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Book 1:
Primal Punk



“Don’t do that to me.” Nebe’s eyes were wet with tears. She
clasped Nik’s hands, her fingers so pale and fragile around his
weathered mitts, the strong hands of a young man driven by
a higher calling. He yearned to grasp a sword and shield, not
a pitchfork and scythe, his fist held high in the air as he stood
before the corpses of vanquished foes. From his throat a victory
cry would bellow forth. Hundreds ... no, thousands of comrades
would join in. The world would bow before him!

The two lovers sat on the ground, stubbly yellow grass pressed
flat around them from their sitting. They came here often.
Days ago, the northwest wind had dragged red ash from the
Borca crater here, dusting the ruins and the land. Now, the dust
trickled away from broken window sills and cracked bastions
with every gust. Nik and Nebe loved this place—each in their
own way. For Nik, it was a snapshot of time. The rows of ruins
climbing the hillside, finally swallowed by the dark pines, were
a glimpse into the past. His forefathers had once lived here. For
Nebe, this was a retreat from the community in which she could
give in to her melancholy without being berated as foolish by
the fossilized old ladies at the village well. And, it was the place
where, two winters ago, she had confessed her love to Nik.

“Nik ... you're not listening to me.”

“You've got nothing to say. None of it is important.”

“And what you're saying is more important?”

Nik responded with silence. She wanted to protest, but was
again pressed to retreat.

“But why ... ” she paused and clawed her fingers into his
palm, so hard that it hurt even her. Physical pain was much
easier to withstand than the anguish in her soul. “Why did you
take that step with me? The engagement?”

“I was blind then.”

Nebe was low in the hierarchy of the village. Against all
obstacles they had come together and asserted themselves. Her
life consisted of conflicts.

Nik gave Nebe a stern look before continuing. “Everything
here bores me.”

They both turned their attention to the lands stretched out
before them. A small path snaked its way from the hills into the
valley, cutting its way across an eroded tar road. The road came
from nowhere and into nowhere it disappeared. Black smoke rose
from the chimneys of the humble huts below. From this height,
they looked like upside-down baskets of bast fiber; a little basket
for every family. On the edges of the valley, the stone creations
of their ancestors obtruded: massive blocks, brown and sunken,
creased with age, as though the creator had personally pressed
them back into the soft earth. The overseer, living up there with
his following of dumb bruisers, had a good view of his folk in the
vale below. Nik asked himself what lay beyond this valley and the
next. Were there other realms larger than that of their own?

Their community counted over seventy souls with fifty
men and women trained in combat. Up until two days ago,
a larger army was unimaginable to Nik. His glance wandered
through the valley until it reached Sun Pass. Every morning, the
sun began its daily march there, greeting its subjects with the
first rays of morning from between the dark boulders. Below
the pass, the valley widened into a large depression as though
gathering strength before cutting a path through the massif like
a blunt spade. There, dozens of campfires billowed dark black
smoke into the sky—wet wood, Nik deduced. The mighty
pines that days ago covered the hillsides, thick and bushy, had
been pushed back. Sad stumps remained. From Nik and Nebe’s
vantage point, it was impossible to recognize the men and
women at the fires—only that they were numerous. An entire
company of Anabaptists.

Nebe lowered her eyes and released her grip on Nik’s hands.
She passed her hand over her eyes, smudging dust and tears into
a warlike streak.

“You will lose me,” she said.



“I will not.” His voice contained no emotion. She was already
now a part of his past, a footnote to his life. “My decision stands.”

Love no longer stoked the fires of his heart. It bored him.
He needed more: blood on his hands, the cries of the dying,
torsos speared on his lance. Fame! A blazing torch of passion,
kindled by the strongest wind, inextinguishable. It was a lust
for intensity that could only be satiated in the unknown. The
orgiasts of the Anabaptists taught him this the night before.

“Nik, the Anabaptists are lost souls. Their words are false.”
Her voice quivered. “They’re mixed up. Their God is a monster,
sending them from war to war. Everywhere they see only the evil!”

Nik stood up and met Nebe’s angry face. She was beautiful,
even in such a moment. Her lips, though pressed together, were
still full, her dirty cheeks and her denying eyes had something
impish to them.

“I will return.” It was a weak attempt; even though it was
what they both wanted to hear, it was far from satisfying.

“You'll be snubbed out!” she screamed at him. “They’re
sending you to the east! They want to go against the voivods.
Old Semka told me. You know the stories! Skinned cadavers
impaled on posts! I didn’t want to believe that one of us would
join up with this insanity. What do you want there? We have
everything we need here!” Nik took her by the forearms and
pushed her from him. His nostrils flared. Anger rose in him. If
the orgiasts saw him like this ...

He gazed momentarily down at the plain. He could see their
banners fluttering in the wind, towering high above the darke-
ned throngs. War banners.

“There,” she stabbed her finger at the campfires. “With
them there is only war, war, war! The entire land is a damned
battlefield!”

“That’s exactly why I want to go.”

In a single moment her strength left her. Her eyes became
sullen, her youthful face suddenly appeared ancient. She looked

past him into the distance. He searched her gaze, but saw
nothing but hollowness. Two people, two worlds. He backed
a few steps away from her and took in every detail. She wore
a dress of light-colored linen, worn only on special occasions,
mainly for weddings. He noted the bright bands on her wrists—
a display of his devotion and love. She wore the jewelry of her
mother, the polished stones, half concealed, glimmering over the
seam of their setting. The woman who stood before him was not
the farm girl who toiled the earth daily or carried the water up
from the springs. This was supposed to be a special day for her.

He turned and went. The way down into the valley was steep
and rocky, and he felt every stone through the leather soles of
his sandals. The banners were waiting for him. The orgiasts
would take him in, pat him on the shoulder, call him a brother;
they would understand.

Nik paused, taking one look back up the hill, but she was
gone, slipped away into the ruins where two winters ago
they had first professed their love. The circle was closed; the
beginning was now the end. Nik closed his eyes, pivoted, and
reopened them upon the campfires of the Anabaptists below.
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Eschaton. The End. Yesterday high culture; today the stone age.
Fire rained from the sky, burning the land and the people. The
Earth trembled, breaking apart in anguish, steaming with fever.
But the planet did not perish. It changed.

History vanished, taking with it ten thousand years of culture
and wisdom. Scattered survivors fought like rabid animals for
food and clean water. With empty eyes, they wandered aimlessly
through the crumbling edifices of their ancestors. The ruins of
a once mighty civilization were stripped completely away with
time, like a snake slipping from its dead skin. Freed from mora-
lity and ethics, and naive as children, the survivors gazed upon
destroyed Europe—Ilands tormented by the forces of nature, poi-
sonous forbidden zones—and knew only that they must assert
themselves against this environment or perish with it.

Time went on. The smoke over the large craters subsided,
and the people built a new culture around their lives. Yet it
was shaky, with few nails to hold it together. Now and then a
community collapsed in the din—but its raw materials found
use in other places. Civilization was a patchwork of scavenged
detritus, but nonetheless new life emerged after years of descent.

Degenesis is the story of mankind’s struggle in the wake of
Earth’s greatest catastrophe: a rain of massive asteroids. Europe
and Africa have been cut off from the other continents and
battle against each other for control of the known world.

In Europe, the people are finally emerging from a dark age
that spanned half a millennium, whereas Africa has become
complacent and corrupt after centuries of wealth and splendor.
Meanwhile, a new threat to mankind has emerged. With the
asteroids came a new and sinister life form that poisons the
Earth and its creatures.

The year is now 2585. Europe is splintered into multiple,
competing cultures. The people of Borca cling to the rusted
relics of the ancients; the Franks cull the lulling words of the
Pheromancers; Purgare is a charred land on one side, a fertile
plain embroiled in a border war with Balkhan on the other;
the Pollener wander in large caravans from oasis to oasis,
before these spots of green are devoured by rot; Hybrispania

is burdened with a decades-old fight for freedom. Across the
Mediterranean lies the biggest danger for this decaying Europe:
an awakened Africa with an extremely powerful merchant cult,
the Neolibyans, that prepares for war.

Outlaws, explorers, adventurers, and idealists are drawn to
the wilderness in search of the remains of a mysterious past or
the promise of an unimaginable future. Others—Chroniclers,
Spitalians, Anabaptists, and other adherents to organizations,
gangs, and cults—traverse the aching land, searching for know-
ledge or crusading against the demons of the past.

Seven cultures, thirteen cults. Who will triumph in this age
of savagery and forge the future into their own image? Will it
be those who conjure the glory of the past? Or those who yearn
to construct a new world atop the rubble of human arrogance?

Degenesis deals with hope and despair, with people entangled
in the battle between the civilized and the barbaric, questioning
how far our species has truly evolved. The world of Degenesis
mirrors a destroyed Garden of Eden and hints at how life carries
within it the mysteries of good and evil, ignorance and enligh-
tenment, culture and barbarism.

Degenesis showcases the events of this world. Players channel
the post-apocalyptic citizens of Earth by creating player cha-
racters (PCs). These characters strive against the evils of a world
gone mad to attain glory, riches, or the death of their enemies.
The world of Degenesis is shaped by the actions of the bold—

whether for good or for evil remains to be seen.

WHAT IS A
ROLEPLAYING GAME?

Roleplaying games require one or more players and a gamema-
ster. The players control the main characters of the story. The
gamemaster directs the action of the story and controls the
opposition (known as non-player characters, or NPCs), the
props, the setting, and everything else the player characters
may encounter. Players and gamemasters must work together
to build an intense and interesting adventure. As a player, you
control a player character (PC). During the course of the game,
the gamemaster (GM) will describe events or situations to you.
The plot given by the game master must, as a consequence, be
flexible, as the players can freely choose where their characters
will go, with whom they will speak, and how they will act. As
you roleplay through some situations, the gamemaster will pro-
bably ask you to roll some dice, and the resulting numbers will
represent your character’s attempted action. The gamemaster
uses the rules of the game to interpret the dice rolls and the
outcome of your character’s action.

The world of Degenesis is your world; you create the cha-
racters who inhabit it. Using your imagination and the rules
system, you guide your characters through the intrigues of the
various post-apocalyptic cults and have a hand in shaping the
mythologies of the surviving cultures.



WHAT WILL I FIND
IN THIS BOOK?

BOOK 1: PRIMAL PUNK

In this section, the reader is introduced to the world of
Degenesis: the seven known cultures and the thirteen cults that
populate the post-apocalyptic landscape. The first chapter gives
a short overview of the world, while the following chapters go
into detail about the cultures and cults.

BOOK 2: CATHARSYS

This section describes how a character functions using the game
mechanics and statistics of the CatharSys game system—what
a die role determines, how a battle takes place, and other rules

of the game.

BOOK 3: ALMANAC

This section details the equipment characters may use throug-
hout the game—the weapons, armor, and other equipment pre-
ferred by each cult.

BOOK 4: FORBIDDEN ZONE

This section lays out a detailed timeline, which holds the key
to the true facts surrounding the Eschaton, the fall of mankind.
The remaining chapters describe the enemies of Degenesis, along
with information about roleplaying. Finally, the scenario Halls
of Deceit is included, which gives new players an exciting intro-
duction into the world of Degenesis.

WHAT IS
DEGENESIS?
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AT THE BEGINNING
STANDS THE END

A fly flitted through the streets of Betlin, zipping past deserted
buildings, battering itself uselessly against the boarded-up
windows of abandoned office buildings in which no one would
ever work again. The city had been abandoned; the sweet
springtime breeze was its sole companion. Newspapers and
books littered the streets, cars burned, and graffiti covered the
walls: “The End Is Here!”

City folk had fled to the country—Iless chance of fire, they
believed. Only the eternal optimists, skeptics, and insane
remained in their grim city. They hunkered down, fire axes in
hand. The butchered corpses of looters dangled limply from
darkened street lamps. The greedy cawing of crows echoed
through the city’s abandoned alleys.

Above all of this, a new cluster of stars flickered maddeningly
in the mid-day sky. Originally, one could discern them only at
night. Their presence grew perceptibly every day. Soon, they
sparkled brilliantly even through the daylight hours. In the final
hours, no one would forget the immense flaming torches that
crashed down from overhead.

Many people rejected technology and looked for salvation
in faith. Traditional beliefs experienced a massive resurgence.

“End of the World” cults exploded, and people gathered in the
churches of the old religions seeking comfort from their impen-
ding doom.

Two days before the apocalypse, mass suicides, looting, and
vigilantism spread across the Earth. These were the first savage
acts that signaled the dehumanization that was to follow the
cataclysm. The disintegration of humanity had begun.

