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Anchor

Position: 
2nd [of 3]

Star Type: 
Yellow Dwarf [G3]

Primary Terrain:
Ocean / Islands

Gravity: 
3.0

Atmosphere: 
6.0

Moons: 

1

Rotation/period:
30 hours / 408 days

Axis Tilt:
8 degrees

Water/Land:
81%/19%

Sentient Life: 
Yes

Sentient Races: 
2

Anchor is called such because of its very strong gravity. A superterrestrial body (an earth-like planet, just wrought large), this planet sports some of the shortest forests and shortest people around. Another aspect to the planet is its strong magnetic field. Having a rapidly spinning molten iron/lead core, it causes a field strength strong enough for the "northern lights" to be seen as far south as the tropic latitude (and vice versa for the "southern lights".) Landquakes are commonplace, as the planet seems to constantly struggle to become more compact, yet it cannot be so.

Continental drift runs at a comparatively brisk pace. Islands and larger masses change position by several feet each year, rather than by mere inches. This keeps the map makers in business! 

Flying creatures never developed on Anchor, mostly due to the oppressive gravity. Land-based fauna are typically framed with aggressive musculature and have squat, stout bodies. Some animals have forsaken legs altogether, finding snake-like locomotion more efficient. The Anchorite equivalent of a dog is a friendly, furry tube of a creature with large brown eyes, canine teeth, and a pug snout.

While Anchor is on the outer edge of the habitable ring (where the sun's rays are neither too strong nor too weak), the planet is surprisingly temperate thanks in part to its relatively slow spin and large oceans. 

The planet's moon, Ariel, is large enough to retain a thin atmosphere. While no sentient life makes its home there, it's CO2 atmosphere is sufficient to host grasses, mushrooms, simple plants, and a variety of insects. It is a simple ecosystem, but it functions. 

Tidal forces on Anchor are quite strong. This phenomenon has made safe harbour quite a premium. Despite the danger of the seas, the residents of Anchor live each day trying to tame them.

The triple gravity has stunted almost all life on Anchor. The most towering of trees rise perhaps twenty feet, with the norm being ten to twelve feet. Most predators run on six to eight muscular legs, but never exceed 3' in height. What most creatures lack in vertical stature, they make up lengthwise. The average animal is long, not tall. 

The sentient humanoids look something like squashed Dwarves. Typically topping out at 3'6", these four-fingered humanoids have thick beards (both males and females), limbs that are both short and stout, and very thick necks (for being able to keep one's head straight, despite the gravitational pull.) They have cheerful eyes, round noses, and jowly chins. As a race, they call themselves the Drendel. 

The sea life tends to be of normal size, not stunted, thanks to the buoyant properties of salt water. The ocean currents are strong and cold. These currents allow Drendel sailors to travel from island to island with relative ease (huge tides not withstanding).

Unbeknownst to the Drendel, there is another sentient race on Anchor. A race of energy beings, known as the Aiananth, are invisible energy creatures that have, for some unknown reason, taken it upon themselves to be the caretakers of the Drendel. While never seen, they have the power to act in subtle ways -- a whispered insight to guide the lost, a hand to keep death's door closed, a bit of luck when things are tough. The Aiananths can do no more than this, however, as their incorporeal form barely interfaces with the realm of matter. The effect of this curious relationship is that Drendel are luckier than other standard humanoids.

Anchor is a world of green and blue. Overall, Anchor is an ecologically sound and flourishes with life, despite the high gravity and dense atmosphere.

Cultural Notes:

The Drendel are on the verge of several important technological breakthroughs. They have mastered steel, but not aluminium. They have discovered rubber, but not vulcanisation. They have rifles, but not machine guns. Because of the rapid pace of change, the Drendel society is in something of an uproar. The old guard viewes the younger generation with suspicion, while the young folk view their elders as "hidebound" and "out of touch". More importantly, there is a dangerous movement that promotes science for the sake of science, without regard for moral implications.

The Drendal are fairly friendly to outsiders -- especially strangers bearing new and interesting gadgets. The current Drendal conventional wisdom dictates that a use can be found for any gadget (whereas most people buy gadgets to fit a use!) While visitors are welcome to stay as long as they wish (provided they don't stir up too much trouble), few visitors do, thanks to the rather inhospitable gravity and the dense atmosphere. Drendel merchants are happy to take all manner of payment -- metal coins, credit rods, letters of credit, barter, work-for-goods. Haggling is a way of life, and the price tag is just a conversation-starter.

Drendel like beer, music, games of chance, inventing, tinkering, sailing, and carousing. They are certainly willing to take on the role of adventurers, especially when it involves trekking off to low gravity worlds for excitement and combat.

The Drendal youth are fully into improving existing machines -- sometimes with explosive results. Scientists and Engineers are the new folk heroes, whereas Priests, philosophers, and mystics are taken much less seriously than they once were.

Sentient Racial Stats: Drendel

Mods: +3 Str, +1 Con, -2 Dex, -2 Wis

Special Attacks: None

Special Defences: Lucky (see "Aiananth" entry below)

Favoured Class: Jack/Mathematician

Restricted Class: None

Typical Lifespan: 75 years

Typical Alignment: Any

Sentient Racial Stats: Aiananth

Mods: Zero Str, Zero Con, +2 Dex, +2 Wis, +2 Int, +3 Fai

Special Attacks: None

Special Defences: Incorporeal. Can be destroyed only by draining Willpower to zero.

Favoured Class: Priest

Restricted Class: Necromancer, any fighter type.

Typical Lifespan: 3,500 years

Typical Alignment: Benevolent

Notes: They can bestow the following upon any Drendel: 1.) A rerolled failed die, 2.) One point of healing, 3.) An insight (equivalent to five spoken words), 4.) Block the effect of one energy-based attack. An Aiananth typically bestows any one boon once per day. A Drendel leaving Anchor obviously loses this benefit while travelling off-world.

Archipelagos

Star Type:
Yellow Dwarf [G2]

Position:
Second [of Five]

Primary Terrain: Ocean

Water/Land:
96%/4%

Rotation/Period:
26 hours / 400 days

Axis Tilt:
10º

Gravity:

1.25

Air Pressure:
1.30

Sentient Life:
Yes

Sentient Species:
1

Moons:

1

Physical Synopsis:

Primarily a water world, Archipelagos is a superterrestrial type planet (in other words, it has all the makings of a Gaianar-like world, but is simply much bigger.) Archipelagos is a warm, tropical world that has only limited seasonal differentials due to its nearly vertical axis tilt. The magnetic field around the planet is very strong, thus blocking most harmful stellar radiation, The land masses of Archipelagos are, in fact, the tips of a long and winding oceanic mountain range. Thus, the islands do seem more like a mountain than a beach. As the sentient species of this planet is aquatic, the land is pristine and unspoiled.

