much in
hitting the target, but in parting passengers with their cash. Even the most skilled
passengers find it hard to compete, as the ship often hits an air pocket, or sharply
adjusts its course just at the moment the blade is to be released. I think this tradition
was perhaps stolen from t'skrang riverboat crews.

On Hull Jumping

I have noted during my travels the shorter lived of my fellow Namegivers often
reach the point where they consider themselves past their prime. While this is not
a sensation I'm familiar with, for those that suffer from this condition I heartily
recommend hull jumping. You will feel ready to take on the world.

Hull jumping is, perhaps, one of the most dramatic and unnecessary of Travar’s
airman traditions. It is, without doubt, Travar’s most dangerous and useless
contribution to air shipping. Despite its noble heritage, I can only beg the Passions the
practice does not spread beyond the white walls of Travar. I have lost so many novice
crewmen to this rite of passage I fear to count their number, or the silver it cost to
train them.

The tradition of hull jumping owes its beginnings to Travar’s many brave
champions and airmen who took on the might of the House K’tenshin river fleet in
retaliation for their bombardment of Travar during the First Theran War. These brave
heroes hung from ropes draped over the hulls of the airships so they could swiftly
board the K’tenshin riverboats from above. It was the stuff of legend, and is a tale
that can be heard every night in an alehouse somewhere in Travar. However, as is the
case with such tales, they are prone to what I call exaggeration, but troubadours call
artistic embellishment.

The tales tell of adepts and non-adept alike tying rope to their feet before throwing
themselves off the deck to attack the K’tenshin fleet. A ludicrous tale at best, for what
is the use of hanging upside down by your feet with your head embedded in the deck
of a t'skrang riverboat?

Ludicrous or not, these legends inspired the next generation of airmen to pay
homage to those who risked their lives to defend the city, and the tradition of hull
jumping was born. It has been developed over the years, and has now become a rite of
passage among the airmen of Travar.
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There are hundreds of organizations in Travar, each one a small bureaucratic
empire wheeling and dealing with the others for power and personal gain. Each
competes for the scraps left behind by the organization above it, and each is
responsible for maintaining the well-oiled machine that is Travar. There are two
organizations, however, that feed them all. The Magistrates Council of Travar, the
rulers of the city that keep the great trading houses in check and Travar’s enemies
from the gates; and the Body of Five, responsible for the Founding Tournament. The
latter is a corrupt organization that continues to maintain their facade as protector of
the people.

e Merryglide Silverwing, Merchant of Travar

THE MAGISTRATES COUNCIL

epending on with whom you speak, you will hear a variety of different
D opinions on the Magistrates of Travar. In Kratas, Garlthik One-Eye is likely

to spit at your feet at the mere mention of the Magistrates; the hypocrisy of
their stance on the slave trade is enough to give him an ulcer. House K’tenshin sees
them mostly as a necessary evil, while the Denairastas and the Therans view them as
pawns to be used for now, and obstacles to be removed when the time is right. Throal,
Jerris, and Urupa, on the other hand, see them as representatives of an important
trading partner.

In Travar, most see them for what they are: greedy, often corrupt, opportunistic
merchants with a flair for the dramatic and a keen interest in politics. While Travar
continues to prosper, the people give the Magistrates their due as wise rulers, even if
they do not agree with every decision or stance they take.

Travar’s Magistrates are chosen via trial by tournament in the Arena. Some
choose to represent themselves, but most use their connections and great wealth to
sponsor adepts to champion their cause. Becoming a Magistrate is a rite of passage
that instills a sense of leadership, and the tournament exposes a candidate to the
power of the gathered masses. Whether a candidate is playing spectator from the
tiers or personally taking part in the tournament, being in the Arena and feeling the
energy of the people is a truly humbling experience. It reminds the candidate of the
indignation those early Magistrates faced when they were removed from power.

Some candidates claim they have had visions in the Arena, seeing echoes of
Travar before the Closing and the downfall of the Magistrates. Others claim to have
witnessed haunting images of brutal combat in the Arena egged on by a passionate
crowd, all dressed in identical garb. One candidate stepped out of the running after
being traumatized by a vision, claiming to have found himself walking Founders Way,
the city desolate and empty. Whatever the truth behind these experiences, taking part
in the Founding Tournament can have a profound effect on some candidates.
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By paying their fees, candidates are literally exchanging coin for the hope of
power, giving them the right to rule Travar should they win the tournament. The
Founding Tournament is a powerful and symbolic reminder the Body of Five is the
historical guardian of the people in times of tyranny. The Magistrates, wary of this
precedent, often pause for clarity of thought in what might otherwise turn out to be a
moment of unparalleled greed.

Unfortunately, today’s Body of Five is a shadow of their predecessors, who rose
up against the Therans. The likelihood of them coming to the aid of the people today
and opposing the Magistrates is regrettably slim.

The Cycle Of The Magistrates’ Council

The Magistrates’ Council of Travar is a triumvirate of Magistrates, each serving
a three-year term of office. Each year after the Founding Tournament the incoming
Magistrate replaces the outgoing magistrate. Occasionally the outgoing Magistrate
returns for a consecutive term after winning the Founding Tournament again that year.
It is rare for a Magistrate to win consecutive terms, even if many do serve more than
one term in office. The most renowned was Niss Reeves, who won the tournament five
times for a record breaking consecutive fifteen years in office.

The Magistrate’s duties are varied, but cover two main departments. The first
is the Judiciary, the department that runs the courts, appoints the arbiters, and is
responsible for documenting any addenda to the Code of Travar. The second is the
Civil Service. The Council is responsible for myriad public bodies and bureaucratic
departments overseeing the .day-to-day functioning of the city. These departments
are responsible for funding the Body of Five, the City Watch, and Air Marshals, and are
also responsible for the appointment of representatives of the Magistrates’ Council to
other cities. The Civil Service also has a permanent staff of merchants brokering trade
deals on behalf of the city.

There is, however, one much maligned and feared office of the Civil Service. The
Bureau of Taxes and Levies or “The Black Bureau” puts dread in the heart of every
one of Travar’s merchants. The Black Bureau has a dedicated team of specialists,
called Inquisitors, who have sweeping powers to investigate any merchant or trading
house in Travar. Travar’s merchants are experts at tax evasion and avoidance, and the
Inquisitors are ruthless in ferreting out those who think they are above paying tax.
When Travar’s merchants tell their children tales of bogeymen, it is not of Theran
slavers or Horrors from the Badlands, but the Inquisitors of The Black Bureau.

The Magistrates run Travar on a rotating cycle, with each department overseen
by a single magistrate for a period of one month. After a monthly meeting to discuss
issues and change laws and policy by unanimous decision, the Magistrates swap
duties. This leaves a magistrate free every third month to pursue their own personal
interests.

It is this arrangement, along with the ability to influence the tax laws, which
attracts so many merchants to put themselves forward as candidates each year. They
risk everything, seduced by the belief that becoming Magistrate elevates them to
greatness. The profits Magistrates can make for their business or trading house are
breathtaking. Merchants spend their whole lives building their network of contacts.
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Becoming a Magistrate provides access to the city’s network of trade contacts, a
network that would take most individuals many lifetimes to rival.

Travar has four galleys in its fleet, one of which is reserved for official business
by the Magistrates’ Council. The Magistrate on the off month of the cycle often uses it
for personal business, if it is free from official duty. This financial boon greatly boosts
the Magistrate’s business enterprises. Having an air ship carry your goods across
Barsaive without a cargo levy or operating costs is something even the most powerful
merchants and trading houses cannot do.

Lord Alderac Windspear

Egotistical braggart, exhibitionist, and gambler are all words that once described
the young Alderac Windspear. The young man was renowned for his drunken exploits,
whoring, and lordly airs, and his family despaired at what would become of their
youngest son and his trail of illegitimate children. They tried all manner of sanction
to bring him to heel, but the young Alderac was not interested in his family’s ancient
roots or noble descent. His older brother had left to explore the ancient Kingdom of
Landis, from where the Windspear family claimed their heritage and noble title.

If not for a chance meeting, Alderac would never have made a name for himself
or become known for more than his vices. While in an establishment of ill repute one
evening, Alderac insulted what he assumed was a drunken sailor who turned out to
be a skilled Swordmaster. Without identifying himself, the Swordmaster challenged
Alderac to a duel to first blood, which
Alderac accepted after the Swordmaster
referred to him as Lordling Windbag.

Alderac quickly found himself disarmed
and flat on the floor.

Undeterred, the young man picked
himself up and riposted with a series of
stinging jibes about the Swordmaster’s
legitimacy. The Swordmaster recognized
the very attributes that had attracted
him to the Discipline, and a few drinks
later, convinced Alderac to train with
him. Not long after, Alderac was initiated
into the Discipline, having found a focus
and legitimate outlet for his tendency for
outlandish behavior.

After adventuring for several years,

Alderac returned to Travar and took over
the family business concerns and title.
After several repeated attempts, and
spending a considerable portion of his
family’s wealth in the process, he won
the Founding Tournament. Some believe
Lord Alderac had an unusual experience
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during his time in the Arena, for since his inauguration, Lord Alderac has become
more pragmatic, discarding his normal approach and flowery speech.

He hasnotlostall hislordly airs, however, for when asked if he should be addressed
as Lord or Magistrate he replied, “Lord Magistrate should suffice.” Lord Alderac has
turned his flair for the dramatic to politics and trade, increasing the fortunes of House
Windspear. Lord Alderac is nearing the end of his second consecutive term in office
and has already announced his intention to compete in the next tournament.

Lord Alderac often hires adventurers, sending them on quests to Landis, leading
many to believe there is truth to the rumors of an ancient rivalry between him and
Xoros Honeyed-tongue. Lord Alderac is seeking word of his brother, who has not been
heard from since he left for Landis many years ago. Despite what many would think,
Lord Alderac has no interest in the past glories of the Kingdom of Landis, as he has
plenty of power and wealth from his position in Travar.

Lord Alderac is tall for a human, standing over six feet, and his blond hair and
striking blue eyes make him an instantly recognizable figure. His flamboyant, but
expertly tailored, clothing is a compromise between the robes of a merchant and the
functional garb of a swordsman.

Now in his late forties, Lord Alderac shows little sign of slowing down, combining
his love of politics and trade with that of his Discipline. He is renowned for the cut and
thrust of his verbal talents, whether negotiating on behalf of Travar, or ridiculing the
policies suggested by his fellow Magistrates.

Fifth Circle Human Swordmaster
DEX: 6 STR: 5 TOU: 6
PER: 5 WIL: 5 CHA: 7

Xoros Honeyed-tongue

One of Travar’s greatest rags to riches tales is that of Xoros Honeyed-tongue. Xoros
was abandoned in Tent City as a child by the Night Sentinel scorcher tribe, and lived
day-to-day earning a pittance from those he could convince to take pity on him. It did
not take Xoros long to adjust to his situation, and he quickly picked up the concept of
barter as a method of accumulating wealth, rather than the Night Sentinels’ doctrine
of theft by strength of arms. Brokering deals became second nature to smooth-talking
Xoros, earning him the Name Honeyed-tongue.

Xoros knew many nomadic scorcher tribes came to Travar to purchase and repair
weapons, for it was the reason for his former tribe’s visits. Xoros soon became the
ork to see when it came to supplying weapons to the various tribes. Unable to meet
demand, Xoros purchased his first smithy and put it to work to meet his needs.

Xoros has made his fortune producing arms, and today owns a string of smithies
in the city and along the banks of the Byrose River, including Travar’s largest foundry.
Xoros’ decision to run for magistrate was driven by his best customers abandoning
their traditional migration routes to join the newly declared nation of Cara Fahd, and
he needed to expand his customer base.

His bid for Magistrate was wonderfully timed, for in the same year Xoros was
inaugurated as Magistrate Theran and Throalic forces clashed on Prajjor’s Field. The
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events created a high demand for arms across Barsaive and with it, new business
opportunities. Xoros holds charters across Barsaive, including Throal and Urupa, and
he currently holds the largest charter for fire cannons in Barsaive. With the creation
and ongoing recruitment of Travar’s latest unit of the City Watch, the Road Wardens,
Xoros’ business continues to expand.

Many assume Xoros is an avid supporter of Cara Fahd and that there is tension
between himself and Lord Alderac over the issue. This is not the case, and while Xoros’
smithies do supply arms to Cara Fahd from time to time, they are bought and paid for
like any other customer. The recent surge in arms sales has made Xoros one of the
wealthiest Namegivers in Travar, and certainly the wealthiest ork.

Xoros lives in a mansion in the River Side district close to Founders Way, and
knows he owes much of his wealth to his position on the Magistrates’ Council. In his
second year of a second nonconsecutive term, he is becoming concerned about the
following year’s Founding and has started hiring adepts to guard his arms shipments
with a view to registering the best as Champions of the Tournament.

Despite approaching his twilight years, Xoros does not intend to let age force him
to give up the position and power he has worked so hard for. Age may not be slowing
him, but his diet and rich living are taking their toll, and he has developed a distinctive
waddle, along with an ever-growing set of jowls.

Xoros has a mellow demeanor and quiet disposition, unusual for orks, often
surprising those who meet him. Some speculate Xoros does not have gahad, or has
never experienced it and this is the reason he was abandoned as a child. Xoros’ position
and wealth is down to charisma, bribery, and his great knowledge of weapons and
history. All this is even more remarkable as, unlike the other Magistrates, he is not an .
adept.

Non-adept Ork Merchant
DEX: 5 STR: 6 TOU: 6
PER: 5 WIL: 4 CHA: 6

Grexian Redrock

Although hisreputation as a powerful Nethermancer and widely traveled explorer
precedes him, Grexian Redrock is perhaps the most enigmatic of all the Magistrates.
Grexian is unusually old for a human and many believe he is even older than he looks;
something Grexian refuses to comment on. Several years ago, Grexian arrived in Travar
searching for clues to the final resting place of Brand Flamefounder, a pre-Scourge
Weaponsmith also known as the Spirit Smith, whose fabled creation was known as
the Edge of Travar (see p. 294). Shortly after his arrival in Travar, Grexian invested his
personal wealth into a number of trade expeditions, which made him a very wealthy
man. Having discovered an unexpected flair for business, Grexian became a citizen of
Travar and appears to have abandoned his search for Brand Flamefounder.

Those that have traveled with him in the recent past point to the self-serving
nature of his personality and are unsure whether Grexian, like so many others before
him, has simply succumbed to the hedonistic lifestyle Travar is famous for, or whether
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his decision to run for Magistrate is just
another step in his quest. Grexian is well
on his way to making a name for himself
as a Magistrate and is often seen in the
Tower of Commerce brokering deals and
mixing with other merchants.

Grexian’s tanned, weather-beaten
skin, and rough stubble make him appear
in his mid-sixties. His haunting eyes are
the source of the rumors regarding his
age and sometimes in mid conversation
they wander, staring through those he
is talking to as if he has been reminded
of something that happened a long time
ago. While he is called “the old man” by
the other Magistrates, no one believes
the rumors of his age because he is
human.

Grexian is rarely seen without his
large retinue of servants and retainers.
Like all Travar’s magistrates his robes
are befitting his station.

Force 5 Named ally spirit
DEX: 7 STR: 6 TOU: 10
PER: 11 WIL: 10 CHA: 10
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Niss Reeves

Of Travar’s. previous Magistrates,
Niss Reaves is perhaps the most
famous, the most controversial, and
almost certainly the most powerful.
Her power comes not just from ability
and wealth, but because she won the
Founding Tournament an astounding
five consecutive times. Fifteen years is
the longest any magistrate has served,
and Niss used that time to forge political,
economic, and personal relationships
with the leaders of many nations and
city-states in Barsaive. Niss knows the
Code of Travar inside and out, and many
of its trade laws were written by her own
hand. This insight allowed her the ability
to make instant decisions on behalf of
the city.

In her youth, Niss traveled
extensively across Barsaive with many
different groups of adventurers. Her lust
for adventure was tempered only by her
need to create, and she flourished as .

a Weaponsmith. Her best creations were often ceremonial weapons of astounding
beauty that lacked true functionality for battle.

Her travels led her to Travar and she was seduced by its unique ambience and
the lifestyle of the wealthy and powerful. Niss set aside crafting weapons in favor
of jewelry of rare and unique beauty. She realized the potential for making money
creating unique pieces for whichever celebrity was in vogue, driving demand for
cheaper copies among Travar’s citizens. Niss harnessed the labor of the many artisans
struggling to make a living to meet that demand.

Like many in Travar, wealth was not enough for Niss. She thrived on being seen
in public displaying her wealth, and was veritable icon of self-indulgence, earning her
the nickname ‘Sparkling Niss’. It was a shock to all when Niss announced she was not
running for a sixth term and was leaving the city for an extended period on personal
business.

