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WELCOME BACK TO
THE IRON KINGDOMS

FTER A FAILED INVASION OF INFERNALS FROM

beyond Caen, the Iron Kingdoms have begun to

rebuild. In the aftermath of the Claiming, new

alliances have been formed, tested by a peace
brought about by the lack of an obvious common enemy.
Some nations have been hasty to put tragedy behind them
and stride bravely into this world, but others, the sting of
the infernal lash still raw within their borders, know that
without true and decisive action, this respite will be but a
brief lull before the Nonokrion Order returns.

The noble southern kingdom of Cygnar has led the rest
of the Iron Kingdoms in rebuilding and emerging into a
grand age of artistic greatness and technological refinement.
Tumultuous lightning storms trapped within capacitors hum
alongside the grinding metal mechanika of warjacks, hulking
constructs of arcane machinery that stride through the
streets of Caspia in parade formations led by the warcasters
who control them. Meanwhile, the tattered remnants of the
Nonokrian Order and its cultists continue their insidious
work. In dark alleyways and shadowy underworlds, out of
sight of the ever-vigilant Order of Illumination, they perform
profane rituals fueled by the souls of unfortunate citizens left
alone and forgotten by the Claiming.

Neutral in war, fattened by the spoils heaped upon it
during the rebuilding after the Claiming, and an ally to all but
the vilest nations, the northeastern dominion of Rhul swells
at the seams with political maneuverings and opportunities
for profit. The mountain fortresses of the Rhulic dwarves
have become a natural nexus for those displaced by war—and
for diplomats and spies from all the Iron Kingdoms, each
vying to undercut its rivals to win the favor of Rhul.

While Cygnar and Rhul prospered since the defeat of the
infernals, other nations have not been so lucky. As the sheep
to the south sup on the fine wines of their renaissance, the
wolves of Khador plot and plan in the cold reaches of their
northern kingdom, their predatory eyes still locked on the
riches of nations they recently fought to protect. Even in this
time of nominal peace, Khadoran factories continue churning
out weapons of war. Although Khador is at peace with
the rest of the Iron Kingdoms, history has proven that the
ambition of its monarchs is not easily quelled.

Once a driving force within Caen, the fanatical religious
zealots of the Protectorate of Menoth have all but
disappeared. While the remaining clergy do their best to
hang on to what's left of their nation, most of their cities
stand deserted—the instruments of divine punishments,
forests of iron wracks, left scattered among the ruins of a
once-powerful kingdom. As the sun sets on the Protectorate
and the shadows across its territory deepen, the threat
its crusades once posed has been replaced with the more
mundane peril of the scavenging vermin that skulk within
the bones of its former settlements.

USING THIS BOOK

Iron Kingdoms: Requiem is a tabletop RPG setting built for

the fifth edition of the world’s best-selling roleplaying game.
This book gives you the tools you need to run a tabletop
roleplaying game set within the full-metal fantasy world of
the Iron Kingdoms. Whether you're a fresh-faced recruit

or a grizzled veteran of the WARMACHINE and HORDES
tabletop miniatures games, this book will bring you up to
speed on the state of western Immoren and its major political
players after the infernal Claiming, and equip you with the
arcane knowledge, magic-infused arms, and steam-powered
mechanika you need to make your mark on the world of Caen.

FORTUNES FORETOLD

Part 1 of this book provides a history of western Immoren
and its many cultures. From noble Cygnar and recently
liberated Llael to the unforgiving, blighted islands of Cryx,
the nations that remain standing in the aftermath of the
Claiming—and their histories—are described in detail.
Whether you're a GM or a player, this section will give you
the threads you need to weave the colorful adventures and
backstories that will form the tapestry of your campaign.

THOSE WHO FULFILL THEM...

Part 2 provides the framework for character creation and
describes the adventuring companies found throughout the
Iron Kingdoms. Whether you're assembling a team of hard-
boiled arcane investigators aided by an Iosan mage hunter,

a mercenary crew bolstered by the cacophonous songs of

a trollkin fell caller, or an intelligence cell working for the
state and supported by the gadgets of a mechanikally minded
gobber, the breadth of options here will help you create a
character suited for adventuring across western Immoren.

..AND THE FORTUNES THEY HOLD

Part 3 of this book goes into the tools that enable your
character to fight and survive in the Iron Kingdoms.
Whether as a spell-flinging warcaster bonded to the
mechanikal marvel of a warjack or an outlaw armed with
magically infused pistols, you will find all you need here.
From mundane tools of life in western Immoren to exotic
weapons of war that will transform your steamjack into
something truly powerful, you can find your means to make
money—and the many, many ways to lose it—here.

TYING IT ALL TOGETHER

Finally, whether you're a player or a GM, part 4 of this book
provides the supplements you need to run your own game of
Iron Kingdoms: Requiem, including rules for the unique magic
of the Iron Kingdoms, advice on running games in the post-
Claiming world, and a host of supporting characters who

can aid the player characters or be pitted against them. Game
Masters can use the tools in this section to spur their players
into action and tell a fantastic story of glory and adventure.

THE IRON KINGDOMS S






HE LANDS KNOWN AS THE [RON KINGDOMS HAVE

been shaped by strong faiths, the acts of the gods

themselves, and centuries of conflict. They are

home to proud peoples whose identities and
cultures are inextricably linked with the ground upon which
they build their homes and cities, and although they have
survived plague, famine, war, invasion, and the horrors of
the Claiming, the citizens of these kingdoms—and the people
of the wilds that surround them—know that their greatest
challenges may yet lie ahead.

COSMOLOGY

Many myths and legends told and retold around hearths

and campfires throughout western Immoren describe the
origins of the world, the coming of the gods, and the shaping
of the beasts and peoples who populate the cities and wild
places of the continent. Of these, one is the most common,
at least among the predominantly human kingdoms. In the
beginning, according to this story, two deities arose from the
formless chaos. One was a masked paragon who sought order
in all things. He created the world of Caen from the void and
gave rise to the heavens, ordaining their orderly progression
through the skies of this new world. This was Menoth, the
Creator and Lawgiver, and where he strode upon the primal
world, humanity was born from his shadow.

Yet he was not alone. From the dark of the night sky
came the Devourer Wurm. If Menoth was the apotheosis of
order, then the Beast of All Shapes was chaos incarnate—an
ever-changing monstrosity whose sole purpose was to slay,
ravage, and consume all that it could set its teeth and claws
upon. The two were natural enemies, and their brutal clashes
shaped the surface of the nascent world, shattering the land
into continents and islands, digging great furrows in the
earth, and pushing the mountains skyward.

Such a young world could not long survive such a titanic
struggle, and soon the two gods withdrew to Urcaen, a
spiritual reflection of the physical world shaped, some say,
from the nightmares of the Devourer Wurm itself. Here the
two powers could battle for all eternity, and have done so to
this very day.