The planet’s single moon, Archilogos, is nearly a planet in its own right. While the moon is unpopulated by sentient life, its thin, carbon-dioxide atmosphere is home to a variety of hardy molds, lichens, and other simple plants. The strong gravitational effect of Archilogos on its parent world has kept the planet nearly perfectly aligned on its axis. The tidal forces on Archipelagos is quite profound, with the average tidal differential being twenty feet.

Cultural Notes:

Archipelagos is home to a race of sentient beings known as Palagens. While being primarily aquatic, a Palagen can survive on land for up to twenty-six hours before dehydrating. The Palagens appear as man-sized squids, but with binocular vision as opposed to all-around vision. The Palagens can stand erect by implementing three or four of their arms, leaving the other four for manipulating objects. When underwater, they communicate by sonic pulsations, while above water they talk via sign language or by squawks.Palagens are usually black or blue in colour, and their skin is hairless and rubbery. Their tentacles all have suction cups, which allow them to easily manipulate objects. They retain the ability to produce a huge cloud of black ink when attacked, effectively blinding an assailant. 

Palagen society is basically a stone-age culture. This does not reflect on the intelligence of the species (which is equivalent to human beings), but rather that an underwater race has very little opportunity to advance in traditional fire-based technologies. Despite this limitation, the Palagens have beautiful cities carved from stone, set into the sides of the great mountain range below the ocean’s surface. They are also clever farmers, cultivating seaweed and fisheries. 

The Palagens are a friendly, curious people who are always willing to learn about outsiders and visitors. They are not a warlike race. While not particularly religious, they are always interested in the mythos and legends of other races. While they cannot forge metal themselves, they have set up trade relations with other civilisations. The Palagens’ ability to raise colonies of fish is legendary, and they use this to their advantage in trade. While they have no sentient enemies, the Palagens frequently come under attack by sharks and killer whales, whom seek the squid folk as an important food source.

Because of their dangerous, predator-filled environment, the Palagens have learned to live for today. Aside from maintaining their homes and farms, the Palagens typically don’t make a lot of long-term plans. While the average Palagen lives for 30-40 years, it is estimated that a Palagen in a predator-free environment would probably have a life expectancy of 55 years.

Palagen society is best described as a cooperative anarchy. There is no real central government, but the society has very strong bonds to one another. 

Sentient Racial Stats: Palagen

Modifiers: +2 DEX, -1 CON [-2 STR on land]

Size category: 3 (man-sized)

Weight: 100-160 pounds

Special attacks: Grapple, choking hold

Special abilities: Can climb flat surfaces with their suction cups (70%)

Special defences: Immune to water-based attacks. Can issue a 3// radius cloud of ink once per day.

Special vulnerabilities: Double damage from heat/fire. Triple damage from a dehydrating attack.

Favoured Class: Jack of All Trades

Restricted Class: Paladin, Wishsinger, Cavalier, Gunslinger

Common Alignment: Heroic

Cavadareon

Position: 2nd [of 5]

Star Type: White Dwarf

Primary Terrain: Ruins/Desert

Gravity: 1.4

Atmosphere: 0.5

Moons: 1

Rotation/period/axis: 24 hours / 360 days / 12 degrees

Water/Land: 12%/88%

Cavadareon is a ruined world, blasted into near-extinction when the sun contracted into a white dwarf and expelled its outer layers in the form of superheated plasma. The stellar catastrophe ripped most of the planet's atmosphere away and burned most of the cities to the ground. The once great forests turned to carbon, and the seas boiled away. It took centuries for the ash to fall from the sky. When it did, Cavadareon emerged as a cold, bleak wasteland.

A handful of cities, on the side of the planet that faced away from the sun at the nova event, did survive, but even they were heavily damaged. Starvation, radiation, and disease ravaged a sizable portion of those that survived the Great Burning. 

In the 1,300 years that have passed since, the remains of the population have gathered into a single city and rebuilt it from the wreckage. This small oasis of life stands against the mutants and Undead denizens that roam the desert and ruins unchecked. While the sun has stabilised as a white dwarf, the scientists of Cavadareon understand that the sun's output can only decline with time. The last city stands like a sentinel on the shores of the last inland sea.

Cultural Synopsis:

Two races share the city. While the Rekka and Tolen once hated each other with near-blinding passion, the ecological catastrophe that was the Great Burning put race-hatred into proper perspective. Knowing that neither race can survive alone, the two factions put their differences behind them for the greater good and for the future.

The last city, called Dome, is ruled by a council of scientists (Mathematicians). Acquiring a council seat is not accomplished through political means, but rather by pure merit. Because of the need to advance technology as fast as possible in order to avoid the coming doom, education, ingenuity, and creativity is are considered society's highest values (hence why "politics as usual" does not exist in Dome.)

Dome is called such because its atmosphere is artificially pressurised and contained by a complicated array of Mathematician wards that form a translucent hemisphere over the city. The Last Sea is used for hydroponics now that the ground is utterly sterile. Following the Great Burning, the air is rich in CO2, even if the atmospheric pressure is low, thus the hydroponics grow in sufficient abundance so that the citizens of Dome need not starve.

The long-term goal of the Council is to find a way to generate artificial sun-satellites that can compensate for the white dwarf's fading light. Moreover, they seek a means of reinvigorating the blasted soil so that it may once again support life. Against this pair of ambitious projects is the constant threat of the mutated, Undead monsters which constantly harass the city and seek to overcome its shields.

The Council is fairly welcoming of visitors so long as they are willing to trade information and knowledge. They are avid collectors of scientific tomes. Alien Mathematicians with new formulae are especially welcomed. Likewise, researchers, inventors, teachers, Wishsingers, and skilled craftsmen are considered boons. Thieves, the lazy, and the superstitious, however, are not.

Of course, most visitors tend to feel cramped within the confines of Dome. The Rekkans and the Tolens are not very tall as far as sentient races go. Thus, Dwarves and Fey would not have distress, but Changelings, Humans and Elves would spent quite a bit of time crouching.

The Rekka look like chubby, humanoid mice. They typically have a thick, furry coat of white, grey, or black, and have round black eyes and long sensory whiskers. They stand on short, stubby legs when upright, but run on all fours when in a hurry. They don't wear clothes, but do don jewellry, scarves, ribbons, and other decoration. Rekkans talk in a fast, chattering manner. The Rekka are fast, but not very strong. The average Rekkan stands three feet tall and weight 80-100 pounds.