During her time on the Magistrates’ Council, Niss’s flamboyant displays attracted
thieves from Travar and Kratas, resulting in her latest creations being stolen on
several occasions. Garlthik One-eye had a particular distaste for Niss and considered
her displays as vulgar as her stance on the Council Compact, and its implications for
slavery in Travar. He actively encouraged his thieves to target Niss, but it looks like
this policy backfired.

Niss and her loyal champions recently returned from Kratas, having pulled a
massive heist on Hilltop. Garlthik was so enraged, he has placed a massive bounty on
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Niss’s head. This could deteriorate relations between Kratas and Travar even further,
for Niss has declared her intention to run for Magistrate once again and registered her
champions for the upcoming Founding Tournament.

Presentation is everything in Travar and Niss understands this better than most.
She is always immaculately turned out, wearing just enough jewelry to border on the
ridiculous, but never quite getting there. This is a lot of jewelry, considering Niss is a
troll.

Whether dressed in the robes of a merchant, the flowing gown of a socialite, or
her adventuring garb, Niss is a distraction wherever she goes. Now in her late thirties,
her artisan skills are legendary, and her knowledge of trade law, both Throalic and the
Code of Travar, is second to none.

Eighth Circle Troll Weaponsmith
DEX: 6 STR: 7 TOU: 6
PER: 6 WIL: 7 CHA: 7

THE BODY OF FIVE

The Body of Five is one of the most powerful organizations in Travar. It is practically
a living legend cult with a massive public following. Its past members were the founders
of Travar and protectors of its people. Without them, the people of Travar would have
suffered terrible reprisals at the hands of their Theran overlords. Without them, Travar
would not have survived the Scourge. Without them, the Founding Tournament, the
greatest show on earth, would not exist. Knowing all this makes it that much harder for
me to say without them, the people of Travar might be better off.

The Body of Five are but a shadow of what they once were. They have become
corrupted by the very power they sought to give away. They bask in the glory and hero
worship of a people whose respect they are no longer worthy of. Their greed is greater
than the Magistrates their predecessors toppled. They survive on the power that their
Name conjures among commoner and Magistrate alike. They have become a self-
serving entity hidden behind the spectacular smokescreen of the Founding Tournament.
Should this great facade slip and the grand illusion be revealed who knows what the
consequences for Travar might be? But credit should be given where credit is due, they
put on one hell of a show.

— Cyanna the Earthweaver, Var’eidyllon Tara’var

The Closing brought great changes to the people of Travar, and the Body of Five
was no exception. When the Guild Master of the Body of Five announced the citadel’s
closing, he knew the Magistrates would hunt down their organization. By the time of
the Water Rebellion, the Body of Five agreed their original purpose of unlocking the
secrets of the Ivory Codex had been superseded, and their research should remain
hidden for the time being. No new members would be told of Ayesha or the Ivory
Codex, for there was no longer a need to research long buried texts seeking protection
from astral threats. This time is known as the Forgetting.

Forgetting was easier than expected. By the time the worst ravages of the Scourge
passed, the Body of Five bore little resemblance to the organization they once were.
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They no longer resided in the ancient towers that gave Travar its Name, but in large,
perfectly manicured estates in the city. Their headquarters is no longer a hidden
chamber deep under Travar, but the Guild House Tower, one of the most prominent
towers in the city. The people of Travar idolize them as saviors, protectors, and
custodians of the Founding Tournament, an event that has come to define Travar.

Many believe five individuals are solely responsible for the Founding Tournament,
but the Body of Five consists of more than five magicians. The five guild members that
make up the permanent Council of Five, each one a master of a spellcasting Discipline,
wield the power and control the organization, but there are an unknown number of
apprentice magicians, other adepts, and mundane functionaries within its ranks.

The Body of Five is retained at huge expense, but the price is willingly paid. Their
primary function is to manage the Founding Tournament. The original purpose of the
Founding was to make the powerful and wealthy pay for the right to rule, a plain and
simple business transaction that could be understood by all. At some point in Travar’s
history, however, the Body of Five took responsibility for the collection of these
payments at their Guild House Tower to simplify matters and reduce bureaucracy.
This gave rise to a situation where those wanting power are directly paying those who
can put them there, leading to the corruption it was intended to prevent.

After the citadel opened, the Body of Five delivered a stroke of genius. They
decreed participants competing in the Arena must be available to aid Travar in times
of need. During the time of hiding, many would-be Magistrates championed their own
cause. With this new declaration, and with self-preservation in mind, the candidates
hired adepts to compete for them. With too few native adepts to meet the demand for
champions, adepts were drawn from across Barsaive by the lure of wealth and the .
prospect of earning the much-coveted title “Champion of Travar”

In one act, the Body of Five saved Travar the expense of building and maintaining
an army, and secured a self-sustaining source of power and wealth for themselves.
The Magistrates have a legal obligation to retain the services of the Body of Five,
written into the Code of Travar. In most places this would be corruption of the highest
order. In Travar, it is business as usual.

When the Body of Five is not dreaming up strange events to challenge those
competing in the tournament, they revel in a hedonistic celebrity lifestyle. They
delight in entertaining visiting dignitaries with great feasts and other lavish displays
of wealth and power. They are like a drug to those around them, fawning over them
and hoping to be seen receiving the slightest nod of recognition.

The Body of Five are serious about keeping the power they have accumulated,
and their organization is dedicated to that end. While the Founding Tournament has a
legitimate function, it is used to blind the masses to the Body of Five’s organized greed.
The individual wealth the Five accumulate each year would pay for the Founding
Tournament several times over. They buy loyalty through bribery and favors, often in
the form of complimentary tickets to the Founding. While the Five attempt to control
ticket distribution across the city, they are the worst offenders for abusing the process,
bribing those whose services they wish to retain with tickets to the tournament and
invitations to important social events.
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Each member of the Five, and some of the more influential members of the
organization, have their own personal security. The organization also has a small pool
of loyal adepts and lackeys to carry out whatever tasks the Five should set them.

While the Body of Five desire more power in Travar, they are held in check by
their own creation, the same thing that holds many of Travar enemies at bay. The
Champions swear loyalty to Travar and not the Body of Five, giving the Magistrates
the upper hand in the city’s behind-the-scenes power struggles. However, like the
merchants of Travar, the Body of Five can petition the Magistrates for aid from Travar’s
Champions, should the situation warrant it.

The Body of Five’s secondary function is to grant aid and advice to the public on
magical matters. Members of the public can request or petition the Body of Five in
the Guild House Tower. However, only matters of extreme importance are handled
directly by the Council of Five. All other tasks are delegated to other members of the
organization.

Every five weeks, the Body of Five holds a full council meeting to discuss business.
After council business concludes, they then hear the various pleas for aid on matters
of the arcane. As the Founding Tournament approaches, it becomes more difficult to
get an audience with the Five and, during the two weeks of the Founding Tournament,
it is impossible.

The Body of Five is led by the Guild Master, who only attends the full council
meetings, though they are kept informed of anything of importance. The position has
traditionally been permanent, though the Guild Master can step down if they choose.
When this happens, the new.Guild Master is chosen by mutual consent of the other
four members, and the former member’s chosen successor is usually granted the
vacant seat.

The Council Of Five

Oman Odestrus

Oman Odestrus is a powerful human Wizard and current Guild Master of the Body
of Five. Odestrus is not only a master of his Discipline, but also a master of deception.
He uses the sense of awe that his title has on others, bewitching them without the aid
of any magic.

Odestrus understands the people of Travar better than they understand
themselves, and understands the people’s perception of the Body of Five as key
to maintaining that hold over them. He knows everyone in Travar believes they
are destined for greatness, for those beliefs inspired him to rise through the ranks
of the Body of Five. Knowing how the people of Travar act and think allows him to
play to their strengths and weaknesses. Odestrus also understands this belief is a
phenomenon unique to Travar.

Odestrus enjoys his ostentatious lifestyle and happily foregoes his duties, leaving
them to others where possible. He is renowned for the number of courtesans he is
seen with, and while he enjoys their company, they are just for show, giving the gossip
mongers something to focus the public’s attention on. Odestrus’ guilty pleasure is
keepingslaves, something no one outside his household and the other council members
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know about. He knows it would damage
his reputation and tarnish his image if it
were discovered, which adds a degree of
excitement to the danger. His slaves are
kept well out of sight in his lavish villa,
which is in one of the most affluent areas
of Travar’s Great Divide.

The villa is more than just his
home. It is a place for conducting his
personal research and is well protected
by unusual creatures, many imported as
part of the Founding Tournament. His
personal study contains a magical portal
that teleports users directly into the
Guild House Tower. Called an Earth Gate,
the original Body of Five designed it
based on research from the Ivory Codex.

Odestrus only knows how they operate
and not the secrets of their construction
(see Magical Treasures, p. 288).

It has been traditional for members
ofthe Council of Five to take an apprentice
to succeed them when the time is right.

Odestrus is a pragmatic man and knows

the steps he took to get where he is. With that in mind, he has several apprentices,
each one carefully chosen for their mutual dislike of the others. The occasional subtle
hint at who may succeed him is enough to keep them at each other’s throats for years
and divert any individual designs they may have on his position.

Oman Odestrus styles himself an adventuring Wizard, despite being anything
but. He is commonly found wearing knee-high walking boots, fashionable pleated
breaches, and hooded tunic over which he wears faux leather segmented armor and a
waist sash. Topped off with a traveling cap and an ornate staff, he cuts an impressive
figure, and despite being in his early fifties, appears much younger. His shoulder
length hair always appears to be blowing in the wind, even when there isn’t any, and
his beard is always immaculately trimmed.

Thirteenth Circle Human Wizard
DEX: 6 STR: 6 TOU: 5
PER: 7 WIL: 7 CHA: 6

Artacus Carbh

If any member of the Body of Five could still be considered a protector and
defender of the people, it is Artacus Carbh. While he indulges in all the hedonistic
pursuits the trappings of wealth afford him, he truly lives for the Founding Tournament,
Travar, and its people. Carbh understands the founding principles of the tournament
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and what it truly means to the people of Travar. He dedicates his time, energy, and
funding into creating spectacular and devious challenges to test the Champions of the
Tournament, ensuring each event will be a crowd pleaser.

Carbh is constantly at odds with Iroldak Darklore’s insistence there is too
much pomp and ceremony in the tournament. He believes Darklore simply doesn’t
understand the founding principles of the tournament, and would like to see the
Founding become a gladiatorial blood fest, which Carbh will not allow to happen.

Each year after the Founding Tournament, Carbh can be found frequenting bars
and taverns in the city, discussing the various events and challenges. This makes him
popular with tavern owners and customers alike.

Carbh spends much of his time in the towers of his spacious home, located in the
Fifth Divide. His balcony provides an inspirational view of the Tournament Circle and
Arena, and it is here he organizes and plans events for the Tournament. Carbh may
be small in stature, but makes up for it with great enthusiasm and personality. His
in-depth knowledge of engineering, architecture, and the creatures of Barsaive are
impressive considering he is only in his late thirties and the youngest of the Five.

Always enthusiastic about his latest projects, Carbh always comes across as wildly
excited, and his pale skin and scruffy appearance just adds strength to his manic
reputation. During the Founding, however, his appearance is immaculate, his robes
tailored to allow him to wear his matching swords without impeding his movement.

Eighth Circle Human Wizard, Second Circle Warrior
DEX: 5 STR: 5 TOU: 6
PER: 7 WIL: 6 CHA: 7

Nymia Eldernight

Nymia is the only member of the Five who truly lives for the research possibilities
being part of such an organization can provide, and is the most dedicated to practicing
her Discipline. Unlike the others, her focus is unclouded, seeking knowledge for
knowledge’s sake alone. She foregoes much of the party lifestyle the others indulge
in, only taking part when Odestrus orders it, reluctantly appearing in public wearing
the latest fashion.

Nymia’s good looks have made her the natural, if reluctant, face of the Body of
Five. When not flying the flag for the Body of Five, Nymia is locked in her lab in the
Guild House Tower, or out in the field carrying out her research. Most of her research
centers on finding new and unusual ways to use True elements. Much of her research
finds use in the Founding Tournament each year.

Nymia has one apprentice, Ath'reil Tyke, who rarely leaves her side; giving rise to
rumors they are also lovers. Nymia lives in the Northern Divide, close to the Western
Gate, in a small, luxurious home protected by all manner of fiendish traps designed
around True elements.

Perhaps the most unusual of the Five, Nymia is a tall, slim woman sporting a
series of fiery sigils tattooed on her partially shaved head. The meaning of the tattoos
is known only to her, but they change color depending on her mood, matching the
green of her eyes one minute and the red of her hair the next. The nature of the
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tattoos suggests she spends time with
Travar’s fire miners over Death’s Sea, not
surprising given her Discipline.

Her long, dark red hair spills from
two topknots on the middle right of
her otherwise shaved head, then flows
around her neck and over her left
shoulder. Normally dressed in practical
work clothes, Nymia's appearance is
that of a tomboy, but when dressed in
her finery, her beauty is truly startling.
She is happiest on a trip into the field or
devising her next experiment.

Eighth Circle Human Elementalist
DEX:5 STR:5 TOU: 6
PER:8 WIL:6 CHA: 6

Auldwind Shadowsinger
As an ork, Auldwind Shadowsinger
is the only non-human Namegiver on the
Council of Five. He is, in fact, one of the
few orks within an organization almost
exclusively human. It is unclear whether .
this is by design, or just representative of the fact the most common Namegiver in
Travar is human.

Auldwind shamelessly covets the power Odestrus wields, not only over the Body
of Five, but Travar. A challenge to Odestrus’ position may not come from one of his
apprentices as he expects, but from within the Council of Five. Until the time is right,
Auldwind continues to build his power base by other means.

One of the few original covenants the Body of Five holds true to is the Equilibrium
Covenant. This dates to pre-Scourge days when the Body of Five divested themselves
of their trading assets. This was not only to reduce the likelihood of having to interact
with the Theran traders, but was a group commitment to focus their efforts into
research and remove the chance their trading interests would clash or create a power
struggle.

Each member of the Body of Five bends this rule to one degree or another
by investing in various business interests without openly engaging in trade. But
Auldwind, unknown to the others, has built a trading empire from the ground up. He
disguises his trading concerns through a series of shell companies, and makes good
use of his Discipline, masquerading as a merchant.

Auldwind’s merchant alter ego is known as Corbac Issang. He frequently visits the
Tower of Chorrolis trying to make sense of the trading language the other merchants
use so fluently. Auldwind has never taken any apprentices, and has resisted doing so,
believing an apprentice would just complicate his plans. He knows this status quo
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cannot last, however, and eventually Odestrus will insist he choose an apprentice
from the pool of willing candidates.

Auldwind'’s house sits amidst a beautifully manicured garden in the Great Divide.
While the garden is quite real, much of the sprawling manor is a series of powerful
illusions he has spent years crafting to his liking.

As an Illusionist, Aulwind’s appearance is what he wants it to be, depending on
who is doing the looking or what character he is masquerading as. Entering middle
age, he smooths over his imperfections, his cracked tusks appear unblemished, and
his eyes full of fire and emotion. He likes to keep everyone guessing, even when on
official business.

When masquerading as a merchant, he appears as a young, filthy rich ork. As
an accomplished Illusionist Aulwind knows he only needs to bend the truth a little
to create the perfect deception. Aulwind claims to have attained Ninth Circle in his
Discipline, but this is just another part of his future play against Odestrus .

Eleventh Circle Ork Illusionist
DEX: 5 STR: 7 TOU: 6
PER: 8 WIL: 6 CHA: 6

Iroldak Darklore

Iroldak pushes to make the Founding Tournament more deadly each year,
believing there is not enough real danger involved in many of the events. Iroldak cares
nothing for the Tournament itself, except how it makes him ridiculously wealthy. Of
all the Five, he contributes the least simply because his ideas and suggestions are
considered too grim for the spirit of the Tournament.

When not keeping up appearances as Odestrus’s macabre sidekick, Iroldak
spends his wealth collecting artifacts. He recently discovered a book called Discipline
of the Spirit, a pre-Scourge treatise on Nethermancy written by a powerful follower
of the Discipline.

The book recounts the persecution of Nethermancers before the Scourge. It also
describes safe havens created in a location known as the Valley of Souls, by a group
of Nethermancers called the Lost Circle. Iroldak believes this mysterious valley is
located close to Travar, and is determined to discover its location. To this end, Iroldak
spends his wealth organizing expeditions to explore the surrounding area.

Currently, Iroldak does not have any apprentices. His last two died during
separate expeditions to the edge of the Badlands in search of the mysterious valley.
Iroldak once had a large pool of willing apprentices, but rumors regarding the unusual
circumstances of their peers’ deaths led to that pool drying up.

Like many of his Discipline, Iroldak feels a greater affinity with the spirit world
than the physical. Despite this, he realizes he cannot afford to alienate people and
goes out of his way to maintain a public presence, including living in a large villa in the
wealthiest part of the Great Divide where he receives important guests.