The trollkin, ogrun, and gobbers of Caen tell a different
story of the creation of the world and its peoples. According
to them, Dhunia is the mother of all, a goddess whose body is
synonymous with the very world itself, and she is responsible
for all the life that abounds upon Caen, from the lowliest
blade of grass to the so-called “higher” peoples who build
empires and mighty weapons of war. In their account, the
Goddess and the Devourer Wurm were each formed from
the primal fundament, and the various beasts and peoples
of the world sprung forth in the aftermath of the Wurm’s
violent ravaging of Dhunia’s body. As the offspring of this
union, those of Dhunian ancestry—who were called the
Molgur tribes in ancient times—often echo aspects of both
their parents: not only the nurturing wisdom and tranquility
of Dhunia, but also the violent ferocity of the Wurm.

In this story, Menoth was chosen from among the
mightiest of Dhunia’s children. The Goddess sought a
champion who could defend her against the predations of the

Wurm, and so she chose her most powerful hunter. Humans
arose in the wake of Menoth’s passing. Some joined him in
his hunt, while others turned their worship to his quarry.

The other peoples of Caen have different stories about
how the world came to be—stories that incorporate their
own deities. The people of los, for example, were once
extraordinarily close to their gods, whom they called the
Divine Court and who, their worshippers say, hailed from a
realm called the Veld in Urcaen. But the Divine Court was
plagued by misfortune. Ravenous forces from outside what
mortals understood as reality were waiting for a chance to
pierce the veil of this world and feast upon the souls within,
and these strange beings, known as infernals, set their sights
upon the Josan gods. L

In order to escape, the members of the Divine Court came
to live among their creations in Caen by traveling across
the Bridge of Worlds—and ended up collapsing the passage
behind them. Although the cause of the calamity is unknown,
the collapse of the Bridge of Worlds resulted in a terrible
disaster the Iosans know as the Cataclysm, an event that
brought their formerly grand empire low and tore a ragged
wound in the face of the world, giving rise to the violent
wastes known as the Stormlands, which are still ravaged by
winds and lightning many centuries later.

The Divine Court lived alongside the elves for a time,
eventually founding the forest-shrouded nation of Ios. Yet
the gods, cut off from their home in Urcaen, began to fade,
and in 840 BR they departed from their people. Almost
exactly seven hundred years later, something terrible
occurred in los. The priests of the absent Divine Court went
mad overnight. Some took their own lives; others clawed
out their eyes or committed acts of unspeakable savagery
against their flocks. This moment came to be known as the
Rivening, and it is believed to have been caused by some
calamity that befell the Divine Court, for only two of their
number survived: Scyrah and Nyssor, neither of whom was
in any condition to speak of what had transpired. All of this is
poorly understood by those beyond the borders of Ios, as the
Iosans have always been a secretive and isolationist lot who
have never felt comfortable sharing either their triumphs or
their tragedies with outsiders.

The dwarves of Rhul tell another story. They believe that
they are descended from the Great Fathers—the first dwarves,
who were shaped from living stone by the god-mountain
Ghor. Although they were intended to be the mountain’s
slaves, these thirteen clever and skillful dwarves ultimately
tricked and destroyed their creator. Then, from the fertile
soil of the Ayers River, they shaped the Claywives, the first
matriarchs of the dwarves. All Rhulfolk today trace their
lineage back to these first progenitors, or so the story goes.

As the human followers of Menoth brought order to the
world, building walls and nations during what is now called
the Thousand Cities Era, other gods eventually appeared
among their number. The first of these were the Twins,
Morrow and Thamar. Siblings born to human parents,
the Twins proved to be radical thinkers whose teachings
would upend centuries of tradition—and either save
humanity, or doom it.

THE IRON KINGDOMS
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THE DEFIERS

Morrow and Thamar were the first humans to ascend to
godhood, but they were not the first to defy the will of
Menoth. Forgotten to history were a handful of mortals whose
self-determination was so strong that they could actually bend
the world to their will. They were the first to see the spark

of the divine within humanity, and they perceived the edicts

of the Lawgiver as slavery in both this life and the next. The
names of these individuals were lost over time, and those who
speak of them at all simply call them the Defiers. For their
refusal to submit, they were punished in terrible fashion, cast
alive into a hell within Urcaen that the Creator believed they
would never escape.

&

.
D
Although Morrow and Thamar shared much in common,
they were as different as day and night. Morrow saw the
purpose of life as benevolence, mercy, and self-sacrifice
rather than blind obedience to the laws of Menoth. In this
way, he espoused independence just as his sister did, although
hers was of a more revolutionary stripe that emphasized
personal empowerment by acquiring knowledge in pursuit of
individual enlightenment.
The Twins’ differing paths eventually led them into
Morrow’s conflict, and Thamar ultimately slew Morrow
in a display of mystical might on the walls of Caspia before
Morrow's followers tore her apart. Upon their deaths,
both siblings ascended to godhood, and the writings and
teachings of both were ultimately collected together into the
Enkheiridion, the holy text of the Morrowan faith and a key
document among Thamarites.
By proving that individual humans had the power to attain
divinity, the Twins gave countless souls an alternative to
the worship of Menoth, the Lawgiver. This caused a deadly
schism, and many thousands were put to the flame by Menite
scrutators. However, this was not the end of their story.
."'-'__*_ A
P
Following the examples set by their deities, over the centuries
certain particularly devout or especially outstanding followers
of Morrow, as well as those of Thamar, have joined the Twins
in Urcaen as either ascendants, as these Morrowans are called,
or scions, as those who achieve apotheosis on Thamar’s path
are known. Some of these holy beings were once priests or
members of the clergy, but many were simply individuals who
best embodied certain aspects of the teachings of the Twins.

j
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Although the rise of the T'wins had significant political,
social, and theological repercussions for the people of Caen,
perhaps the greatest impact of their ascendance was yet to
come. In 600 BR, the first massive blackships of the Orgoth—
invaders from unknown lands to the west—landed upon the
shores of western Immoren. Within a few hundred years, the
Orgoth had conquered most of the continent’s kingdoms.

The Orgoth commanded terrible magic that made it all but
impossible for the humans of the Thousand Cities to stand
against them. The invaders slew countless numbers and
enslaved many thousands more until nearly all of western

Immoren was subjugated to their dark rule. All hope seemed

e
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lost until Thamar brought humanity the Gift. Sometimes
called the Gift of Magic, it marked the beginning of the rise
of sorcery in humans—innate magical ability that was often
greeted with fear and superstition but ultimately allowed
humans to band together and find the means to cast off the
Orgoth oppressors.

But the Gift did not come without a price. To bring
humanity such a potent weapon, Thamar was forced to make
a terrible bargain. Having approached her brother about
her plans, Morrow looked into the future and saw only one
course that could spare the Twins’ followers the yoke of the
Orgoth, and he gave his dark sister the approval to carry it
out. In order to save humanity, Thamar brokered a deal with
the eldritch things that waited in the Outer Abyss, clawing
at the edges of reality. These were beings of infinite hunger,
with power akin to the gods, and among them were those
willing to help—for a price.