The Tolen are not necessarily ugly, but they certainly look different than the Rekka. They look something like big snails that have a huge monocular eye stalk and an array of flexible tentacles that end in suction cups. Tolens are physically slow, but they are very strong. A Tolen's exposed flesh can be purple, green, or grey. Their shells can be of any colour -- from ordinary grey or brown to bright orange, red, or blue. Spotted or striped shell patterns are very common. A Tolen's shell is 3' to 4' high and they can extend their tentacles up to six feet. Their single eye can swivel in any direction.

The Tolen communicate via sign language (by waving their tentacles around.) Because of the two completely different language styles, the Rekka and Tolen can only communicate with one another by writing,thus most Dome citizens, Tolen and Rekka alike, carry tablets and styluses with them.

Religiously, the Dome citizens are mostly Dieist (people who believe in a Supreme Being, but don't think that he/she/it answers prayers directly, or interferes in mortal affairs.) They don't loathe religious visitors so long as they don't act too superstitious.

Sentient Racial Stats: Rekka

Mods: -2 Str, +2 Dex, +1 Int, -1 Wis

Special Attacks: Claw/claw/bite routine [1d4/1d4/1d6]

Special Defence: Climb walls (50%). Resist background radiation (100%)*

Special Weaknesses: High metabolism. Must have at least 3,000 calories per day.

Favoured Class: Mathematician

Restricted Class: None

Typical Lifespan: 50 years

Typical Alignment: Heroic

Sentient Racial Stats: Tolen

Mods: +2 Str, -2 Dex, -1 Int, +1 Wis

Special Attacks: Strangle (on critical success) [1d20 damage on Strangle)

Special Defence: Can climb any flat surface (95%). Resist background radiation (100%)*

Special Weaknesses: 2x damage from dehydrating attacks

Favoured Class: Jack

Restricted Class: Gunslinger, Cavalier

Typical Lifespan: 65 years

Typical Alignment: Benevolent

* Background radiation is any radioactive source generating 20 REM or less.

Epiphany

Position: 
1st [of 1]

Star Type: 
Neutron Star [B9]

Primary Terrain: 
Open Atmosphere

Gravity: 
0.0 to 0.2

Atmosphere: 
0.8

Moons: 

None

Rotation/period:
90 days, tide locked 

Axis Tilt:
0 degrees

Water/Land: 
Special

Sentient Life:
Yes

Sentient Races: 
Many

Notes: Atmosphere extends fully into outer space

Like Gaianar, the world of Epiphany appears to be full of holes (Stillpoints). Unlike Gaianar, Epiphany was obviously artificially created by some massively powerful sentient race that is no more (possibly the same race that terraformed Wanderer.) Possibly the most ambitious terraforming project in the known universe, Epiphany is not so much a single world as it is a ring of habitation that stretches around the entire neutron star like some kind of cosmically-sized doughnut. What was once a sterile asteroid belt is now filled with islands of green, floating in an atmosphere that completely extends into the void of space. Storms are spherical, and rage unchecked across the torus. Globular lakes and seas blob through their orbits like gelatin deserts of the gods. And there are plenty of sentient races, all of whom fly naturally or have contrived devices that have allowed them to do so. The fauna are obviously the result of genetic engineering, for almost every species of anima, from humble insects to the fiercest carnivores, possess the ability to glide, fly, or teleport.

Because there is no central world, night does not exist in the Epiphany torus. The soft blue glow of the neutron star provides a steady, constant light, but not so much heat that the torus is burned to cinders. While the creators of this strange haven have vanished, their legacy lives on. It is estimated that Epiphany may last another hundred thousand years without maintenance. By then, one might hope that the peoples of Epiphany may rediscover the secrets of this place, and allow it to thrive indefinitely.

The atmosphere is apparently generated by a vast array of probes that employ a sophisticated discipline of mathematics as yet undiscovered by conventional Mathematicians. What is known is that the probes utilise some incredibly advanced form of Theoretical Propulsion System, and apparently fabricate oxygen, nitrogen, carbon-dioxide, hydrogen, and water vapour in vast quantities. It is suspected that these atmospheric generators somehow rob base material from the neutron star (since a teaspoon of neutron star material weighs as much as an aircraft carrier). How it creates complete atoms from hyper-compact solid neutrons is as yet unknown, but it does seem to do it. The force of the probes' output is apparently what drives the rather chaotic weather.

Epiphany is a strange, beautiful, and sometimes dangerous habitat. It has nearly unlimited potential for colonisation. It is a swirling, chaotic place that may be many things to many people, but one adjective that is never applied is "dull".

Cultural Synopsis:

Epiphany is a rogue's dream. The torus-world is a mish-mash of cultures, languages, religions, races, and monsters. There's always a war going on somewhere. There are always peace talks going on somewhere else. Smuggling is the accepted means of shipping goods. Government? What's that? The people of Epiphany live by their skills, powers, and wits. The lazy, shiftless, and the dullards don't live long.

On a small scale, almost any culture can be found. There are plenty of petty warlords who might rule some tree-covered chunk of rock. Likewise, there are floating cities that are bastions of goodness and democracy. Some asteroids cities allow anyone to come, while others only allow members of certain races or religions to visit. Something about the Epiphany setting seems to never allow anyone to "settle down". Even the most calm outsider eventually develops a thirst for exploration, discovery, or conquest. Thus, "constant change" is the only status quo in Epiphany life.

This curious psychological effect is no accident, however. The creators of Epiphany feared that a world without day or night or seasons would lull the residents into a stupor, thus crushing their creativity and ingenuity. This problem was solved by way of the atmospheric generators, which pour a steady stream of negative ions into the air. The effect of this phenomenon is that it makes the weather incredibly violent and also raises the drive and awareness of sentient beings.

There is a very beneficial effect for members of the Fey. The air is so heavily ionised that Fey do not have to supplement their hybrid metabolism with food (although they still can eat if they wish). The down side is that certain technological items such as radar and telecommunication devices only operate at 50% of their normal range.

Sentient Racial Stats:

While any sentient race can appear in Epiphany, there are no real natives to Epiphany (since it is an artificially created environment.) Anyone born in Epiphany functions at +1 Int and +1 Init. Outsiders gain this bonus after a year's exposure to the Epiphany atmosphere. Moreover, third generation members of non-flying races begin to develop the ability to fly. This can take the form of magical flight (like Changelings) or even the development of actual wings. It's fairly common to find Humans, Dwarves, and Elves with wings. Those that have typically develop feathered wings (Humans), bat wings (Dwarves), or insect wings (Elves.)  Most sentient Constructs are rocket-propelled.

