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Flint&Steel
RHU
Rhu

    In the high north lies a kingdom of Rhu, or to be more precise, a queendom. Rhuan written history spans over 2000 years and many believe that this country of ice and snow was created along with the world they named Tor'Ruk. This nation is older than religion as well, and as such, forbids it entirely. Queens saw trough many priestly lies and they view religion only as a mean to attain power and wealth. Whispering a prayer would be the same as swinging a sword at the high lady.
    Life is hard in Rhu. Cold weather, harsh laws and slavery can wreck the strongest of men, especially in the absence of faith. Still, Rhuan warriors are the toughest men in the world. They have a deeply rooted tradition in different ways of combat; they are masters of sword, axe, spear and wrestling. Only a fool would meet them in a fair fight. These hardened men yield only to the queen and to white haired women of Rhu. Here women rule and rank is determined by the color of hair, from low dark to high pale. A Silver haired woman with purple eyes would find herself directly in the line of succession to the throne, despite her social origin. Such a woman is the rarest treasure.
     What this land is most known for is the special steel only found in their dangerous mountains. The way of its bending is the best kept secret in the north. Masters of smiting, fire and alchemy are those who produce the finest weapons in the land and only Rhuan warriors are allowed to wield them. Weapons must always be bound and visible in the cities. A concealed blade is considered an insult, as well as a mark of an assassin and it can only earn a trip to slave mines or galleys to their wielders.
    Outside, away from city’s walls, shelters are rare and winds here cut to the bone. Food is buried deep beneath the snow and water is frozen. Beasts found in the wilderness are terrible, deadly and hungry. At nights, a howl, may mean a pack of wolves or band of wild berserkers. These ferocious warriors pose a threat to all Rhuans, even seasoned soldiers. Behind the cold, beauty can be found. Frozen lakes, white forests and towns made entirely of rock and iron, take the breath of a man. Carved stones act as mounts for statues of glorious Rhuan warriors and rulers. All of these wonders were made trough hardship of slaves, but such is the way in Rhu.
    The most important thing about Rhu is the fact that their language served as a foundation of a merchant's tongue and in that way, Rhu has found its way to all the corners of the world. The language itself sounds harsh, simple and a bit archaic but it's fairly easy to learn. Most Rhuan words are forged from the very description that the word stands for, for an example: Gru'kot translates "gray coat", it is a word for their mounts, great ox-like beasts with heavy gray fur that reminds of wool.
    There are many opportunities in Rhu. Hunters and fishermen nest in the city of Mirtar, at the Rhuan harbor. Traders and those seeking simple work, may find their luck in Kelmer. Rhuan standards are high, gold flows but the work is hard. At Drakfur, inventors, smiths and alchemists may perfect their craft and create small miracles, devise new ways of excavating the mines or waging wars. Many adventurers are drawn to Rhuan legends, seeking ancient fortune while underestimating the wrath of the mountain and the will of the storm.
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ILLIRIEN
Illirien

    Beneath the biting cold of Rhu lies a land nested on warm windy sea shores. It is the land that reforged Rhuan tongue into the language of merchants. Pearly coast is a nest to the richest merchants, cruelest pirates and most devious criminals.
    As you step of a ship in Illirien, you will be greeted by words of doomsayers, priests guiding your hand to their place of worship, merchants selling you king’s fake pearls, smell of raw fish or if you are lucky, a knife in your back that is going to save you from other, more terrible faith.
Illirien thrives on trade and is a home to a mix of cultures from all over the world. Unfortunately, gold invites the most dangerous men. Pirates of Illirien and from afar rob and pillage on water, while their criminal brethren rape and murder on soil.
    All seas are dark and deep, but murky waters around these western coasts even the most notorious of pirates have learned to evade. There is something in the depths. It is old, it is dangerous and it is alien to the rest of the world. Stories keep piling up, from giant squids, ghost ships with damned crew to passageways to different realms. They all might be true, but no one dares to find out for certain.
    In all this havoc one would think there is no rule in Illirien, but even this land possesses a king and lords. Still, the true ruler ship lies in the coin and high merchants have mountains of it. Nothing goes around without them knowing and people live or die by their rule of thumb.
It is not all bad though, here lies opportunity. Lost treasures, secret coves, ships for the taking are not stuff of legend in Illirien. The most common man can change his future here, by stepping on a boat or being in the right place at the right time.
    Tongue of the merchants dominates these shores. It was bound to happen and language of Illirien is almost forgotten. It is used only by the proud people of this nation and those are very few.