The foul gods of the Orgoth were, in fact, these very
infernal creatures, yet they were not all aligned as one. The
infernals were organized into groups—known as orders—who
warred against one another, and Thamar brought her case to
the infernals of the Nonokrion Order, who were enemies of
the Orgoth’s patrons. She was able to wrest the Gift of Magic
from these horrific beings, but the price they demanded
was terrible indeed. Centuries hence, they would come to
claim their due—an event which the world now knows as
the Claiming.

These are the deities most commonly worshipped in
the cities and towns of western Immoren, but they are
not the only ones. In the Nightmare Empire of Cryx, the
Dragonfather Toruk is revered as a god, and some of his
scattered draconic offspring are venerated as well. In the
swamps and backwaters of the world, gatormen and bog
trogs worship a predatory god called Kossk, believed by
some to be a manifestation of the Devourer Wurm. Most
recently, an astronomer of the former Fraternal Order of
Wizardry discovered a heretofore unseen celestial body in the
heavens. He had discovered Cyriss, the Clockwork Goddess,
the Maiden of Gears, who is worshipped as the divinity of
astronomy, mathematics, and engineering. The Cult of Cyriss
was initially an underground organization whose adherents
worshipped in secret and sometimes replaced their own
flesh with clockwork machines, but in the years since the
Claiming, worship of the Maiden of Gears has grown among
the peoples of the Iron Kingdoms.

5l o
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BR AND AR

Throughout the lands now known as the Iron Kingdoms,
history is divided into two distinct epochs defined by the
struggle against the Orgoth. Those years before the start of
the rebellion against the Orgoth count backward and are listed
as BR (Before Rebellion), while those that followed count
forward and are listed as AR (After Rebellion). Some have
suggested that a new era begin with the Claiming, but thus far,
no nation has adopted such a system for its calendar.




ANCIENT HISTORY

In the centuries leading up to the time known as the
Thousand Cities Era, humans and the other peoples of
western Immoren often struggled against nature and the
many threats that assailed their lands. Among these were
the Wurm-worshipping tribes of the Molgur, which
included powerful trollkin kriels, bogrin, ogrun, and human
barbarians. But they were not alone. In the depths of what is
now known as the Thornwood, one of the most notorious
kingdoms of ancient times was born.

Even today, the name of Morrdh is most likely to be
spoken with a shudder. The dark kingdom was forged in a
crucible of bloody conflict with neighboring Molgur tribes,
but the nefarious pacts and occult rites practiced by its
nobility gave Morrdh its unsavory reputation. Unearthed
records tell tales of lords who summoned forth monsters
from earth and sky to do their bidding and called forth the
dead from their graves to take up arms against the dread
kingdom'’s enemies. Scholars today debate the amount of
truth in these accounts, but what is known for certain is
that centuries before Thamar brought the Gift of Magic to
humanity, the lords of Morrdh had access to knowledge that
was far beyond the ken of their peers—and perhaps should
have remained so.

During this time, other human empires began to take
shape. In the north, a fierce warrior-priest named Khardovic
fought to unify the warring horselords of the plains and
steppes, creating the empire that would eventually become
modern-day Khador. To the south, other early heroes of the
Menite faith stood against the Molgur hordes. At the walls

of the city of Calacia, which would later become Caspia, one
such hero—Priest-King Golivant—faced a Molgur force led by
a great trollkin chieftain named Horfar Grimmr. The battle
was long and brutal, costing thousands of lives on both sides.
Heedless of the dead, the Molgur hurled their might against
the walls of Calacia while the defenders loosed their arrows
and poured molten oil upon their assailants in retaliation.
Only the death and defeat of Grimmr was enough to break
the Molgur and scatter their forces.

Grimmr’s defeat at Calacia was seen as a decisive victory for
the followers of the Lawgiver, but it was a crippling blow to
the trollkin and other peoples who traced their origins to the
goddess Dhunia. Human barbarians would eventually convert
to the worship of Menoth; trollkin, ogrun, and bogrin could
find no such welcome and were either slaughtered on sight
or driven far from their ancestral homes and deeper into the
untamed wilderness.

THE THOUSAND CITIES ERA

The scattering of the Molgur tribes after their defeat at
Calacia paved the way for human civilization to flourish
across the face of western Immoren. While the Khardic
Empire expanded as Priest-King Khardovic’s influence spread
across northern lands and the malignant kingdom of Morrdh
descended into ruin, other nations rose throughout the
continent, from Tordor and Thuria to Rynyr and Midar—
realms whose shadows can still be felt in modern-day Cygnar,
Ord, and Llael, as well as the lands beyond them.

Worship of the Lawgiver was the de facto faith at the
beginning of what became known as the Thousand Cities
Era, with bonds of pious fealty helping tether humans
together in greater and greater numbers. The Canon of the




True Law, which had been inscribed on the stones of Ancient
Icthier more than five thousand years before, served as the
cornerstone for civilization by laying down the practices and
traditions that all humans were meant to follow, yet times
were still difficult. The pious saw these trials as a necessary
crucible through which their souls had to pass in order to
make them worthy of their creator, but others wondered if
the Creator had simply forgotten them.

Although the tribes of the Molgur had been scattered,
they still threatened the fringes of civilization, preying upon
the towns and settlements farthest from the protection of
city walls. Powerful warlords clashed constantly during this
tumultuous era, and numerous empires rose and fell, creating
the earliest echoes of what would later become the political
boundaries of the modern world.

The Molgur were a constant threat, but they were not the
only one humanity faced during this time. In the skies above
these burgeoning human cities, Toruk, the Dragonfather,
clashed with his offspring. He had created them centuries
before from shards of his own athanc—the crystal that was
his heart—but soon realized his mistake when he saw in
them all of his own cunning and ambition. Even as Toruk
sought to redress the imbalance by devouring what he had
made and reabsorbing his creations into himself, his progeny
aimed to best their creator and gain his power. These epic
conflicts blighted the lands they touched and eventually drove
a wounded Toruk from the shores of western Immoren to
the storm-tossed stones of the Scharde Isles, a haven for
pirates and raiders. Toruk wasted no time in transforming
the ruling pirate kings into the twelve beings known today
as the lich lords, and they became the instruments by which
the Dragonfather reshaped the islands into the seat of the
Nightmare Empire of Cryx.

On the mainland, the unfettered expansion of human
civilization was at once disrupted and invigorated by the
ascendance of new gods. During their time on Caen, both
Morrow and Thamar brought incredible new ideas to their
followers, and they forged new paths for the faithful upon
their ascension. These changes challenged the dominant
Menite faith and led to a dark time known as the Purging,
when Menite priests put worshippers of Thamar and
Morrow alike to sword and flame.