Greenland

Position: 
4th [of 7]

Star Type: 
Yellow Dwarf [G0]

Primary Terrain:
Glacier / Tundra

Gravity: 
1.1

Atmosphere: 
1.0

Moons: 

2

Rotation/period: 
26 hours / 376 days

Axis Tile:
15 degrees

Water/Land: 
71%/29%

Sentient Life: 
Yes

Sentient Races: 
1

The name "Greenland" is something of an ironic misnomer these days. While the planet was once richly verdant and temperate, a cosmological disaster forever changed the ecology of this world. Now the primary terrain feature is tundra, permafrost, and gargantuan glaciers the size of mountain ranges. Despite this change, the citizens of Greenland refuse to rename their world.

Five centuries ago Greenland captured a nickel-iron terrestrial body in its gravity well -- a body nearly half as massive as Greenland itself! This asteroid became Greenland's second moon, later to be named Nomad (another ironic name, now that the sterile rock no longer travels freely). The force of Nomad's sudden gravitational tug was sufficient to pull Greenland out of it's orbit, moving the planet to the far outer edge of the sun's habitable zone. While the planet's orbit has subsequently stabilised, it became significantly colder worldwide. 

The new moon's highly elliptical orbit also affected the tides, causing violent tides one day, while making for placid seas another. This effect actually does benefit the planet, however, as the gravitational wrenching keeps the oceans from freezing solid.

While many species did become extinct as a result of this stellar catastrophe, life, as a whole, did survive. The species that remained appear to be experiencing a form of hyper-evolution. The trend appears to be that mammals are getting slower, fatter, and furrier in order to compensate for the colder climate. Reptiles are beginning to have improved metabolisms that support self-regulating blood temperature. Quite a few birds are becoming flightless, and are adapting into efficient ground-based hunters. The humanoids, once nearly hairless, now look as shaggy as grizzly bears.

The equator remains temperate, however. The zone between the topics converted from an arid dessert into forest and arable farmland. The massive migration of people and animals spurred a new age of technological and economic development worldwide. While a sudden, permanent, global change in the world's ecology and climate might crush some lesser humanoids, the Voss adapted and carried on with life.

Cultural Synopsis:

Greenland is organised into five nation-states whose borders are delineated by geography. The political philosophies run the gamut from Socialism to raw, individualistic Democracy. Each of the five nations think its solution is the best way. While the technological level is far too high for any nation to risk unrestrained global war, that doesn't mean the individual countries actually like each other. The relationship between the various national powers can best be described as a "cold war", where the five nations play games of economic and diplomatic brinkmanship with one another only to stop just short of engaging in open hostilities.

The Voss civilisation is fairly technologically advanced. Equivalent to the 1940's, the Voss employ electricity, wired telecommunication, fuel-cell engines, and assembly line manufacturing. Most private vehicles and all locomotives employ fuel-cell technology, which extracts hydrogen from common products such as alcohol or cooking oil. The power grids are energised by a combination of windmill farms and ocean-mounted kinetic paddles. Fossil fuels are very rare, and thus were never widely employed.

The treatment visitors get on Greenland depends entirely on where one lands and how one's own beliefs contrasts with the nation-state's political philosophy. One thing is certain: all five governments are happy to employ alien mercenaries to do their dirty work. The pay for such services as smuggling, espionage, assassination, and theft are quite high, but the jobs are thankless. Frequently, outsider mercenaries aren't even told who their real bosses are. The conventional wisdom promotes "plausible deniability" in all cases.

Because of the common (mis)use of outsiders, the average Voss civilian may act in an openly  friendly or neutral manner towards outworld visitors, but the citizens will harbour unspoken reservations that the outsiders are spies or thieves. Thus, Voss merchants only take cold cash from outsiders, not credit. And visitors frequently find "security" detail following them around town.

The Voss appear as shaggy, 7' tall humanoids with long, flexible torsos and stubby arms and legs. Their heads, which are somewhat gum drop shaped, emerge directly from their shoulders without need of a neck. Their pelts range in all manner of colour, from black to auburn to snow white. They have small, shiny black eyes that somewhat resemble those of a plush toy animal. A Voss's vision is far from exceptional, but their sense of hearing is superior to that of a Human's. Twins are common in Voss births. A Voss's fingers end in thick nails suitable for climbing and digging, and also gives them an improved natural weapon attack.

Sentient Racial Stats: Voss

Mods:  +1 Con, -1 Dex

Special Attacks: Natural weapon (claws) inflict 1d6 damage

Special Defences: Natural AC(6). Hear Noise (35%)

Special Weaknesses: Poor distance vision (-2 combat penalty on ranged weapons)

Favoured Class: Investigator

Restricted Class: None

Typical Lifespan: 90 years

Typical Alignment: Any 

Haven

Star Type:
Red Dwarf [K5]

Position:
First [of One]

Primary Terrain: Grassland / Prairie

Water/Land:
40%/60%

Rotation/Period:
120 days / 120 days [Planet is tidal-locked]

Axis Tilt::
3º

Gravity:

0.85

Air Pressure:
0.70

Sentient Life:
Yes

Sentient Species:
1

Moons:

0

Haven is a strange, ancient world that orbits a dim red dwarf star. The star’s feeble glow is such that it is actually safe to stare at its radiance without going blind. Haven is habitable because of its close proximity to its sun. So close is Haven to Ralien, the sun, that the planet is tidal-locked, meaning that the same side of the planet faces the sun all the time, and that the length of the day and the length of the year are the same.

Plant life has adapted to Ralien’s dim glow by forfeiting chlorophyll in favour of xanthophyll. Thus, most plant life is yellow, red, or purple, but almost nothing is green. Despite this, nearly every land surface is covered with something living and growing. Indeed, Haven has very rich soil thanks to the moderate climate and occasional volcanic activity. 

From the surface of Haven, Ralien appears to fill half the sky. As the sun never sets, the dim light makes the planet appear to be sheathed in the crimson glow of morning (or evening) all the time. Newcomers to Haven will frequently forget to go to sleep, as most worlds have a definite day and night cycle. The natives, however, do not seem to have this problem, as they simply choose to rest when tired and labour once rested.

The shallow seas of Haven are home to abundant aquatic life that the sentient race has yet to exploit. Because the land exceeds the water, Haven has no rain forests, jungles, or swamps. Instead, most of the lands are prairie, grassland, or tundra. The effect of the planet being spin locked is that there are no seasonal changes whatsoever. Almost no ultraviolet or cosmic radiation reaches Haven’s surface. Because of this, ecological evolution has been extremely slow. Haven has almost no meat-eating predators and no super-predators at all. Birds never evolved on Haven. 

The sentient race of this world is a simple, agrarian people known as the Taku, but outsiders call them Havenites. While the Havenites are possibly the friendliest people in the universe, they are often greeted with fear and superstition because of their frightening appearance. 