With one day left in which to live an entire lifetime, Homo
sapiens wallowed in their basest emotions: love, hate, lust—and
fear. The world exploded in a chaotic maelstrom of passions,
irresistible and repugnant in their appeal. Orgies of unbridled
violence erupted in the cities and villages around the world.
Acts of extreme sacrifice and heartfelt warmth also occurred in
these dire times, but they were no more than drops in an ocean
of despair and blood.

Alarms blared, broken glass littered the streets, the heat
and flame from the asteroid strikes twisted metal and incine-
rated anyone foolish enough to stay above ground. The end

was at hand.

THE DAY AFTER

2073: the year of the apocalypse. The world trembled and shook
beneath the blows that fell from outer space. Cultures disinte-
grated, never to recover. Ten thousand years of civilization were
snuffed out in a single day.

Europe was hit especially hard by the asteroid bombardment.
Raging fires and electrostatic discharges lit the night. The fol-
lowing days were filled with clouds of smoke, steaming asteroid
debris, and dust. The rain was acidic and the air was poisonous.
The cities stank of death.

Things were going to get worse. Earthquakes and volcanoes

created new catastrophes for the few survivors. Extreme tecto-
nic tension blasted Mother Earth apart, throwing land masses
the size of cities high into the air. Fault lines shifted and magma
flowed across the devastated wasteland. Along a curved line of
craters that ran from northern Germany through the Alps to
the boot of Italy, and as far as the northern coast of Africa, an
impassable chasm split the Earth.

In the center of northern Germany, lava bubbled for months,
eventually cooling into a gray, slag-covered desert. Villages that
barely survived the initial bombardment were crushed by flying
debris thrown up from the vicious chasm. Lava poured through
the streets, melting cars, filling basements, and burying bunkers.
Poisonous gas wafted eastward; the dying had no end.

Red crater dust and volcanic ash drifted in thick endless
clouds across the sky, casting the land into twilight. The sun was
no more than a distant, glossy marble.

ICE AGE

The years of darkness demanded their tribute. Frigid winds
raged across the burned-out ruins. Snow lay thick on the
ravaged streets. It was as if the world wished to conceal the
horrors of the past under an impenetrable sheet of ice. An unen-
ding winter—an ice age—had begun.

The polar caps expanded, stealing the oceans’ water and piling
it into towering, monolithic glaciers. Northern Europe suffocated
beneath the snow. The water table sank, and the seas receded. The
coastal ruins were suddenly kilometers away from the beaches
that had once supplied them with so much wealth and affluence.

Things went much better for Africa. Equatorial jet streams
pressed the dust clouds away to the north and south; in the midst
of global suffocation, the Dark Continent was able to breathe.
Climates changed, and cold reigned in Europe and southern
Africa. The oppressive heat over north and central Africa dissol-
ved into a Mediterranean clime. Warmer, more humid winds
drove rain-filled clouds from the Atlantic over Africa, where it
fell upon the still young, subtropical forests. The Sahara bloomed,
while the rest of the world was poised to freeze to death.

EVOLUTION

Decades passed after the great catastrophe—decades in which
mankind had time to give a name to that terrifying event:
Eschaton. The knowledge of what really happened passed away,
replaced with legends and prophecies. Nothing remained of that
horrible time but scribbled descriptions of unimaginable horrors.

Homo sapiens had to adapt to the new world. Anyone too
lazy or incompetent to find new methods of survival was quickly
plucked from the gene pool. The evolutionary tree was crudely
trimmed; only the strongest branches would grow. Those who
remained were robust and eager to reform the changed world.
Yet still, they huddled in their basements and bunkers, foraging
only as far as needed to find nourishment and fuel for their fires.

Their time would eventually come.



THAW

The robust planet naturally sought to heal itself after the cata-
strophe. The dirt and ash blasted high into the atmosphere by
the asteroids—the trigger for the new ice age—eventually fell
back to earth, trapped in raindrops and absorbed by the oceans.
Though red dust clouds still arose frequently in the wastes of
Europe, the Earth emerged from its dark shadow. The cold
abated and the spell was broken.

The ice had hardly broken before marauders began looting

the ruins. They uncovered the technological remains of the
ancients, dragging their finds
back underground to dissect and
admire the mysterious treasures.
They no longer understood the mea-
nings and functions of the objects,
but these artifacts were their only
connection to a lost past.

Mercenaries, prostitutes, slave
hunters—the entire range of human
sin, malice, and despair—flooded the
land without legislation. Across the wastes,
clans banded together or battled for food
and weapons. Of the few people who sur-
vived the Eschaton, most were only concerned
with how best to bash in another’s skull.

Civilization was a withered plant, yet over
and over again new buds formed across the
wastelands. Some were snubbed out almost as
soon as they formed while others covered the land
like tangled weeds. Mankind was not going to give
up so easily.

THE DUST

Like a blood-stained shroud, the red asteroid dust
billowed across Europe. Wherever the asteroids had
landed, the dust created dunes that rippled out from
the point of impact. Disease and pestilence followed
the dust wherever it blew.

The northern Europeans believed the dust
represented the flowing blood of a wounded
planet. According to legend, only when the dust
is completely blown away or swallowed by the
Earth will life again blossom in the wasteland.

CROWS AND LIONS

Europe: never-ending cold, forgotten ruins, suffocating
asteroid dust, people as obstinate as the land. Africa: subtropi-
cal climate, rich with plant life, a renaissance of technology,
spiritual harmony, and wealth.

Land bridges now tie the once-separated continents,
and the passage between the two is easier than
ever. Though the regions between Africa and

Europe are disputed zones, it's doubtful the Africans could stop the
onslaught of an entire continent into the warmth of the south. The
Europeans remain on their home soil, however, facing a daily, fero-
cious battle for survival. Why? Maybe they don't know any better.
Maybe they don't believe the reports of the reputed African paradise.

Perhaps the true reason lies buried with the broken testi-
monials of the ancients: artifacts. One good find can turn a
destitute plunderer into an affluent junk collector—or an unde-
featable warlord. The fantasy of amazing discoveries inspires an
entire continent: it is the fuel, the hope that has burned since
man first emerged after the Eschaton. Europe is a continent of
adventurers—anyone can become a legend.

Crows and Lions—Europeans and Africans. The crows are
scavengers, constantly circling the ruins of the last days. Now and
then they arise, dark and greedy, over the lions and dive at them
to pick at their eyes—but they are not strong enough. However
slow the lion may seem, his savagery and power more than com-
pensate for it. Royal and lofty, he is the king of the savannah. His
hackles are raised and he is preparing to leap over the great waters

to stir up the dust in the
domain of the crows.
It will be an unequal
battle, fought with

unequal weapons.
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THE MEDITERRANEAN

For centuries, the Africans have struck north across the
Mediterranean to wrest the ruined cities their forefathers
labored in from the unwitting European tribals. The Europeans
dream mostly of African oil. Whether out of curiosity or calcu-
lation, they send their troops to secure the black gold—weeks of
hardship rarely reward more than a few days worth of oil.

THE FOULNESS

In ancient times, many learned scholars described the Earth as
a conscious and living being. They named it Gaia. The plants
and animals were its neurons; plagues and epidemics were mere
reactions to imbalances in Gaia’s physiology. Some people were
soothed by the idea of belonging to a greater being. Others
despaired at the humiliating meaninglessness of life.

Those who believed in the power of Gaia would drum and
dance themselves into an ecstatic frenzy to merge with the Earth’s
consciousness. In those past ages, Gaia was hesitant to bestow her
love. Now, she claws at her children, who fearfully try to wrest
themselves from her suffocating grasp.

Some claim that Gaia has stolen their souls. Are they simply
delusional? Perhaps. The Earth has changed in sinister ways,
however, and the sources of these changes are the impact craters
left over from the Eschaton. Pestilence flows from the craters—
and it has become known as the Foulness.

The effects of the Foulness seep into every corner of society—
even changing people. Mutant children are born with demonic
abilities, ostracized as strange and soulless. The scientific commu-
nity calls them psychonauts. The psychonauts are nothing more
than transitory guests in the community of humans; their eyes
are as cold as the night sky.

Families of these soulless children are damned as unclean. The
thrashing, pale monstrosities, squirming in the arms of their
mothers, wake a primitive fear in the hearts of the people. Those
brave enough to peek into their cribs receive a shockingly intense
and evil stare.

These newborns are different in many other unseemly ways.
They aren't affected by heat or cold and feel comfortable in any
type of climate. They are solitary and follow their own whims
rather than the childish fancies of their peers. They exhibit fierce
explosions of rage that shock the community to the point of utter
contempt. They rarely survive past adolescence in the villages of
humans.

Usually these children are left on the outskirts of their village
or flee into the wilderness. Many shelter in caves, along cliffs, or
deep in the forests until they finally find other psychonauts—their
true family. The psychonauts honor only one parent: Mother
Earth—Gaia. Humans were merely the vessels of their arrival.

PRIMER

Some of the more technologically advanced cults, such as the
Spitalians, an organization of chaste medics, believe they have
discovered the underlying cause of the Foulness and the psy-
chonaut phenomenon. They call it Primer and believe it to be
a parasitic life form that fell to Earth with the asteroids that
destroyed humanity’s once-great civilization.

The name Primer is derived from the ancient words primal or
primus, meaning “the first or most primitive.” There is another
meaning, however, derived from the English word primer, which
means “to start.” This substance, like the unstoppable flame of
a lit fuse, has started something that threatens to destroy the
remnants of humanity; every passing day means new lands
conquered by the psychonauts or the Foulness.

Some see the Primer as a sinister version of the Philosopher’s
Stone, the legendary alchemical achievement that supposedly
transmuted lead into gold. Many claim to have achieved its
petfection, but how this is accomplished is elusive to even the
most astute student. In truth, the Primer is quite different—it
is genetic material and new forms of life. No one understands
its function, nor can they isolate the Primer itself, but its effects
are undeniable.

ADAPTIVE REACTION

The Spitalians see the Foulness as the most prevalent example
of the Primer’s effect on the environment. The Foulness’s spores
have been analyzed countless times over the years, and though
the Spitalians haven't isolated the Primer, they have witnessed
bizarre changes in the genetic structure of whatever material the
Foulness encounters.

Many different types of organic material have been mixed
with spores from different regions, and the genetic mutations
appear to coincide. This leads the Spitalian doctors to the
conclusion that whatever the mutagen is, it is consistent across
many different regions. At the moment, the leading hypothesis
is that this material landed with the asteroids.

Though the spores are the most effective carrier of the Primer,
it appears capable of affecting just about any type of organic
material. The spores themselves are the hardiest and most fitting
hosts, able to last for countless ages in a dormant state in the
most inhospitable of environments—outer space.

PRIMER TERMINOLOGY

The common people have noticed the effects of the Foulness
and adopted this name from the Spitalians. They also refer to
the Foulness as mushroom spores or simply spores. Regions can be
spored and contaminated people are known as sporelings. Heavily
spored areas are known as spore fields.



MOTHER SPORE
FIELDS

Spore clouds drift over European settlements,
causing panic and paranoia. The Foulness is
normal in this era, but it is nothing compared

to the Primer’s ultimate power: the focal points of
Foulness known as mother spore fields.

The mysterious walls that rise around the mother spore
fields as if pulled by a ghostly hand from the rotten earth
are more terrifying than the rolling dust clouds. On high,
they resemble frozen ripples, as from a raindrop falling
into a still pool. This erupting landscape rips man-made
structures to pieces. Electromagnetic forces origi-
nate from the center of the fields, pulling old
metal containers and the carcasses of cars into
concentric circles around them. Foulness caps
the spore field ridges with a thick, blood red
down. Fist-sized buds belch out spores. The
people treat this land as though the Devil himself
lives there.

Submissive like dogs, the psychonauts crawl
through the debris and septic waste of the mother
spore fields, living among insect colonies that stream
from the star-shaped center. The psychonauts dig
through the spores, rubbing them on their
bodies, and perform insane rituals, screaming,
humming, and shaking uncontrollably. They
live like diseased animals, only recovering
when they are removed from the mother
spore field, either alive or dead.

The varied and ancient tribal mytho-
logies all view mother spore fields as the
direct result of a communion between god
and carth. These discased parts of Gaia
are considered holy and forbidden. The
Spitalians wage a constant war against the
Foulness. To them, the mother spore fields
are tumors that need to be excised from the
body of Mother Earth.

EARTH CHAKRAS

Foulness, spore field, mother spore field: this is the hierarchy of
the Primer. What lies at its summit? The Spitalians believe the
Foulness originates in the five Earth Chakras that have bloomed
across Europe. This belief is derived from ancient Indian mytho-
logy: seven chakras feed energy to the human body, and each
influences certain aspects of the person’s character. It is similar
with the Earth Chakras: they change the environment com-
pletely, drawing insects, spiders, and various swarming creatures
to their field of influence. The swarms answer to awakened psy-
chonauts in the same manner.