Conflicts between nations were common in these times, as
were skirmishes with the scattered Molgur tribes, but for the
most part, humanity was growing unchecked—until the first
black sails were spotted on the western horizon.

THE ORGOTH OCCUPATION

The blackships of the Orgoth invaders were first spotted by
the Khardic Empire in the north. The Orgoth’s abominable
fleets were propelled by winds summoned by dark magic,
crewed by scores of indefatigable warriors, and commanded
by warwitches with the power to boil the seas and call
down death from the sky. Unflinching in the face of such a
terrifying enemy, the mighty Tordoran navy—the envy of
western Immoren—sailed out to meet them.

Not a single ship returned.

Rulers of nations throughout the continent began

fortifying their borders in an effort to stave off these
seemingly inhuman invaders, who fought tirelessly and
without mercy. Clad in dark armor engraved with howling
faces, the Orgoth were savage in battle and pitiless at any
other time. Attempts at diplomacy were met only with the
return of the emissaries’ severed heads—or the ripping of
their screaming souls from their bodies.

With each kingdom looking first to its own defenses,
unified resistance was impossible, and one by one the nations
of western Immoren fell before the strange artifacts and
terrible magic of the Orgoth invaders. Warwitches called
down rains of burning blood and filled the sky with green
eldritch flames. Undead monstrosities marched to battle
alongside fierce armored warriors. Worse yet, the Orgoth
carried with them blackened cages capable of capturing the
souls of the fallen and using them to power their dark magic.
“Your bodies in life are ours,” the Orgoth warlord Kolegzein
IV famously said as the Orgoth lay siege to the great city of
Caspia. “In death, your souls shall also belong to us.”

Some kingdoms held out for decades against the Orgoth
onslaught, but within two centuries of the landing of the first
Orgoth blackships, nearly all of western Immoren was under
Orgoth occupation.

Caspia was the only one of the Thousand Cities to escape
Orgoth conquest. Its walls proved insurmountable even for
the might of the seemingly invulnerable invaders, and its
unique geography made a protracted siege untenable. Unable
to take the city, the Orgoth blockaded it and left it in isolation
for the next four centuries while the rest of western Immoren
suffered under their lash.

Not every other part of the continent fell to the invaders,
however. In 542 BR, the dwarves of Rhul drove off an
Orgoth attack so decisively that the invaders never attempted
another. Similarly, the Orgoth never made any effort to
strike against the heavily forested lands of los. No one really
knows why the Iosans were spared the ravages of the Orgoth,
but the invaders’ refusal to attack them contributed to the
mystique of these isolated peoples.

After the Orgoth sank several Cryxian vessels, Toruk
himself was roused for the first time in centuries. The
Dragonfather singlehandedly laid waste to an entire fleet of
Orgoth ships, demonstrating to the invaders that the island
nation of Cryx would prove too potent a foe, even for them.

For those among the human kingdoms on the mainland,
however, the number of those who died as a result of the
Orgoth Occupation was beyond reckoning. For every
thousand slain or sacrificed, many others perished beneath
the lash or were shipped across the sea to the Orgoth
homelands as slaves.

Despite all this, life carried on, even under the cruel yoke of
the Orgoth. Cities such as Corvis were built during this time,
and many Immorese peoples were allowed to continue their
faiths and other practices—even as slaves—so long as those
practices did not interfere with the invaders’ goals.



REBELLION AND
THE CORVIS TREATIES

The logistics of the eventual overthrow of the Orgoth
conquerors are infinitely complex, but two major factors
gave the Immorese the tools they needed to ultimately

drive the invaders from their shores. One was the Gift of
Magic, brought to humankind by Thamar’s bargain with the
infernals. The other was alchemy, the first science of magic.
Through the combination of magic and alchemy, the people
of western Immoren were able to construct the weapons
that made the Rebellion possible. The first human sorcerers
had appeared in 137 BR and within a century alchemy would
provide new weapons to fight the Orgoth.

One of the most important of these weapons was the
firearm. Invented by alchemist Oliver Gulvont in 28 AR, the
earliest firearm relied on relatively simple mechanisms, but
like its modern counterparts, it utilized alchemical blasting
powder to propel shot. The efficacy of blasting powder as a
weapon had already been proven in one of the earliest battles
of the Rebellion, which took place at the fortress of Fharin
in 1 BR. The Orgoth governor had announced a tithe of
eight thousand slaves to be sent across the sea to the Orgoth
homelands—a tithe that disproportionately targeted priests
of both the Morrowan and Menite faiths. As the people of
Fharin spontaneously rose up against the Orgoth, alchemists
passed out explosives that helped swing the battle in favor
of the rebels.

The uprising at Fharin lit the fuse of the Rebellion, but the
first great battle of the age was what came to be known as
the Battle of the Hundred Wizards. On a Tordoran field in
32 AR, rebels unleashed two of their most potent weapons—
firearms and battle wizards—in a clash with Orgoth soldiers
and warwitches. Smoke blackened the sky, the earth itself
cracked apart, and the air was filled with lightning and fire.
This battle was a major blow against the Orgoth, but even
the power of magic could not alone crush the occupiers’
mighty armies.

Although it was ultimately victorious, the Rebellion was
neither easy nor quick, and nearly every victory was followed
by a subsequent defeat. As groups of rebel alchemists unified
into the Order of the Golden Crucible and continued to
refine firearm technology, a new development was needed to
drive the Orgoth from Immorese shores.

That development took nearly two centuries of bloody
fighting to arrive. As arcanists and alchemists were smuggled
to Caspia in order to build greater weapons of war, the first
seeds of ultimate victory over the Orgoth were planted
during the Mechanikal Revolution, when arcane innovations
and alchemical advances were brought together to create the
earliest automatons and other new inventions.

In 191 AR, the first colossal strode forth from the gates of
Caspia. Even though they were rudimentary in comparison
to their later brethren, these early war machines were the
precursors of the modern warjacks and laborjacks that are
such an integral part of life in the Iron Kingdoms today, and
they struck the decisive blow in the war against the Orgoth.

Combining the mechanikal might of the colossals with
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THE MODERN CALENDAR 0
In the present era, a single calendar is used across the settled I#(
human and dwarven regions, having originated in Rhul
before being widely adopted by Morrowan and Menite faiths |
throughout the Iron Kingdoms. los maintains a different
calendar, but any losan who spends time outside that nation’s
borders learns to use the commonly employed one.

Although the names of the months are different among
different cultures, the names of the Morrowan months are the
most common throughout the Iron Kingdoms. The standard
calendar consists of thirteen months, each broken into four
weeks of seven days. As a result, every month has 28 days, and
every year has 364 days and 52 weeks. A slight astronomical
flaw in the calendar requires a periodic adjustment every three
years, which is addressed by adding an extra unmarked day
after the last day of the year and before the first day of the
next, which also corresponds to the winter solstice. In human
lands, this day is'usually called the Longest Night.