Iroldak Darklore is lean and wiry from his long expeditions looking for the Valley
of Souls, a far cry from the rotund man he was a year ago. His sharp facial features and
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long, tightly plaited hair stand in stark contrast to how he once looked. He is enjoying
some anonymity in the streets, at least until the upcoming Founding Tournament.

In his early forties, Iroldak has a new-found purpose and is only now realizing
that despite being one of the longest serving members of the Council of Five, he has
barely advanced in his Discipline during that period.

Sixth Circle Human Nethermancer
DEX: 6 STR: 6 TOU: 6
PER: 7 WIL: 7 CHA: 6

The Guild House Tower

The Guild House Tower is a grandiose structure of towering marble topped with
a golden dome, standing like a silent sentinel over Travar. At the top of the dome is
a pylon supporting a large, beautifully carved, multi-faceted light crystal that can be
seen for many miles in all directions. The light burns throughout the night and is used
by airship crews to easily locate Travar in the dark.

The tower is one of a handful that is so tall their golden domes soar above the
frequent morning mists that rise off the Byrose River. Airship crews can see the rising
sun reflecting off the dome from a great distance and pinpoint Travar. Hanging from
the top of the tower, just below the dome, are the flags and banners of the city of
Travar.

At street level, the tower is notable for its pentagonal base and the red-glazed
sigil of the Body of Five emblazoned above the grand entrance. The sigil depicts five
serpentine bodies with the heads of dragons, each chasing and snapping at the tails of .
the others around a figure-eight design.

The tower is where the Body of Five carries out much of their research, and where
the plans for the Founding Tournament are drawn up and secured. The tower is a
fortress and only the ground floor accessible by normal means. The rest of the tower,
which holds the research labs and artifact rooms, is only accessible by the Earth Gate
located on the top floor; even the windows are a simple ornamental fagade. The Body
of Five holds Guild Council meetings within the privacy of the tower.

The tower is where people come to petition the Body of Five for advice and aid on
magical matters. The public frequently seeks advice on the Badlands, in the mistaken
belief the Body of Five are still the protectors they once were. The Body of Five only
offers simple advice on that matter, as the Council believes it beyond their remit
and a problem the Magistrates need to address. The only interest in the Badlands
comes from Iroldak Darklore, who is exploring its fringes looking for lore lost to his
Discipline during the Scourge.

Situated on the ground floor, the Office of the Guild is a large pentagonal room
with a throne sitting behind a desk that resembles an altar. Both sit on a dais opposite
the entrance, in what is otherwise a spartan room. Here Rupert Rostan, a Wizard who
manages the guild’s public relations, presides behind the desk taking note of public
requests, collecting suggestions on future tournament events, and most importantly,
registering any candidates for Magistrate along with their champions.
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The Office of the Guild has an enchantment causing the hairs on the back of the
neck to rise, and projects a sense of might and awe on all those who enter. The room
is also kept unnaturally cold to dissuade casual loiterers, for there is always a steady
line of petitioners. As individuals enter, an orb of light detaches from a cluster of orbs
lighting the room and hovers above their head, denoting who is next in line. Rostan
can control these orbs, which have many functions. With a command from Rostan
they can plunge the room into darkness, attack as swarm, or seek help from other
members of the Body of Five.

Rupert Rostan

Odestrus once had Rostan in his sights as a prospective apprentice until he
realized just how good the man was at his job. Rostan is a victim of his own efficiency,
and now the public’s permanent point of contact with the Body of Five. Rostan knows
he has been overlooked for promotion, but doesn’t care as he enjoys working in the
Guild House Tower, which comes with its own benefits. While he tries to be fair with
those who come to petition the Body of Five for help, his station allows him to grant an
audience with the Council of Five. This gives him almost as much power and influence
as being on the Council itself.

THE CITY WATCH

In the past, the Body of Five maintained order, and the Magistrates’ Council
assumed those duties when the Therans ruled the city. With the early closing, brutal
reprisals by the Therans and.their Throalic lackeys, and the Water Riots, tempers in
Travar burned hotter than True fire and order needed to be restored. The Body of Five
created the City Watch, with native citizens in charge.

Many Therans and their sympathizers were trapped in Travar, and action was
needed to prevent them from attempting to overthrow the Body of Five. High-ranking
officials implicated in atrocities were sentenced to indenture. Theran soldiers of low
rank were given the option of joining the City Watch under blood oath or likewise
face indenture. High-ranking officers and those whose actions were the cruelest were
executed, for the people demanded nothing less.

The City Watch Today

Undermanned, underfunded, and spread dangerously thin, the City Watch is
unrelenting in its commitment to the job, and its watchmen are a constant presence
on the city streets and walls. By anyone’s standards, they are well groomed; renowned
for taking pride in their appearance while carrying out their duties. Those new to the
city often mistake their outward appearance for an unwillingness to get their hands
dirty or pursue their duties. This is a mistake only made once, for while there may be
few City Watch, they make up for it in skill, and an uncanny ability to appear just as a
crime is taking place.

This is often the result of rivalry between trading houses. When a merchant
uncovers a misdeed by a rival, they pass the information to one of their contacts in
the Watch rather than act themselves and risk retaliation.
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The starched uniforms and polished armor belie how tough Travar’s watchmen
are. They not only have experience dealing with criminals, but other threats to the
city as well. On the increasing number of occasions something threatens the city
from the Badlands, it is the City Watch that keeps such creatures at bay until Travar’s
Champions arrive.

The Road Wardens

The Magistrates’ Council has long resisted calls to increase the size and funding
of the City Watch, believing doing so threatens the perception of Travar’s neutrality in
the region. The Magistrates recognize Travar’s neutrality plays an important economic
role and any rash decisions jeopardizing this position could be financially devastating.

With the increasing instability across Barsaive, however, bandit raids on merchant
caravans have increased. Traditionally patrolled, protected, and maintained by the
dwarfs of Throal, the well-established trade routes between Travar and Throal were
once the safest in Barsaive. With the recent political strife in the dwarf kingdom,
Throalic patrols have increased in size, but decreased in frequency and range. To quell
the growing unquiet from the great merchant houses, the Magistrates have agreed to
address the issue and trial a new unit of the City Watch known as the Road Wardens.

Travar’s Road Wardens are a small mounted unit fresh off the training grounds
and have yet to be tested. They currently patrol the trade roads following a four
hundred mile stretch of the banks of the Byrose River, much of which passes through
dangerous regions. The new unit is currently limited to a scouting and assistance role,
rather than a combat one. ;

The wardens’ role is to maintain a presence and track the growing number of .
bandit groups, sending word to nearby caravans. Once threats have been identified
and tracked down, the Magistrates intend to harness the capabilities of Travar’s
Champions. As part of the deal struck by the Magistrate’s Council, the Road Wardens,
and Champions working with them, can make use of the basic facilities at coaching
houses owned by House Halla free of charge.
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The City Watch and Travar’s Champions

Interactions between Travar’s Champions and the City Watch can be unpredictable.
Problems can arise when overzealous Champions decide to handle a crime as part
of their service. Technically the Watch has jurisdiction over law enforcement, but
Champions are given significant latitude by their position in Travar’s culture. When
disputes come before arbiters, the Champion’s patron will, as they often do, influence
the outcome.

The Watch returns the favor by asserting authority over duels fought by
Champions, especially during the run up to the Founding Tournament. Some see this
behavior as bad blood between the Watch and the Champions, but Champions provide
significant support driving off threats from the Badlands. Apart from the occasional
personal grudge, there is little real animosity.

The Hounds of Travar

The During the early years of the Scourge a young man called Jurl Heartsong
hurried through the streets of Travar. It was a dark time for the city and its people
were living in a state of terror. It was the time of the Midnight Murders and there was a
strict curfew. Eager to beat the curfew, Jurl took a shortcut down a back alley. In doing
so, he happened upon a dog fighting ring. Overcome with anger at the cruelty he was
witnessing, Jurl intervened to rescue the dogs. Unfortunately, Jurl was no match for
the thugs running the fight and he suffered grievous wounds for his efforts.

The City Watch found Jurl near death and brought him to the Sanctum of Garlen.
When Jurl had recovered, he discovered the two fighting dogs waiting for him. Jurl had
undergone a spontaneous initiation as a Beastmaster.

Without understanding what had occurred, Jurl sought out others like himself.
On hearing his story, they were as eager to teach as Jurl was to learn. Before long, Jurl
had gathered many abandoned or abused dogs, cats, and other animals, nursing each
one back to health.

When one of the murders occurred in Jurl’s neighborhood, he swore to protect his
own, and went hunting with his pack. Where the City Watch failed, Jurl and his pack
captured the Midnight Murderer. Jurl became an overnight celebrity in Travar.

In recognition of Jurl’s achievements, and realizing the potential of combining
trained animals and skilled handlers, the Magistrates offered to feed the Beastmaster’s
pack if he agreed to lead a unit of City Watch. Jurl agreed on the condition that animal
protection laws were added to the Code of Travar, for he had not forgotten the cruelty
he had witnessed in that back alley. The Beastmaster became formally known as The
First Master of Hounds and his legacy lives on through The Hounds of Travar.

The Hounds of Travar consist of several specialized units, each with their own
pack of highly trained dogs. The current Master of Hounds is a Beastmaster Named
Bhrell Threeclaws. Each unit consists of specially trained, chosen men, often bolstered
by Novice Beastmaster adepts.

The Hounds of Travar are rarely encountered without their faithful dogs. The
animals are highly regarded, not just beasts trained to fetch and attack. The dogs are
particularly popular with children who try to feed them. The dogs are trained not to
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accept food from strangers, in case it is poisoned, a foul trick often attributed to Kratan
thieves, but occasionally the dogs are allowed a particularly tasty treat.

The Air Marshals :

The Air Marshals are a special unit of the City Watch and have a similar command .
structure. At the top is Air Warden Gardius Drimsby. Air Warden is a Watch rank and
does not indicate status attained in a Discipline. While the members of the air patrol
are commonly known as Air Marshals, the captain of each ship holds the official rank
of Air Marshal, roughly equivalent to the rank of sergeant in the City Watch.

The Air Marshals were founded after Travar’s airships suffered attacks from
flying Horrors, marauding Crystal Raiders, and, on one occasion, a dragon. Realizing
a small air force was a must, the trading houses petitioned the Magistrates to create
a dedicated City Watch unit to fulfill this role. While agreeing in principle, the
Magistrates balked at the cost of such a venture and the idea was shelved until the
trading houses began to talk of building their own private escort fleets.
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Not having such forces under their control was unthinkable, and the Magistrates
saw this as a direct challenge to their power. Eventually, a deal was struck. On behalf of
the people, the Magistrates would supply facilities and cover the costs of recruitment,
training, and wages, while the merchant houses would shoulder the cost of funding
the construction of the patrol ships. Both parties would contribute annually to the
upkeep of the ships and facilities. This gave all parties a shared interest and sense of
ownership, and more importantly, it made the Magistrates look good by enhancing
Travar’s defenses at minimal cost to the taxpayer.

Unfortunately, inter-house bickering took hold when houses started poaching
high-ranking members of the Air Marshals to crew their own growing fleets, leaving
the air patrols crewed mostly by inexperienced air sailors. It was not long before the
Magistrates got involved. Arbitration failed, and the Magistrates declared, for the
good of the city, no trading house could employ anyone who had worked as an Air
Marshal during the previous three years. In response, the trading houses withdrew
their support and funding. Not wanting to lose face, the Magistrates increased the
city’s funding, but it was never enough to compensate for the generous contributions
of the trading houses.

The Air Marshals were once drawn from the ranks of the Air Sailor and Sky Raider
Disciplines, along with non-adepts who could pass the rigorous training required to
join. Today, however, mostly volunteers and impressed criminals fill the ranks. The
Air Marshals and Air Warden Drimsby have special dispensation allowing them to call
on the men at arms of the City Watch when fighting muscle is required. As with other
organizations in Travar, they may petition the Magistrates’ Council for help from the
Champions of Travar.

The Air Marshals’ main duty is to protect airships entering or leaving Travar’s
airspace, which extends well beyond the city’s land boundaries. Airships can expect
to be escorted as far as the foothills of the Thunder Mountains to the east, the Serpent
River to the north, and the source of the Byrose River in the south. The air patrols
will not venture into the foothills of the Dragon Mountains, or west into the Badlands
without very good reason.

Merchants seeking escort for their airships must give the Air Marshals a minimum
of two hours’ notice. By tradition, a runner from the docking facility brings news of
the departing or arriving ship. On receipt of the notice, one or more drakkars are
prepared. If not enough airmen are on duty. runners are sent out to call them in. It
is unusual for vessels to leave Travar at night, but because of delays or inclement
weather, it Is not uncommon for ships to arrive after dark.

Gardius Drimsby

Travar’s long suffering Air Warden, Gardius Drimsby, has a job no one envies and
that is why he has held the job for more than twenty years. Only his loyalty to Travar
and love of airships keeps him from finding more highly paid employment elsewhere.
Travar produces some of the best air sailors in Barsaive, adepts and non-adepts alike,
which makes them highly sought after. The large merchant houses pay premium
wages and this leaves the Air Marshals with less skilled and otherwise undesirable
novice sailors.
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This puts Drimsby in an almost impossible situation. He is personally responsible
for the safety of airships, cargo, and aircrew while they are in Travar’s airspace,
but when something goes wrong, as it is more likely to with inexperienced airmen,
compensation is drawn from his operating budget. This has made Drimsby adept in
the city’s politics and he often grants favors or takes bribes to look the other way
simply to keep the patrol ships flying.

Between city politics and his other responsibilities, Drlmsby rarely sets foot on
an airship. He often wishes something would happen to make the trading houses
and Magistrates see sense. During the war, Drimsby had a clandestine arrangement
with Omasu to carry agents of the Liferock Rebellion and allowed them to gather
intelligence while escorting trading vessels. This deal went a long way to cover the
costs of proper repairs to the aging fleet of patrol boats.

Despite the hardships of his position, Drimsby is immaculately turned out each
day for duty. His aged uniform is pressed, his armor polished, and his beard and
long hair are groomed to perfection. The same cannot be said for the rest of the Air
Marshals, most of whom have no uniform or equipment whatsoever. For the past
several years, Drimsby has resorted to recruiting criminals arrested by the Watch to
fill the ranks and is determined to do whatever it takes to keep his airships flying.
Administration of the docks takes up almost all Drimsby’s time and he rarely gets to
do what he enjoys most, captaining an airship.

Sixth Circle Dwarf Air Sailor
DEX: 5 STR: 5 TOU: 6
PER: 6 WIL: 6 CHA: 6
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PEACHES

"~ but he was quite sure Verhamil hated him with equal vigor. Its people were a
miserable bunch, inward looking and suspicious, and gave no thought to the
future. The only thing that made them happy was their disdain for trading with the
town at the other end of the valley. Sure, they purchased the fresh produce and goods,
but trade attracted strangers, who were treated with even greater disdain than Kyrell.
Few returned a second time.

The Scourge was hard on everybody, but in Verhamil the people appeared to be
unable or unwilling to step out of the past. Many still preferred to dwell in the old kaer.
Kyrell was the exception. Verhamil had been an orchard town before the Scourge. As
if anyone could remember the orchards anyway. Now, instead of picking fruit, the
people herded sheep. Kyrell hated sheep as much as the rest of the townsfolk, but
if he heard them lament the orchards, blossom festivals, cider, or peaches one more
time, he would snap.

Well, maybe not Peaches. Visiting Peaches was the reason Kyrell had become a
merchant. She was the reason Kyrell first visited the neighboring town. She was the
reason most people visited. Peaches was what the town’s folk called her. Like most
men, Kyrell had hoped to catch her eye. Instead he found a market for the fleece
produced in Verhamil.

It was during one of these visits to see Peaches that Kyrell had met Grinjin
Hammerheart, a merchant from the city of Travar. Grinjin told him he had encountered
many towns and villages like Verhamil, each one full of fear and suspicion. Grinjin said
the best way to open up a community was through trade. He believed trade could go a
long way to help heal the scars of the Scourge. Grinjin told Kyrell tales of the merchant
city of Travar, its gleaming white walls, towers so tall the clouds had to pay a toll just
to pass over them, and streets gleaming with gold. Grinjin explained how Travar’s
people were merchants before any other consideration, how they were destined for
greatness, and how they were constantly striving to better themselves. Kyrell was
smitten.

It would seem, however, either Kyrell was not the merchant he thought he was,
or Grinjin was simply wrong, for trade was having the opposite effect. The villagers
referred to him as Chorrolis’s whore. Kyrell had simply given up. Feeling ostracized,
he made the decision to travel to Travar. At least there he could be with people he
could understand. Grinjin told him as a merchant, Chorrolis would guide and inspire
him, and profit would follow. Kyrell left Verhamil with a full purse and as many fleeces
as he could pull on his small cart.