The Earth Chakras grew from regions where asteroids pounded
the Earth. There are five giant craters: one in the Iberia Peninsula
(now Hybrispania), one in the Italian Apennines (now Purgare),
one in the French Central Massif (now Franka), one in the wide

steppes of the Balkans (now Balkhan), and finally the largest close
to Warsaw (now Pollen).

The Earth Chakras are the birthplace of the Foulness.
Swaying fields of white down have consumed the land with
their deadly spore clouds meter by meter for centuries. The
Earth Chakras are thus the oldest mother spore fields of Europe.

The Spitalians have no idea how many metamorphoses the
Earth Chakras have gone through, but they know that the
psychonauts worship them as the energy nodes of earthly
awareness. Even with centuries of investigation, they can still
only hypothesize on the Earth Chakras’ true functions, goals,
and origins. Throngs of theories exist, of course: many progres-
sive doctors claim that the blueprints of life exist in the Earth
Chakras—both terrestrial and extraterrestrial.
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There is no proof for any of these theories, but colonies of
long-extinct arthropods in the eastern crater lakes and living
fossils on the coast of Franka are glimpses into the ultimate goals

of the Earth Chakras.

BURN

Fist-sized buds, as fragile as the dry leaves of autumn,
tower above the spongy down floor of a mother spore field.
Inside, they carry seeds that spread the Primer across the land.
The buds are pulverized into a drug called burn. Burn
obliterates consciousness and provides resistance to bitter cold,
heat, and exhaustion. It sends the user on a journey to foreign
spheres, but as a side effect it colonizes the lungs with Primer.
Beware of the Spitalians if they hear about burn; any rumor of

contamination will stoke their vengeful flames.

THE PLAGUES

Each of the five Earth Chakras manipulates the
environment in its own, unmistakable way. While
one might use spiders, centipedes, and scorpions to
spread its seed, another sends ants, wasps, and termi-
tes—and yet another, swarms of leeches and fleas. These
swarms are grave plagues for both the lands they strike
and the vicious, teeming armies of the
psychonauts. They infest the psy-
chonauts’ clothes and hair—waiting

on the word to attack.

Wherever the psychonauts go, the plagues are not far
behind. People panic and flee from them like condemned fugi-
tives—not only in fear of the psychonauts, but also from the
murderous spores and the effect they will have on their children.
With their survival at stake, people resort to sealing their windows
and doors, futilely crushing insects, and examining the carcasses
for infection. Poison-filled pits encircle the remote settlements of
Europe, hoping against hope to divert the flow of vermin.

FIVE EARTH CHAKRAS,
FIVE RAPTUSES

As the Earth Chakras expand, they imbue the surrounding lands-
cape with their characteristic properties. Children born in proxi-
mity to a spore field may demonstrate certain abilities that are

attributed to the spore infestation’s origin point. The term rzprus
(plural: 7aptuses) is used to describe the classification of any crea-
ture exhibiting mutations ascribed to a particular Earth Chakra.
Each raptus category is linked to a specific Earth Chakra.

BIOKINETIKS

Psychonauts of the Biokinetik raptus see their body
as a tool to form and reshape at will. Their true iden-
tities have long since been discarded and replaced by
the thousands of masks they conjure. They carry their



plague in disgusting hide bags: spiders, scorpions, centipe-
des—and all other poisonous wasteland vermin. Their raptus
is linked to the Pandora Crater in Pollen.

DUSHANI

The Balkhani are familiar with the Dushani psychonauts, who
are found throughout the barren and rocky regions of Eastern
Europe. Their songs echo across the rugged plains and caress the
wide grassy steppes, touching the souls of human and animal
alike. They are masters of manipulation, sneaking into thoughts
and hollowing out their enemies from within. The spirit is their
weapon; squid, jellyfish, and crabs are their plague. Their raptus
is linked to the crater in Balkhan.

PARAGNOSTIKS

Paragnostik psychonauts can see into both the future and the
past. In their lands, they are the self-described last hope of an
oppressed people. They are only comfortable along the coasts and
near their plagues: mussels, starfish, sea urchins, anemones, and
trilobites. Their raptus is linked to the crater in Hybrispania.

PHEROMANCERS

Pheromone glands coat the body of the Pheromancer psy-
chonauts, ranging in size from a fingertip to a fist, turning them
into biochemical warfare factories. Pheromancers can subdue
entire villages with their pungent fumes, filling them with an
empty and fragile sense of peace. Their plagues include swar-
ming vermin like rats, ants, wasps, and termites. Their raptus is
linked to the Souffrance Crater in Franka.

PSYCHOKINETIKS

The Earth Chakra of the Psychokinetiks imbues them with the
ability to control matter with their minds. They can levitate
objects, create force fields around themselves, or ignite materials
simply through the power of thought. They are accompanied
by swarms of leeches, mosquitoes, ticks, fleas, and tapeworms.

Their raptus is linked to the crater in Purgare.

COLLECTED NOTES OF THE
PANDORA EXPEDITION

Archived by Klaskov, Chronicler

NOTES 05.07.56

Part 1: 05.07.56, time—8:22

Author: Dr. Diego Ramirez

The water samples from the crater lakes arrived yesterday,
shortly before sunset. Dr. Trendsen’s zoological department
ripped them right from our hands with due formality. Doctor
Kleska assured me that he notified the researchers of the high
risk of sporeling contagion, but they apparently weren’t careful
enough. I woke this morning to find the first report already in
my igloo tent. With all due respect and honor to their work, we
are not dealing with distilled water here. The hygienists under
my charge must explain the standard procedures to the zoolo-
gists. Asclepius help them if the sample turns out positive.

NOTES 05.07.56

Part 2: 05.07.56, time—11:05

Author: Dr. Diego Ramirez

Had the samples of our western division given any hint as to
what my expedition would discover, here in the atomic lands, I
would have dismissed it as insanity: bryzoa, hydrozoa, mollusks,
gastropods, primitive arthropods, and trilobites in the crater
lakes! In unbelievable density, too—not to mention thousands
of miles from the Atlantic. Is this the cradle of life?

Goskar, one of our preservists and the personification of
vigilance, accompanied me today in my rounds—much to
my dismay. Thick curtains of wet snow pressed down on us,
and Goskar didn’t do much to brighten my day. After endless
tirades about the battle on the eastern sporefront, he finally
began talking about our mission. He speculated that not only
were the seas teeming with animal life, but that flora and fauna
would also be extremely plentiful, citing specific overgrowths
of the taiga biome. I won’t speculate about how grounded his
knowledge is—he is as little a specialist as L.

He did get me thinking, though. There are clearly discrepan-
cies between that which we have cited as normal and the recently
discovered samples. After taking stock of our supplies, I will send
out another squad to collect examples of several of the arthropod
species we've discovered here. As we discovered earlier in the
Wupper Crater, we’ve found iron beetles here as well.

Interestingly, the dominant species here are large spider-like
creatures whose webs cover massive tracts of land. They must
live off of the centipedes and beetles, which are everywhere. It’s
strange that anything survives in this barren and cold region.

NOTES 05.07.56

Part 3: 05.07.56, time—13:12

Author: Dr. Diego Ramirez

Again and again I return to my desk and my books, to help pull
all the ideas from today’s work into some sort of hypothesis.
Unbelievable things are occurring here.

The cellar vaults are but two minutes away from our
igloo camp. It is serving as a helpful laboratory, as it is easy to
protect and easy to seal in an emergency. One preservist could
defend it against an entire tribe of savages.

I descended the wide stone stairs, opened the rusty iron door,
and stepped into the glistening white of the laboratory. The
lights had driven both the dark and the cold from the cellar.
In the background, the generators heaved. I stood alone in the
entryway, a room roughly ten paces long, from which several
hallways extended, with further rooms attached.

Looking for a colleague, I pushed a plastic tarp aside
and glanced into the provisional library. There, two open
crates faced me; inside were rows of standard books, but also
several works which made me pause.

These field guides didn’t contain the flora and fauna of the
twenty-first century, as stated in the table of contents, but
rather were devoted to paleontology. Specific attention was
given to the early “Cambrian” age, a time roughly 500 million
years in the past. The writings were stained with age and older
than anything I had held in my hands before. Conservationists
had sealed the pages with a thin coating, which pointed to their
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importance. I flipped through several of the chapters and was
shocked: they told the story of a time that contradicted the
common knowledge of the Spitalians.

Trilobites didn’t belong on our world, these books
claimed. They had been extinct for millions of years.
Unbelievable! Forgeries? But why all the trouble?

It was Doctor Gharne from the zoological research group
that first came upon me in the cellar. As I was about to
engage him in conversation, he started into a not-very-well-
thought-out lie, which made me question his sanity. Naked
fear was plastered across his face, and he was sweating like a
pig. He implored me to keep quiet and forget what I had
seen. I pushed him up the stairs like a mongrel and chased
him off into the snow, then climbed back down.

In a room adjacent the library, I found crates of fossils.
The descriptions on the crates stated they had been removed
from the ruins of a museum of natural history—and all this
without me knowing! Crate after crate was hidden from me,
and the magnitude of the undertaking weighed down like a
mountain upon my soul. Everyone must have known.

What is going on here? Why have I, the leader of the
expedition, been kept from the true details of our
undertaking?

NOTES 06.07.56

Part 4: 06.07.56, time—1:43

Author: Preservist Goskar Fermentis

I have confirmed the fears already stated from the start of the
expedition. Sending a foreign doctor on an undertaking to a
giant crater, day after day an arm’s length from the truth, was
a mistake. Today we were forced to remove Dr. Ramirez
from his post. I will temporarily fill his position until the
arrival of another expedition leader.

Ramirez revealed questions to me about the supported
understanding of the development of flora and fauna since
the Eschaton. After studying the prohibited books, which
Dr. Gharne foolishly left unguarded in his work place, Dr.
Ramirez no longer views several of the hybrid forms, such as
the iron beetles, as part of the established species of the
twenty-second century, but rather as reactivated species.
Clearly, he has come closer to the truth than the protocol
allows low-level, foreign doctors. What is to become of him,
others must decide.

TEXT FRAGMENT, SPITALIAN,
PANDORA EXPEDITION

Deossier: Doctor Diego Ramirez

As a graduate of the Foreign School Project, Dr. Diego
Ramirez exhibits exemplary physical abilities for field work
in dangerous regions, which our homeland doctors must be
excluded from due to their susceptibility to HIVE. This, toge-
ther with his expansive knowledge of zoology and fundamen-
tal chemical processes, makes him an ideal candidate for the
long-envisioned expedition to the easternmost of the known
crater lakes: Pandora. We hope that his research discoveries do
not live up to the name of this enigmatic region, thus confir-
ming our worst fears.

According to our plan, Ramirez, with his team of five

Spitalians and two preservists, should have reached the bone
fields of Warsaw yesterday. After leaving Danzig, his first task
should have been establishing a relay radio transmitter in order
to inform us of his progress. That this was not accomplished
may already point to problems; however, it is often the case
that our relay stations are demolished by the damned
Scrappers and Apocalyptiks. The only certainty is that we
know nothing of their progress. We can only hope that
Preservist Fermentis, as control leader, takes the necessary
steps if problems arise—or better yet, has the courage to lead
himself.

NOTES 07.07.56

Part 5: 07.07.56, time—22:05

Author: Ramirez, on the run

The day before last, I lived in a troubled but understandable
world, in which everything had its well-defined place. The
knowledge of an ancient civilization lay at my feet, and to
bend down and grasp it was merely an old ritual that everyone
in my profession practices from time to time. One tried to be
at peace with the past. That was all nothing but a pack of lies!
Had I looked to the night sky, the shimmering stars would
seem no more unreachable and further than the truth of the
Spitalians.

Bitterness overcomes me while I write this. I've lived a life
decreed by the elders, pressed into service and used as an
instrument. My misguided path through the forest of lies
ended at that crater—I risked opening Pandora’s Box and lost
everything.

TEXT FRAGMENT, SPITALIAN,
PANDORA EXPEDITION

Final Report: Pandora Expedition

The unbelievable has happened. The Pandora
Expedition, believed lost, was—after two years—spotted
west of the Reaper’s Blow. The expedition crew are
currently being exa-mined by the hygienists for signs of
sporeling disease. The outlook is dismal.

Even if their days are numbered, however, they will have
been of enormous help to the Spitalians in their discoveries.
Though they discovered nothing unknown, they have brought
further support for the current theories.

Also interesting in this matter is the flight of the expedition
leader, a promising foreign doctor named Ramirez. As prescri-
bed by protocol, he was arrested by Preservist Fermentis.
He was able to escape, however, and find refuge among the
nomadic tribals of Borca.