The months of the year and their Morrowan names are
presented below in chronological order, starting with the first
month of the year. The Menite and Rhulic names, respectively,
are provided in parentheses.

Glaceus (Glaceus, Dovern)

Casteus (Casteus, Uldern)

Trineus (Trineus, Dolern)

Tempen (Tempes, Ormul)—vernal equinox after 1st week

Cinten (Cinoten, Odul)

Rowen (Prautes, Gordu)

Solesh (Septesh, Lodar)—summer solstice after 2nd week

Il Octesh (Octesh, Durgar)

I Katesh (Sulesh, Odomar)

| Goloven (Golovus, Godesh) —autumnal equinox after 3rd week
Doloven (Martus, Sigmon)

Khadoven (Khadovus, Rordon)

Ashtoven (Ashtovus, Jhoron) —winter solstice after 4th week
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the magic mastery of battle wizards and the killing power of
the newly evolved firearms, the rebels were able to cast off
the yoke of the Orgoth tyrants altogether, although it would
take another decade of intense fighting before the last of

the blackships departed the continent. The Orgoth did not
go gently. They demolished virtually everything they left
behind, razing whole cities to the ground, destroying records,
and burning what could not be taken in an event known as
the Scourge.

In the aftermath of the Rebellion’s success, the Corvis
Treaties—named for the city in which they were signed—
defined the boundaries of the four modern Iron Kingdoms:
Cygnar in the south, Khador in the north, Llael in the east,
and Ord in the west. These nations stood for centuries
to come, with all but Llael enduring until the time of
the Claiming.

Although the Corvis Treaties did not mark an end to strife
and struggle, they ushered the people of western Immoren
into a new age—one free from Orgoth oppression. In the
centuries that followed, the greatest threats to humanity’s
kingdoms came from one another—or from within. But
even as memories of the Orgoth faded, other threats grew in
the shadows.

THE IRON KINGDOMS S



THE IRON KINGDOMS ERA

Saying that the years following the defeat of the Orgoth
were relatively peaceful simply emphasizes how war-torn
the history of western Immoren truly is. The signing of
the Corvis Treaties established borders that would hold
for centuries and ushered in an era of reconstruction, but
numerous conflicts were on the horizon.

New arcane orders were established to study the nature of
magic and the secrets of alchemy, and great advances were
made in mechanikal technology—including the invention of
the first steamjacks, smaller and more versatile versions of
the massive colossals. At the same time, Cygnar was beset by
trollkin uprisings in the Thornwood and the Gnarls, while

l' the newly formed nation of Khador accumulated power with
an eye toward conquest.

In 482 AR, a charismatic Menite priest named Sulon began
calling for pilgrims to come to the eastern part of Caspia.

By this time, worship of Morrow had become the dominant
faith in the region, and Menites had begun to see themselves
as a persecuted minority. As Cygnaran Menites gathered

in the thousands to hear his words, Sulon declared himself
hierarch, a title associated with the ancient priest-kings of
the Lawgiver. The result was the beginning of the First
Cygnaran Civil War, a conflict that would split the young
nation in two.

The fighting raged for two years, devastated the Cygnaran
capital Caspia, and claimed the life of Hierarch Sulon.
Ultimately, a Morrowan priest named Shevann—who later
ascended to join Morrow upon her death—brokered a
tenuous peace. These negotiations led to the creation of the
Protectorate of Menoth. Caspia was split in two, as Cygnar
ceded the portion of the city that lay on the eastern banks
of the Black River. The Menites renamed the city Sul in
honor of their fallen hierarch, and it became the first capital
of the new Protectorate, which covered the lands to the east
between the Bloodstone Marches and the Meredius.

THE IRON KINGDOMS

The harsh and inhospitable nature of these lands was
seen by the Menites as a challenge from their creator, and as
they brought the native populations to heel and discovered
numerous previously unknown natural resources within
the forbidding landscape, they came to perceive the hand of
divine providence in their lot. Among these resources were
plentiful diamonds that could be traded to foreign nations,
as well as underground deposits of flammable oil, which
the faithful refined into the incendiary weapon known as
Menoth’s Fury. Although the conditions of the accord that
had ended the civil war prohibited the Protectorate from
assembling a standing army, the Menites were building a
secret force and outfitting it with all the tools and weapons at
their disposal.

Internal division was not the only threat to Cygnar
during this time. In 520 AR, King Vygor of Khador sent
a diversionary force against the borders of Llael, forcing
Cygnar to commit military resources to defend its ally. At
the same time, Vygor sent a much larger force of soldiers and
warjacks through the Thornwood toward largely undefended
Cygnaran territory, chopping a miles-wide path ultimately
called the “Warjack Road.”

So began the First Thornwood War, which was only
the earliest of many expansionist maneuvers by Khador,
culminating in its invasion and occupation of Llael in 604 and
605 AR. Khador would hold much of Llael for years despite
the combined efforts of the Llaelese Resistance, Cygnar, and
the Protectorate. Not until the Claiming did Llael finally
throw off the Khadoran occupation entirely, and even
today, the former Llaelese city of Laedry sits entirely within
Khador’s borders.

Prince Vinter Raelthorne IV of Cygnar was a hero of
the First Thornwood War, and when his father perished
with suspicious suddenness in 576 AR, he ascended to the
throne. This event marked the beginning of a dark age for
the nation, as the paranoid and tyrannical Vinter Raelthorne
implemented the Cygnaran Inquisition. The Inquisition was



ostensibly tasked with rooting out suspected witches, but

its actual function was to persecute or otherwise eliminate
any dissidents or perceived threats to the king’s rule. Vinter
IV’s Inquisitors often struck even those who were innocent
of these transgressions, sowing a sense of fear that cast a

pall over the kingdom. These unpopular actions eventually
drove Vinter IV’s younger brother, Prince Leto, to stage
what became known as the Lion’s Coup in 594 AR. With
the aid of the Church of Morrow, Leto ousted his tyrannical
brother and established himself as monarch. Before Vinter IV
could be captured, he escaped in an experimental airship and
disappeared over the Bloodstone Marches.

Leto proved to be a capable and popular ruler, and he
ushered in what many see as a golden age in the history of
Cygnar. His elder brother was not gone for good, however.
In 603 AR, Vinter IV returned to take Corvis at the head
of an army of monsters and unfamiliar beings known as
skorne, who hailed from across the Stormlands. The invasion
probably would have succeeded if not for the intercession
of Alexia Ciannor, a young sorceress whose mother was
unjustly executed as a witch. Alexia had become the guardian
of a powerful artifact known as the Witchfire, and she used
this dread blade to summon the exalted dead of the Legion
of Lost Souls, who repelled Vinter IV and his allies on the
Longest Night. Alexia and the Legion would later play a
pivotal role in the Battle of Henge Hold during the Claiming.