Cultural Notes:

The Havenites, unfortunately, look to many as “demons” because they have red skin, prehensile tails, large teeth, horns protruding from their skulls, and large, wide eyes. They frequently carry pitchforks. Of course, the Taku are actually descended from cows and bulls, not monkeys, so it is natural that the race should have horns and tails. The red sun has made their own skin red so as to be able to process certain nutrients that can only be catalysed through exposure to sunlight. Their huge teeth, upon closer inspection, are not fangs or meat-rending teeth, but are actually all molars. As the most common occupation is farming, the presence of pitchforks is self-explanatory. Havenites are strictly vegetarian.

Because of the weaker gravity, he average Havenite stands nearly eight feet tall.  Their feet are actually hooves, and their hands are coarse, strong, three fingered things that end in what could best be described as miniature hooves instead of fingernails. Havenites speak slowly and with low voice.

Culturally, Havenites are probably the least hurried sentient beings around. Without a day/night or seasonal cycle, the Taku basically get things done when they need to get things done, not before. The land is rich, and the predators are few, thus most Havenites end up dying of old age (which is usually 80-90 years.) While Havenites are not religious in the traditional sense, they do have a great reverence for nature and elemental forces. Most Havenites believe in reincarnation, and believe that the same people alive now are the same people that have always been alive. This is somewhat substantiated by the fact that the Havenite population has been rock-steady at 12 million for the past several thousand years.

Havenites mostly trade via barter. They trade goods for goods, work for goods, goods for work, or work for work. The concept of money is typically lost on them. As most Taku are farmers, the typical family unit is a self-sufficient group of twenty to thirty individuals centred around an ancestral farm. The success of the extended family is important to the Havenites, and will always care for injured, sick, or dying family members. 

Outsiders hoping to make a fast buck on trade are frequently disappointed by a visit to Haven. These non-materialistic people have no interest in jewellery, technology, gadgets, or expensive baubles. A good mug of beer and a block of nice tasty cheese would have much more appeal to a Taku than a gems or gold.

There is no central government on Haven. Most of the world is dominated by either ancestral farms or open prairie.

Sentient Racial Stats: Taku

Modifiers: -2 DEX, +1 CON , +1 STR, +1WIS, -2 INT, [-4 COM to outsiders]

Size category: 4 (large man-sized)

Weight: 280-400 pounds

Special attacks: Head butt (1d6+1)

Special abilities: None

Special defences: None.

Special weaknesses: None.

Favoured Class: Shaman, Ranger

Restricted Class: Paladin, Cavalier, Gunslinger, Necromancer

Common Alignment: Benevolent

Nightfall

Position: 
5th [of 16]

Star Type: 
Binary: Red Dwarf [K2] / Brown Dwarf [L5]

Primary Terrain:
Ocean / Plains

Gravity: 
1.0

Atmosphere: 
0.9

Moons: 

3

Rotation/period:
24 hours / 342 days

Axis Tilt: 
18 degrees

Water/Land: 
66%/34%

Sentient Life: 
Yes

Sentient Races: 
2 [see note]

Note: There are two sentient species, but only one is actually living

Nightfall initially appears as a quaint, medieavel world dotted with farms, pastures, and little towns. The outlying lands are covered in rich prairie interspersed with pocket forests. The twin suns, called Day Star and Dark Star, cast a steady, warm, ruddy glow. Like other worlds with red suns, the plant life is crimson, purple, and yellow -- but not green.

The world goes through a "cold spell" every five years when the self-referential orbits of the binary suns place one star directly in line with the other for a period that lasts for eight days. When the Dark Star is obscured by the Day Star, the world gets cold, but not dark. When the Day Star is obscured, however, Nightfall earns its name by becoming both cold and dark for over a week. In the latter case, the dim rays of the Dark Star are about twice as bright as normal moonlight, only rust coloured.

Not coincidentally, this five-year cycle has factored into the world's religious and political calculations. Moreover, there always seems to be a population boom nine months following a "cold spell".

Aside from the colour of the twin suns and the vegetation, Nightfall is a very earth-like world. Gravity and air pressure are normal. The change of seasons is predictable and not overly sudden or harsh. The sentient beings have not yet developed enough technology to seriously damage the ecosystem. The world has its share of natural predators, but is not overly populated with monsters.

Nightfall has two major landmasses, one in each hemisphere north and south, as well as an archipelago connecting the two. The tides are weak and calm, thanks to the mutually opposing gravitational pull of the three moons that are only rarely lined up (which, when that happens, does stir things up a bit!) The oceans are faintly indigo in colour, and are warm thanks to extensive geothermal activity.

Bioluminecent jellyfish are a common feature along the coastline and shoals. This causes the oceans to twinkle blue and green each night, and makes for quite picturesque viewing. On the down side, the dense population of these creatures has precluded the invention of the surfboard.

Were it not for the vampire lords that rule this world with a merciless iron fist, Nightfall would be a fine home for almost any sentient species. How these fiends came to power in the first place is a mystery lost in time, but their presence is like a cancerous knot on the face of a beautiful lady.

Cultural Notes:

The Nightfall civilisation is organised into Shires, each run by a powerful vampire lord. Curiously, the word "vampire" is never uttered by any citizen, not even in the most whispered tones. The term "noble" is used instead. The local lords have no use for thrill-seeking adventurers seeking the challenge of besting a vampire, thus the utterance of the very word is outlawed.

While the current technological state approximates Europe during the Dark Ages, Nightfall has been in this status for two thousand years (or more). The "noble" lords forbid advanced learning by the non-noble (i.e. those who are actually alive.) Creativity is shunned. The local religion, which is little more than a propaganda machine for the nobles, seems to function chiefly to keep the mortals' spirits broken. Writing and literacy is reserved only for the wealthiest merchants and privileged craftsmen. For the common man, "book learning" is a felony punishable be death.

Of course, to slake the nobles' thirst for lifeblood, there are quite a few infractions that merit the death penalty. Convicts are typically tried in the most cursory of tribunals are subsequently carted off the local lord's dungeons for a brisk programme of torture and interrogation prior to being exsanguinated for the "greater good".

The nobles do encourage their mortal serfs to breed, however. After all, where would the nobles be if they ate their whole "herd". Married couples having four or more children are often monetarily rewarded by the local noble. Curiously, infant mortality is quite high -- especially when the Day Star is occluded every decade or so. This tragic statistic is no coincidence. When the nobles grow thirsty for "pure" blood, they use their powers of invisibility and illusion to sneak into the homes of the newly born and drain their lives while they sleep. The parents of such a victim, of course, cannot claim vampirism as the cause of deaths, since uttering the very words carries a death sentence.