The writings of Fermentis discuss numerous reports of a
self-proclaimed prophet who roams the Reaper’s Blow with a
swarm of admirers preaching the history of the world. There
is much to suggest that this prophet is involved with what
Fermentis didn’t finish.

Poor devil—the spores must have eaten away his
sanity. Where this prophet seemed only a crazy person to us,
however, he now stands in a new light. He knows his
corner of the truth—that corner we have, with good
reason, hidden from the savages for these hundreds of years.

I will have this information sent out to all the villages
sym-pathetic to the Spitalians. Ramirez’s days are numbered.



ASPERA
Borca, 2355: Report by Chronicler Streamline

DAY 2

The signal is unchanged. Two days ago our eavesdroppers
noticed it for the first time: a simple sine wave on the
ultra-shortwave band, interrupted every two seconds
for a full second. No variation. Yesterday I ordered two
antennas placed at a distance of one kilometer in order
to triangulate the origin of the sender. Mediator Jotum’s
calculations were again incorrect, but still, the old guy
has taken his place in our hearts.

The new guys, Rechec and Enter, idolize him like
service programs and correct him discreetly. Jotum
reminds us continually that we're humans and
not perfect machines; even if were taught
otherwise in the cluster. We thank him for
that.

Even with Rechec and Enter’s corrections,
however, our equipment is still too imprecise—but our
direction is set. Tomorrow, we set out for the Alps.

DAY 10
The day before yesterday it began to snow. We looked
for shelter in a ruin and roughed it for two days in
the abandoned structure. Though our limbs were stri-
cken with stiffness, our icy dispositions thawed slightly.
I held long conversations with Enter about his medals
and learned about his earlier life. He doesn’t remem-
ber much, only that he had a sister named Fregga;
his family lived by beetle collecting in the ruins of
Dustlung. The snow outside reminded him of his
past. He cried in his sleep and scratched constantly
at the barcode tattoo on his forehead. I hope that
he doesn’t fault his parent’s decision to give him
to the Chroniclers.

Today we will venture out, as the storm has
passed. It was a break that we all needed, and
which distanced us from the cold, imper-
sonal nature of the cluster. Out here in the
wastelands, other rules apply—here the
animal in man is required!

DAY 12
We have been traveling for ten days now. Every five
hours we locate the signal and correct our course.
We had two run-ins with the natives, but we used the
usual tactics to scare them away. We turned the volume
of our megaphones all the way up and screamed at them.
Enter also lit a magnesium flare and threw it at them. With
ducked heads they scattered—gteat fun for old Jotum. Like a
demon he stood there in his dark, waving cloak and laughed
throatily, exaggerated by the amplifier.

I'm nervous, however. The nomads are clearly watching us
from afar—and they are following us. I can only hope that
they hold us for gods of some sort and keep their distance.
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DAY 14
We have pinpointed the signal to within a few meters.
Everything points to a valley at the foot of the Alps. It
is a proud moment: the knowledge that, in the next few
hours, we will be at the source of the mystery. All of this
in front of the scenic wonder of these massive peaks. It is
snowing again, but this time the weather won’t delay us.

A cheerful excitement has overcome the entire group.

Just now, Mediator Goto is returning from his
scouting mission. He’s discovered a giant portal in

the mountain. We will get underway immediately.

ADDENDUM OF THE
CHRONICLER JOTUM

Unbelievable! The beast led us into a trap!

Streamline, Enter, and Goto lie rigid in the
snow, and Rechec is partially paralyzed. My
good friend is screaming the soul out of his
body down in the valley. Had he only ignored
the others and listened to me ...

One after the other, as they've taught us

for ages in the cluster. Enter hid our navi-
gational equipment in the cellar of a ruin.
Streamline called for light marching. We
entered the valley at 14:35. The light was
good and our range of vision was only
slightly limited due to the new snowfall.
Streamline and Goto marched in front,
Rechec, Enter, and I followed at a distance
of ten meters—standard procedure for
exploration of unknown terrain.

The snow cover was refreshing, nothing
pointed to a threat. As we closed to
within fifty paces, the portal came into
view—an undecorated slab of stone, over
eight meters high and five meters wide.
Certainly a relic of the ancients.

Suddenly Streamline and Goto fell.
They simply dropped to the snow, stiff as
stone. At first we thought they had simply
tripped, and so we ran to them, hoping
to help them up. They didn’t respond. I
turned Streamline onto his back and
looked into eyes full of fear. His pupils
widened and contracted in rhythm with
his heartbeat. He was conscious!

Then Enter collapsed face first. Rechec
fell on his side, twirling up the snow as he
hit the ground. He screamed. A pin was
stuck in his neck, which he pulled out

with his stuttering left hand. Blood defiled
the virgin white snow. He lay on his back,
trying to right himself with his left leg, but
only turned in place, his right side as lifeless

as a dead piece of meat. It was like the crazy

dance of a tribal shaman—his cries the parting

song of his life.



I stood shattered in the middle of the fallen holy brothers
and waited for the same fate to befall me. Then I saw her: a
woman with two sizeable braids, wearing a light gray outfit.
In her hand she held a gun, her finger on the trigger. She
stood no more than twenty paces to my right and watched us.
Noticing that I had seen her, she smirked and nodded. That
bitch! Then she came over to us. She limped badly and could
barely keep herself upright.

“Chronicler, the trap has shut,” she said, showing me a
fist-sized artifact with blinking digits. She made a “blip, blip”
sound and grinned again. She hobbled to Goto, turned him
over, and went through his belongings. She took his voice
distorter, the streamer glove, and his energy supply. She threw
the holy technology of our order recklessly in a sack, then
made her way on to Streamline. I could do nothing. I could
only look on helplessly. While still busy with my brothers, she
spoke to me.

“Chronicler shit. You disappoint me. Is that everything?”

She stood up and looked at me. “No vehicles? I need a com-
pressor and a human-machine interface.” Angry lines creased
her cold but pretty face. “All that effort for this little bit of
junk!” T had a surge of rebellious hope as she stepped on the
sack with our equipment in it and almost fell. Her leg couldn’t
have been injured long ago.

One question burned in my soul, and she seemed to guess
it. “Aspera. Call me Aspera.” Then she threw the sack over her
shoulder and hobbled out into the desert of snow.

Now that we've discovered the source of the signal, we just
watch her.

THE MARAUDER PROJECT

Argyre, Aspera, Aries—three of the presumably twenty so-called
Marauders. These mysterious beings have accompanied huma-
nity for hundreds of years. In the legends of the tribes they are
viewed as gods, grotesquely formed monsters, or undying figh-
ters with unending power.

Tribal elders tell of gleaming rays of fire from powerful
artifacts awakened in the hands of the Marauders. Some know
Marauders as the bearers of ancient wisdom; most didn’t live
long enough to tell of their encounter.

To this day, they travel the wastelands. It is rare for them to
visit the villages or cities of humans. When they do, they ask
about long-eroded way-markers. Sometimes they hire them-
selves out as junk collectors or scouts. Those who cross them are
destroyed. They search for something, but for what is known
only to them.

RECOMBINATION GROUP

Excerpt from the Chronicler teaching: “They Ate from

the Forbidden Tree”

In the ever-more-forgotten time of the ancients, the
Recombination Group dominated the human medicine market
as no other corporation before. Though many of their supposed
achievements are no longer verifiable and such reports would fit
better in the realm of legend than our databanks, salvaged data
cartridges point to a new and extremely fascinating chapter in
the history of medicine.

We lack the equipment to open the white cylinders—or to
survive the nerve agent that streams from them like liquid nitro-
gen. The Spitalians have developed a certain skill in handling
this deadly freight, though they too only operate it at the edge
of understanding.

According to credible sources (Elements of the Streams,
Vol. 1-2), one could “confer” with this liquid (apparently a
type of programming) in order to achieve various results. Thus
certain words could impart it with the ability to fight certain
ailments. Once injected, the mass then fought against the
offensive virus or bacteria in the bloodstream.

The control devices are lost, and the technique of using
this substance remains unknown. Not all of the ruins in Borca
have been explored, however, nor all the bunkers discovered.

THE CRATERS

For hundreds of years, the craters were a memorial to the
Eschaton. Many kneeled, praying at their edges, begging for
healing or forgiveness. Others went there on pilgrimages, in
order to witness the ancient power of these regions. Only a few
came to study.

Strange things occurred there. Primitive life forms bubbled
in the crater lakes and spread via tributaries across the land.
Arthropods and trilobites, long extinct, are now as plentiful as
the common cockroach. No one sees the wonder in all of this,
however, as they don't have the knowledge to discern the new
from the old. For them there is only the present.

GLOOMY DREAMS

Proximity to a spore field may not only take your children from
you, but also your sleep and sanity. Even the brave are afflicted
with sleepless terror, dreaming of incessantly chirping hordes
of insects. The nightmares grow more lifelike and intense the
closer one gets to those damned fields, so keep your distance if
your sanity is dear to you.

PSYCHOVOR

Europe suffers under the Foulness, Africa under the so-called
psychovors. While the Earth Chakras mutate insects and spiders,
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the Primer has chosen plant life as its terrible laboratory in the
steaming jungles of Africa.

Like a virus, the Primer rages within the vegetation, cre-
ating new species and destroying others. Massive areas of
ancient jungle are suddenly sickened by bizarre diseases. The
jungle rots as mutant plants take over. Every day the native
vegetation loses ground—already the heart of Africa is lost.

Whomever nears the impassible wall of grotesquely
transformed plants risks more than his life. Upon returning
from the billowing green hell, one is left crazed and covered
in dark boils, foul puss oozing from broken skin. Those so
infected will not be allowed into any settlements—their
spirits are lost to the demonic plants. They are already long
dead. Thus the African tribes call this alien vegetation zhe

soul eater, or psychovor.

HOMO DEGENESIS

The race has begun. In lane one, we welcome Homo sapiens,
long-time favorite and crown jewel of creation. In the past he
relied on cruelty and hubris to conquer his enemies. Cocky and
headstrong, he cleared every obstacle on his path to the top. He
mastered fire, metallurgy, and finally the bomb. First class cre-
dentials, don’t you think?

In lane two, the children of the Foulness are gathering. A
little unsure, they are barely able to contain the fire in their
hearts, scraping their claws nervously in the sand. Like the
humans, they are representatives of their own very particular
species: Homo degenesis.

Homo sapiens and Homo degenesis are in a heated com-
petition. It is part of their nature to be arch-enemies. One
represents the spirit of individuality, the other is wrapped
in the hive consciousness of the Earth Chakras. These two
principles preclude each other. Only one can win this battle
of evolution and leave their lasting mark on the Earth.

A WORLD IN FLAMES

Fire: a symbol of man’s triumph over nature. From the first
flint stone used to light dried twigs all the way to napalm,
mankind had mastered the flame. This ancient power, which
instilled spiritual wonder in primitive man, had become a toy
for which respect was lost. The Eschaton reminded mankind
of its importance.

After the apocalypse, the survivors of the catastrophe pawed
the ground for any morsel they could find during the new Ice
Age. They warmed themselves amongst each other's bodies in
the flickering light of a small campfire, gazing into the shadows
of a darkened era. Torches were swung about in the dark,
drawing signs in the gloomy night, which again allowed for
communication over long distances. Fire was again godly.

Even now, five hundred years after the asteroid fragments
slammed the Earth into darkness, the meaning of fire is
reflected in the beliefs of the people. In many cults—such as the
Spitalians, Hellvetics, and Anabaptists—fire has plainly become
a symbol of purity. These factions base the foundation of their
power on the mastery of the destructive flame.

Fire, however, brings post-apocalyptic Europe much more
than warmth and security. Spored meat is edible when tho-
roughly grilled. Foulness-infected insects turn into a nutriti-
ous source of energy for the hungry and destitute masses after
a hot baptism.

Fire is the tool of Homo sapiens; nothing eschews the hosts
of the Primer more than this ancient element. Spored extre-
mities and wounds can be cauterized, spore fields lose their
godlike power when incinerated, and even the psychonauts are
vulnerable to the Anabaptists’ flamethrowers.

SEVEN CULTURAL CIRCLES

From the ashes of a foregone civilization rose seven new
cultures. They span from cold northern Europe across the
Mediterranean and down into Africa. They are but mere child-
ren compared to their ancestors—unripe and weak. Yet they
rule over the known world.