THE CLAIMING
Long ago, Zevanna Agha, the Old Witch of Khador—a
powerful and mysterious entity who had made the northern
lands her home since the time of prehistory—had foreseen
the coming threat of the infernals and the cost of the Twins’
bargain with them. In response, she concocted a scheme to
unleash the grymkin, creatures created by the Defiers in their
nightmare prison in Urcaen, in a time that came to be known
as the Wicked Harvest. Her reasoning was simple: by cutting
down those whose own wickedness reflected the twisted
souls of the grymkin themselves, the Defiers’ scythe would be
certain to cull many of the carefully placed infernal agents—
whether rich or poor, noble or commoner—who had been
deployed in secret throughout the world in order to set their
masters’ plans into action.

Zevanna Agha’s gambit worked, albeit at great cost, and
the infernals of the Nonokrion Order were forced to tip
their hand before they were ready. A terrible bill had come
due, and the infernals themselves came to collect it. Western
Immoren had been rocked by innumerable conflicts since the
first humans emerged from Menoth’s shadow, but not since
the days of the Orgoth had it seen a reckoning such as the one
called the Claiming.

The price of the Gift of Magic that Thamar had brought to
humanity was fully two-thirds of all the souls in Caen, and
in 612 AR, the infernals arrived to collect what they were
due. Across the Iron Kingdoms, highly placed individuals of
seemingly spotless renown revealed themselves as having
been secretly in league with these malignant entities, and
they opened gateways through which horrors beyond
comprehension poured into Caen.

COINS OF THE REALM
Each kingdom mints its own coinage as a right of sovereignty,
but standard weights for coins have been established since
the signing of the Corvis Treaties, so coins throughout the
Iron Kingdoms generally have similar weights but may have
different sizes, shapes, or purity. Gold, silver, and copper are
favored for currency, and coins in the Iron Kingdoms tend to
have different images stamped on each side, with one bearing
the face of the reigning monarch and both featuring decorative
elements intended to discourage counterfeiting.

Although trade between nations is common in the wake of

the Claiming, some currencies are trusted more than others,
and the rest are sometimes devalued outside the kingdoms in
which they were minted. Most local merchants are unwilling

to accept foreign coin, but most sizable towns are home to
dedicated money changers who will usually take a percentage
of any coins they exchange as their fee. The reputation of
these merchants varies from town to town—and even between

neighborhoods in the same city. Q
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Born in the abyss outside both Caen and Urcaen, the

infernals were enemies unlike any the world had ever

faced, although they had been at its edges since time began.
Reliant on souls to survive, their armies swept across the
continent, and wherever they appeared, countless numbers

fell before them.

All seemed lost, and yet this was not the first time that
an apparent dusk had settled upon the people of the Iron
Kingdoms. Just as it appeared inevitable that the infernals
would claim their terrible price, all the nations in the land
united in an unprecedented show of force to drive them
off. Khador and Cygnar, enemies for ages, declared a truce,
and the armies of these two kingdoms marched side by side
against the infernal threat. Undead soldiers of the Nightmare
Empire fought shoulder to shoulder alongside holy warriors
from the Protectorate of Menoth and clockwork priests of
Cyriss, while the skorne and the Iosans forged an unlikely
partnership that ultimately ended in betrayal. Throughout
western Immoren, bitter enemies set aside their differences
to combat a shared foe, and even the gods themselves sent
forth their archons—divine beings capable of turning the tide
of even the most forlorn battle.

Despite such combined might, the losses were
unfathomable. One after another, heroes of every nation fell
in battle against the infernals. But with the infernals on the
cusp of victory, a combination of Cygnaran ingenuity and
Cyrissist technology opened a gateway to safety: one that led
to the distant constellation that was the celestial body of the
clockwork goddess Cyriss herself. Yet ushering the many
refugees through the gate would take time. And so, with the
infernals closing in, the forces of the Iron Kingdoms gathered
at Henge Hold, where the gate had been built, for the greatest
battle that the world had seen since Menoth’s first struggles
with the Devourer Wurm.

THE BATTLE OF HENGE HOLD

To chronicle all those who gave their lives in the Battle of
Henge Hold would take far too long. Nearly every great
hero and warrior of the Iron Kingdoms was present on
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that battlefield, bringing blade and cannon, warjack and
spell to bear against the infernal forces, all in a desperate
and noble bid to send as many lifeboats through the gate to
Cyriss as possible. The trollkin of the United Kriels came

to fight alongside the humans who had so often been their
adversaries. The Rhulfolk and the Order of the Golden
Crucible unleashed explosives and firepower that had

never before been seen on the field of battle. Many rose to
greatness, and many perished, making the ultimate sacrifice.
But their efforts were not in vain. The infernal threat was
vanquished, at least for the moment. The infernal masters
of the Nonokrion Order were thrown down or driven off,
their forces scattered or destroyed. And thanks to the fighting
at Henge Hold, thousands of refugees made it through the
gateway, never to be seen on Caen again.

For although the defenders’ brave efforts had helped spare
many lives, those who passed through the gate to Cyriss were
still lost to those who remained behind. In a last-ditch effort
to keep infernal forces from pursuing the fleeing refugees,
the gate was destroyed, and the knowledge of its creation was
lost, perhaps forever. The infernals had been denied the full
balance of their tithe of souls, but the population of western
Immoren was nonetheless decimated.

The world the demonic invaders left behind had been
broken, yet in some ways it had been mended as well. The
old enmities that had kept the peoples of western Immoren
at each other’s throats for centuries were not buried, but they
had been set aside for a time. Nations with a long history
of armed conflict had shown the capacity to cooperate,
and new alliances had been forged in the fiery crucible of
apocalyptic war.

S

THE PRESENT DAY

Five years have passed since the grim events of the Claiming
robbed western Immoren of so much. The work of
rebuilding continues, and many towns and cities are ruined
or untenanted, as both the natural world and unnatural beasts
slowly reclaim what was once humanity’s domain.

Although the Nonokrion Order was defeated, the threat it
posed did not end. The infernals have agents throughout all
the nations of western Immoren, and the work of tracking
down and rooting out those who have not already been
revealed, as well as those who escaped, remains. Nor were the
infernals themselves wholly destroyed. The Nonokrion Order
suffered the loss of some of its greatest leaders, but none can
say how many more of these terrifying beings wait outside
the edges of reality, clawing and scratching to get in.

Today, the Morrowan Order of [llumination leads the
efforts to track down infernal agents, aided by Thamarite
advocates and Menite knights—three faiths, formerly bitter
enemies, working side by side. Such arrangements would
have been unthinkable in ages past, but they are a necessity
today even if they are not always comfortable. The change is
not lost on a populace that has become keenly aware of the
great dangers that lurk beyond their ken.

Shortly after the Claiming, the Sancteum of the Church of
Morrow passed a proclamation of religious acceptance that
urged the various faiths of western Immoren to put aside
their differences and work together for the betterment of
all. Such cooperation may be grudging—or even volatile—at
times, but it extends beyond the merely religious. Increasing
numbers of trollkin, losans, Rhulfolk, ogrun, and others have
found new homes among the devastated peoples of the Iron
Kingdoms. As the remnants of formerly fringe groups have

£ . .