Riverboat was the quickest way from Verhamil to Travar, and it turned out it to
be the most expensive. Kyrell abandoned his cart, for at the price the t'skrang captain

K yrell hated Verhamil. He often felt guilty about that, since it was his hometown,
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was asking, he could buy a new one in Travar. It soon became clear river travel did not
agree with Kyrell, and the captain, unable to convince him death was not imminent,
put him ashore with his bale of fleeces. After the sickness had passed, Kyrell sat on his
bale looking up and down the length of an old Theran trade road, unsure just how far
it was to Travar, or in which direction it lay.

It was then he was sure Death had placed a hand on his shoulder for a second
time that day. The horsemen came out of the trees without sound or warning. Kyrell
had heard the rumors of scorchers and highwaymen, but was unsure in which
category the new arrivals should be placed. Kyrell cowered behind his fleece bale as
the horsemen galloped toward him. Moments before they reached him they split to
either side, continuing past without so much as a by your leave.

It was then Kyrell noticed the slow rumbling sound. Thinking at first it was
the same sound he could often hear emanating from the Thunder Mountains near
Verhamil, it soon became clear it came from the wall of dust sweeping down the old
trade road toward him. Another group of horsemen soon became visible in the dust
cloud. Behind the horsemen was the largest wagon Kyrell had ever seen. Pulled by
eight powerful horses, it creaked and groaned under the weight of goods it carried.
The large wagon was followed by two dozen more, which were followed, in turn, by a
rag tag group consisting of more than a hundred wagons and carts of all shapes and
sizes, drawn by all manner of beasts. The number of wagons was beyond anything
Kyrell could have imagined in all Barsaive, let alone traveling together.

At various intervals, stern faced guards walked alongside the caravan. Each one
eyed him through a fine film of gray dust while Kyrell stood there looking stupefied. It
wasn't long before one merchant with a half laden wagon was touting what free space
he had left. After some bartering, Kyrell reduced the toll to a price he could ill afford,
but he had little choice. Despite the feeling he had just been robbed, he was grateful
for the ride and a traveling companion. Later that day, Kyrell learned he traveled with
one of Barsaive’s greatest trading outfits, the Overland Trading Company.

On the sixth day of travel Kyrell got his first glimpse of Travar. Through the early
morning mist of the Byrose River, something Kyrell had grown accustomed to, he
could just see the reflection of the sun on the golden-domed towers. As the mist lifted,
the white walls of Travar came into view, rising skyward out of the surrounding land.
The merchant Kyrell traveled with pointed out what Kyrell was seeing was not the
walls, but the tallest buildings, each one constructed of the same white stone. It was
only after several more miles that Kyrell could see the truth of the merchant’s words.

Hidden by distance, or the lay of the land, the walls slowly came into view and
behind them the buildings he had mistaken for walls. The closer they approached
Travar, the taller the buildings appeared, as if rising to meet the sky in greeting. The
caravan skirted several villages as it traveled the sparsely populated riverbank, but
now, only a mile or so from the city, the shores were full of life and industry. Kyrell
was astonished. One great foundry belched purple smoke that hung low over the river,
just waiting for a breath of wind to carry it away. Kyrell learned the locals called this
smoke Xoros’ Breath. Ahead, Kyrell could see a sea of tents between the city and the
river docks, but the caravan had changed course, breaking away from the river toward
the northernmost of the city’s gates.
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It appeared to Kyrell the closer one came to Death’s Sea, the greater Death’s sense
of humor became, for the third time in his journey he was sure Death had come for
him. One minute the sun was shining brightly, and the next it was blotted out, casting
the road in twilight’s shadow. Looking up, Kyrell expected to see a dark cloud passing
in front of the sun. Instead he saw a red ribbed beast passing only meters above his
head. Kyrell would have thrown himself from the wagon if fear had not rooted him to
the seat. The beast passed swiftly, allowing him to see it for what it was: an airship,
something he had only before seen from a great distance. He never admitted to anyone
he thought it was a dragon.
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Fear was overcome by awe as the vessel drifted along the great thoroughfare
known as Chorrolis’s March. Mayhem reigned at the gate market, and bartering
raged in every part of the market. Merchants battled each other for customers, and
customers battled merchants for a bargain. Kyrell did not know people could make
such a din, though, admittedly, there were more people than he had ever seen before.

The further down the thoroughfare, the taller the buildings became until the
merchant stopped, telling Kyrell this was a far as he went. For the second time in a
week, Kyrell sat on his bale of fleeces looking up and down an ancient road, wondering
in which direction he should go. It was only then Kyrell noticed many of the buildings
and walls draped with great vines of brilliant white flowers, suggesting images of
the much-lamented Verhamil orchard blossom. Kyrell stopped a merchant who
explained the flowers were part of the Festival of Color in the run up to the Founding
Tournament. The merchant also directed him to a wool merchant and an inn where he
could find a room for the night.

What Kyrell had believed his fleeces to be worth and what he got for them were
altogether two different things. Travar imported large quantities of fleece each year
and the small amount he offered was barely worth the merchant’s effort and most
certainly not his own. Dejected and in need of a good meal and a bed, Kyrell found the
inn. The meal was as delicious as it was cheap, perhaps the low price making it taste
all the better. The same could not be said for the room, which was more than Kyrell
had left in his purse. After some hard bargaining, he managed to arrange for a space
in the stables with several other recent arrivals in the city.

Kyrell slept late the next. morning, woken by excited voices passing in the street
outside. Forgoing a breakfast he could ill afford, Kyrell joined the throngs making
their way to the Arena. Perhaps there was still a bargain to be found. A ticket, it
turned out, would cost enough for any sane Namegiver to retire on and Kyrell soon
gave up hope of entering. The exterior of the Arena was the most stunning piece of
architecture Kyrell had ever seen, and the Founding Circle surrounding it was likely
a sight to behold as well, but for the crowd of people. In addition to the sea of people
filling the Founding Circle, the tallest buildings overlooking the plaza were festooned
with people hanging from every available window, balcony, and rooftop. Every piece
of vertical space was crammed with cheering Namegivers waving colored banners,
looking to catch a glimpse of the action in the Arena.

Kyrell did not share the crowd’s enthusiasm. When the sky above the Arena
flashed with red and purple light, sparking waves of celebration outside the Arena,
Kyrell was wandering the now deserted side streets. This was not the Travar Grinjin
had described to him, or at least not how he had imagined it. The people of Travar
were cut from different cloth, of that much he was sure.

Wandering aimlessly, Kyrell didn’t see or hear the wagon speeding along the
cobbled street, and the driver’s warning came much too late. The wagon didn’t even
stop. Kyrell landed in stall full of rotten fruit, much of which had grown a beard any
dwarf would have been proud of. Kyrell realized he was in front of the barracks,
outside of which stood several sets of stocks, each holding a struggling Namegiver.
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“A silver, a silver for the lot,” said a fruit seller pointing to the mound of rotten fruit
that had broken Kyrell’s fall. Kyrell laughed; there weren’t even any people about to
throw fruit at the prisoners.

A merchant reached down and helped Kyrell to his feet. He was dressed in
fine robes like Kyrell often imagined himself wearing one day. Kyrell almost didn’t
recognize Grinjin.

“I was going to buy the lot,” Grinjin said, “but you seem to have ruined them.”
Grinjin held a soggy piece of fruit in front of him. “Still they have their uses,” he said
before winking and moving to browse another stall.

Kyrell could smell the sweet scent of the crushed fruit and a slight hint of
fermenting alcohol. He felt giddy and unsteady on his feet. When he turned to speak to
Grinjin, the merchant was gone, and realization dawned on Kyrell. Filled with a sense
of purpose, Kyrell knew it didn’'t matter if the fruit was rotten, he wanted the seed
stones. He had never seen one before, but now he knew what they were. Peaches!







THE GREAT TRADING HOUSES

The merchants of the great trading houses inspire the people of Travar, instilling

a sense of greatness and a hunger to reach for the unattainable. They are idolized by
the masses unable see past the facade, and they are demonized by those who glimpse
behind the veil. Those who idolize them should know they did not get where they are
without being ruthless. In their pursuit of profit, they shape Travar as a glacier shapes

a mountain valley. Anything that blocks their path is either crushed or pushed aside.

Those who demonize them should know without them, Travar would be nothing,
another backwater at best, and at worst, a forlorn post-Scourge ruin. In another time
or place, these are the men who would be kings.
e The Second Cycle, Three of Five, Var’eidyllon Tara’var e

ON TRADING HOUSES AND COMPANIES

t would take several books to detail the many trading entities in Travar, so only
'Ithe largest and most noteworthy are described here. Even those referred to as

minor trading houses should not be underestimated, for their power and wealth
is staggering. Gamemasters are encouraged to add to and expand on those presented
below.

The terms trading house, company, and merchant are sometimes used
interchangeably in Travar, but as described under Trade Law in Chapter 3 (page 40),
there are legal and social differences between trading houses and companies.

The trading houses of Travar, regardless of their size, are merchant family
dynasties, many of which date back to before the Scourge. They are set in their ways,
and have their own customs and traditions. Some boast past Magistrates in their
family heritage. They are not, however, considered noble families in the same way as
the houses of Throal.

On the other hand, Travar’s trading companies are run by individual merchants
and may have any number of investors in the company’s endeavors. Most companies
do not survive the merchants who founded them. Their assets are broken up between
individual investors, or bought outright by the trading houses. Some companies are
consortiums and cartels operating outof Travar and the surrounding area. Consortiums
often attract smaller merchant outfits because they offer advice on exporting goods
and run regular wagon trains, riverboats, and even chartered airships on behalf of
their members.

The great trading houses do not just buy and sell goods in greater quantities
than the smaller merchants and traders. They also create trading opportunities and
demand for goods where none previously existed. They invest in new products and
strive to improve on what already exists. Travar’s shipyards are testament to this, and
produce some of the finest airships, using cutting edge designs. The largest trading
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houses of Travar have their fingers in every pie, lest a business opportunity pass them
by.

Travar’s trading houses are likened to the foundation stones on which the city is
built. They support the people and culture, and without them, Travar would not be
the city it is today. The opposite is also true, for, without Travar, the trading houses
would be little more than shop keepers struggling to earn a pittance, and the citizens
little more than beggars and farmers scratching out a living. Travar instills a sense of
greatness and the trading houses are a manifestation of this. Travar and the trading
houses have become part of the same pattern. Remove one and the other would surely
unravel.

Collectively, the trading houses hold more power across Barsaive than many
governments, and have influence in places it is not always welcome. They drive the
economy in Travar and the surrounding area. Even well beyond the city walls, their
presence is felt.

Trade is the source of Travar’s power and influence, which, if not wielded wisely,
could prove its undoing. Travar’s power and wealth helped it survive the Scourge.
That same power and wealth nurtured the greed and avarice that almost destroyed
the city from within. Today, this power attracts Travar’s enemies to its gates, but also
holds them back, hesitant to strike lest they damage their own interests, or bring the
wrath of others down upon them.

Travar’s merchants pursue peace and profit, though many would argue the
ordering of that statement. Through its merchants and trading houses, Travar follows
a path of personal peace where others walk a path of war. There is a saying in Travar,
“By weight or by measure, soldiers and merchants do not prosper in the same market.”
Critics point out, however, Travar’s merchant houses are more than happy to outfit
an army if the price is right. Travar is renowned for avoiding martial conflict, but its
merchants will fight to protect their bottom line.

Travar’s merchants excel at finding another way, even in domestic matters.
For this reason, Travar’s companies and trading houses are often considered a law
unto themselves. They frequently abuse their wealth and influence at the expense
of the individual, buying their own brand of justice when required. Travar’s trading
houses get away with things that land an average citizen in the slave pens. Merchant
companies push the limits of the Code of Travar, and rarely let ethics affect their
bottom line. Fortunately, any that truly step over the line can expect to be dealt with
in the harshest manner. Travar’s citizens have a history of tolerance, but when pushed
to breaking point, they have brought even the greatest trading houses to their knees.

The Founding Tournament and current system of government are a result of
the people’s righteous indignation at unscrupulous trading houses just before the
Scourge. As strange as the Founding may seem to outsiders, the process and expense
of becoming a Magistrate tends to promote wise leadership, weeding out those prone
to reckless gambling. As all but a few of Travar’s Magistrates have been powerful
merchants or members of the great trading houses, this leadership ensures future
profitability for individuals, their trading houses, and Travar.

The Founding is the best example of how Travar, the great trading houses, and
the people are interconnected. The Founding has become a spectacle that attracts
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thousands of visitors to the city each year and generates vast wealth. Among these
thousands are adepts who take part in the tournament and pledge to defend Travar.
Travar’s enemies fear these adepts, and they are one of the reasons Travar has been at
peace for so long. While peace lasts, Travar and its people continue to profit.

Most trading houses indulge in friendly rivalry and show an outward fagade of
unity and cooperation, but cutthroat competition does not allow for true friends. On
the other hand, many profitable enterprises are joint ventures between rival trading
houses. Profit has a way of smoothing the rough edges in most relationships, and the
trading houses are no exception.

A few trading houses display open contempt for each other and wage clandestine
war against their rivals inside and outside the city. Occasionally, a trade dispute
becomes something more serious, leading to open hostilities in the streets. Travar’s
merchants may pursue peace with their neighbors, but they don’t always practice
what they preach with each other. There are only so many seats at the table, and the
trading houses will fight tooth and nail to keep their positions.

The preferred method of easing hostilities between trading houses or individual
merchants is mediation. Mediation can involve the Magistrates, especially if the Code
of Travar has been breached, but this can have its own repercussions and is often a
last resort. Most parties prefer mediation from their peers in the Tower of Commerce
(p.- 182).

THE SYNOD
arring a few exceptions, Travar’s Magistrates and their representatives come
from the city’s wealthiest and most powerful merchants and trading houses.
This mix of business and politics gives them a range of contacts and connections
across Barsaive. Each merchant in Travar has a network of contacts, which collectively
span the province. Travar’s merchants use this network to conduct trade and gather
information on their rivals to gain a competitive edge. While this network exists
primarily because of trade, this information is vital to the security of Travar.
This network of contacts has become a gestalt that functions as Travar’s eyes and
ears. The central hub of this network is the Tower of Commerce, and is known simply
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as the Synod. The Synod is not a specific group or organization, but the gathering
of individual merchants as they rub shoulders, passing information as they conduct
their day-to-day business.

Travar does not have an official intelligence service, instead relying on information
gathered through the Synod. The contacts of every trading house, company, and
merchant are interacting with one another across Barsaive, even if they don’t realize
it, passing along information in various forms. On top of this, trading companies
regularly spy on rival merchants. The daily interaction of the Synod allows for plots
against Travar to be uncovered, and the Magistrates rely on the Synod to root out
Travar’s enemies.

Most in Barsaive don’t understand the Synod the way Travar’s merchants do.
Many have tried to manipulate it or glean information from it and failed. The complex
language of trade Travar’s merchants use in the Tower of Commerce can take years to
master, especially for those not native to Travar. It must be experienced and learned
rather than taught.

The language has two main components. The first is verbal and easily understood
if the individual can speak Throalic, which, along with a smattering of Theran, makes
up the bulk of Travar’s local language.

The second component is difficult to master, and comes only from time spent
interacting with the merchants of the Synod. This is because the language is actually
instead highly specialized jargon. Understanding this aspect requires knowledge
of the other merchants of the Synod and their dealings. This includes a specialized
sign language that allows merchants to communicate prices and other relevant
information across a raucous trading floor.

This is why those who try to learn the language—even with magic—often
misinterpret what they see and hear. They lack the background knowledge and
understanding that informs conversations in the Synod.

The Synod is the by-product of thousands of personal trade connections. Its
strength and resilience are due to no reliance on any one person or organization.
However, its strength is also its weakness. Should some event reduce the ability of
Travar’s merchants to trade across Barsaive, the Synod becomes less useful as an
information resource. This was the case during the Orichalcum Wars. While Travar
didn’t suffer much in the way of physical attack, trade across Barsaive was greatly
reduced and for the first time the halls of the Tower of Commerce fell silent.

The Synod is not a finely tuned entity, like the Eye of Throal or Holders of Trust.
It cannot turn the focus of its collective attention to some vital task at a moment’s
notice. Despite the number of plots against Travar that have been uncovered, it is not
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unheard of that wider events take Travar by surprise; such as the K'tenshin attack
that resulted in the Battle of Wharf’s End or the landing of the Triumph at the Ayodhya
Liferock. The Synod’s greatest weakness is the greed of the merchants themselves.
Information learned is often put aside if it poses no direct threat to Travar, especially
if not acting on it gives someone a business edge.

One merchant discovered scorchers exiled from Cara Fahd lay in wait along a
popular trade route. The merchant realized one of his rivals was due to travel the
route. Instead of informing the authorities, he delayed the release of his information,
letting his rival walk into the hands of the scorchers. Unfortunately, the scorchers
were lying in wait not for a trading caravan, but for a dignitary from Throal with
whom they held a grudge. The dignitary was killed in the ambush and when it came
to light the attack could have been prevented, the result was several months of frosty
relations with Throal.