AFRICA:
THE LION RAMPANT
Along the Mediterranean coast, the merchant cult of the
Neolibyans flaunt their elaborate clothing and riches stolen
from the treasure chests of Europe. Africa has grown powerful,
its cities are now some of the prettiest pearls of the new world.
And so they may remain—as long as the developments in the
deep south of the Dark Continent do not foretell a different fate.
There, the psychovors push ever northward, swallowing the land
and spitting it out, forever changed. Above it, not yet molested,
the steamy jungle waits patiently for its transformation.
Interestingly, the changes wrought by the psychovors aren’t
entirely negative. In the south, language barriers have dis-
appeared; the inhabitants speak in a new curious tongue—a
strange side effect of the psychovors. Here, unlike near the spore
fields of Europe, the people don't lose their individuality and



free will. Rather, they discover a sense of oneness and belonging
that erases all of their prejudices. This has melded Africa into
a unit, but it has also obliterated much of the ancient cultural
diversity of the land. Now only the Lion reigns in Africa; it is
the symbol of a unified continent. The Neolibyans are the heart
that gives it strength, the Scourgers are the claws that tear at its
prey, and the Anubians are the soul that determines its fate.

BALKHAN:

THE WILD LANDS

People are a reflection of their lands. The Balkhani are wild and
untamed; no man a slave to any other. They are passionate and
explosive. The Balkhani live by the principle “Me against my
brother—my brother and I against my uncle—all of us against
the world!”

Bloody disputes fray the patchwork of alliances and intrigues
of Balkhani princes—the voivods. Overnight, they turn farmers
into warriors, and the next night, their wives into widows. Only
in times of great distress will the voivods leave their malice at
home and shake clammy hands with their neighbor—hands
which just the day before, they would have gladly placed into
chains. Now the call resounds across the mountains—unite
against the enemy!

Everywhere ring the dark, disturbing songs of the Dushani—
the soulless. Threatening echoes cross the wide plains, breaking
on the rugged mountains. The Dushani live in rocky grottos
with their slithering companions, watching the events of

human affairs from afar.

BORCA:

THE LEGACY OF THE ANCIENTS
Gray snow covers the ruins of the ancients; an icy wind whips
through the destroyed alleyways. Long ago, an ancient culture
existed in Borca that bestowed its people with riches, wisdom,
and the wonder of technology. Towers of concrete and glass
created shimmering valleys through which motorized vehicles
buzzed. Very little of it survived the Eschaton, as the Reaper’s
Blow ripped the land into two pieces.

The people of Borca are strong and robust. They drape
themselves in heavy clothes, fur, and leather. Those that stayed
west of the Reaper’s Blow strive to reclaim the power of the
past. Their Scrapper armies comb the ruined landscape, always
searching for traces of their ancestors.

East of the murderous fault, Borcans drive herds of musk
oxen across a wilderness of endless pine forests. They don't share
the frivolous nature of their Western brothers and sisters. They

are too tied to the present.

FRANKA:

THE SWARM

The wind of a million beating wings blows the shells of dead
insects before it. The swarm seeks a new home. In feverish waves,
flies erupt from the rotten earth, destroying every living thing
in their path. The inhuman Pheromancers are the last barrier
between Homo sapiens and their extinction in Franka. With
sugary-sweet mists, they break the will of the insect swarms and
scatter them to the winds or beset them upon their enemies.

Once, Franka was a fertile land ruled from a giant metropolis.
This old capital, Parasite, still teems with life, but it is no longer
human. More than three hundred years ago, the city was lost to
a swarming army of billions. Even the Pheromancers have no
power here.

This shocking event was devastating to the people of Franka,
but it prepared them for their inevitable separation from
the past. The campaigns of the African merchant cult, the
Neolibyans, and their assiduous Scourgers completed the dis-
mantling of Franka. Since then, the ancient buildings scattered
across the rotten countryside are nothing more than empty
husks.

Today, something new and healthy is growing amidst the
debris of the past. The root of civilization is still young, but the
seed has sprouted.

HYBRISPANIA:

THE KILLING FIELDS

Hybrispania is a land ravaged by hatred and rage; a murderous
lust condemns its citizens to endless strife. The African occu-
piers defend themselves against the attacks of Hybrispanian gue-
rillas. The expanding jungle is soaked with the blood of murde-
red Africans and fed with the corpses of native rebels. This is a
land dominated by power, retribution, and endless war.

Only on the high plains of Castilla are the death cries of the
children of Hybrispania silent. Yet peace does not exist here,
either. The Jehammedan hosts gather there, preparing for their
holy war against the invaders. In the meantime, their strange
beliefs seep into the minds of the natives, poisoning the people
with hate and fanaticism.

POLLEN:

ENDLESS WANDERINGS

This land is dead. In the wasteland, however, oases of thick
forests and fragrant flowers flourish for days or even months,
defying the laws of nature. Hideous mutations of beast and
man sneak through the night, cruelly striking down the weak
and the lost.

For the Pollener, mobility and adaptability are crucial. In
these lands, the fertile field, worked for weeks, can decay into
rotted wasteland in an instant. The Pollener keep all they possess
on tank-like carts and wagons, ready to move the minute the
land dies.

From Pandora, the largest crater of the Eschaton, prevailing
winds blow the spores southward. Strange creatures sprout from
these infectious seeds. The Foulness is spreading feverishly here;
Pandora is merging with the spore fields of eastern Balkhan,
creating an impassible wall.

PURGARE:
THE LAND OF THE CHOSEN
The Purgar stand between two fronts. In their own land, they
battle against the insane Psychokinetiks. In the east, they are
entrenched in never-ending war against the Balkhani.

Only as a family can the people of Purgare survive, and so it
is no surprise that they obsess over their siblings and relatives.
Twelve tribes rule the land with an iron fist. With eagle eyes
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they watch the Apocalyptiks, who with their seductive sins, seek
to unravel the tight networks that have supported Purgare for
ages. The families chase them away wherever they can.

The Anabaptists see Purgare as their promised land. Here, any
holes in their ranks are effortlessly filled. The entire land is an
army ready to be called upon. Purgare is at the same time the
home of the soulless Psychokinetiks, who in the Neo-Gnostic
mythology of the Anabaptists are the arch-enemies of their deity,
the Demiurge. A long, bloody path lies before the bloodthirsty
Anabaptists: only when the last of these monsters is slain and
thrown into the Reaper’s Blow will the wound heal and cause

the land to bloom again.

THIRTEEN CULTS

The survivors of the Eschaton evolved together into new orga-
nizations and factions, all with their own history and goals, in a
foreign world they shaped into a homeland. These are the thir-

teen cults.

SPITALIANS:

THE CARETAKERS OF THE EARTH
The Spitalians are the last line of defense against the spore inva-
sion, because they know the truth. Born from a mysterious
medical caste of the ancients, they boldly go forth unflinchingly
into poisoned lands, fighting against the spore fields with fun-
gicides and fire.

Their base, the so-called Spital, lies amongst the ruins of
Borca. Armed with hydraulic cutting tools and flamethrowers
and wearing protective suits, they travel through the devastated
world, healing the sick and destroying Foulness and those
unlucky enough to become infested with the spores. With their

might over life and death, few are brave enough to oppose them.

CHRONICLERS:

THE INFORMATION GATHERERS
The Stream was once a worldwide data net, one that sowed odd
seeds. Sects now cluster themselves at data terminals, letting
themselves be propelled through the data stream. They chase
after unexplained bursts of errors just as a priest scampers from
miracle sighting to miracle sighting.

The Chroniclers are the premier technical cult in Europe—
they are also much more. They aim to absorb the world’s
knowledge, reactivate the Stream, and lead humanity back into
the light of civilization.

Emanating from their order’s strongholds, the aptly named
clusters—which serve as both refuge and research facility—the
Chroniclers travel the land equipped with voice distorters and
bizarre shock devices. They lead expeditions into the dangerous
world, searching for more and more knowledge from the ancients.

Written in chalk, their barcodes appear on the walls and
monuments of every village and city. These marks inform the
junk-dealing Scrappers that the cult is prepared to trade their
knowledge for the technological relics pulled from the ruins.

SCRAPPERS:

THE DIRT DIGGERS

Scrappers rummage through the ruins, searching for artifacts
from a lost age—the remnants of the ancients. Their life, lost in
the billowing dust and dirt, is hard and thankless. Their stories
are born from the intense cold and their constant hunger.

Life amid the towering, shimmering tombs of a dead culture,
with all its deprivations, has turned the Scrappers into cold-
blooded throat slitters who think only of their own survival. Yet
it is these vicious loners to whom the new cities of Borca owe
their rise. They are the ones who drag the artifacts out of the
dusty cellars and bunkers to trade with the Chroniclers, stimu-

lating trade in the barren wastes of Europe.

ANABAPTISTS:

TORCH BEARERS OF PARADISE
Domstadt—the Cathedral City—in Borca is the anchor that
stabilizes the violent beliefs of the Anabaptists. From the center
of the city rises the Anabaptist’s cathedral, one of the most
impressive sacred buildings of both the old and new worlds.
Dark and sinister, it casts its shadow across Europe through the
power of its fervent disciples, the Anabaptists.

The beliefs of this cult are based on ancient Gnostic teachings
that view a god known as the Demiurge as the destroyer of the
world and the root of all evil. Once upon a time, the Demiurge
seduced the people away from paradise, turning the Earth into
a seething cesspool of corruption. The goal of the Anabaptists
is to purify the Earth of its shame and pull paradise out of the
darkness through fiery baptism.

Time and time again, their work bears fruit. From the little
the land provides, the Anabaptists have an income; an army
of farmers follows them devotedly. This is only one side of
the coin, however. Though they sprinkle holy water upon the
wounded body of paradise, they also bathe those who refute
their beliefs in the unrelenting flame of purification. The rule of
the Anabaptists is just—until one views it from the other side.

ANUBIANS:

TRUE TO THE PROPHECY

The history of the universe is a never-ending cycle of life and
death. This cycle is like a series of ripples; only through death
can one travel across them and change the course of history. The
Anubians believe this and see themselves as the custodians of
humanity. They have warned of the encroaching Primer since
the beginning of time.

Centuries after the Eschaton, the Anubians returned from
exile to their homes: the temples of the ancient Egyptians.
For the people of Africa, they are the spirit of the continent,
shamans who can see the past and weave it into a new future.
They are ambassadors between the world of the living and the
world of the dead. They embrace death as a companion and
live with it in the boneyards of the African villages. Like jackals,
they roam the graveyards.

Their oral traditions preach of the weaknesses of Homo dege-
nesis; they know how to bring the psychonauts to their knees.
‘They must vanquish these monstrosities before the evil of the



Primer destroys the world. A great fate lies in their hands; as a
consequence, they must pay a heavy price. To defeat the devil,
one must play by his rules.

APOCALYPTIKS:

THE RULERS OF DESIRE

Crows, vultures, ravens—innumerable names exist for these
nomadic folk, loved by some, despised by others. The Apocalyptiks
emanate a ferocity for living that burns all who cross their path.

As quickly as they appear, they disappear—their wagons
trailed by lost souls wishing to join the search for hedonistic
freedom and orgiastic lifestyle. Everything the heart desires can
be found in the houses of the Apocalyptiks: gambling, prostitu-
tion, fortune reading, and the drug known as burn.

These gypsies know they have nothing more to lose; their
world is long past the point of salvage. Why be bitter when one
can ecstatically enjoy one’s last breath? Anyone can be bought,
everything has its price. The Apocalyptiks are the masters of
addiction, parasites in a dying world, weeds that never wilt. The
last laugh will be theirs.

‘The Apocalyptiks use a specialized form of the tarot, adapted
to the world’s objective facts, to prophesize the future. Their
fortune tellers are masters of deception, but their predictions

come true with surprising frequency.

THE ASHEN:

CAVE DWELLERS

Equal parts warden and slave, the ancestors of the Ashen locked
themselves in the depths of the Earth to escape the Eschaton.
Centuries of adaptation to the darkness transformed their
appearance and soul. Their skin is now bleached and their
senses—particularly their hearing—are heightened. Scratches
on the walls of their tunnels serve as a secret language.

Speech has a particular power in the life and mythology of
the Ashen. Their words conjure powerful hallucinations—no
wonder that their leaders, the so-called demagogues, are some
of the most famous singers and storytellers of the known world.

The Ashen see themselves as a giant bunker family in which
everyone watches out for the other. The “scorched ones,” as they
call the inhabitants of the world above, are seen as primitive
animals. One day, the Ashen will inherit the surface and will

command both man and animal—when the time is right.

HELLVETICS:

BROTHERHOOD OF THE WEAPON
The descendants of the Swiss military rule over large swaths of
the Alps. They operate in small self-sufficient teams and follow
a strict code of honor, which they hold more dear than their
lives. They demand tolls from the Neolibyans when they wish
to cross the Alps, but otherwise remain neutral in the struggle
between Europe and Africa.