Aside from the grim, seemingly eternal grip of the vampire lords, the nobility also employs quite a few spies and henchmen in the mortal realm. Such beings are perhaps the most reprehensible examples of their kind, willingly selling out their fellow man in exchange for power and profits. Thus, the common citizen goes through life in near abject terror that a misspoken phrase may be overheard by one of the nobles' spies. 

Occasionally, a highly efficient and valuable henchman may be elevated to half-vampire status. In this form, they regain their youth and become physically stronger, but do not yet acquire the full benefits or weaknesses of their masters. Half-vampires are the "house slaves" of noble culture -- treated well, given the illusion of limited autonomy, but in may ways even less free than the common serf.

Even rarer still is the half-vampire that is "upgraded" to full vampire status. This is only granted when a half-vampire servant has accomplished something truly bold and frighteningly evil on behalf of his/her master. Such a creature is granted a generous severance pay and granted charter to build his/her own stronghold (so long as it's far away from the former master's domain.)

The citizens of Nightfall, called Wrells, look like standard Elves except that they are naturally hairless. Instead, their kind is differentiated by the patterns of stripes or spots on one's skin. These patterns can be russet, ruddy, white, brown, or black. The type and quantity of spots/stripes varies greatly by the individual -- from being all one colour, to having Holstein spots, to being zebra striped, or to having leopard spots. The nobles, however, lose all their colouration, while their half-vampire minions retain skin colour but at a muted density.

Nightfall society is one that is bitter, full of despair and paranoia, and desperately short on hope. Visitors are greeted with courtesy,but are otherwise treated coldly. It would take quite an investment of time and energy to get a Wrell to confess to an outsider the real state of affairs on Nightfall.

Sentient Racial Stats: Wrell

Same as Elf, but with different skin/hair configuration.

Sentient Racial Stats: Half Vampire

Mods: +2 Str, +1 Dex, +5 Init

Special Attacks: Fear Gaze,1/day. Improved bite (1d4 damage)

Special Defences: Cannot be blinded by spells.

Special Weaknesses: Can be turned as an Undead of double HD.

Favoured Class: Investigator, Cavalier

Restricted Class: Any that forbids evil alignment

Typical Lifspan: 350 years (after transformation)

Typical Alignment: Any Evil

Sentient Racial Stats: Noble

As per Creatures Guide, choose Vampire, Vampire Count, or Vampire Lord as applicable by level and social status.

Requiem

Position: 
5th [of 8]

Star Type: 
Binary. Red Giant, Pulsar

Gravity: 
1.1

Atmosphere: 
1.0

Rotation/period:
22 hours / 350 days 

Axis Tilt: 
6 degrees

Water/Land: 
77%/23%

Primary Terrain: 
Ocean/Forest

Sentient Life: 
Yes

Sentient Races: 
1 (possibly more)

Moons: 

2

Requiem is a world of incredible beauty, yet it possesses a danger to mortals that is rivalled only by central South Point on Gaianar. The oceans of Requiem are deep and blue and filled with all manner of creatures. The red giant sun fills much of the sky by day, and the civilisations mark time by the rhythmic flickering of the pulsar companion. Two medium-sized moons, Strongman and Runner, light the sky at night.

Because the red giant sun is a cool star (by stellar standards), the mean temperature is colder than that of Gaianar. The polar ice caps are larger, and there are no deserts of tropical rain forests. In fact, primeval conifer forests so tall and thick that not a ray of sunlight reaches the forest floor dominate most of the uncultivated, undeveloped land.

Most of the animals of the forest have a combination of normal vision, infravision and echolocation (Detect Motion Vectors). Some animals can make their own light through bioluminescence, while others are nearly transparent. The forest ecosystem is highly competitive and unforgiving. Requiem is mostly untamed by the Dray, Requiem's sentient race. They typically make their cities along the coastal stretches and have only made limited inroads into the dark forests. 

Cultural Synopsis:

They Drey are a transplanted people not native to Requiem. Having arrived a thousand years ago via FTL travel, the Drey's homeworld destroyed itself in a thermonuclear holocaust. Without the resources of the homeworld, the new colony quickly lost its technology. Today, they have the equivalent of 800's era capabilities: some metalcrafting, basic masonry, glass blowing, and some limited manufacturing. Guns, electricity, and high-tech alloys are lost. 

Physically, the Drey are nearly identical in appearance to normal Humans, although there are some physiological differences in the arrangement of internal organs, and a Drey/Human union cannot produce offspring. Drey skin tone generally ranges from bronze to saffron, and their eye colour typically matches their skin colour. The average Drey stands 5'8" (males) or 5'2" (females) and have mass similar to a Human's.

The Drey society is arranged as a feudal system in which a local lord is responsible for governing a township and outlying lands. The lord typically employs a dozen knights, who, in turn are served by a dozen sheriffs. Beneath this top tier are, in descending order, guardsmen, merchants, clerics, scholars, tradesmen, farmers/herders, and serfs. There is little chance of advancement in Drey society. A man whose father is a priest is usually destined to be a priest himself. A serf's daughter must also be a serf. 

Inter-city communication is sparse at best due to the hazards of overland travel. The monsters of the great forests resent the intruders, and will viciously attack travellers and caravans. Each night brings about an onslaught against the city gates as the monsters try to reclaim the land taken by the Drey for colonisation. 

In the early days of the Drey's occupation of Requiem, the pioneers cleared large tracts of land by way of high-tech weaponry. When the supply ships from the homeworld stopped coming, further advancement into the forest ground to a halt. Now, the local lords simply do what they can to maintain the toehold they have on Requiem. 

There are few visitors to Requiem. Those few that somehow manage to find this lonely world are typically greeted with suspicion -- especially if they brandish high-tech items. Because the Drey know that their homeworld was destroyed by high-tech weapons of mass-destruction, they distrust technology. They will not permit Constructs to venture into the cities and towns. Mathematicians are ostracised. Moreover, the local lords live in fear that some foolhardy adventurer might go too deep into the forests and provoke the wrath of some truly monstrous entity that could not be repelled.

Sentient Racial Stats: Drey

Same as Human, with the exception of skin colour and internal physiology.

Favoured Class: Warrior/Jack

Restricted Class: Mathematician*

Typical Alignment: Ordered

* The Drey are physically and mentally able to participate in this character class, but it is illegal in Requiem society so to do.

GM Note: Most monsters should have maximum hit points and have improved initiative/AC/BAtCh ratings.