Before the arrival of Triumph, the merchants of Travar had been too caught up
in the singular pursuit of profit to bother with anything outside their own business
concerns. That has changed. From the moment Triumph landed at Ayodhya, the
Synod came into its own as an information exchange and has been responsible for
uncovering many foreign agents plotting against the city. Many merchants are now
engaged in activities other than trade and the Synod grows as merchants expand their
network of contacts. Omasu was a master of using the Synod to gather intelligence
and used it to coordinate the activities of the Liferock Rebellion. Some believe if not
for the Synod, the Second Theran War may have had a different outcome.

Like anything else in Travar, information has value. Merchants pay well for
information relating to threats to their own organization or to Travar. Many merchants .
spend much of their time interacting with the Synod as information brokers. The
information they learn can earn favor with Travar’s Magistrates. The City Watch is
often passed information gathered from the Synod when potential criminal operations
are discovered (see The City Watch, p. 76).

THE BYROSE CONSORTIUM

There are as many consortiums in Travar as towers, but the ‘Byrose Consortium’
is worthy of special mention. The Byrose Consortium, sometimes known simply as
‘The Consortium’ is a relative newcomer to Travar. Its growth has been steady and,
lately, it has been making significant ripples in the pond.

The Consortium is run by t'skrang and is one of the few large trading concerns
that do not have their headquarters within Travar’s walls. The Consortium is based
on the eastern bank of the Byrose River, alongside the ferry docks, but also maintains
an office and warehouses along the western shore. While the Byrose Consortium
is registered in Travar, three sisters from the Naxos niall of House K’tenshin run it:
Yespis, V'nedgia, and Thysiss.

The Naxos are synonymous with intelligence gathering and espionage. As short
sighted as it may seem, Travar’s Magistrates could care less if House K’tenshin uses
the Consortium to monitor river traffic. After all, the Consortium pays its taxes
promptly and, anyway, much of the city’s river trade is conducted on House K’'tenshin
riverboats.
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The Consortium appeared shortly
after Triumph landed on the Ayodhya
Liferock, and it is widely believed the
Consortium was originally funded with
Theran silver. This is supported by
the fact many of the smaller merchant
houses in the Consortium hold pro-
Theran sympathies and benefit from
advantageous trading terms with Theran
merchants and House K’tenshin.

While the Consortium does not
appear to meddle in Travar’s affairs,
it's another story outside Travar’s
borders. To the north, the Consortium
is pressuring independent river villages,
attempting to force them to deal only
with Consortium traders. South of
Travar is much the same. Some believe
this is a prelude to K’'tenshin abandoning
the Free Trade Compact.

Much of the Consortium’s income
is derived from the subscriptions and
services it offers its members. The most
notable service is insurance, though for
some unfortunate villagers this amounts
to little more than a protection racket.
The Consortium also runs a reliable 24-
hour ferry service across the Byrose,
and offers storage space and a stevedore
service. For longer journeys, cargo
space is available on their chartered K’tenshin ships. As this is one of the few ways a
merchant can guarantee non-interference with their goods by K’'tenshin warships, the
Consortium can charge a premium when there is a demand for space.

Yespis, V'nedgia, and Thysiss have served their niall faithfully for many years
as spies and jumped at the opportunity to head the Byrose Consortium, believing it
a great honor and opportunity to further their careers and the ambitions of House
K’tenshin. While they report anything they learn to their niall, they have begun to feel
marginalized. The Consortium, while having obvious political and trade agendas, does
not need their specific skills. Any child of the Naxos niall could run the clandestine
operations performed on behalf of the Consortium. The sisters feel they have become
more proficient as merchants than spies. They have recently begun to suspect the
Consortium may be a front for a group operating independently of House K’'tenshin
(see The Order of the Crimson SKy, p. 139). They have started investigating the
organization they were charged with leading and believe that may be the reason
they were originally offered the position. Not only are they trying to discover what
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is behind the Consortium, they must discover who they can trust within their own
organization, their own niall, and House K’tenshin as a whole.

Yespis

Known as the smiling assassin
among her kin, Yespis is the eldest of
the three sisters. Despite having equal
authority, V'nedgia and Thysiss defer to
her as matriarch when it comes to the
Consortium'’s daily business affairs.

Short for a t'skrang, Yespis rarely
appears in public without dressing in
long, heavy robes, complete with cloak
and cowl. When it suits her needs,
she uses her stature to her advantage,
tucking her tail to give her a distinctive
waddle akin to a fat dwarf. Those few who
have survived her direct assassination
attempts recall seeing only a long set of
smiling white teeth behind the cowl.

Yespis has a distinctive set of yellow
chevron markings down her left side, in
contrast to her blue-green skin, which
has begun to pale with age. Despite her
age, her eyes remain bright and her tail
as twitchy as her sword arm. She prefers infiltration to direct assault, but always has
a backup plan. She is an accomplished Thief having reached 10th Circle and has also
attained 3rd Circle in the Warrior Discipline.

Tenth Circle T’skrang Thief, Third Circle Warrior
DEX: 7 STR: 5 TOU: 7
PER: 7 WIL: 6 CHA: 6

V'nedgia

V’nedgia comes across as dark, brooding, and calculating, which is exactly what
she is. She is the strategist and spymaster. Unlike her sisters, she prefers to work
behind the scenes, rather than get directly involved. V'nedgia has her own network of
spies and she is believed to have in her possession a powerful thread item given to her
by the Shivalahala K’'tenshin to assist in running her network.

Missing her left arm just below the elbow, V’'nedgia is the most instantly
recognizable of the sisters. Legend has it in her early years she was revealed as a
spy by a V’strimon Swordmaster Named Nax Verk. Insulted by her treacherous ways,
he cut off her arm and, with the bravado only a Swordmaster could display, caught
it midair and handed it back to her. V'nedgia accepted her arm and promptly put
the Swordmaster’s eyes out with its still extended claws, swearing the next time he
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wouldn’t see her coming. Some say she
still has the arm, always keeping it close.

Whatever trauma V’nedgia has
suffered, it can be seen in her eyes. She
has an unsettling gaze that feels as if she’s
looking through you, rather than at you.
Her mottled dark blue skin is changing to
a shade of purple with age. As with her
sister Yespis, she has a series of yellow
chevron markings down the left side of
her body.

Eleventh Circle T’skrang Scout
DEX: 6 STR: 6 TOU: 6
PER: 8 WIL: 5 CHA: 6

Thysiss

Still referred to as little egg by her
sisters, Thysiss is the tallest and most
outgoing of the three. She is a graduate
of the K’'tenshin War Academy and
responsible for operational security. Thysiss is also the Consortium’s public face and
travels with many of its trade missions up and down the Byrose.

Dressing more like the stereotypical
t'skrang boatman, Thysiss is normally
decked out in bright colors, earrings,
and headscarf. Like her sisters, she has a
series of yellow chevron markings down
her left side. Her tail has distinctive
red spots in contrast to the rest of her
blue-green skin and is her most notable
feature.

Despite her allegiance to House
K’tenshin, Thysiss is currently on the
trail of a killer that has been eluding the
City Watch. She hasn’t told anyone she
believes the killer may be a highly placed
member of the Consortium, and she is
protecting the Consortium’s interests.

During her investigations, Thysiss
has stumbled across an unrelated
secret she is having difficulty coming to
terms with. It is widely known during
the Scourge one of the K'tenshin nialls
vanished without a trace. What is not
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widely known is when the tower was opened all, that was found was a clutch of three
eggs. Missed in the initial search of the tower by the t'skrang, they were discovered by
the Therans in a hidden space protected by a series of powerful wards. The eggs were
rumored to have had strange yellow markings and they didn’t hatch for many years
after they were removed from the tower.

Eighth Circle T’skrang Warrior, Fourth Circle Archer
DEX: 7 STR: 6 TOU: 7
PER: 6 WIL: 5 CHA: 6

HOUSE ACHURA

f all the great trading houses in Travar, House Achura is perhaps the most

enigmatic. Believed to be the oldest trading house, it is not run by a single

extended family, but rather a cartel of five families, with little known of their
origins.

House Achura takes its Name from the individual who brought the five families
together. Little is known about how these events unfolded, who Achura was, where
he came from, or even if he was, indeed, male. If the families of House Achura know
the details of their own history, they refuse to speak of it. Whatever the truth, House
Achura was very successful and held many of the other trading houses in check until
the closing of the citadel.

House Achura always looked beyond the short-term profit sought by many of
Travar’s other trading houses. When it became clear the Horrors were not just a story
conceived by the fledging Theran Empire, the families of House Achura looked to their .
long-term survival. They realized once Travar was sealed, there would be little trade
and many merchants. Even with their huge reserves of cash, they would be diminished
after the threat from the Horrors receded.

House Achura proposed a plan to fund kaers in the region, targeting towns and
villages unable to pay for their own. Each kaer was to be constructed in an area of
mineral wealth. The deal allowed residents to pay what they could toward their
kaer’s construction, then they would mine for precious metals and stones during the
Scourge, accumulating enough wealth to pay off the balance of construction costs and
enough left over to rebuild their homes on the surface.

With the establishment of the Common Indenture Contract (see p. 38), some
kaers signed contracts that resulted in indenture if the kaer could not pay off their
debt after the Scourge.

Knowing it was likely some kaers would not survive, House Achura needed
enough kaers to ensure a return on their investment. With that goal in mind, House
Achura embarked one of the single largest kaer construction projects in the region.

Despite the best intentions and planning, House Achura’s plans fell to ruin with
Travar’s early closure. Many kaers were not complete and with only days to act, House
Achura brought the residents of the closest kaers into the citadel under an indenture
contract. Those not wishing to remain in Travar were sent with word and what funding
could be spared to kaers still under construction. Also sent were the locations of kaers
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that would never be finished, so they could be stripped of needed materials. Much of
House Achura’s manpower, wealth, and documents were lost when the citadel closed.

Soon after the Closing, those who had envied the position House Achura held
called in their loans, forcing House Achura to sell off assets within the city to pay
their creditors. Brought to its knees, House Achura vowed those trading houses would
pay for their actions. To date, nothing has come of their vow. Truth be told, during
those early years, every merchant house was doing what it could to survive and House
Achura had simply overextended itself.

The families of House Achura fell to petty squabbling as they struggled for their
very existence. Through pure tenacity, they pulled themselves back from the brink,
took stock, and started over. Relocating to a small estate, House Achura refinanced
and opened a small market catering to the needs of their indentured folk. This
market would eventually grow into the Eternal Market. This business and other small
enterprises kept them afloat during the Scourge. By the end of the Scourge, House
Achura was ready to act and re-established Travar’s Gate Markets, giving them control
of highly desirable market stalls and generating the first real income in over 400 years.

The Closing and the Cleansing resulted in the loss or destruction of many pre-
Scourge documents. House Achura fell victim to both and the descendants of the five
families knew almost nothing of the locations of the kaers and construction projects
their predecessors had funded. The few kaers that were located appeared to have
never been finished, or had been breached early during the Scourge. Kaers located in
the Badlands were given up as lost when the destruction that had been wrought there
became evident.

Fortunately, House Achura’s pre-Scourge planning paid off. One morning, about
ten years ago, a merchant arrived at the Achura estate with a small cart containing a
fortune in rare metals, True elements, and contracts of obligation. Hailing from Kaer
Blackrock in the foothills of the Thunder Mountains, the merchant had come to Travar
to honor an agreement struck over 500 years earlier. The discovery two years ago of
Kaer Hueco has resulted in another massive return on their investment.

With an unknown number of kaers out there still to be discovered, delving
operations are now a staple of House Achura’s business. Each year; they hire significant
numbers of adepts to explore the region for any clues or information that could lead
to the discovery of their lost mines and kaers.

House Achura is second only to the Overland Trading Company when it
comes to the number of adepts in its employ. With their overflowing coffers, House
Achura has started to return to what they were famous for and now have a number
of small building projects on their books, including a contract to build a number of
coaching inns for House Halla.

Now, almost fully diversified, House Achura is once again in position to challenge
the financial might of the other great trading houses. The houses that almost brought
House Achura to ruin centuries ago are fearful of House Achura making good on their
VOW.
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The Cartel Families

The five families of House Achura are
Avara, Ghorn, Ilsyn, Matos, and Xagal. The
head of one family takes the role of Achura,
which translates into ‘leader’ from an old
human tongue. The Achura holds the position
for ten years. The role moves from family
to family in an order established with the
founding of the house. The head of the Ilsyn
family was first, followed by the Xagal, Ghorn,
Matos, and Avara families. This set order
reduces the likelihood of a power struggle
between the families. Within the individual
families, however, it encourages murderous
tendencies between ambitious siblings when
their family is due to assume the reins of
power. Bahl Ghorn, the current Achura, ends
his term at the end of this year.

Each family has tales and legends
regarding the founding of House Achura.
They know, despite their many differences,
they share a bond reaching back to the days
of Travar’s founding. Their tales also warn
House Achura’s fate is inextricably tied to
Travar’s.

The Ruling Family

The family leading House Achura greatly benefits from their position. Not only
do they claim a greater share of the cartel’s profits, individual family members are
often given important positions within the organization. The Achura chairs regular
committee meetings where important decisions are voted on, but the Achura has a
fair degree of latitude when directing the house’s trading operations. The ascendant
family also finds itself in a position of power as the other families curry favor with
them so important positions within the organization are awarded to some of their
own.

Surprisingly, no member of House Achura has ever run for a position on the
Magistrates’ Council, despite being among the oldest of the great trading houses.
During the Scourge, the house was in no financial position to run for Magistrate. Now
that House Achura’s star is on the rise, the house committee has unanimously agreed
the Achura cannot run. Running the house requires the Achura’s undivided attention.
Other members would be able to run, but Bahl Ghorn banned this, deeming it a
potential source of interfamily conflict. With his rule almost at an end, this prohibition
is likely to end with the ascendancy of Matos family.

Despite complaints from merchants fearing the house’s growing power, the
current Magistrates are actively encouraging the Matos family to overturn House
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Achur’as self-imposed ban. The Magistrates know a powerful player entering the
political arena can only increase the number of Champions in Travar, allowing the
Council to meet the public demand for the city to be better protected.

Should members of House Achura choose to enter the Founding and win, the
political landscape in Travar will change dramatically. The rivalry between the families
of House Achura is likely reach new heights, and will either make or break the house.

The Ghorn Family

The Ghorn family is the only known surviving descendants of a clan of lowland
trolls hailing from the Tara'var. Exiled for reasons lost to time, these trolls took the
family Name Ghorn before moving east toward the fledgling city of Travar. The family
thrived on trade before merging their interests with the other families of House
Achura.

The trolls of the Ghorn family are instantly recognizable for the sheer size of their
horns, and while others might consider them impractical, they are a source of pride.
The Ghorn family is the largest of the few troll clans that call Travar home. When
wronged or angered, the trolls are a terrifying sight to behold, but they are the most
rational and peaceable of the five families.

There is currently a generational crisis in the Ghorn family. Only Bahl, his brother
and sister, and a few other relatives are old enough, or of sound mind, to hold important
positions within House Achura. This leaves other families in positions of importance
normally held by the ruling family.

Bahl Ghorn

Bahl Ghorn is the head of the Ghorn
family. As the current Achura, he also
leads House Achura and is responsible
for directing the house’s trade assets.
Bahl is of average size and build for a
troll, but the same cannot be said for
his horns. They grow over and down
the back of his head, curve up under his
chin and past his mouth before spiraling
around his jowls, obscuring much of his
face. Bahl wears his horns in the same
fashion others would wear excessive
sideburns or facial hair.

Those meeting Bahl for the first time
are often struck speechless and cannot
help but stare at the excessive growth,
which Bahl uses to his full advantage
when brokering a deal. Bahl is in his mid-
twenties and not only the youngest head
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of the Ghorn family but also the youngest Achura. The other cartel families bemoaned
his youth and inexperience but the beginning of his reign was marked by good fortune
with the opening of kaer Blackrock, silencing his critics.

Bahl does not follow any Discipline but he is a competent swordsman, and an
excellent leader and businessman.

Non-adept Troll Merchant
DEX: 5 STR: 7 TOU: 7
PER: 5 WIL: 6 CHA: 6

Raahl Ghorn

Bahl’s younger brother, Raahl has come of age just as his family is at the height
of their power. Unlike his older brother, who was the only logical choice to lead the
family at the time, Raahl knows he will be an old man when his family’s turn comes
again in forty years, and the competition for Achura will be fierce because of the
large number of younger siblings who will have come of age. Compared to the other
families, the Ghorn family has always had small numbers and Raahl believes this to be
the reason there is little feuding within the family. He is worried the family’s growth
may change this.