Their armor is fireproof, and the systems of tunnels under
their alpine strongholds are warmed from the molten rivers of
the Reaper’s Blow. The trailblazer—with its three barrels, high
firing rate, and precision targeting system—is their weapon of
choice. They also use fire against invaders; the lower levels of their
bastions can, within seconds, be flooded with napalm. Neither

plunderers nor the Foulness will ever take a Hellvetic stronghold.

JEHAMMEDANS:

WEARERS OF GOD’S
COUNTENANCE

A chorus of prayers echo across the battlefields of Europe, fer-
vently chanted by the disciples of Jehammed. This cult is as
influential as it fanatical. With their deep familial bonds, they
dominate the eastern regions of Europe, securing God’s domi-
nion over the Earth. They cannot be avoided or ignored, and
every day their numbers grow.

Their sermons are simple: turn away from the past, corrupted
by technology, and honor thy family! The strength of the
Jehammedans springs from their community and forges them
into warriors of faith. They are the chosen people, as was promi-
sed by the last prophet. He decreed that at the end of days they
would be the lords of the Earth. Since then, the Jehammedans
lay claim to more and more land every day.

‘The priestly caste—the iconists—is comprised of blessed sons
of Jehammed from whom death turns away. They are at once
the banner of the cult, its greatest advisors, and its stern parents.

NEOLIBYANS:

THE CAPITALISTS

The coastal cities of New Libya are renowned throughout the
post-Eschaton world. Ships from the entire Mediterranean
region come here to unload their cargo. The unbelievable opu-
lence of Africa is a sharp contrast against the bitter poverty of
Europe. The Neolibyans send notorious giant transport ships
to the southern coast of Franka and release their Scrappers
into the European wastelands to pillage the last treasures of
the ancients.

The Neolibyans are the personification of capitalism. They
divide the known world into trade regions and franchise them
out to those who obey their will and turn the greatest profit.
These so-called “concessions” give the Neolibyans full power to
exploit the inhabitants of these regions.

‘The gaudy palaces of the Neolibyans dominate the landscape
surrounding the Mediterranean. In the inland regions, however,
the Scourgers are revered as the true heroes of Africa. They risk
their lives in the battle against the enemies of Africa, while the
Neolibyans merely wrap themselves in expensive clothes and coast
through a pampered life. The truth lies somewhere in between.

MARSHALS:

HAMMER OF JUSTICE

The Marshals—judge, jury, and executioner. Marshals protect
the inhabitants of the Borcan city Justitian and its Protectorates.
The hammer is the symbol of their power—and as such it is
used with great fervor.

Marshals maintain the peace with a long established code of
laws and precedents. Great debates rage between the lawmen
over ethics and credibility, but one thing is certain: expansion is
the key to a new and golden future.

Very few balk at the decrees of this grim cult. Only the
Spitalians defy them. Long simmering, the conflict between

these two cults is on the verge of erupting.
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SCOURGERS:

AVENGERS OF THE

DARK CONTINENT

The Scourgers are the claws of the Lion and the promise of
justice that has been denied the abused African people for too
long. The Scourgers make deep forays into the European con-
tinent to enslave its inhabitants, bringing them back to toil on
the massive Neolibyan plantations.

The Scourgers are a proud folk, subordinate to no one. At
best, their military force represents a loose band of mercena-
ries—more akin to a pack of dogs than an army. Large hyenas
crouch by their sides, ready to lunge into battle. Woe to he
who hears their throaty laughter in the night!

TRIBALS:

RULERS OF THE WASTELAND

In the years after the Eschaton, many fell, forlorn, into the
darkness of a new stone age. Today, they pray to gods who
represent the powers of nature. They pay homage to their
ancestors and venerate ancient artifacts. Many tear and eat the
flesh from the bones of their fallen enemies in order to absorb
their strength into themselves. They pierce and tattoo them-
selves repeatedly and practice other gruesome customs.

The animal instinct is strong in the Tribals. Freed from
the once civilized patina of morals and decency, small bands
of Tribals roam the wastelands. Very few settle down; the
majority see their home as anywhere they make it under the

expansive sky.

TIME FLIES

The clock is ticking.

If it weren’t for the efforts of the Chroniclers, the measure
of time would long since have become a local phenome-
non, varying drastically from settlement to settlement. The
Chroniclers have salvaged tons of old newspapers and electro-
nic data storage devices from the wastelands, however, keeping
them ever conscious of the importance of time. They keep the
history alive—without them, the people would have no past.

The Chroniclers divide the year into twelve months, noting
important events in the history of their order and the local
population. Long ago, their measure of time snuck into the
vernacular of the other cults. After centuries of confusion,
now treaties, meetings, and historical events can finally be
organized and arranged.

Not all of the cults, however, allow themselves to be molded
by the habits of the Chroniclers. The Jehammedans count
only the years since the Eschaton. In their understanding,
there is no time before the great cleansing of the Earth—at
least, none worth mentioning. As such, they write the year as
‘512 After the Revelation of Paradise.”

The Ashen count the years “after the awakening of the
sleepers in God’s chambers.” This means that some Ashen
communities are still in the year zero, while in the same
mountain range, another group of Ashen is already ringing
in the fourth century.

Tribals, from the northern tundra of Pollen all the way
down to the psychovor belt of central Africa, have developed
local and personal forms of time measurement. Some count
in moons, some in sunrises, and others reset their count every
time a leader dies.

The most mysterious form of time measurement is
that of the Anubians. According to their prophecies,
humanity is in the thirteenth millennium since the
awakening. They claim that the dreams and memories
of their oldest members reach back to a time when man
and beast were still one with the world and the spirit of
Anubis swept lovingly over the newborn people of Earth.






CULTURE
WAR

28

THE DARK CONTINENT

The smell of the Mediterranean hangs like a leaden curtain
above the coastal towns of the new Africa. Resigned to the
stench, the people wrap rags around their faces, covering
mouth and nose, as if a sandstorm was about to happen. The-
re have been no sandstorms here, though, for a long, long
time. Thick palm forests and swampy mangroves grow along
the coasts, stretching their roots into the dirty water—they are
the transgenic mutations of the ancients, created to produce
life even out of sand.

Everyone that can afford to do so smothers themselves in a
mist of scents—spices, perfume, and mildew grow into heady
clouds above the cities. Everyone also hopes for a fresh wind
from the Adantic. It is going to come—maybe tomorrow,
maybe the day after tomorrow.

Life in the African metropolises is bustling. Small buggies
painted in green-brown camouflage thunder across wide
asphalt trails. Colorful rags hanging from the walls of
small clusters of buildings, dwarfed by the gigantic housing
complexes behind them. Between the skyscrapers with their
protruding balconies and balustrades of carved wood, one
comes across an occasional altar. These giant gnarly trees in
the middle of the urban jungle are artfully decorated with
wiggly lines and adorned with tribal carvings and the names
of the ancestors said to live within them.

The rich salesmen of the Neolibyan cult stroll the streets
with their entourages, checking on their dignified stores and
saloons, each canopied with bright white linen banners. The
Neolibyans are easy to spot by the status symbols they carry:
finely crafted hunting rifles and precious cloths wrapped
around their bodies. They exude self-assuredness and power,

commanding their followers, who buzz around them like
bees, with casual gestures. It is their culture that brought
glory to the metropolises, glory that is known far outside
the borders of Africa and deep into deserted Europe.
Their new high culture now threatens to overshadow

all others.



Away from the broad roads, one can easily get lost in a
labyrinth of narrow alleys. Pedestrians are hassled by date
sellers, drivers, guides, hunters and technicians, while proud
Tribals stride past. Some wear traditional colorful capes with
bright hoods, some force themselves into the empty shells of
broken machine men, others prefer airy camouflage pants and
laced leather boots. Everyone carries a weapon: simple slim
hunting spears, ancient kalashnikov rifles, or ultramodern
automatic weapons. The atmosphere, however, is relaxed and
joyful. People sit together, drink tea from hefty tin samovars,
laugh, and horse around with each other.

Away from the coastal towns, many smaller villages dot the
back country. Here the streets are eroded by heavy rains and
flooded in many places. The steaming jungle bursts the asphalt
with its roots, as the plants creep into the smallest cracks. In
many areas, all of the trees have been cut down to make room
for tapioca and grains. Men and women work here, and also
by the stinking black oil pumps of the Neolibyans, burnt red
by the sun and supervised by Scourgers. They are slaves from
the Balkhan and Hybrispanian crusades. They are strong and
healthy, but their eyes are empty. They will never return to
their families; their families would never allow it. Any who
were captured surely did not fight fiercely enough; surrender
to the Scourgers is never considered an honorable option.

Farther south, the vegetation grows thicker, becoming an
impenetrable jungle, a confusing interplay of green hues. The
humidity is unbearable, poisonous plants and animals thrive
everywhere. Sharp screams and throaty gurgling sounds alter-
nate, and movement is all around. Colorful birds jump from
treetop to treetop, chirping or bickering if a stronger fellow
wants to steal their juicy fruit. The forest is alive. Humans
are only guests here. Few tribes move through the thicket
here or even call it home. Here something else is at home,
something strange. The plants are different; they don’t exist
anywhere else in the world. The changes are only small at first,
maybe a deeper green or more thorns than usual. But the
farther one advances, the more bizarre and the more obvious
the mutations become: leathery buds grow on ferns, moss
grows in strange hexagonal shapes, man-eating plants press
their calyces to the ground. This rampant strip of land along
the equator grows further outward every day, pushing tribes
ahead of it. Now that Africa has awakened and starts to live,
are its days numbered?

THE GREAT MIGRATION

In the far past, Africa wasn’t always free and it never domina-
ted Europe. The remaining history of the Dark Continent is
fragmentary, as almost all of the pre-Eschaton knowledge has
been lost. The Anubians, however, know of the devastating
epidemic that started it all.

HIVE, as the disease was called, first broke out in the
Ivory Coast. In just a few weeks it spread like a bush fire,
raging among the weak and the poor and not sparing the
wealthy, either. Tribes fled from their villages and drifted
down the Niger on floats or dared a dangerous walk through

the Sahara—just to get away from the disease. In spite of
the panic, they did not forget who was to thank for this: the
white man, once again. It was his ships on the Ivory Coast
from which the sick sailors came, and it was he that first deve-
loped a serum. Everything fit. The Lion was to be weakened
and put in chains again.

Chaos and riots broke out. Half of the population was sud-
denly armed with kalashnikov guns. They fought their way to
the north, following rumors that the first ships with hundreds
of thousands of doses of serum were already waiting for the
military and rich people on the coast. No border could keep
the panicking masses from moving on; no army was able
to stand in their way. African stood against African—and
the white man had once again managed to turn the mighty
African Lion against itself.

The defenses of Morocco, Algeria, Libya, and Egypt weren’t
prepared for this onrush of people and had no choice but
to make room for them. These countries were flooded by
waves of SUVs, rusty transporters, and Russian machine
guns—an army of the poor. Refugee camps spread across
the coastal regions, but the masses could not be contained
there. The sickness spread, and bodies lay strewn across the
roads. Countries fell apart and war was waged on the streets.
There was no serum, however. It was all misinformation, mass
hysteria. All hope was blown away—transforming into a
burning hatred of Europe.

A grotesque armada of rotting floating coffins, rafts,
decimated pontoon bridges, and overloaded cutters made
their way across the Mediterranean to demand a cure from
the Europeans. Those who didn’t drown, dehydrate, or
starve along the way were greeted by an iron wall of fear
and aversion. Hundreds of cruisers, frigates, torpedo boats,
and destroyers formed a barricade along the African coast,
denying passage to everyone. Corpses floated in the water.
Europe had sinned once again.

The situation climaxed when the UEO (United European
Organization) built staging posts in friendly African nations and
sent mechanical, semi-intelligent support troops out to quell the
disturbances. What was planned as a de-escalation developed
into a fiasco. The autonomous machines defied the control of
their engineers and slaughtered the scared refugees. The UEO
relentlessly pressed forward, expanding their influence through a
network of fortresses, secured oil wells, and mines.

THE LION AWAKENS

Many Africans felt the imperialistic Europeans were once again
seeking to divide and conquer the continent. There was whi-
spered talk of a new colonialism—enough to galvanize the
Africans into action. Cruisers were secretly boarded at night by
commandos and set on fire. The clothes of ebola victims were
thrown over fortress walls. Guerillas ambushed UEO patrols.
Fought on every front, the Europeans were forced to withdraw
back to the Mediterranean coast. At home in Europe, people
lost interest in news of the African conflict. It was too far
away, it didn’t affect them personally. Instead they turned their
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attention to the approaching asteroids, waiting for technology
to save the day as usual and turn the Apocalypse away.
On March 13, 2073, the sun was eclipsed. Glistening bands

of plasma and nitrogen oxide cut through the atmosphere.

