
  ZEITGEIST Character Themes  
  Recent products introduced the concept of character themes. The 
Zeitgeist  campaign  setting  presents  themes  that  reinforce  the 
heroic archetypes of the world, such as dockers, gunsmiths, and 
technologists.    Each player should choose one Theme for his or 
her character, preferably one unique to the world of Zeitgeist.

  If fatalism defines the traditional dwarven philosophy, then the 
cornerstone  of  eladrin  ideology  is  that  living  well  is  the  best 
revenge. 
  After the goddess Srasama died and nearly all eladrin women 
perished with her, there was a great drive in Elfaivar to fight until 
the last man in a short-sighted bid for vengeance. As the rest of the 
nation whipped itself into a frenzy, however, a composer named 
Vekesh  wrote  a  song  of  mourning  that  contained  a  simple 
sentiment: defeat is only tragedy if we choose to let the story end.
  While  many  eladrins  could  not  be  stopped  from  their  self-
destruction, Vekesh convinced some of his people that a tale that 
goes  from  defeat  to  revenge  to  death  is  a  shameful  tragedy. 
Revenge serves only to distract from one’s grief, but is ultimately 

valueless. Instead, he said, a tale of defeat, resilience, and renewal 
is the best way to thwart their enemies’ goals.
   The proper form of retribution, then, is to endure, rebuild from 
weakness, and prosper into strength. 
  His guidance ensured that in at least a few isolated enclaves, the 
eladrin  race  pulled  back  from  the  brink  of  annihilation.  In  the 
following decades a loosely codified collection of vekeshi teachings 
spread  throughout  Lanjyr.  The  mantras  of  Vekesh  have  helped 
many cope with loss and find a new path for themselves.
  To  the  general  public,  though,  ‘vekeshi’  is  synonymous  with 
murderer  and  terrorist.  While  the  majority  of  vekeshi  avoid 
violence  when  possible,  Vekesh  believed  that  taking  up  arms  is 
sometimes necessary to protect those at their most vulnerable. The 
deepest secrets of vekeshi mysticism are taught only to a rare few 
adherents who demonstrate a skill  for battle,  and the wisdom to 
know when to use their power.

 Playing  a Vekeshi Mystic
   Anyone might casually study Vekesh’s teachings for a bit  of 
personal guidance, but to be initiated into the mystical side of the 
philosophy  requires  painful  rituals.  Aspirants  are  taken  in  the 
night across the threshold of the feywild, where they experience 
the  fall  of  Srasama  through  psychic  illusions,  making  them 
keepers  of  the  shared memory of  the  Great  Malice.  Thereafter 
they are held in a cage for days, along with poisoned food that 
they  must  resist,  so  that  the  starvation  teaches  them  the 
importance  of  patience.  Finally,  they  are  burnt  until  their  skin 
blackens, and then are magically healed to seal in the power of 
the flames.
   If a vekeshi passes these trials, he rests and recovers in luxury as 
his teachers instruct him in the secrets of the philosophy, and drill 
into  him  the  necessity  of  discretion.  Upon  leaving  the  feywild, 
vekeshi mystics return to their normal lives, but seek positions of 
power in military, law enforcement, or the underworld, where they 
use their authority to punish those who continually threaten people 
who are simply trying to make a better life for themselves. 
   Vekeshi mystics seldom gather in large groups, but on certain 
irregular  lunar  holidays  they  slip  into  the  feywild  for  secretive 
festivals. Only on the rarest occasions will a mystic be called to act 
openly. Donning an iconic mantle of eladrin armor and a mask that 
conceals his face, the mystic acts as the surrogate hand of the fallen 
goddess Srasama, with the sole purpose of meting out punishment 
against one directly responsible for large-scale suffering.
   If you choose Vekeshi Mystic as your character’s theme, you 
will have access to certain eladrin-related information and 
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resources not readily available to other characters. Additionally, 
you gain the following power at 1st level.

Hands of Retribution Vakeshi Mystic Utility

The faint burning outline of a six-armed goddess hovers behind you.  
As enemies strike your allies, the goddess lashes out in retaliation  
with blades of fire.
Encounter * Divine, Fire, Radiant
Free Action Close burst 10
Trigger:  A creature you can see in the burst hits one of your 
allies, and the ally is bloodied before or after the attack
Target: The triggering creature.
Effect: You deal fire and radiant damage to the target equal to 
your primary ability score modifier.
Special: You can use this power once per encounter at 1st 

level, twice at 6th level, three times at 11th, four at 16th, five at 
21st, and six at 26th, but no more than once per round.