Raahl is an imposing figure, standing a hand taller than the average troll. He has
a well-trimmed red beard, and a matching head of coarse red hair. His massive horns
also have a reddish hue, their points capped in silver and crystal. Unknown to all but
his brother, Bahl, these caps are handles of short fighting daggers, the ends of his
horns hollowed out as sheathes. :

Raahl has recently been initiated into the Warrior Discipline. With his newfound
way of looking at the world, he is contemplating running for Magistrate rather than
becoming the head of the family should the Matos family overturn the current ban.

First Circle Troll Warrior
DEX: 7 STR: 7 TOU: 7
PER: 5 WIL: 6 CHA: 6

Sensha Ghorn

The oldest of the three siblings, Sensha’s interests lie outside the day-to-day
management of House Achura and its interfamily politics. Sensha was a restless child
and never content within the walls of Travar. She traveled widely before returning
to Travar to help run the house, and Bahl created a position well suited to her
background and temperament. Sensha is the Achura’s trade envoy, traveling Barsaive
and representing House Achura in matters of trade and finance.

Whether she keeps the post depends on what impact her efforts have on the
fortunes of House Achura. Until recently, the house has focused most of their efforts
in and around Travar. Sensha is very direct in her business dealings and has a growing
reputation for straight and honest dealing.

Sensha is tall for a female troll who dresses for comfort and utility rather than
style. Like her brother Raahl, she has red hair, which she wears in a side braid. Often
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seen out in Travar with her Avara bodyguards, she spends quite a bit of time in taverns
catching up on the latest news and gossip.

Sensha is a member of the Var’eidyllon Tara'var, but has had no contact from them
since the attack on their headquarters (see p. 143).

Fourth Circle Troll Archer
DEX: 7 STR: 7 TOU: 6
PER: 6 WIL: 5 CHA: 6

The Matos Family

The elves of the Matos family trace their lineage back to early Vivane. How the
family ended up in Travar is a matter of some speculation. Most likely, they traveled
from Vivane with Theran trade expeditions into Barsaive.

Later this year, the Matos family takes the reins of leadership from the Ghorn
family. They have already been inundated with gifts, bribes, and well wishes from the
other families, wishing to curry favor in hope of keeping influential positions granted
by the Ghorn.

The individual longevity of Matos family members contributes significantly to the
long-term thinking House Achura is known for. Many of the older family members
remember living alongside the indentured folk during the Scourge, and the shame
of their elders at their near ruin. The Matos family has not forgotten those trading
houses that pulled the rug out from beneath them when there was nothing left to
stand on.

The Matos family wishes to restore
House Achura to the top in Travar
Whatever direction the Matos family
takes House Achura in the next ten years,
all know it is the next generation that
benefits or suffers from their decisions.

Everwind Matos

Arrogant, cunning, and devilishly
handsome are words many use to
describe Everwind Matos. Everwind
carries an air of arrogance everywhere
he goes. This is, however, a false persona
he projects, for Everwind knows the folly
of arrogance. He uses his cunning, good
looks, and charm to the advantage of his
family and House Achura.

As head of the Matos family,
Everwind will soon assume the role of
Achura for a second term. He has fought
off challenges to his leadership from
other members of his family, the most rigorous from his cousin Kysis.
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Known for his personal wealth, Everwind openly flaunts it when mingling with
the leaders of other trading houses. He wishes all to know House Achura is ascendant
and for some, there is a price to be paid. Everwind passionately believes House Achura
is destined to regain its position as the largest and most powerful of Travar’s trading
houses.

Bahl Ghorn may have had the luck of the Passions with Kaer Blackrock, but
Everwind cannot afford to rely on luck. The investments made by the Matos family
during his last term as Achura are coming to fruition and he expects the returns to
significantly expand the house’s influence in Travar.

Everwind is considered tall, dark, and handsome even among elves. In public,
he is immaculately presented. His merchant robes are cut from the finest cloth and
display House Achura’s bronze and crimson crest. His long black hair is worn in the
latest fashion and he travels nowhere without his walking cane, which he carries like
a swagger stick, rather than a walking aid. He is rarely seen without his retinue, which
is large enough to fill a tavern.

In private, Everwind dresses casually and, when not managing the family’s
business affairs, enjoys walking the dogs from the family kennels.

Third Circle Elf Illusionist
DEX: 6 STR: 5 TOU: 4
PER: 7 WIL: 7 CHA: 7

Malindria Matos ;

Everwind’s younger sister, Malindria, is proud to be the wild child of the family. .
She is notorious for her hare-brained adventures and dereliction of family duties.
Unlike the rest of the family, Malindria is not enthusiastic about their ascendancy to
power. She is torn between the duty expected of her, and her love of spontaneous
escapades and schemes.

Despite her reputation, her plans sometimes bear fruit. She uncovered Kysis’s
plot against Everwind. While her cousin has not forgiven her, Malindria does not hold
it against him, as she believes his humiliation was sufficient punishment. She has kept
it to herself, but she is concerned about Kysis’s growing friendship with Vivius Ilsyn
and the other family’s influence over him.

During her jaunts around Travar, Malindria has spent time with the Air Patrol
and developed a passion for airships and their construction. She is friends wth Air
Warden Drimsby, and donates money to keep his ships in the air. Malindria intends to
use her family’s influence to invest in Travar’s shipbuilding industry. She knows this
will be an uphill struggle, but has unlikely allies in the Xagal family, particularly Pyrite
Rockblood.

Malindria is an initiate of the Var’eidyllon Tara'var and was present during the
assault on its headquarters (see, Secret Societies of Travar, p. 143). She is currently
seeking the other members and is the only one who knows the identity of one of the
assailants.

Malindria may be older than many of the other family members, but refuses to
give up her carefree attitude just because everyone else thinks she should grow up.
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Her slim build and mischievous grin make her appear even more childlike.

During the Founding, Malindria loves to match her clothes and dye her long hair
to whatever color is in vogue for the festival. This gives her a great sense of personal
freedom and allows her to blend in, unnoticed, with the masses. She hates the attention
other members of her family seem to crave.

Having spent much time hanging about with Air Warden Drimbsy and his crew,
she has picked up plenty of uncouth habits and a wide selection of choice phrases
unbecoming of the young lady her family expects her to be.

Fifth Circle EIf Air Sailor
DEX: 7 STR: 6 TOU: 4
PER: 7 WIL: 7 CHA: 6

Kysis Matos

Young, impetuous, and fed up with his cousin’s swaggering and posturing, Kysis
seeks more direct retribution on the trading houses that brought House Achura to its
knees. Kysis knows his failure to usurp the leadership of House Matos from Everwind
has left him humiliated, out of favor, and likely without position in House Achura for
the foreseeable future.

With his plan for family leadership scuttled, Matos eagerly awaits the ban on
running for Magistrate to be lifted. He can run where his cousin, as Achura, cannot.
As a Magistrate he can assure House Achura’s profitability in ways his cousin can only
dream.

Kysis’ one true friend is Vivius Ilsyn, who he appears to have more in common
with than his own family. Together, they are laying plans for the future of House
Achura, if either can win the Founding Tournament and become a Magistrate.

Kysis is driven by an anger and desire for vengeance he doesn’t quite understand.
The only thing he has in common with his family is his love of dogs, and being near the
house kennels calms what his cousin Everwind calls his destructive emotions.

Short and ruddy faced, Kysis could pass for human, were it not for the pointed
ears protruding from his long dark hair. As a member of a rich and powerful family,
Kysis rarely sees the point in doing things himself and enjoys being waited on hand
and foot. He employs a well-paid personal entourage of handpicked adepts.

Non-adept EIf Merchant
DEX: 7 STR: 5 TOU: 5
PER: 6 WIL: 7 CHA: 7

The Avara Family

Claiming to be descended from escaped human slaves, the Avara family is the
largest of the five families. They are the honor-bound guardians of House Achura,
their loyalty owed first to the house and then to family. There are more adepts in the
Avara family than the rest of House Achura combined, and many have responsibility
for the protection of House Achura’s assets as well as individuals in each family.
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Members of the Avara family keep a neutral role to the best of their ability, which
can be difficult. Their fierce loyalty to the house can lead them to actions defending
House Achura’s interests. The most notorious example involved one of Avara’s adepts
killing the head of the Xagal family. The Avaran adept was cleared of wrongdoing after
it was discovered the Xagal patriarch was involved in a plot against the house. The
adept was not only defending herself, but the integrity of the house.

Unlike the Ghorn or Matos family, whose leadership is determined by respect for
power, the head of the Avara family is based on respect for age and wisdom, and the
oldest family member almost always heads the household.

Krion Avara

The head of the Avara family is known

as the High Steward, a position Krion has
held for twelve years. As High Steward,
Krion not only has responsibilities with
the house committee and his family,
but also maintains peace between the
cartel families. Krion is proud of his
family’s heritage and the role the Avara
family played during the Scourge. All
the families in House Achura accept that
without the Avara family’s efforts, the
house would have torn itself apart.

The High Steward must balance his
responsibilities on the house committee
with the need to instill the upcoming
generation with the importance of honor
and impartiality. Krion does not support
the proposition overturning the ban on
individuals running for Magistrate. He
believes the resulting competition will
reignite old feuds and start new ones.

Krion demands vigilance from the Avara family and believes they may once again be
called on to keep the families from House Achura from each other’s throats.

In his late forties, Krion’s youthful looks vanished soon after becoming High
Steward. At first glance, he appears to be in his early sixties, his thinning grey hair a
testament to the stress associated with his position. His apparent age is not helped
by a series disfiguring scars down the right side of his face and neck, the result of a
street battle with cultists of Dis in his early twenties. Krion dresses in a military-style
uniform bearing the crimson and bronze crest of House Achura.

He still practices his combat skills with other members of the family, but age has
slowed him. After surviving many scrapes in his career, Krion has taken to talking his
way out of more fights than wins with a blade.
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Sixth Circle Human Warrior
DEX: 6 STR: 5 TOU: 6
PER: 6 WIL: 6 CHA: 6

Viciene of Tharl

Not every member of the Avara family is born or married into it. From time to
time, those who have proved their loyalty are given the opportunity to join the family.
This was the case with Viciene, one of the few surviving indentured folk from the pre-
Scourge town of Tharl. Free of their contract, the people of Tharl struck out to find
and rebuild their town. Viciene, however, remained in Travar, believing there were not
enough of them left to rebuild.

Several months later, Viciene received a plea for help from his kin. The village had
been seized by brigands. Viciene managed to free the surviving villagers along with
a member of the Avara family who had been visiting the fledgling village to broker a
trade compact. Returning the survivors to Travar, Viciene was rewarded with a place
within the ranks of the grateful Avara family, recognizing his loyalty and wisdom.

Viciene currently holds one of the most important positions within the Avara
family, Master at Arms. He is responsible for overseeing the training and discipline of
all Avara’s men at arms, adepts and non-adepts alike.

Like most of his adoptive kin, Viciene is human. His sharp features and bronzed
skin contrast the pale skin and rounded features common to most of the Avara
family. His lanky frame gives him a distinctive stride, and his head is topped with an
uncontrolled mop of curly dark brown hair.

In the training grounds, he is normally found leaning on the pommel of his two-
handed sword watching novices practice. Viciene is known for his diligence and
attention to detail, especially when it comes to the security and protection of House
Achura.

Twelfth Circle Human Warrior
DEX: 7 STR: 6 TOU: 7
PER: 7 WIL: 5 CHA: 5

Elemon Matos

Married to Krion’s daughter, Hymeria, Elemon holds the position of Quartermaster
within the Avara family. Elemon is the focus of the Xagal family’s contention that the
Avara family is no longer neutral, but those claims remain unfounded. Elemon takes
the neutrality of his new family seriously and was aware of that expectation before he
married into the family.

As Quartermaster, Elemon is responsible for the billets, equipment, and
assignments of the family’s men at arms. He also has responsibilities to House Achura
granted by the Ghorn family, which he is likely to keep when his birth family ascends
to power.

With spectacles seated on his red, bulbous nose, and his ledger and quill close
to hand, Elemon’s bookish appearance would seem more at home in one of Travar’s
libraries than House Achura’s armory. Elemon’s appearance, however, often surprises
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those dealing with him for the first time. He has the uncouth mouth of a tavern brawler
and the instincts of an alley cat. He easily sizes up anyone he meets, whether their fit
for clothing and armor, or their intentions.

Having worked in the same position for years, Elemon wants to see more of the
world beyond Travar’s walls. While something in him yearns for adventure, he doesn’t
seem to have a calling for any Discipline, though he has been training with Viciene to
improve his skill with a blade.

Non-adept Human Quartermaster
DEX: 6 STR: 5 TOU: 5
PER: 8 WIL: 5 CHA: 5

The Ilsyn Family

The windlings of the Ilsyn family are masters of intrigue, and the most devious of
the Achura families. Some in Travar have described the Ilsyn family as poisonous, and,
while their reputation is exaggerated, it is not completely unfounded. When those in
House Achura have need of underhanded dealings, it is often the Ilsyn they turn to.

The family spends much of their time plotting in their family’s estate, sometimes
known to the other families as the den of iniquity. Like the Matos family, they have
not forgotten House Achura’s humiliation and much of their planning is dedicated to
bringing down the trading houses that wronged them.

It is fortunate for Travar and House Achura’s other families that Ilsyn’s worst
deeds are saved for their own. If not for their constant infighting and convoluted
assassination attempts on each other, the family would be more prominent. Only the .
most devious windling gets to head the Ilsyn family, and many Ilsyn windlings view
assassination, plotting, and intrigue as sporting activities.

When not plotting, members of the family can be found making bribes, gleaning
valuable information, and spreading rumors in the Synod, though they sometimes
carry out legitimate business on behalf of House Achura. Some in House Achura
believe if the ban on running for Magistrate were overturned, the entire [lsyn family
would enter the Founding Tournament could they afford it. This would likely spark off
another wave of assassination attempts within the family.

Grogiel llsyn

Known for vile tantrums and toxic intrigue, Grogiel is the current head of the
IIsyn family, a position he has held for only the last few years. After a spectacular and
convoluted assassination attempt on the previous family head, Morakki, Grogiel won
the support of the rest of the family. While the assassination failed, Morakki survived
through sheer luck and the rest of the family decided Morakki should have seen it
coming, and awarded the position to Grogiel.

Grogiel spends his time divided between the Achura committee chambers on
official business and the Ilsyn estate hatching plots against enemies of the Ilsyn
family and House Achura. Like most who have pushed others aside to become head
of the family, Grogiel has no ill will toward Morakki. In the I[Isyn family, assassinations
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and coups are just how things are done.
To show there are no hard feelings,
Grogiel awarded Morakki the position of
spymaster for the Ilsyn family.

Grogiel is small, even for a windling,
and other windlings in the family openly
joke his temper is to compensate for his
size. When enraged, which is often, his
hair stands on end and his ears turn an
unusual shade of purple. His serrated
wings are often decorated with symbols
common to those who follow the
shadowy path of the Nethermancer.

When plotting in the family living
room, Grogial can be found dressed in
very little, relaxing in front of abook twice
his height, and smoking a long stemmed
pipe. In the Synod, Grogial wears the
crimson and bronze robes of House
Achura and is always accompanied by
Oskynn Matos, a giant of a man who is his
favorite shoulder perch and bodyguard.

Seventh Circle Windling Nethermancer
DEX: 6 STR: 3 TOU: 5
PER: 7 WIL: 7 CHA: 7

Morakki llsyn

Many in the Ilsyn family consider Morakki blessed by the Passions, for after
surviving the assassination attempt, he was given the position of spymaster. As
spymaster, he is responsible for information gathering in and around Travar, focusing
on those considered enemies of House Achura.

Morakki spends much of his time in the Synod and has extensive contacts with
Travar’s thieves. Morakki is much better as spymaster than he was as head of the
family, and while he enjoys his current position he plans to usurp the position again.
Rather than take on Grogiel directly, which would reek of petty revenge, Morakki
intends to wait until someone else makes a bid for head of the house, then snatch it
from under them before they have time for celebratory drink.

Morakki bears scars from numerous assassination attempts, not all from his own
family. His wings have the characteristic serrated edge common to the Ilsyn family,
but have additional irregular striations, a sign of wing wilt due to poisoning. This
gives Morakki an instantly recognizable flight pattern. In addition to his scars, the tip
of his right ear is missing, not that it can be seen beneath his mess of hair.

Morakki is upbeat about the future, and obsessed with practicing his Discipline,
especially now that he is Spymaster.
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Sixth Circle Windling Thief
DEX: 7 STR: 4 TOU: 6
PER: 7 WIL: 5 CHA: 5

Vivius Ilsyn

Vivius has no position of note within the Ilsyn family or House Achura, but his close
friendship with Kysis Matos has raised eyebrows. With the impending ascendancy
of the Matos family, many are positioning themselves to use this friendship to their
advantage, and Kysis has found himself an honored guest in the Ilsyn family home.