; » L Fs - -
ot PR gl - ?
) «L.“ii.!n'- . p -

s =3 B F 2

3 ) o -
KA 5 S s v
3



been welcomed into the mainstream with relatively open
arms, the incredible scientific breakthroughs of the remaining
Cyrissists—coupled with the unbridled intellectual curiosity
of the Thamarites and the already considerable advances
made by Cygnaran, Ordic, and Llaelese arcanists, engineers,
and alchemists—have led to a technological renaissance for
many nations left ravaged by the Claiming. The fruits of this
cooperation have accelerated the process of rebuilding across
much of western Immoren.

Not all nations are enjoying such prosperity, however. The
Protectorate of Menoth is little more than a broken husk,
having been shattered by infighting and splintered as the
idealist Sovereign Tristan Durant led thousands to escape
the continent. Many of Durant’s pilgrims fled Caen at Henge
Hold, and those who could not pass through the gateway
before its destruction followed their reluctant leader across
the Meredius to the distant continent of Zu. A skeleton clergy
still holds services in many of the Protectorate’s formerly
grand cathedrals, but fewer and fewer of the faithful hear
their words. And with every year that passes, more of the
Protectorate’s settlements become ghost towns—sometimes
literally, for there are many things that still haunt this war-
torn continent. The Claiming, like the Wicked Harvest
before it, cost countless lives and brought new horrors into
the world, not all of which were banished with the defeat
of the infernals at Henge Hold. The unquiet dead cling to
places where such terrible events took place, and strange
creatures both old and new stir in the ruins where civilization
once held sway.

In Khador, a nation hollowed out by a significant infernal
presence within the imperial court itself, a period of great
decline and civil unrest followed the Claiming. Today,
however, the empire is once more rebuilding, and although
the past five years have been peaceful beyond its borders,
the leaders of other nations worry that Khador is once again
casting covetous eyes upon its neighbors.

Even Cryx has been quiet since the defeat of the infernals.
The soldiers of the Nightmare Empire fought alongside their
living counterparts in the great final battle at Henge Hold,
but few in western Immoren believe that much has changed
where Toruk’s legions are concerned. The Dragonfather and
his forces simply lick their wounds and wait.

More troubling are the stories—or the lack of them—
coming from the nation of los. All that is known for certain
is that the Iosans, with the help of the skorne, won a decisive
victory against the infernals and then turned upon their
skorne allies. Although the Iosans now control territory deep
in the Bloodstone Marches that once belonged to the skorne,
no one knows what has become of the nation’s people. That
some new cataclysm gripped los in the wake of the Claiming
is undeniable, but since then, no word has come from beyond
the nation’s darkened borders. Many Iosan refugees dwelling
outside Ios have gone back home in search of loved ones or
relatives, but none have returned. What waits inside those
gloomy woods is a mystery—one that bodes ominously for
the people who share its borders.

LIFE IN THE IRON KINGDOMS

In the aftermath of the Claiming, life in the Iron Kingdoms
has changed irrevocably. The coming of the infernals
upended the world, and the scars they left behind fester to
this day. But the people of western Immoren are sturdy.
They have endured centuries of brutal oppression, seemingly
endless wars, arcane upheavals, and tides of the living dead.
Each time, the Iron Kingdoms have risen from the ashes,
rebuilt themselves, and emerged stronger and greater than
they were before.

So it is with the survivors of the Claiming. Bit by broken
bit, those who remain in western Immoren work to reclaim
the world left behind, putting aside old grievances—at least
for now—in order to restore damaged cities and shattered
lives. Smokestacks rise to the sky in every major metropolis,
belching forth plumes that blanket the streets in a perpetual
haze. Steam-powered ships ply the rivers and oceans,
braving currents that could not be overcome by sail alone
and opening trade between distant ports. Explorers cross the
stormy Meredius to seek out new lives and new opportunities
in distant lands. The blast engines of great factories burn
day and night, producing mighty machines of war as nations
rebuild their defenses. It is only a matter of time before the
Iron Kingdoms return to their old habits and wage new wars
against one another.

MECHANIKA

Of all the benefits that magic has brought to the people of the
Iron Kingdoms, mechanika—the synthesis of the arcane and
the mechanical—has had the most profound impact. It has
revolutionized industry and warfare in every way imaginable,
and its innovations continue to create new marvels. By using
magic to overcome engineering obstacles, mechanika allows
for the reliable production of tools and weapons that harness
arcane energies and apply them in useful ways, putting the
power of the arcane in the hands of those who might not
otherwise have it. Many gifted individuals make their livings
as arcane mechaniks, practicing industrial thaumaturgy in
the crafting of potent devices, and those with the skills and
aptitude to do so are always in high demand.

Although mechanika remains expensive and often outside
the reach of common citizens, its existence is fundamental
to the shaping—and, indeed, the very existence—of the Iron
Kingdoms. Without mechanika, humanity would have been
unable to tame the brutal wilderness of western Immoren or
resist the vicious foes who tried to claim it. The development
of mechanika made the Rebellion against the Orgoth possible,
and the fruits of that development allowed the kingdoms of
humanity to stand against the undead of Cryx and the threat
of the infernals.

Mechanika harnesses arcane energies through the
application of runic formulae to specially crafted components
made from rare and precious metals. These runeplates are
powered by some manner of arcane capacitor: a device small
enough to fit in the palm of one’s hand, yet capable of holding
enough energy to power mechanikal weapons and armor.

Inscribing runes on moving parts with interlocking gears
and coils has led to even more sophisticated inventions, such
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as the arcane turbines used in warcaster armor, and new
inventions seem to spring up every day as Cyrissists have
become assimilated into regular society. Any good mechanik
can assemble and maintain a piece of mechanika, but arcane
mechaniks focus on finding creative and innovative ways to
utilize these runeplates and other specialized components to
create artifacts of wondrous potential.

STEAMJACKS

Steamjacks are among the greatest of all modern mechanikal
wonders, and they have revolutionized warfare, industry,
and agriculture in countless ways since their introduction

to western Immoren. Laborjacks work in logging camps,
freight yards, docks, and construction sites throughout the
continent, and every citizen of the Iron Kingdoms is familiar
with the fearsome sight of warjacks—the greatest weapons
of war of the modern age, equipped with dedicated military
weaponry and the most advanced cortexes that the finest
arcane mechaniks can produce.

These steamjacks combine all the principals of mechnika,
demonstrating how the melding of magic and industry can
produce something beyond the powers of either. Steam-
driven engines power a metal chassis controlled by a cortex,
the steamjack’s mechanikal brain. Although not as smart or
adaptable as humans, steamjacks possess a basic intelligence
and an ability to solve specific problems—two properties that
combine with their tremendous strength and durability to
make them incredibly valuable as heavy laborers.