Flint&Steel
MISTVALE
Mistvale

    A small state made through retribution. It is a young country compared to all others but that only makes it have the most vivid history. Sadly its past times have been clouded by the fog that for some reason haunts this war gotten territory.
For last 300, years it has been ruled by King Harold, a proud lineage of noblemen of Caldaron’s lion-house. King Harold the Traitor founded the land, stealing it from the neighboring country, therefore his nickname. Now, it is under rule of Harold the Terrible, whose new harsh laws earned him his name. There were six rulers so far, and the most blessed time was that of Lady Harold, some even say that she lifted the fog from the land, at least for a while.
    There are only three towns in the land of Harold’s. Singross, Harold’s dome and Morin are only places that offer stone wall protection for its citizens and are safe from raiders that often attack the villages. It is easily seen that people of Mistvale are tough and proud. All of the towns are unclean, its guard’s gear is old and unfit, roads that connect them are broken and yet in every town is a great statue of Harold surrounded by lions at his feet. These statues are worshiped by the people and not trough fear but trough love and gratitude. For indeed it was worse before. People here will never forget that their king Harold led them to freedom.
    Mistvale is a home open to anyone, but it is going to be a poor home. Due to its history, laws and bad roads, trade trough gold is uncommon here. Foreign merchants would even go out of their way to make a longer road around the country to reach their destination, than finish their trade in Mistvale. People survive on bread, water and little craft they possess. Every year one more village falls out of favor for not paying tribute to the crown and then loses all respect and protection from this small nation. Such villages become a breeding ground of sin, making desperate men do the most terrible things.
    Religion is present in Mistvale but people simply don’t care for it. Poverty made it obvious that a man can’t live of faith. Some would say that churches here are even in the worse standing than the commoners, since places of worship are not free of taxes and have to pay special and high tributes to the king. It is a true test of faith to be a priest in Mistvale.
    Harold's land is a war gotten territory and does not possess a language of their own. The people were even proud or angry enough to forsake their native tongue of Caldaron and now only use the merchant's language.
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CALDARON
Caldaron

    Traveling east on crumbled roads of Mistvale takes us to mighty Caldaron. This is the largest nation in Tor'Ruk, even though it started just as a city state and had a part of its territory stolen. Caldaron has four provinces each ruled by a lord chosen by the people. They are settled at north, south, west and east of the capital with eastern province meeting the eastern shorelines. High lords may rule their province as they see fit and only the king’s word is stronger than theirs. Church of the Holy Mother is next in the line of power. Every province has a high priest who acts as a spiritual leader of the people and also as a counselor to the province lord. It is the same at the king’s court, a church leader is always present to serve and guide the king. Even a blind man could see that the church is in the great position to influence the king’s hand and also sway the people’s votes towards the next “rightful” lord.
    Caldaron capital is a peak of civilization. This grand city stands on a river Spine with four great gates greeting each province. It has high walls, higher are only those that surround the inner city, his majesty’s home. Beneath are tunnels and a labyrinth of sewer systems. Roads are pawed with stone and they connect the capital with all of the province’s main cities. Above all else is a flag bearing a white roc, symbol of Caldaron.
    Caldaron’s military upholds discipline. Devoted men from all four corners stand ready to defend and fight for Caldaron with sword and shield bearing a white roc. One would need exceptional cunning to defeat Caldaron’s might. Streets are safe here. It is not that crime does not occur but the guards are well paid and they understand their duties well. Thieves, murderers and traitors often find themselves torn apart by horses, gifting the king their heads and their limbs to the provinces.
    Many things flourish in this proud nation. Warfare, academic arts and science are just few of these but in dark alleys, inside boarded houses and candle lit cellars evil brews. Church dominion and prosecution of sorcery has spawned many cults, each devoted to a different horror. These vile minds spend every waking hour in plot to ruin this great country and its organized society.
    Language of Caldaron hat its roots in a language of Mage Empire that Caldaron crushed in long and bloody war.
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GARTHA
Gartha