Vivius despairs at his kin’s fascination for complex intrigue and assassination and
prefers a more direct approach. He would like to see his family take a more prominent
role within House Achura. When the time comes, Vivius intends to run for Magistrate.

Vivius’ wild eyes and shock of white hair are distinctive, even among his own
family. His serrated wings are almost as large as he is and has adorned the apex of
each with small, custom-made clasps and piercings. Young, passionate, and energetic
Vivius is often found flying around the Achura estate.

Third Circle Windling Warrior
DEX: 7 STR: 4 TOU: 5
PER: 6 WIL: 6 CHA: 6

The Xagal Family

Passionate followers of Upandal and proud dwarfs, unlke House Achura’s other
families, the Xagal family knows exactly where they hail from. During the early days of .
Throal, the Xagal family were renowned architects. They fled Throal after a competitor
blamed them for a collapse that killed hundreds. Known as “the architects” among the
other Achura families, the Xagal are builders first and foremost.

During Travar’s construction and preparations for the Scourge, they made their
mark on the city and House Achura. Many of Travar’s landmark buildings are attributed
to them. Since the citadel’s opening, there has been little serious construction and the
Xagal family has lost focus, looking inward and lamenting the decline of the Upadnal’s
following in Travar.

There is currently bad blood between the Xagal and Avara families after the death
of Corix Blackvayne, former head of the Xagal family. The Avara discovered Corix was
a follower of the Mad Passion Dis and acting against House Achura. While the Xagal
don’t deny the claims, they insist they should have been informed, rather than House
Avara act unilaterally as arbiter and executioner.

The Xagal family has yet to choose a successor. This lack of direction is a growing
concern to the other Achura families.

Pyrite Xagal

One of the youngest candidates to lead the Xagal family, Pyrite Rockblood is
determined to return the Xagal family to prominence. Unlike most of the other
contenders, he has no gripe with the Avara family and sees further antagonism with
them as an obstacle to his ambitions for Xagal family.
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Like many in the Xagal family,
Pyrite laments the decline of Upandal’s
following in Travar and has plans to
correct what he believes is an unnatural
imbalance. He has embarked on a
personal quest to discover the location
of the quarries Travar’s white stone
originated from.
Pyrite wishes to see his family
undertake construction projects worthy
of Upandal, ideally an airship docking
tower to rival even those of Thera. Pyrite
can often be found discussing the state
of the airship industry with Malindria
Matos.
Despite his youth, Pyrite’s is
already balding and what hair he has
left has already turned grey. His beard,
however, is still black, if a little singed.
Of average height for a dwarf, he is lean
and muscular, and his chest and arms are
scarred with small burn marks from his frequent work at the forge.
Pyrite is one of House Achura’s chief negotiators and, when not on official
business, he can be found working on his latest project, or drinking in the Chisel &
Mold.

Fifth Circle Dwarf Weaponsmith
DEX: 4 STR: 5 TOU: 12
PER: 6 WIL: 7 CHA: 8

Adze Xagal

Cantankerous, moody, and old beyond his years, Adze is the brother of the late
Corix Blackvayne. He harbors a burning hatred for the Avara family and is the most
outspoken of all the Xagal dwarfs. He not only has issues with the Avara family, he still
harbors a deep distrust of Throalic dwarfs. He did not explicitly support the Theran
presence in Barsaive, but had a sympathetic ear and enjoyed seeing the dwarves of
Throal squirm.

Adze has no intention of replacing his late brother as head of the family, but has
insisted Corix is properly mourned before the family begins fighting over the scraps.

With middle age upon him, Adze has a deep, ruddy complexion and his beard
is showing its first flecks of grey. His upper lip is curled in a permanent sneer, and
he is gruff and curt to the point of rudeness. Frequently dressed in dark clothing, he
looks as though his temper is always on the verge boiling over. Adze appears thin and
undernourished. Many put this down to his mourning, but he was always the sickly
child.
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Non-adept Dwarf Craftsman
DEX: 5 STR: 6 TOU: 6
PER: 4 WIL: 8 CHA: 5

Zorsha Xagal

Zorsha is a perfect example of the inward-looking attitude of much of the Xagal
family, focused more on her projects and passions than expanding the family’s
influence. She has always been seen by her kin as a bit odd, but her quirks were
indulged as she has the finest mind for enchanting theory the Xagal have seen in
generations. Her ideas for new magic items are refined and implemented by more
practical craftsmen.

Zorsha, now middle-aged, dislikes being seen in public and on the rare times she
ventures out, wears a hat and veil to cover her face and short-cropped dark hair. She
was once considered attractive, but has become increasingly frail and haggard. These
days she is easily startled, and has a nervous demeanor, always looking around her
and back the way she has come, as if being followed.

The family believes Zorsha’s decline is the result of Corix’s death. In fact, she
has been experiencing the strange visions and terrible dreams known as Enemy at
the Gates (see p. 216), but has not told the family. She has started making discreet
inquiries for independent agents willing to help investigate the phenomenon.

Seventh Circle Dwarf Wizard
DEX: 6 STR: 4 TOU: 4
PER: 8 WIL: 7 CHA: 5

HOUSE DUMORJEN
ouse Dumorjenis counted among Travar’s oldest trading houses, and is counted
among the largest in Barsaive. This was not always the case. in Travar’s early
. days, House Dumorjen struggled to remain profitable, as did dozens of other
trading houses now faded from memory. House Dumorjen’s ascendancy was because
of Greycairn Dumorjen, who led the house in the last decades before the Scourge.

Under Greycairn’s guidance House Dumorjen commissioned the largest
independent fleet of airships in Travar. This gave the house independence from the
Theran dominated fleet operating out of Vivane, a bold step that paid great dividends.

Greycairn was concerned the Dumorjen family business would collapse when
he died. He had twin sons, Ironcairn and Firecairn, who had inherited their father’s
business acumen. Greycairn realized, however, they did little more than follow his
directions, and took steps to increase their involvement.

Greycairn commissioned two swords, one for each son, representing their equal
claim to the Dumorjen estate, and a symbol of their kindred spirit. The swords were
completed days before he died.

After Greycairn’s death, Ironcairn and Firecairn buried their father in a tomb
at the family estate. Business in Travar halted for an entire day, as every merchant
wanted to be seen attending the funeral. Many watched, some hoping the sons would
be unable to continue in their father’s footsteps. But it seemed House Dumorjen was
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blessed by Chorrolis. House Dumorjen flourished under the brothers’ joint leadership,
and was the envy of Travar.

The Sundering

As their Names suggested, Firecairn was hot headed and impulsive, while
Ironcairn was calm and down to earth. When workers in a deep but profitable mine
refused to work, Firecairn flew into a rage. Worried his brother might do something
rash, Ironcairn offered to deal with it and left Travar for the mine. Soon after, the
Body of Five announced the citadel would be sealed. Like many of Travar’s merchants,
Ironcairn was far from home, and was unable to return in time.

Ironcairn sought refuge in the kingdom of Throal. His trading contacts allowed
him sanctuary, but Throal would not grant the same to the miners. Disgusted,
Ironcairn refused to abandon the closest thing to family he had, dissolved his assets in
Throal, and returned to the mine.

Ironcairn knew House Achura was constructing a kaer near the mine, and soon
discovered Kaer Hueco, using his resources to complete it. [roncairn swore a blood
oath one day House Dumorjen would become whole again. He passed Greycairn’s
legacy down through the generations, giving them a purpose that saw them through
the Scourge.

In Travar, Firecairn lamented a brother lost and fell to despair and madness,
and took his life with his own sword. Firecairn’s death marked the start of House
Dumorjen’s decline. It had lost both brothers, along with its trading empire.

Dumorjen Against Dumorjen

By the end of the Scourge, House Dumorjen was a shadow of its former self. Much
of its wealth was lost, and since the city opened, House Dumorjen has been working
to rebuild. They had all but forgotten their family’s sundering, remembering it only as
an unfortunate side note in their history.

In contrast, while the Ironcairn family had been administering Kaer Hueco and
accumulating mineral wealth, the sundering had become legend. They only needed
to open the kaer, pay their debts to House Achura, and complete Greycairn’s Legacy.

Two years ago, House Achura rediscovered Kaer Hueco. After some intense
negotiations, its doors opened and representatives of the Ironcairn family arrived in
Travar to reunite the families.

The meeting led to a heated argument and bloodshed. The Firecairn demanded
immediate and full control over Ironcairn wealth and assets. They argued Ironcairn
used House Dumorjen assets with no remuneration to the house. The Ironcairn
were merely custodians of those assets, and the Firecairn also claimed Ironcairn’s
descendants only had a minor claim on House Dumorjen.

To this day, stubbornness rules the two factions. Each claims the family legacy
and the feuding is constant. The Ironcairn, their honor slighted, are determined to
complete the blood legacy handed down by their forbear, seeking nothing less than
full reunification. The Firecairn demand control and ownership of all House Dumorjen
assets with nothing left to the Ironcairn.
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The Magistrates have not been able to find a resolution. The Ironcairn claim
the Legacy of Greycairn proves their position, since each family has half the artifact
in their possession. Unfortunately, the Firecairn state the legal documents proving
ownership, which were kept in Travar, were destroyed during the Cleansing. The
truth may never be known.

While the Magistrates have not reached a decision, the impasse may not last
forever. The Firecairn are offering advantageous trade terms to the Magistrates to
sway their opinion, including use of its airships and docking facilities. The Ironcairn,
however, are looking to tilt things in their favor by putting one of their own in a
Magistrate’s seat. Until matters are decided, relations between the two factions
continue to deteriorate.

Two factions calling themselves House Dumorjen causes problems, but both
factions refuse to change their Name. They have managed one small compromise.
When negotiating business deals or acting as representatives of Travar, members
include their forebear’s Name. For example, Ingot Dumorjen goes by Ingot Ironcairn
Dumorjen.

The Firecairn Faction

Fireforge Dumorjen currently leads the Firecairn family, spending much of his
day in the Tower of Commerce. He vehemently opposes the Ironcairn reunification,
believing them a cabal of con men who waited until House Dumorjen was ascendant
before trying to usurp their power and wealth. The only common ground Fireforge
has with the Ironcairn is his loathing of the Theran Empire.

Theran interference in Dumorjen'’s trading enterprises, especially their practice .
of seizing cargo in the name of the Empire, took a heavy toll on the house’s fortunes.
Frustrated from the lack of action by Travar’s Magistrates, Fireforge used his personal
wealth to oppose the Therans, which included aiding the Liferock Rebellion. Fireforge
had no real care for the trapped obsidimen and no strong feelings for Omasu, but he
respects Omasu’s achievement wielding trade as a weapon of war.

The Harwood Incident was the final straw. House Dumorjen had a substantial
investment in the goods carried by the trade caravan, as well as a trade mission in
Harwood. The town’s destruction inflicted a significant loss of profits and personnel.
Fireforge did not need any encouragement from King Neden’s philosophical paper.
The day after he learned of the loss at Harwood, he offered Omasu full use of House
Dumorjen’s assets to prosecute his campaign.

Fireforge believes the Magistrates made too many concessions to the Therans,
leaving Travar’s merchants to deal with the problems. He also questions their
judgment after Ingot’s appointment as delegate of the Magistrates’ Council to Urupa.
This has led Fireforge to consider once again pursuing candidacy for magistrate.

The Firecairn currently run the largest independent air fleet in Travar. Theran
activity around the Ayodhya Liferock prior to the war wreaked havoc with air
shipping, affecting House Dumorjen more than most. The air lanes should have been
safer and more profitable after the war, but pirates and freebooters filled the vacuum
and shipping is as dangerous as ever.
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House Dumorjen specialized in mining True elements before the Scourge and
two of the newest galleys, Storm Reaper and Magmata, are designed to cope with the
harsh conditions of high altitude mountain peaks and the intense heat of Death’s Sea,
allowing mining of True air and fire.

The Greycairn Tower (see p. 115) is another source of the family’s income. Its
docking facilities see significant traffic from independent airship owners. Each year
the tower handles significant quantities of freight. Travar’s own air fleet even uses the
docking facilities when transporting dignitaries from other cities.

Agriculture is another mainstay for the Firecairn. The house is rumored to still
have nearly one thousand indentured on its books. Some of these people comprise
entire farming communities on the banks of the Byrose. While much of the family’s
agricultural output supports Travar, some of the more exotic produce is exported to
Throal.

Fireforge Dumorjen

Fireforge has lived a long and full
life. While age is starting to catch up
to him, his mind remains sharp. In the
last few years his posture has become
stooped, and the tip of his white beard
trails on the ground. When not assisted
by his retinue of powerful adepts, he
uses a crystal-tipped cane move around.
Rumor says the crystal is a small piece of
the Ayodhya Liferock, given by Omasu as
a mark of respect for House Dumorjen’s
aid, to be returned to the Liferock upon
Firefoge’s death.

Given his physical condition,
Fireforge usually rides in a palanquin,
but still dresses in an ostentatious
manner. His one regret is never having
experienced a Discipline’s calling, and
with no child to succeed him he has put
his full support behind his much younger
cousin Skycairn as future leader of the
house.

Non-adept Dwarf Merchant
DEX: 4 STR: 4 TOU: 5
PER: 5 WIL: 7 CHA: 7

Skycairn Dumorjen

Skycairn hails from a human branch of House Dumorjen that married in during
the Scourge. Unlike others in the family, Skycairn refuses to be ruled by his heart, or
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do things because it’s how they’ve always been done. He likes to experiment with
new methods and ideas, learning as he goes. This fascination with experimentation
led to the path of Wizard. Indeed, Skycairn is one of the few in a position of power
in the family to follow a Discipline. He believes his research will open new business
opportunities for the house, and has Fireforge’s full support despite others believing
it an unprofitable obsession.

Skycairn is grateful for his cousin’s support, but he does not agree with many of
Fireforge’s hotheaded views. He knows when to keep his mouth shut, however, and
believes his cousin’s passing will naturally lead to new blood and new ideas.

Skycairn is willing to explore the idea of unifying the families, which would see
House Dumorjen become the largest trading house Travar has ever seen. He also
believes the two swords of Greycairn’s Legacy have become powerful magical items,
and their true power will only be revealed when they fight for the same cause.

One passion Skycairn shares with Fireforge is the belief safe airship passage can
be found through the Thunder Mountains. He has personally traveled on numerous
expeditions to chart a course beyond the reach of pirates plaguing the air lanes
between Travar and Urupa.

Skycairn keeps his straw-colored beard and hair trimmed and his nails manicured.
Taller than average, his fast-paced stride gives the impression he is always in a hurry,
which is rarely the case. His sky-blue robes bear the sigil of House Dumorjen, clasped
forearms.

Eighth Circle Human Wizard
DEX: 5 STR: 5 TOU: 6
PER: 7 WIL: 7 CHA: 7
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The Ironcairn Faction

Blackcairn Dumorjen leads the Ironcairn family, with the aim of fulfilling
Greycairn’s Legacy. He is much younger than Fireforge and does not have his rival’s
business acumen. Blackcairn is more of a schemer who relies on an inner circle of
advisors to make important decisions in relation to trade and business.

Blackcairn is passionate about his quest to reunite the house, but he is also a
realist. He knows while Fireforge is head of the family there is little chance of
reconciliation. Simply killing his rival is out of the question, as this would drive a
larger wedge between the two families.

Blackcairn’s loathing of the Therans is as fierce as Fireforge’s, especially the slave
trade. Blackcairn sees this as potential common ground, and intends to exploit it if the
opportunity arises. ;

He often engages in aggressive competition with the Firecairn, hoping to take .
them down a peg or two for their belief the Ironcairn are not worthy of the Name
Dumorjen. This has the added benefit of increasing his family’s fortunes, putting them
in a better negotiating position.

The Ironcairn have recently gained the respect of Travar’s merchants by the
appointment of Blackcairn’s eldest son, Ingot, as delegate of the Magistrates’ Council
to Urupa. Unfortunately, this has worsened relations with the Firecairn and led to
skirmishes outside of the city and more than one duel.

The Ironcairn follow the family’s tradition of mining True elements. Since they
have no airships, they focus on mining True earth and other minerals from Kaer
Hueco and other mines in the foothills of the Thunder Mountains.

As a challenge to the Firecairn agricultural trade with Throal, the Ironcairn have
collaborated with House K’tenshin’s Meru niall to build and administer a series of
plantations in the Servos Jungle. The Ironcairn family has built its own workforce,
mostly by buying slaves and offering them an indenture contract to work off their
purchase price.

This practice has sparked new debate about the ethics of indenture. The Ironcairn
argue they are freeing those who would otherwise end up in Theran hands. Others
argue while the sentiments are noble, paying for the freedom of a slave increases
demand, and those so employed are given little choice in the matter.
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Blackcairn Dumorjen

Aportly dwarfwith adisarming smile
and golden braided beard, Blackcairn is
a flamboyant, if slightly eccentric, dwarf.
He leads with a passion few questors can
summon. His enthusiasm is contagious,
and his belief the families of House
Dumorjen will one day be reunited is
absolute.