Solitar

Position: 
3rd [of 7]

Star Type: 
Yellow Dwarf [G2]

Gravity: 
0.5

Atmosphere: 
0.4 (CO2)

Rotation/period:
24 hours / 380 days 

Axis Tilt:
14 degrees

Water/Land: 
55%/45%

Primary Terrain: Ocean/Forest

Notes: Atmosphere is poisonous for oxygen breathers

Sentient Life:
Yes

Sentient Species:
2

Moons: 

5

It can definitely be said that life moves at a slower pace on Solitar. A small, low-gravity world with a carbon-dioxide atmosphere, all of the higher forms of life are plants, including one sentient plant race. While there are some animals, most are insects. The sun is an ordinary yellow star that rarely flares. The five small moons make for a picturesque skyscape by day or night. Because of the light gravity, most plants and trees grow both tall and broad. Butterflies and other winged insects are common, but ground-based predators are not. Insects range in size from near-microscopic to the width of a man's arm. Moths, dragonflies, bumblebees, butterflies, and other insects that aid in pollination are typically the largest examples of the insect species. 

The insect population is kept in check by the carnivorous species of plant life. While the majority of these flesh-eating plants pose no significant threat to man-sized creatures, some of the larger bug-eaters could theoretically ingest a Dwarf or a Fey.

The oceans cover slightly more surface area than the land, and are both cold and deep. While marine mammals never evolved, primitive fish, such as skates, sharks, and manta rays are plentiful. None are particularly large due to the lack of animal biodiversity. Shellfish such as crabs, shrimp, and lobster are plentiful.

While Solitar's gravity is technically insufficient to maintain its atmosphere, the gravitational pull from the five small moons incites constant agitation in the planet's core, causing frequent volcanic eruptions, which pour ash and carbon dioxide into the atmosphere. Because of this, Solitar has some of the richest soil in the known universe. The constant influx of CO2 allows the plant life to thrive in bountiful proportions.

The chief danger to visiting adventurers is the air, not the monsters. The air is rich enough in CO2 to make most visitors sleepy in 1d6 rounds, comatose within half an hour, and dead within an hour. Of course, the use of breathing masks that either provide additional oxygen or filter out CO2 would prevent this unfortunate progression. 

Cultural Synopsis:

The sentient race, known as Aldramils, have the power to shape non-sentient plants. Thus, their cities are built from living trees. The Aldramils believe in building without destroying. They employ a very magical and spiritual culture, but have little use of technology. They do not like fire.

Aldramil civilisation is based on a collection of confederate states that contain four or five sizable cities. There is a confederate council made up of three members of each state. This council is similar to the United Nations: full of huff and puff, but not a lot of real authority. While not a particularly warlike race, various states have certainly warred against one another in the past and probably will again in the future.

The biggest bone of contention is between the two primary subraces of Aldramil. One, the Adlranakki, are descended from deciduous trees, while the other, the Aldrafeln, are derived from conifer stock. Basically, the Aldrafeln see the Adlranakki as lazy and unreliable because the deciduous Aldramils become docile and slow during the winter months. This group maintains that they make up their slack during the summer season when their production and energy levels greatly exceed that of their conifer brethren. 

As a result of the Aldrafelns' steadier metabolism, they have acquired most of the positions of power in the various councils, corporations, and the like. While the Aldranakki resent this, there is little they can do, as they are both a minority and have been legislatively precluded from a variety of social rights.

The Aldramils are generally suspicious of visitors from the outer world, whom they typically view as "destroyers". They find the idea of cutting down trees to make furniture and instruments downright appalling. This does not prevent the rather pragmatic people from using outsiders when convenient. As sentient mammals have a much higher movement speed, they are employed when a Herculean task needs to be completed in a hurry. The word "used" is the key. Under no circumstances is a mammal ever granted citizenship, and any infraction of the Aldramil laws, regardless of how trifling, results in permanent expulsion. 

Both conifer and deciduous Aldramils communicate via telepathy. Their thoughts are very slow compared to that of a mammalian humanoid. This does not imply stupidity, however, but rather a reflection of their slow metabolism. They have problem-solving capabilities equal to any man. Against unwelcome intruders from the outer world who might view the Alramils as easy pickings, the tree people have no inhibitions against using their telepathic powers collectively to completely crush the minds of intruders bent on conquest and destruction. The average Aldramil has an EMP rating of 40, but some exceptional specimens have had ratings as high as 70.  

Because the Aldramil are photosynthetic, they don't actually cultivate food crops. Visiting outworlders are free to harvest grains, berries, and insects, but are forbidden to harm any kind of tree (sentient or otherwise). A few alien farms dot the landscape, but these exist primarily to allow the Aldramil to feed their outworlder hired help. Aldramil don't really understand the concept of food, and view the excessive dietary requirements of mammals as being rapacious and inefficient. Because of this, the food served at the few pubs and restaurants (for outsiders) is typically bland and/or odd tasting, but will fulfil dietary requirements.

The Aldrafeln look like 30' tall pine or fir trees, with small grappling fingers at the ends of some of their larger branches. They do not have faces, per se, nor do they have visible sensory organs. They seem to have all-around vision that is in colour, but not particularly detailed or accurate. Their hearing is normal, and they can detect vibrations in the ground from up to 1000' away (thus it's hard to surprise an Aldrafeln.) They move by wriggling their roots in the direction they wish to travel. 

The Aldranakki look more humanoid, with visible eyes and six to ten arm-branches covered with leaves. The Aldranakki typically reach a height of 20-40'. While they can move faster than the Aldrafeln (they can uproot themselves completely and walk), they are also much more sensitive to the change of seasons. They have binocular colour vision, not all-around vision, and do not possess the ability to detect earth tremors. As their leaves drop off in fall and winter, they become slow and placid, even dazed. They reach their peak energy in the height of summer.

Sentient Racial Stats: Aldrafeln

Mods: -6 Dex, +2 Str, +3 Con. AC[7]

Favoured Class: Ranger

Restricted Class: Paladin, Cavalier, Necromancer, Wishsinger

Special Defences: Regenerates 1 HP/Turn in direct sunlight. Light-based attacks actually heal wounds (lasers excluded, which count as fire).

Special Attacks: Empathy[40%] or higher

Weaknesses: Triple damage from fire attacks. Fire phobia.

Life Span: Theoretically unlimited, although they may die from disease or accidents.

Typical Alignment: Ordered

Sentient Racial Stats: Aldranakki

Mods: -4 Dex, +2 Str, +2 Con. AC[6]

Favoured Class: Ranger

Restricted Class: Paladin, Cavalier, Necromancer, Wishsinger

Special Defences: Regenerates 1 HP/Turn in direct sunlight. Light-based attacks actually heal wounds (lasers excluded, which count as fire).