    Gartha is the badlands. Country of rocks, cliffs and little of anything else. Terrain is so barren that no one ever tried to conquer it. Only some southern parts of Gartha are blessed with green gifts of nature. Water sources are also scarce. Unfortunately only thing Garthans have are hostilities. Giants, goblins and trolls terrorize all the folk of this country. For this matter, almost all men of this land travel in leather or hide armor with a broad, slightly curved blade beneath their shoulder.
    It is no surprise that Garthans have evolved into tall and sturdy race they are today. Average height is about 7ft and their skin ranges from dark brown to pale gray. Some say that they are descendants of giants and while some Garthans embrace this notion, other despise it. Women here are also strange to the rest of the world. Their trust is hard to earn and many claim they have an unearthly gift of discerning lies. Gartha is also home to gnomes and halflings.
    There are only two cities in this country. One is at the center of it, while the other is nested at the southern sea. People mostly live in villages, located beneath the cliffs, where tall keeps are on constant watch for danger. Every keep in this country is different, made for efficiency and not for looks. Still, every single one of them managed to look magnificent, made of rough stone, built into high rocks and from afar are barely noticed unless you look for them. These keeps have one more purpose. They overlook cattle roads which are essential for survival in this country. Many Garthans live as nomads following their herds in finding greens they eat. Meat is the main food and it is often eaten raw with rock salt. Other common meal comes in a form of a bread that is made of animal grease and flour that comes from the south.
Garthan culture comes from the southern city. There people have no worries of lack of food or encounters with monsters. They grow seed trees and catch fish. A dried version of these foods are often exported to the rest of the country. In this idyllic atmosphere, writing, song and dance managed to flourish. Style of it all is a lot different from their neighboring countries but there is beauty in it still.
    Halflings have found home in the Gartha’s mid-city. There, they are safe from goblins and giant birds of prey that often mean death for a halfling without a shelter. They have their own district in the city and there you can always smell food and hear merry sounds of music and laughter. Their gnomish cousins are a different sort. They have mastered survival in the hills. They are foolish or brave enough that they even join Garthans in the hunt for the giants. Many consider gnomes crazy in their ways, and it would seem that the isolation has made them a bit odd.
    Religion is not dominant in Gartha and is mostly embraced in villages. It is based on shamanistic ways and worship of totems made of rock. These idols usually resemble a female figure of different qualities. If a village is in a special need of food, sculpture that emphasizes breasts is shaped and if there is a lack of children focus falls on broad hips.
    Much like in Rhu, Garthan language sounds rough and words are very short. Many scholars believe it is based on tongue of giants while others think the origin lies in language of halflings and gnomes.

Flint&Steel
KIRUOKA
Kiruoka – The Cut off Land

    As the name says, this land is an island. For as long it has been known, people here have been the masters of combat and sorcery. Combat in Kiruoka is a religion. Whether you wield a blade, forge it or clean it, it’s your faith. Tales say that first weapon was made by the fire from a now sleeping volcano, for which is also believed to be a home to draconic creatures.
    All people in Kiruoka share a belief that when you take a weapon in your hands, you become someone else. Some believe that a heavenly spirit takes you, others that you are possessed by a demon. Either way, your body becomes a vessel until your weapon is sheathed. Famous warriors often fashion their helmets and chest guards to better match their warrior spirit so they would be more in tune with it, and therefore possess more combat prowess. These lone crusaders usually become generals to the most powerful lord at hand.
    While these warriors usually strike fear in those around them, there are others whose dedication demands respect. In their wisdom, they have put aside weapons and made their bodies into one. Elbow, palm, knee is a blade, dagger or a flail to these martial masters. Way of the fist comes from the slopes of a waterfall emerging from a mountain that sails on air. This wondrous place was a training ground to the lost creator of martial arts. Many of unarmed warriors lead a quiet life, fighting only to protect their community or loved ones, but there are a selected few that take on the rolls of assassins and infiltrators, using their humble looks and lack of weapons as an advantage.
    Away from the eyes of public and glory of renowned warriors, hides a different skill. Sorcery long ago found a home in this faraway land. Maybe it had roots here, maybe it’s because Kiruoka was also a home to a draconic family, but magic here has never ceased to flourish. This dangerous craft has always been on a tight leash in all other civilized countries but on this island it serves as a whisper on court, a tide-turner on a battlefield and a humble helping hand among the commons.
    Society and rulership in Kiruoka is quite simple. Weak serve the strong, sometimes willingly, sometimes they are forced. There is no state, every village or town fends for themselves and battles are often. Lords bully those beneath them and by sword or fist they easily reach the seat of power but keeping it is an entirely different matter. Rulers always change, it is as certain as a change of seasons. People here have learned that having no power can indeed be a blessing.
    Foreigners would say that Kiruoka has a very hard language to master but in return natives of the Cut off Land would say the same for any language of the mainland. Kiruoka has three regions, the high, mid and low province and language does vary in dialect but to a foreigner it is all the same. 
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THRENODAR
Threnodar