Elfaivar
   Before the Great Malice, the kings of Elfaivar held power to rival 
all  the  other  nations  of  Lanjyr.  Commanding  legions  of  slave 
armies from the far east and fielding battalions of fey mages and 
monsters, the long-lived eladrin monarchs were able to ensure the 
security and prosperity of the mightiest nation in the world.
   Today, only ruins survive.
   The Great Malice slew every eladrin woman in the empire and 
beyond, with only the rarest and most unlikely survivors: women 
currently polymorphed, on other planes, or who had forsaken the 
Elfaivaran faith entirely. Within weeks the once-glorious empire, 
which had been poised to crush the impudent Clergy who had 
twice launched a holy war against it, descended into chaos. Within 
decades the population had collapsed to the tiniest  sliver  of  its 
original number. 
   A stirring eulogy of the poet Vekesh convinced a few eladrin to 
seek harmony, to endure, and to prosper – and above all else, to 
find and free eladrin women from bondage so the race could heal. 
But for millions of grief-stricken eladrin men, the aftermath of the 
Great Malice was a time of constant battle.
   Those few women who had survived were quickly claimed as 
property, and anyone who could keep ownership of a wife against 
a  hundred  thousand  other  suitors  could  command  enclaves  of 
desperate followers. Whole cities of despairing men would fight to 
the death for the chance of winning their lord another wife. Mages 
laid curses upon swaths of cropland, but some enclaves chose to 
starve rather than hand over their ‘queen.’ Slaver brought ships of 
human and elf women, sorcerously transmuted to pass as eladrin, 
who were sold into servitude,  and often slain horribly once the 
truth was discovered.

   

   Many eladrin men fled to other  lands,  seeking wives of other 
races, but they could sire no children. As attrition whittled down 
survivors,  and too  few children  were born to  keep society  alive, 
ever more wealth and magical relics pooled in the hands of fewer 
and fewer men. When foreigners from Crisillyir or the distant east 
tried to claim Elfaivaran land they were driven back by fearsome 
eladrin  warriors.  Trained  by  constant  battles  for  survival,  and 
possessed of the finest arms and armor of entire cities,  each man 
was match for a hundred normal soldiers.
   Eladrin are long-lived, but old age eventually claims even them. 
Some made pacts with the powers of the feywild or other planes, 
but after two centuries, Elfaivar was practically ghost nation. It took 
nearly a century more for Crisillyir and other nations to defeat the 
few vengeful hold-outs and begin to colonize the empty landscape.  
   Jungle had reclaimed cities. Mighty magical effects had lost their 
cohesion,  spilling  strange  enchantments  into  the  land.  In  some 
places  the  material  world  had  blended  and  merged  with  the 
feywild.  It  was in  these confusing borderlands that  a  handful  of 
Vekesh-inspired enclaves survived. 

The Arsenal of Dhebisu
   Eladrin tell a tale of a god who turned against their pantheon and 
was transformed into a tiger that walked like a man: a rakshasa. As 
a god, no weapon in the world could harm him, and he ravaged the 
lands of  Elfaivar,  drowning villages  and tearing entire cities  free 
from the earth with a swipe of his clawed hands.
   A  warrior  named  Dhebisu,  infamous  for  her  incongruous 
brilliance as a poet and lewd sense of humor, was called upon to 
defeat the rakshasa. She befriended the cats of the jungle to learn of 
the monster’s weakness, and consulted with sages to learn when the 
next meteor shower would occur. That night she sang a mocking 
tune to lure out the rakshasa. 
   The beast attacked her, but she pulled a falling star from the sky 
and wove it  into  her  hair.  Thenceforth any weapon she  touched 
became  infused  with  the  powers  of  the  heavens.  They  battled 
through the night, until finally, the rakshasa tried to slay her with a 
poisoned arrow. But Dhebisu snatched the bolt and plunged it into 
the fiend’s loins, destroying it so that it could never reincarnate.

The Fallen Goddess
   Srasama was just one of dozens of prominent gods in the Elfaivar 
pantheon. Traditionally she was the six-armed sculptor who gave 
form  to  the  raw  creation  discovered  by  her  husband.  She  had 
dominion over the lives of women, and she particularly oversaw 
rituals of womanhood, marriage, and grief.  For these,  she would 
take three different forms of maiden, mother, and crone, but in all 
she was a fierce defender of the Elfaivar empire.
  