Like all his family, he proudly wears
the clasped arms sigil of House Dumorjen
despite the confusion this causes outside
the family home. Blackcairn has on more
than one occasion felt the call of the
Troubadour, but is afraid to embrace
it lest it divert his path from reunifying
House Dumorjen.

Non-adept Dwarf Merchant

DEX: 4 STR: 5 TOU: 6
PER: 5 WIL: 7 CHA: 7
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HOUSE HALLA
f all the trading houses, House Halla has changed the most. Before the
Scourge, House Halla's portfolio relied heavily on supplying the market with
specialist materials and the skilled labor required for kaer construction.
With orichalcum, True elements, ward-smiths, and rune-masons in high demand,
House Halla had contracts across Barsaive. As with other trading houses, however,
the Closing had serious repercussions for Halla’s fortunes.

The house was left with significant cash reserves and stockpiled materials, but
its workforce was trapped outside the citadel. They had no indentured folk on their
books, and their specialized focus on arcane protections limited them to competing
for the contracts maintaining the wards and monitoring Travar’s defenses.

This brought House Halla into conflict with House Thanton, who held the
monopoly within the city. The competition between the two houses was fierce. The
dispute spiraled out of control, with each house attacking the other’s assets, using the
backdrop of civil unrest as a convenient smokescreen.

After the unrest, the houses resorted to dirty tricks and smear campaigns.
House Halla almost brought House Thanton to its knees, uncovering evidence House
Thanton had colluded in the profiteering scandal. The new Magistrates reined in the
two houses, as their feud was deemed a threat to the long-term survival of the citadel.
If Travar were to survive, the Magistrates realized they needed both houses.

A compromise was found. House Thanton was given the monopoly on maintaining
Travar’s main defenses, while House Halla was given the lion’s share of the contracts to
supply material to construct the Arena, and create the magical enhancements devised .
by the Body of Five. Both houses could compete for private contracts unimpeded. This
gave House Halla a lifeline, allowing them to diversify their portfolio.

Since the Scourge, House Halla diversified further and only dabbles in magical
goods. They recently set up offices in Throal and have plans to expand to Urupa, but
its largest asset is its network of inns and taverns, possibly the largest in Barsaive.
This includes a string of inns along the northern reach of the Byrose River. House
Halla establishments are easily recognized by the stylized letter H they all bear. This
symbol is recognized by those who travel regularly as a sign of security, warmth, and
good food.

The resurgence of House K’tenshin’s aggressive stance is affecting House Halla’s
profits. The aropagoi is strengthening its grip on the Byrose and disrupting trade by
sabotaging roads that follow the riverbank. This directly affects House Halla’s inns.
The situation has not been helped by recent increases in banditry, which House Halla
suspects their old rivals House Thanton are behind.

Protector Gaius Silar currently leads House Halla. Where the title comes from is
unknown, but as the house’s founders were Theran, it is likely of Theran origin. The
title has been handed down by each generation to the new head of the family.

House Halla has some Theran supporters among its ranks, dividing the family.
The older generation has Theran sympathies, as much of their wealth was due to
connections with the Theran Empire. They respect the dwarfs of Throal for their
ideals, but don’t believe the dwarfs can hold the Therans at bay forever. They also
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believe many of their problems would be solved if the Therans were in charge. Many
of the younger family members, however, blame the Therans and their K’'tenshin allies
for the current drop in profits.

Regardless, House Halla does not benefit from their Theran connections as much
as some trading houses do, because of the nature of their business. Much of their
business revolves around hostelry and hospitality services and as a result it purchases
large amounts of food, drink, and linens, keeping much of Travar’s satellite economies
afloat.

Protector Gaius Silar

Gaius is a human of sixty years of
age with all his faculties intact. During
his youth, he had an adventurous spirit
and traveled as a sword for hire. Gaius
even competed as a Champion of the
Tournament multiple times, although he
never won the coveted title Champion
of Travar. He now enjoys the comforts
of wealth, and has a passion for his
network of inns. Gaius has one of the
largest stables of slaves inside the city,
something he has no issue with. Some
have joked it is his inner Theran trying
to get out.

Despite his age, and unlike many
in Travar seduced by the luxury wealth
provides, Gaius still practices his
Discipline even if this mostly involves
sparring with his slaves and bodyguards.

Sixth Circle Human Swordmaster
DEX: 7 STR: 6 TOU: 6
PER: 5 WIL: 5 CHA: 7

The Protector’s Heirs

Gaius has two sons, Cassius and Breht, each of which could follow him as
Protector. Cassius is the younger and more astute of the two when it comes to business.
Unfortunately, he shows little enthusiasm for inns and taverns, his own interests lying
elsewhere.

Cassius feels the family’s historical links to the Theran Empire are more of a
burden than they are worth. Given the recent conflict he believes the association gives
the house a bad name. With Throal’s withdrawal from provincial affairs, he believes
Travar’s Magistrates should stop trying to appease everybody and take a bolder
stance against those who threaten the city. He believes the Road Wardens are a step
in the right direction. He would like to see the Magistrates go further, however, and
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declare Travar’s borders sovereign, including a declaration of the Byrose River as a
protected area of free trade.

Breht shares his father’s passion for inns and taverns, and loves to spend time
traveling between House Halla’s properties playing empire builder. Unlike his brother,
he lacks his father’s gifts for negotiation and business, but that doesn’t stop his passion
for driving his father’s vision forward.

He does not agree with his brother’s views and believes passionately in Travar’s
neutrality. After the recent war the Magistrates granted amnesty to many Therans,
and Breht believes disavowing any connections with Thera to be short sighted. He
does, grudginly, admit Travar may have no choice but to directly confront House
K’tenshin’s growing aggression.

They may not see eye to eye on everything, but where they are united is their
anti-slavery stance. Both, however, have long given up trying to convince their father
otherwise and simply accept he is a man of his times.

Cassius

Tall, dark haired, with narrow eyes and hawkish features, Cassius is the image
of his father in his younger days. Cassius spends much of his time in the Tower of
Commerce investing the House’s profits to diversify their portfolio. He believes the
network of inns, while profitable, may become a liability given House K’tenshin’s
saber rattling. Like his father, Cassius is a bit of a showman and has started training
as a Swordmaster.

Second Circle Human Swordmaster
DEX: 7 STR: 6 TOU: 6
PER: 5 WIL: 5 CHA: 7

Breht

Trade can open doors conflict can never smash down, and Breht has taken this
as his life’s inspiration. Taking after his mother, Breht is smaller than his brother
and his features softer. What he lacks in the art of negotiation, he makes up for with
enthusiasm and passion. He understands his brother’s views, but believes they are
simply the folly of youth.

Breht is a Questor of Chorrolis. The Passion appeared to him one evening in a
vision, inspiring him to embrace his father’s passion for the network of inns. The vision
showed not only increasing profits for House Halla, but also a way to channel even
more trade through Travar’s gates. Breht is always dressed in fine quality merchant
robes bearing the sigil of House Halla.

Non-adept Human Questor
DEX: 6 STR: 5 TOU: 5
PER: 6 WIL: 7 CHA: 7
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HOUSE THANTON

ouse Thanton did not sponsor any indentured folk during the Scourge. They

were satisfied they had implemented much of Travar’s magical protections
. under the direction of the Body of Five and assumed they would continue
to do so unchallenged. This mistake led to the conflict with House Halla and almost
destroyed them.

House Thanton was guilty of selling materials set aside for the citadel’s
protection. The house was not implicated in the profiteering scandal as it traded to
the other houses; the other houses shipped the resources outside Travar. The dispute
with House Halla almost turned the city against House Thanton, but the Magistrates
intervened because the house’s services were necessary to Travar’s survival.

To this day, House Thanton has not forgotten House Halla’s actions and takes
any opportunity to undermine their rivals. Since the end of the Scourge, however, the
business interests of the two houses rarely come into conflict.

House Thanton still specializes in arcane protection. It supplies skilled rune-
masons and ward-smiths to a variety of wealthy clients. Many believe while the
Scourge is officially over, the Badlands still present a significant challenge and wish to
protect their assets. Others wish to keep their secrets behind more than physical walls.
While this is a steady revenue stream, it is not comparable to the profits generated
before the Scourge. Like all trading houses House Thanton has had to diversify to
maintain its position.

House Thanton owns one ofthelargestairship yardsin Travar. Airship construction
is a natural expansion of their specialized magical expertise, since building an airship,
like constructing a protective wall, requires weaving True elements into a physical
structure. House Thanton produces some of the finest airships in Barsaive.

The Theran defeat after the Second War has seen the house’s fortunes rise.
Travar’s Magistrates lifted the heavy taxes imposed on the airship industry. These
taxes were originally designed to placate Theran demands construction of airships
for the Arm of Throal be halted.

As one of the biggest consumers of True elements, especially True air, House
Thanton has contracts with House Dumorjen, along with some mining outfits outside
Travar. They also purchase large quantities of lumber from the Henika niall of House
K’tenshin, who harvest it from the Servos Jungle.

The Thanton shipyards are currently building six ships. The Midnight Flare is a
trading galley for the Byrose Consortium, close to completion. King Varulus Il is a
galley rumors say is financed by the Throalic House Elcomi. Many of Travar’s powerful
merchants believe this is unlikely as House Elcomi rarely gets involved in such grand
ventures outside the dwarf kingdom. They suspect this is simply a cover story and the
ship is destined for the Arm of Throal.

Great secrecy surrounds the construction of the third ship, which has only just
begun in a specially built warehouse. House Thanton claims the secrecy is due to a
new design they wish to keep out of their rivals’ hands, but some believe Travar has
commissioned its first warship, which the city’s allies and enemies would consider
a disturbing development. Travar’s merchants believe these claims are ridiculous.
Whatever the truth, the shipyards have recently stepped up their security. It is no
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secret House Thanton has substantial future orders on their books. They are being .
unusually tight lipped on their future work.

The Overland Trading Company has commissioned three airships, but work on
them has stalled. These airships were part of a consignment of six, three of which
were ordered from Jerris as part of a joint contract. With the recent annexation of
Jerris by the Denairastas, this order’s fate s up in the air.

House Thanton is the only trading house without a leader. The previous head of
the house, Auori Thanton, unable to come to terms with the recent loss of his wife and
the constant feuding of his family, committed suicide by hurling himself off the mining
ship Dancing Spark during its maiden voyage over Death’s Sea. This act has created a
sensation in Travar, but it was just the beginning. Auori’s Last Will and Testament is
almost as dramatic as his death.

For those who pondered what drove Auori beyond the edge of reason and off the
edge of the Dancing Spark, it is now becoming clearer. The purpose of Auori’s will may
have been to demonstrate the madness within his family is what drove him over the
edge.

If Auori intended to sow discord and reap havoc, it was a spectacular success.
In the weeks since Auori’s memorial service, the seven families are at each other’s
throats. Not a single representative has been chosen by any of the families and all
manner of madness has ensued. As a result, the tasks have not yet been announced.
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Quangin, Auori’s brother, has discovered even if chosen to represent his family at
the council, he cannot lead the house because he is not currently married, as required
by the house charter. He has since announced his intention to marry a t'skrang by
the name of Lillieth, originally of K’'tenshin’s Meru niall, who now resides in T’town.
Marriages of convenience are not uncommon in Travar, but a human marrying a
t'skrang has the whole city in an uproar.

Vivianna, Auori’s eldest sister, is uninterested in the whole affair and told her two
eldest sons, Vulkis and Heri, if they wanted the position on the council, they could
fight it out between them. They took her literally and engaged in a public duel. Before
they could kill each other, they were arrested by the City Watch and released after a
court date had been arranged.

When charged, they were reminded only Champions of the Tournament could
duel publicly and could expect a heavy sentence. They both rushed to the Guild
House Tower and, with the appropriate bribe, retroactively registered themselves as
Champions of the Tournament. Unfortunately, in the rush to complete the paperwork,
they accidentally declared their intention to champion the other’s right to become
Magistrate. Should either become a Magistrate they would not be eligible to lead
House Thanton.

Pyxennia, Auori’s youngest sister, has declared the first one to discover the nature
of any of the seven tasks can represent the family on the council. Already the clerk’s
office has been ransacked and it is unknown if they still possess Auori’s instructions.
Other families have hired adepts to investigate and recover the documents, if indeed
they are missing.

Yanna, Auori’s middle sister, is still overcome with grief and refuses to believe her
brother is dead. She has hired adepts to travel to Death’s Sea and attempt to summon
his spirit, none have yet returned.

Those with cooler heads believe if a council is not elected soon, profits will suffer.
If the madness continues it could be a generation before House Thanton’s reputation
recovers, if this affair does not destroy them.
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JULIACK MERRIS
<€ any have observed how odd it is that two of Travar’s most notable merchants
are obsidimen. It is a common misconception Juliack Merris and Omasu are
from the same Liferock. If asked, they would find the notion at least mildly
insulting, for other than being obsidimen merchants, they have little else in common.

Juliack Merris took a very different path from Omasu. Awakened before the
Scourge, Merris traveled widely and over the years he spent time in most of Barsaive’s
major cities. He intended to spend time in Travar before the Scourge, but the Closing
prevented it and he returned to his Liferock, deep in the Thunder Mountains. After
the Scourge, Merris emerged and traveled to Travar, one final journey to complete his
odyssey.

After a short stay, however, Merris became fascinated with Travar’s people, and
despite his age believed he had much to learn from them. The best way to do this was
to become one of them, pursuing a career as a merchant. With the knowledge of the
earth that only an obsidimen can have, he soon had teams of mules hauling rare and
valuable ores to Travar. He used the profits to fund what he really desired: his own
airship.

Juliack Merris feels a connection with the people of Travar and his loyalty to
them is second only to his brotherhood. He sees past the greed, double-dealing, and
scramble to get to the top. Like obsidimen, when driven to anger they are a force to
be reckoned with. He has made friends in Travar who respect him for his friendship,
rather than the influence he wields or what he can do to further their own goals.
He does not count Omasu among his friends, but has .offered him much advice on
assuming the role of elder and aided the cause of freeing the Ayodhya Liferock.

Merris has come to realize, perhaps more than the people of Travar themselves, the
array of threats arranged against them. He has contemplated running for Magistrate
to address these issues, but is aware he may be called back to his Liferock at any time
to assume the role of elder. Merris has a strong sense of duty and honor, and would
hate to abandon his adopted home because of his brotherhood.

For now, he does what he can to support those who are devoted to the city’s
protection, especially the Air Wardens.

Merris enjoys the experience of running a trading company and feels at home
within Travar’s walls. The stone Travar is constructed from offers him a strange
peacefulness. He spent much time underground in Throal, but somehow Travar offers
a sense of home away from home, almost as if his Liferock were close by.

The Juliack Merris Trading Company is one of the most successful air trading
ventures in Travar and widely renowned for its fleet. While the fleet is not as large as
House Dumorjen’s, its airships are a frequent sight drifting over the city, coming and
going on an almost daily basis. The vessels are recognizable by their brightly painted
colors, the complex designs on their sails, and the crimson banners flying from every
mast. Two of Travar’s most notable airships, the Crimson Dawn and the Obsidian Flyer,
belong to Juliack Merris. The Obsidian Flyer is particularly unusual because its hull is
constructed of obsidian sourced from somewhere in the Thunder Mountains.

The company’s airships trade with most of Barsaive’s large population centers
avoiding only Kratas and the Blood Wood. Like all merchants, Merris has a network of
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partners and contacts across the province, and while his network may not be as large
as those of his rivals, he has something they do not: knowledge. Having lived in most
of Barsaive’s large towns and cities, Merris has a deep understanding of their culture
and trade. This insight is one of the reasons for his company’s great success.

Like most trading houses that operate airships, the Juliack Merris Trading
Company is offering substantial rewards to anyone who can chart safe airship passage
across the Badlands or through the Thunder Mountains to the Aras Sea.

The Corsair Tower

The Corsair Tower is a pre-Scourge docking facility and warehouse complex
currently owned by Juliack Merris. While its architecture fits well with the rest of
the city, even casual onlookers can tell its design has a heavy Theran influence. The
Corsair Tower has kept its original pre-Scourge Name and Merris has seen no reason
to change it.

The tower rises from a hive of multi-story warehouses, its central core supported
by five buttresses that extend outward to support a platform and series of docking
cradles. The central platform is topped with the dome common to Travar’s towers
which offers protection and grants access to the winching equipment in the central
core.

While the Corsair Tower is not as large as the Greycairn Tower it is still a stunning
piece of architecture. Its construction was subject to many delays and while briefly in
use before the Closing, many of its functional parts remain uncompleted. Additional
protection was to be provided by a dome of True air. Unfortunately, the dome was
never completed and only two of the docking cradles are functional.

The Juliack Merris Trading Company
does not have the diverse portfolio
of the other ho