    To north east is a land of rivers and lakes, hills and cliffs and of people who are today masters of a written word. Long time ago, folk of Threnodar were nomads, moving from Rhuan mountains to the eastern sea, slowly setting roots. By the time they reached the shore, they have already broken into four separate tribes, each under a different animal banner.
    People of the hawk took the southern cliffs that overlook the domain of Caldaron. Hawk tribesmen completely surrendered themselves to the guidance of their shamans. They were once masters of hunt, both with a spear and a bow but now only one hawk nest remains.
    Guarding the region is the task of people who embraced the wolf's howl. They have established a stronghold in the west and they protect the land from any menace that may come from hills or mountains. They had an honor of meeting the dwarves and be the first men to visit their halls.
    In the middle of Threnodar's domain are people of the bear. Their endurance and strength have turned plains and hills into farm lands and they've built first towns of Threnodar. Bear folk supply the whole region with food and some portions are even exported to Caldaron and Rhu.
    On eastern shore, clever people of the fox have established sea trade with Kiruoka and their southern neighbors of Caldaron. City of Corul is open for everyone and is usually the first landing spot for Kiruokan ships. Clash of culture is evident but it only brings diversity of arts and crafts to this city.
    Today, these nomad brothers live in uneasy truce. They have engaged in a battle numerous times, and have split the Threnodar region into three major holds. It is a wonder that they managed to spawn such great cultural legacy that is still embraced today. Threnodary are responsible for more than half of books that were ever created. Novels, history, poetry and even books of science are written by the once nomad, scholars. These people took even one step further in their writing, almost reinventing their native tongue so writers would have better tools to mold their thoughts with.
    As mentioned before dwarves are native to this region as well, more precisely in Trenodar's northern hills and mountains. There was little contact between humans and dwarves, both jealously hiding their secrets. Threnodary that were lucky enough to enter dwarven halls bring word that dwarves are honorable, strong and resilient. That their hospitality is grand but limited. These lucky explorers tell us that dwarves were suspicions and that they guarded both their cultural heritage and knowledge. While the meeting between the races was held in high honor there was no exchange in food, philosophy or gifts of war.
    The origin of Threnodar language is unknown. There were many debates whether the language or at least the letters used came from dwarven tongue but there is no prof to support or disprove this idea. There are two forms Threnodar language, one that is simple and used by all  people and the other which is much more complex and rich in words, used by the scholars and any writer that hopes to be recognized by his peers. 
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SAVERNA
Saverna

    Beneath Caldaron, under the veil of thick jungle lies Saverna. Deadly animals, poisonous plants and many unknown creatures lurk in the shadows. Any adventurer foolish enough to set foot this far south, better have endurance of a warrior, reflexes of a rogue and knowledge of a mage if he wishes to survive this journey.
    Elves and humans of dark brown skin used to share this hostile piece of land. Elven folk were a fascination to the first explorers of the old Mage Empire, more precisely their immortality was. This peaceful but savage race was unprepared for the terror of a civilized man. An elf would meet torture and imprisonment if ever caught by a man of the Empire. Mages, alchemists and priests alike, tirelessly tried to harvest elven immortality and an elf would ultimately die of hideous experiments made on his flesh and soul. Nowadays, elves became one with shadows almost unheard of to the jungle outsiders.
    Human tribes suffered ill meeting with the old Mage Empire as well. Shamans had to share their knowledge of magic and healing or otherwise be crushed along with their people. Luckily for them, the outsiders left as soon as the last secret wisdom was shared and “the trade of thought”as it was called ended peacefully. Certainly, there were tribes that chose to fight. Most of them were indeed savage and vile, practicing ways of sacrifice and cannibalism, thinking that their dreadful gods would grant them victory. Shaman's prayers were not answered and spirits did not come to their aid. They were all killed, but some remnants of those tribes still take lives outsider to this day. The old Empire though they have learned all they could from this land, but deeper into the jungle where seemingly nothing lives, hides a terrible evil. Maybe it's for the best that armored warriors did not pursue their curiosity to the southern edge of the jungle. There they would meet the most terrible foe.
    Lebah-Pria, the natives call them, and a simple translation would be spider-folk. They are unknown to the rest of the world but southern folk love and fear them. They are worshiped like gods and it's unknown what kinds of horror they prepare inside the temples they rarely leave. So far they haven't spread their influence outside of Saverna's southern parts.
    There are three main languages in jungles of Saverna. The one that belongs to the northern tribes, the one of the southern tribes and the language of the elves. These languages are even harder to learn than the one of the eastern island, not because it's difficult in form or pronunciation, but because there would be none willing to teach it. 