Enormous impacts in Europe sent shockwaves through the
Earth’s crust, noticeable even in Africa. Several asteroids just
missed the Dark Continent. One of them tore through the sky
and imploded overhead, creating a high-pressure blast wave that
ripped a corridor hundreds of kilometers long across central
Africa. A new era had begun.

THE FLOOD

At first, North Africa seemed to have been spared. To the south
a gleaming red wall of dust, dirt, and glowing rock rose into the
atmosphere. In Europe, enormous mushroom clouds pushed
into the sky where asteroids had hit the earth’s crust. Then one
of the fragments crashed into the Mediterranean.

At first the flood wasn’t noticeable, hardly visible in the
expanding hemisphere of foam and vapor. It dug its way
across the bottom of the sea and gained more power as it
neared the shore. Frightened, the people watched the water
rise. It looked black under the cobalt blue sky and seemed
strangely quiet. Then it receded, meter by meter. Suddenly

fish lay on the beaches, flapping their fins as they suffocated.

Children ran to the beach laughing and collecting the dying
animals—easy prey for a dinner that would never take place.
Suddenly the tidal wave exploded on the coastal people with
deafening thunder. It advanced on the coast as a several
hundred meters high wall that swallowed people and rocks
and crushed everything under its weight.

North Africa, humanity’s last hope, was hit hard. Only a
few villages in the back country and nomadic tribes survived.
Shepherd tribes watched the horror from the Atlas Mountains
with their reddened eyes. Governments were pulled into the sea
with their capital cities. The survivors had to fend for them-
selves, but they found solace in their religion, Islam—and they

still had oil.

THE LION STRETCHES

Centuries passed. Climate changes reshaped the continent and
created a new Africa. The temperature dropped by just a few
degrees, but that made a huge difference. Humidity blew over
the Sahara from the Atlantic and turned the desert into a bloo-
ming savannah. Old dried-out lakes and riverbeds filled with
water again and flushed away the dust and sand.

The city of Tripol was erected on the ruins of Tripoli, and it
evolved into a melting pot of cultures. Berbers, Arabs, and sub-
Saharan Africans all worked together to build a new civilization.



The trade-cult of the Neolibyans appeared at this time. Trucks
fought their way through cracked streets and connected the
young North African settlements into a promising network of
trade relations. Ships went out to sea, sending Scrappers into
the damaged and deserted European coastal regions to take
anything that might be of use at home.

The Africans had no pity for the miserable white creatures
in the north, but so far they swallowed their anger. The white
man didn’t seem to pose a threat anymore, and he was an

unworthy opponent.

THE LION SHOWS
HIS CLAWS

This was about to change. When Hybrispanian conquistadores
attacked Africa and carved a path of destruction from Gibraltar
all the way to Tripol, decades worth of reconstruction was
destroyed, proud cities and people perished in the flames. The
Africans understood. The white man would never let them live
in peace—no matter how much he harmed himself by doing
so—the Dark Continent was just too tempting. If it wasn't kept
in chains, it would be a threat forever.

Indeed, united they managed to defeat the Hybrispanian
army in Tripol. For the cult of the Scourgers the battles became
a practical test—which they passed. This meant new hope for
Africa, to free themselves forever from the stranglehold that
Europe had over them, and to take revenge for the centuries
worth of humiliations that had been caused by the Europeans
in the past.

The Scourgers pushed the headless Hybrispanian army back
to their homeland and occupied it. Prisoners of war were carried
off in long, sad convoys to ruined African cities, where they
were forced to work on reconstruction or in the plantations and

oilfields. The Europeans paid their debt with their children.

LIFELINES

The triangle formed by the Ahaggar, Air, and Tibesti moun-
tain ranges in the former Sahara is regarded as the heart of the
north and origin of the rich vegetation of Africa. Rain clouds
are carried here by the west winds and unload their cargo on
the jagged slopes, gushing down onto a steaming jungle. Once
an infertile gravel and sand plain called the Tenere region by
the ancients, the land is now a sea of fragrant blooms and thick
green foliage from which a boulder occasionally protrudes.
Emi Koussi in the Tibesti range is the king of the giant
mountains. At 3415 meters, it is the highest point in the
Sahara and can be seen from afar. This is where the lifelines
of the vast wilderness originate. Water cuts through the
land, turning it into a Garden of Eden. The fine network of
rivers and creeks flows all the way down to Nigeria. It is so
vast that nobody has managed to explore it in its entirety. A
patchwork of green and brown spreads across the continent;
the enormous mountain ranges protrude from the only gaps.
Cold and hard they peek out from the lively, vibrant mass.

Broad rows in the vegetation are evidence of constant changes
and geological evolution: unchallenged by man the water digs
itself new beds. Only the mountains remain unchanged in the
new Africa.

THE LAND GROANS

The African landmass, namely what were once Algeria and
Morocco, nestles against the edge of the Reaper’s Blow—the
tectonic anomaly is a mere stone’s throw away. From the tops
of the cliffs one looks down on smashed massifs and shattered
granite monoliths, as tall as skyscrapers, that have become
an indomitable labyrinth of crevices and hollow spaces. The
gigantic heap of rubble still moves; it groans and rumbles.
Earthquakes turn allegedly safe caves into debris. Any expe-
dition here must face other obstacles as well. The rocks are
covered by the slippery foam of the Mediterranean and the
algae and moss that has been washed ashore. Toxic gases,
released through volcanic activity, are just as deadly as the
erupting geysers whose boiling water cooks human flesh in
seconds. Anyone not prepared to meet these dangers with
advanced technology will find death everywhere.

THE LAND BLOSSOMS

A mild but foul-smelling breeze blows across the land from
the Mediterranean and keeps the temperature a pleasant 75-85
degrees Fahrenheit. Rising moisture mixes with the warm air
of the Atlantic into distinctive cloud formations that majesti-
cally move across the continent. High precipitation, especially
in the Atlas Mountains, and moderate temperatures led to the
growth of dense forests of evergreen trees. Lichen, moss, as well
as bushes and ferns have conquered the ground.

In the south there is a transition to tropical rainforests with
their massive treetops roof and their lush and manifold vegeta-
tion. Beneath the giant trees, with their sprawling networks of
roots, there is only twilight. Hardly a ray of light ever penetrates
the green ceiling that towers twenty meters overhead. The
ground is covered with branches and leaves; humidity glitters
everywhere. It smells like decay. The climate in this region
is stable most of the year. The seasons aren’t as distinct as in
regions farther north or south.

Many lakes have developed from the changing courses of
rivers and the thunderous masses of rain. The groundwater is
only a few meters below the surface and can easily be accessed.
Water is no longer a rare commodity, as one can see in the
villages. Hunger, too, seems to be a relic of long forgotten
days—the trees carry ripe fruit and prey is plentiful.

THE EAST

The West Darfur, a long mountain range in eastern Africa, is
the watershed between the Nile and Lake Chad. Only wisps of
the heavy rain clouds carried here from the Atlantic reach
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Anubia and Sudan, peacefully floating over the region.
The climate here is correspondingly dry; a vast savannah with
grass up to three meters tall stretches across the land. Forests
crowd alongside the rivers and lakes and can also be found in

dense groups scattered across the plains.

THREE ASPECTS
OF THE LION

The Lion is a metaphor for the African tribes. It is master of the
savannah, wild and boisterous, and no one’s slave. Its beauty
is legendary and is only eclipsed by its strength. Three aspects
define the Lion and its tribes. First are the Scourgers—the
Lion’s claws—with which it defends its freedom and lacerates
its enemies. Second are the Neolibyans—its heart—since it
was they who brought new strength and endurance to the wea-
kened continent and who keep it alive. Finally, the Anubians
represent the soul of Africa because they conserve the wisdom
of the ancestors; they are shamans in search for meaning.

While this analogy defines the people of the coastal regions
from Gibraltar all the way to Anubia, in the wild regions
of central Africa there are still independent tribes that have
escaped the influence of outsiders for centuries. They might
not even know of the existence of the Neolibyans, the
Scourgers, or the Anubians. It is amazing that these secluded
communities structure themselves much like the major tribes.
It is almost as if the splendid tradesman, the secretive shaman,
and the dominant avenger are archetypal elements that auto-
matically develop in any culture. This might be coincidence or
consistent with sociological and psychological predictions, but
there also exist strange similarities in the naming of the tribes.
The equivalent of a Neolibyan might be called Na-olibya or
Nolib in a remote village, and the same is true for Scourgers
and Anubians even though the village had never been in
touch with the African culture on the Mediterranean. It seems,
indeed, as if Africa might be permeated by a rising spirit that
doesn’t leave room for anything else. Have the ancestors awa-
kened and taken their descendants by the hands?

ANCESTOR WORSHIP

The competitive nature that is so common and familiar to the
Borcans and Franks is unknown to the normal Africans, who
live in a world permeated by spiritual and mystical princip-
les, watched and assessed by their ancestors and natural spirits.
With their belief in these supernatural powers come certain
moral obligations. For example, if one doesn’t want to fall in
disgrace, one must follow the path that has been passed down
for centuries. One has to justify every deed, be it slaughtering
an animal or cutting down a tree, because every human, every
animal, and every dusty stone at the foot of a jagged rock
could be the reincarnation of an ancestor or irritable spirit.
Respect and humanity, even towards the lowest creatures, are
not a question of moral integrity, but of keeping one’s own
peace of mind.

COOPERATION

A Neolibyan’s peace of mind, on the other hand, is not preser-
ved through mystical fuss but through the dinar—a damn big
heap of jingling dinars. The business savvy of the Neolibyans
is legendary. The wealth of the coastal towns, as well as many
smaller villages in the interior, is unquestionably due to them.
It is a blessing for the African people that the Neolibyans arent
content with being successful and wealthy—they also want to
display it. They improve their hometowns in order to present
their status. A new well is dug and a pump is installed, buil-
dings are stonewalled, streets are paved, electric light turns night
into day. Their villages are a mirror for their vanity—Ilook here,
see how well my brothers and sisters are doing! The inhabitants
are happy and content. This tradition has existed for centu-
ries, and it works well. The competition between the opulent
Neolibyans has made Africa rich and fat.

On the other side of this wealth are the Scourgers. The
population admires them since they risk their life in the fight
for Africa—and they bring slaves whose labor helps Africa to
prosper. Scourgers are destined to die, and so they seek to make
their last days as pleasant as possible—at the expense of the
Neolibyans of course. According to tradition, a Scourger has
the right to ask for food, housing, and weapons. Most of the
time the tradesmen restrict their donations to the bare neces-
sities, but if they are benefactors of a village and the Scourger
is a native, they are not allowed to hide anything from him.
Therefore, it is not surprising that so many pregnant women
move to wealthy cities such as Tripol right before giving birth,
hoping that their children will be provided for as Scourgers.

The economy of Africa is an endless cycle of giving and taking,.
‘The Neolibyans bring wealth and throw it at the people with all
their arrogance. The Scourgers live off of it, paving the way for
the tradesmen and bringing slaves to labor for the country. All
is going well for Africa.



THE WEALTH OF
THE NEOLIBYANS

Tripol, as the largest and most influential city in Africa, is
home to one of the most important buildings of the
Neolibyans—the Merchant Bank. Here the tradesmen buy
their trade licenses once a year that allow them to trade
certain goods on certain routes or to claim the profits of
certain regions, part of which are also from plantations and
oilfields. This form of commercial protection is extremely
effective and limits direct competition within the cult. It also
benefits the Neolibyans who are already the wealthiest—

whoever has the most money gets the best licenses.

SYMBIOTE OR PARASITE?

While vast parts of Europe were lost to the Foulness, Africa was
affected differently but no less dangerously. Instead of using
mold and spores, the Primer seems to have concentrated on
different ways of spreading. Decades ago, in the deserted land
along the equator, an evolution began—foul cancer blossomed
on plants and animals, biting into their flesh. The cadavers
were hardly rotten before the alien genes began probing into
the bodies of the next generation. All species were tested, emo-
tionlessly and automatically, like a calculator that dully runs
through all of its predetermined programs and in the end spits
out a score. Plants in this humid area were superior hosts than
the mold spores of the cold north. The resulting vegetation was
different; it didn’t have much in common with the domestic
plants anymore. They were grotesquely contorted and geneti-
cally reprogrammed with new characteristics so that only their
rough outer structure resembled their predecessors. This was the
genesis of the psychovors.

They intoxicate man, animal, and earthly vegetation with
their tempting scents, prick them with their thorns, and shoot
barbed spores at them. They penetrate every pore and inject
strange gene-sequences into their victims. Afflicted creatures
adapt, or they are eaten from the inside by a fast growing cancer.
Humans die a horrible death.