Special Attacks: Empathy[40%] or higher

Weaknesses: Triple damage from fire attacks. Fire phobia.

Life Span: Theoretically unlimited, although they may die from disease or accidents.

Typical Alignment: Ordered

Other modifiers: Winter: -6 Dex, +1 Str, regeneration disabled. Summer: -3 Dex +3 Str, double regeneration rate.

Wanderer

Star Type:
Blue Supergiant [b2]

Position:
Fifth [of 16]

Primary Terrain: Desert

Water/Land:
29%/71%

Rotation/Period:
32 hours / 45 days

Axis Tilt:
23º

Gravity:

2.05

Air Pressure:
3.15

Sentient Life:
Yes

Sentient Species:
2

Moons:

0

Wanderer is a superterrestrial planet that orbits an even larger gas giant, which in turn circles a bloated blue-white supergiant. The world was terraformed twelve thousand years ago by a hyper-intelligent high-tech race (called the Overseers) that used two lesser races as slaves (the Arelins and the Grogans). While the world had initially been transformed from a lifeless rock into a beautiful water planet, that process has been unravelling for nearly six thousand years due to the disappearance of the Overseers. Now, about half the planet is a sterile desert, and the roiling sands claim a few feet of retreating green each year as the shrinking oceans evaporate under the blue supergiant's unforgiving light.

The world is dotted with abandoned cities half-buried in sand. Even the best-constructed technology cannot withstand six millennia of neglect, thus the forgotten cities are filled with worthless junk and rusted scrap. Nearer to the two remaining oceans (now technically inland seas), newer (but lesser -- always lesser) cities squat upon natural springs and oasis. The world's gravity is Herculean, and the air pressure is incredibly high. 

Wanderer's day is 32 hours long, and orbits Pierion every 45 days. The gas giant, in turn makes its way around the sun every ten years (marker by the beginning of Tenday Shadow).

Because Wanderer was artificially terraformed, it lacks the biodiversity of a natural world. As the planet has begun its devolution back to its original state, several species become extinct each year. Perhaps two thousand years remain before Wanderer is once again a lifeless rock.

Cultural Notes:

The powerful beings who transformed Wanderer are no more. While the world's history does not fully document what happened to the master race, what scraps of data remain suggest that the Overseers were wiped out by a plague that caused infertility. The disease spread to their homeworld, and then to their colonies. With the Overseers gone, society collapsed into a thousand-year-long Dark Ages, from which the two slave races never fully recovered. More importantly, the array of gargantuan subterrainian machines that maintained the planetary transformation have failed one by one. Now Wanderer is quickly reverting into a sterile, lifeless desert.

The two slave races, the Arelins and the Grogans, survived the death of their masters and have attempted to rebuild some semblance of civilisation. The Arelins control what lay above ground, while the Grogans prefer to build their cities underground. While the death of the master race should have brought the two lesser races together, history proved otherwise. 

Regrettably, the former servant species loathe one another. The Grogans view the Arelins as usurpers, while the Arelins see Grogans as stupid hulks. Both races have sought the annihilation of the other for the past six millennia, much like two enraged madmen fighting one another to the death while inside a burning house. Their hatred for each other has made them forget that Wanderer is dying.

 The Arelins are a slender, lithe, beautiful people. They have deep green eyes, ruddy skin, delicate features, and fine hair. They stand 5'2" on average (with a normal range of 4'6" to 5'6"), and typically weigh 100-140 pounds. Their fingers have six digits on each hand. Every aspect of the Arelin form is perfectly proportional and flawless. Unfortunately, their seemingly perfect exterior is not matched within. The Arelins have waged brutal and savage attacks against the physically stronger, but intellectually limited Grogans. The former, under the previous rule, were used primarily for intellectual work, while the latter were the beasts of burden of the old society. The Grogans are not blameless either. They have used the Arelins' night blindness to their advantage, making like-for-like attacks against Arelin cities and strongholds whenever possible.

The Grogans, unlike the physically beautiful Arelns, look like animated piles of rubble and rock. They are not actually Constructs, however. The Grogans evolved on a fairly dry would that was frequently peppered with pebble-sized meteorites. Thus, developing exterior body armour and regeneration was an evolutionary imperative. Grogans stand between 6' and 7'6" and typically weigh between 600 and 1,000 pounds. Grogans do not have dedicated appendages, but rather are more like a giant amoeba beneath their outer armour. When a Grogan needs arms or legs or both,he simply makes them. Because the armour plating can be locked in place and many configurations, the Grogans are exceedingly strong. What they are not is fast or highly intelligent.

Every ten years, the gas giant, Pierian, crosses in front of the sun, casting Wanderer in a black gloom that lasts ten days. During this period, the Grogans mass their full might against the Arelins, typically causing damage that takes nearly a full decade to rebuild from. The Arelins live above the ground, for they must have light. The Grogans prefer the darkness, and thus fight only at night or during the Tenday Shadow. During Tenday Shadow, the night-blind Arelins are all but helpless.

Arelin society is organised around city-state democracies (much like West Point on Gaianar.) The hand of the law is strict, however, in response to the ever-shrinking pool of natural resources. Grogan culture is based more on clans and tribes. Arelins believe in a wide pantheon of minor gods, while the Grogans are monotheistic.

If there was some way that both races could stop expending their resources fighting one another, they may collectively be able to develop the technology required to escape Wanderer before the great desert claims everything and everyone. As things stand now, however, both the Arelins and the Grogans are doomed.

Sentient Racial Stats: Arelins

Mods: +1 Dex, +3 Com, +1 Cha, -1 Str, -2 Con. AC[10]

Favoured Class: Mathematician,Wishsinger

Restricted Class: Paladin

Special Defences: Cannot be blinded by too much light, or by light-based attacks.

Special Attacks: Empathy[20%]

Weaknesses: Any less than twilight is considered pitch black. Racial fear of dark [innate phobia].

Life Span: 140 years [max]. Under Wanderer's  gravity, however, this estimate is reduced to 110 years [max].

Typical Alignment: Ordered

Sentient Racial Stats: Grogans

Mods: -3 Dex, -2 Int, +2 Str, +3 Con. AC[2]

Favoured Class: Barbarian,Warrior

Restricted Class: Wishsinger, Paladin

Special Defence: Very good natural AC. Camouflage [45%] in desert or underground envorinments

Special Attacks: None

Resistances: 25% damage reduction from earth-based spells and powers.

Special vulnerability: Very bright light is painful (but does not cause actual damage.)

Note: Most Grogans use a combination of infravision [30//] and echolocation [50//] to navigate. 

Life Span: 200 years [max]

Typical Alignment: Chaotic