The bizarre plant mutations seem to have characteristics
that go beyond pure destruction. The farther south one
ventures, the stranger the clans living there behave. Their
language consists of rudimentary babbling—they speak in
tongues—and they understand each other. If one stays with
them for several days, their seemingly senseless syllables start
to touch something in one’s mind, addressing feelings as if
every phoneme were a well considered pound on the marimba.
A few more days and the language develops into a sensual
instrument, communicating through intuitive music that
finds its way into the nervous system like a waterfall of rattling
and rhythmical beating on drums. Now the language begins
to makes sense. There are no misunderstandings between the
interlocutors anymore; one’s soul pours into the spirit of the
other. The people live in peace—even tribes that have been
enemies for centuries become friends.

The Neolibyans, however, use a negative term to refer to the
advancing mass of plants: psychovors, meaning mind-eaters.
The plants drive the African clans away from their ancestral
territories, greedily swallowing the land. One day the plants
will reach the coastal towns. If no solution is found by then,
the Lion will undoubtedly die—at least that’s what the tra-
desmen think. The Scourgers mock the Neolibyans for their
pessimistic world view—they see the psychovors as incarna-
tions of their ancestors that have come to support them in
their hour of strength. The Anubians see it all. They know and
they remain silent.

STEEL, NOT SOUL

Everything seems strangely wrong about the steel machine men.
They stand outside of the ancient strongholds—cold, animated
machine bodies that couldn’t even house a demon’s soul.

Their mere presence is a barbed dagger in the Lion’s side—they
don’t belong to this time or in an awakened Africa. They embody
the characteristics of the hated white ancients: dominance, submis-
sion, and exploitation. Despite the humid heat they are wrapped in
rotting rags, standing guard on the pinnacles of massive concrete
blocks in the middle of the endless green jungle.

Toxic fumes rise from these chimneys, deadly waste trickles
down the walls like stinking feces on the leg of a sporeling. If
the doors are opened, buzzing steel beetles break free,
devouring the earth and spitting it out like a fountain. A blue
haze fills the air—foul breath from the netherworld.

The goals of the machines are unknown. Most of the known
machine men guard the old fortresses and are not a danger to
people, so long as they keep their distance. But there are wande-
rers who patrol the surroundings and sometimes even speak to
Africans in their guttural voices before they attack.

In recent years, more and more empty shells of
disemboweled machine men have appeared in the markets:
breast, arms, and legs. Their endurance is exceptional—
they make excellent suits of armor. They are rare, however,
and therefore much too expensive for regular people, but
many Neolibyans like to buy them for their trips in foreign
waters. Artfully painted, these shells are gorgeous indeed!
Too bad no settings for rubies and sapphires can be drilled
into them.

THE PRIDE OF AFRICA

Seafarers compare the harbor cities of the new Africa to expen-
sive pieces of jewelry, gemmed with precious stones and made
by the masters. After weeks on a rusty boat and three portions
of cooked tapioca per day, anyone would agree. The comparison
holds against the bright light of objectivity—the harbor faci-
lities are decorated with stately and extravagant fountains and
ceramic mosaics on walls and floors.

Everyone is free to drink from the fountains or take a
handful of dates from an open barrel. Nobody goes hungry
or thirsty—the rich local Neolibyans take care of that. If one
leaves the docks and passes through the suburbs toward the

CULTURE
WAR

33



CULTURE
WAR

34

city center, one is surrounded by scents of spices and shou-
ting tradesmen. The main streets are paved with sandstone or
granite, whitewashed facades are speckled with cheerful dots
of shiny cobalt blue tiles. Behind the two- and three-story
buildings lay the giant tower buildings, constructed in terrace
style, erupting from the haze of the city. Narrow alleys of
colorful sales booths filled with goods from all over the world
wait for customers with big wallets. In the intersections one
meets plazas surrounded by palm trees in which slaves and
Scourgers do their work. Dented buggies, often riddled with
bullet holes, are fixed in the Scourgers’ repair-shops and are
sent back out on the hunt a few days later. The smell of diesel,
and the violence it stands for, is foreign here. They belong
to the heavy transport ships that leave the African coasts to
conquer the countries on the Mediterranean.

VAST COUNTRY

TRIPOL

Tripol is the pivotal point of African culture and economy.
Here, Scourgers, Neolibyans, and Anubians meet and go out
into the world to conquer it anew every day.

Many dozens of the wealthiest Neolibyans live in Tripol,
and their quarters are pompously designed according to their
individual desires. Tall buildings decorated with tribal art and
great frescos stand beside one-story lodges with clean, white
walls, big terraces, and balustrades constructed with beams of
dark hardwood. There is enough space for everything. There
are no other government districts or central institutions that
would be worth being close to.

Poverty is unknown in Tripol. The Neolibyans ensure
that every beggar in front of their residences gets food, new
clothing, and sometimes even a place in their entourage.

ANUBIA

For millennia the Nile has meandered like an artery through
the swathe of land once known as Egypt—now known as
Anubia. It carried fresh water, fertile silt, and fish, enriching

the lives of the people who lived on its banks. If the river
flooded, the people suffered. The massive Aswan Dam burst
many years ago—huge concrete blocks, half sunken into the
mud, are the only remnants. Since then, the Nile has grown,
erasing long-forgotten cities from the map.

The Eschaton also brought other changes to the Nile. Pods
of spores dance on the dark green surface of Lake Victoria,
eventually carried down the Nile by the current. Some pods
don’t make it around the bends, and get stuck in the fertile
mud on the banks. They sprout and the psychovors spread.
From the Nile delta it’s not far to the Mediterranean. From
there they spread across to the Balkhan coast.

Anubia is an ancient land and home to one of the oldest

cults: the Anubians. While ancestral cities like Cairo have
been abandoned and destroyed, cultists streamed to the sites
of the ancient Egyptians and moved into the colossal temples
and pyramids. They made Cairo the Forbidden City, reserved
for their high priests. Not that anybody cares—the settlement
lies in the middle of a dense psychovor forest which is impos-
sible to penetrate. It is an enigma how the Anubians have
managed to avoid being influenced by the strange plants, They
are not willing to reveal their secret—neither are they willing
to say why they chose this hostile place for their home.
The area not dominated by the psychovors was a desert in
pre-Eschaton times. It was replaced by billowing grass steppes.
Rivers on the East Darfur, the mountain divide between the
tropical west and the moderate east, feed deep blue lakes and
vast swamps with meters-high papyrus bushes. Aside from the
mutated vegetation, the land is friendly to its people, mostly
simple peasants. The time of the big civilizations seems to be
over—no clan has the power or even the desire to found a
nation anymore. The people stick to their own tribes, living
day by day without much planning, though each day they are
pushed farther and farther north by the psychovors.

AGADESH

Agadesh lies on a much-traveled caravan route in the heart
of Africa. Its importance for trade has diminished since the
growth of the psychovor forests has cut off the south from the
trade routes of the north. The Neolibyans pulled out of it, but
the city is still important to the Scourgers. This is where they
store their knowledge of the past and future, painted with
carth and blood onto the white walls of the ancient buildings
and mud huts.

EMBAYE
Embaye is the strong heart of the Lion. Surrounded by three
mountain ranges—the Ahaggar, Air, and Tibesti—it is the
oldest part of the African jungle. Rapid waters, dirty from
the earth they carry, cut through the dense underbrush and
branch out into the most remote corners of the continent.
These waterways are the most important traffic routes between
the villages in the back-country and the cities along the coast.
They are dangerous and wash bloated bodies ashore every day.
Even though the pulse of Africa beats far away in the coastal
towns, a few tribes live at the foot of the mountain ranges on

platforms high up in the trees. They know nothing about the



Neolibyans, Scourgers, or Anubians. The forests are filled with
observation posts and rope bridges, outnumbering people.
Much about the past of the Tribals still lies in the dark—why
they don’t come down to the ground? Who taught them their
craftsmanship? They are friendly, and thanks to the nearby
psychovors they speak in tongues—babbling that strangers
instinctively understand after a few hours or days.

DHORUBA

During the Eschaton, an enormous asteroid plowed through
the atmosphere above Africa and tore a valley of destruction
across the continent. Awestruck, tribal elders spoke of the
gleaming, burning sun that hung in the air for hours after the
devastating blast and heat waves had passed. It announced the
beginning of a new era—the era of the ancestors.

Today Dhoruba is a scar in the middle of lush green. The
trade winds thunder through a gorge kilometers wide, bla-
sting through so fiercely that only the strongest plants cling
to the torn earth. Thorn bushes and grass are predominant
here. Strange people have also settled down in the jagged
mountains that border on the Dhoruba. They dig galleries
into the rock in order to mine ore, but these rumors have not

been confirmed.
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BALKHAN

THE WILD LANDS
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ECHO

Balkhan: a wild region whose pride, unpredictability, and beauty
touch the heart. It takes the wanderer by the hand to teach him
of extremes. Storms thunder across the plains, stirring the tree-
tops of dark forests, but the ridges of the mountains divide and
tame the winds, stripping them of their elemental force. When
heaven’s gates open, it doesn’t rain, it pours—torrents dig their
way towards the valley, merging into rapid floods. Knotty trees
dig their roots deep into the ground, refusing to surrender to
the extreme forces of nature. The winters are cold and merciless.
Snow piles up in the mountains, meters high, and swallows the
coniferous forests. In the summer the sun burns the grass
steppes into yellow stubble. Balkhan never gets to rest. It
groans and screams and never gives up, getting stronger

and more resilient with every battle.

The Balkhani people love their land—it
is a mirror image of their souls. They
themselves are untamed, proud warriors of
a proud tribe. They gather in the voivodships,

swathes of land controlled by merciless war-

lords, indulging in life, celebrating battle, and

reconciling again and again. Constant changes

of allegiance and declarations of war create a future

of adventure with the starting point always different

from the night before. Threats are laughed at and

viewed as a challenge to one’s own strength and cle-

verness. Ever since the Africans crossed the Bosporus,

the battles have been ceaseless. Fewer and fewer warriors

return from the battlefields, but in the eyes of those that do
you can see the powerful flames of wrath.

THE LEGACY

The news of the impending Eschaton was a signal for many to
return to their roots, to face the inevitable apocalypse united
with their parents, friends, and brothers. Endless lines of cars



crept from Western Europe to the East, towards home. Turks,
Serbs, Greeks, Magyars, Hungarians, Romanians, Russians,
and many other ethnic groups thundered across the highways.
Chaos and the rule of might dominated the streets. The approa-
ching end and the promise of pandemonium ignited the ancient
flames of hate, dissolving law and order even faster than one
could have expected.

It was an explosive situation. The people needed an outlet, a
common enemy whom they could blame for everything. No
one can say today who started the ranting about the centuries-
long occupation of their homeland by the Ottoman Empire.
Just weeks earlier, these crazy people with their tirades would
have been pushed back into the holes they crept out of, but
with impending doom on the horizon a hateful minority easily
agitated the entire population. The flame was lit, and soon even
moderates were swayed by the litany of pathos and false propa-
ganda. The situation quickly escalated—and the Turks became
its victims.

First, Turkish refugees were denied gasoline, then food and
lodging. Then they were attacked in the streets, their vehicles
pushed into ditches and their belongings stolen. Even though
many stood in the way of the agitated masses, preaching reason
and peace, they all drowned in the towering wave of violence.
The United European Organization (UEO—a UN successor)
peacekeeping troops were powertless. They were prepared to
keep the order in selective hot spots and to de-escalate certain
conflicts, but even now the laws were changing in the Balkans.
Hatred spread like a massive inferno across the land.

Almost overnight, the scapegoating and thuggish violence
aimed at Turkish transients culminated in a civil war. This
mass delusion united the Balkan people, who no longer saw
themselves as Serbian, Romanian, Greek, or Magyar. In 2072
this new tribe, piqued by propaganda and intoxicated with
early victories, moved across the Bosporus and assaulted Turkey
under the leadership of the clever demagogue Ezkiel. The war
had begun—the losses on both sides were immeasurable, the
world waited with bated breath and then turned away, seeming
to sense that the happenings in the Near East were only a foreta-
ste of what they all would face after the Eschaton.

The Turkish government collapsed. Nobody had expected
that anything like this could happen in the morally and ethi-
cally advanced 2070s, and even less were prepared to handle it.
The Turkish population fought for survival and withdrew into
the mountains.

When the Eschaton shook the Earth in the spring of 2073,
Homo sapiens had already proven what it was capable of. It was
only the beginning.

THE BALKHANI EMPIRE

Decades later, numerous unscrupulous warlords seized power
over enormous regions and their populations. These despots
called their fiefdoms 