Although these iron giants are expensive to manufacture
and maintain, their industrial applications are so numerous
that all the nations of western Immoren consider them
indispensable for a wide range of tasks. Laborjacks are the
backbone of heavy industrial work throughout Cygnar and
Ord. In Khador, these tireless creations work in sweltering
forges, pounding metal plates and other parts for heavy

industry, while Rhulic jacks work in mining and excavation
operations. Although the Protectorate of Menoth has
routinely prioritized producing warjacks over laborjacks, the
latter can still be found assisting in construction efforts and
other heavy tasks in the now-depopulated nation.

The conflicts that rocked the Iron Kingdoms over the last
decade led to rapid innovations in new technology, including
Cygnar’s development of powerful storm chambers, which
have largely replaced the older steam engines in modern
Cygnaran ’jacks. King Julius has pushed the nation to produce
a new army of high-tech warjacks the likes of which western
Immoren has never seen.

THE CORTEX

One of the greatest early mechanikal inventions was the
cerebral matrix, which was subsequently refined into the
cortex. The highlight of the arcane mechanik’s art, this
artificial mind can give life to a steam-powered automaton
and allow it to respond to commands. As it accumulates
experiences, the cortex is capable of slowly learning over
time. This eventually leads to improved performance,
although it can also lead to unexpected idiosyncrasies. ‘Jacks
that see prolonged use develop unique quirks and even
distinct personalities that often reflect the proclivities of
their operators.

Designed to operate within a specific environment, a
steamjack can seem quite clever when focused on a familiar
task, but cortexes of the simplest grades do not adapt well
to new situations or unfamiliar environments. Steamjacks
with higher-grade cortexes can handle a wider variety of
environments and are better suited to acting with only a few
instructions, but even they have limitations. Warjacks are
extremely skilled at telling friend from foe on the battlefield
and negotiating obstacles in pursuit of targets, but even these
wondrous machines require greater supervision on a bustling
city street, where danger is not always readily apparent.



CYGNAR

Cygnar has long been considered one of the most welcoming
and cosmopolitan of the Iron Kingdoms. In the wake of

the Claiming, the kingdom’s commitment to openness has
served it well, transforming it into a bastion of hope, an
exemplar of religious and ethnic diversity, and the center of
a technological and cultural renaissance. But even though
Cygnar seems poised on the cusp of a new golden age, its
long, tumultuous history suggests that this achievement will
not be easy.

Caught between deadly and ambitious foes, Cygnar can
ill afford to let down its guard. Trapped between Cryx and
its nightmares to the south and Khador and its dreams of
conquest to the north, Cygnar has long contended with
internal strife, ranging from protracted battles with local
trollkin kriels to the violent secession of what became the
Protectorate of Menoth. For today, however, peace—or what
passes for it in the Iron Kingdoms—reigns in Cygnar.

Cygnar’s enemies have been quiet in the years since the
Claiming, and new residents have flocked to the kingdom'’s
cities, drawn by the promises of work and opportunity.

The Church of Morrow has proclaimed a policy of religious
tolerance throughout the land, making Cygnar a haven

for Cyrissist cults and Thamarites who helped repel the
infernal threat. All of these diverse groups have added their
unique talents and insights to the kingdom’s cultural and
technological revival.

Although this new policy of acceptance has helped Cygnar
rebuild at a staggering pace, much of the nation still lies in
ruins, and the relations between disparate groups have not
always been smooth. The treaties with the United Kriels
have held firm, leading more and more trollkin to move
into Cygnaran communities, but the encounters between
rural trollkin and their urban neighbors have led to sporadic
violence, and Cyrissists and Thamarites—though technically
welcomed—are still sometimes looked upon with suspicion
by a wary populace.

Beyond its borders, the bright light of Cygnar’s golden
age casts long shadows, and the nation’s prosperity draws
the envious eyes of its rivals while old enemies stir in the
dark places where reconstruction has not yet reached.
Cygnar’s future depends not only on the resilience of its
people but also on the resourcefulness of its young king,
Julius Raelthorne.

GOVERNANCE

For centuries, the kings of Cygnar passed the throne to
their heirs upon their death or abdication, with tradition
favoring male heirs at every level of peerage from knight up
to the sovereign himself. In all its history, Cygnar has had
only one queen regent. With the adoption of Woldred’s
Accord-by-Hand Covenant in 286 AR, however, the kings
and potential queens of Cygnar were permitted to choose
their own successors as long as the choice came from among
the descendants of the ruling families of ancient Caspia,
Thuria, or Midar.

For all of Cygnar’s pride in being a modern and forward-

looking nation, it is a land filled with ancient traditions
dating back to the days before the Orgoth Occupation. As
such, it is home to a complex system of nobility, including
archdukes, dukes, earls, barons, and knights. The noble
houses of Cygnar make up the Royal Assembly, who debate
and decide the laws of the kingdom.

Many Cygnaran titles have been handed down through
generations since before the signing of the Corvis Treaties,
but the massive loss of life incurred during the Claiming
sundered many noble bloodlines. Many of those of “common”
birth now see unprecedented opportunities to rise to
positions of social power in this new Cygnar, and the king
retains the right to bestow new titles and appoint new
holdings, even to those of “inferior” birth.

The current king of Cygnar is Julius Raelthorne, bastard
son of the deposed Vinter IV. Despite his father’s cruel reign
and traitorous actions, Julius was named king by his uncle,
Leto, who had ruled after the Lion’s Coup against Vinter IV.
Julius inherited the kingdom as it stood on the cusp of the
greatest disaster since the Orgoth Occupation, and his reign
has been fraught with challenges.

Not an especially popular ruler, King Julius has nonetheless
helped shepherd Cygnar through the perilous years of
reconstruction and has worked to oversee the modernization
of Cygnar’s military. The young king’s new army implements
technological advances developed during the battles
against the infernals and borrows from the mechanikal
innovations of the Cyrissists to create a new generation of
warjacks powered by storm chambers, making Cygnar’s the
most advanced army in western Immoren. Having had his
overtures of marriage rebuffed by Queen Kaetlyn of Llael,
King Julius married Lady Marjorie Sparholm, a Cygnaran
noblewoman, in 614 AR, with whom he joyfully had two
sons that are the pride of the nation.

SOCIETY

No nation is perfect, and Cygnar has known more than its
share of troubles. Despite this, the kingdom is seen by many
as a template for what a modern nation should be: its laws
are considered just, its citizens enjoy freedoms unknown in
many other lands, and its society encourages open trade and
friendly relations with its neighbors.

Of course, it has not always been this way. Under the
reign of Vinter IV, Cygnar was home to the Inquisition,
ostensibly meant to root out dangerous practitioners of magic
but actually wielded as a tool of terror to crush any who
might oppose the tyrannical king. In spite of these blotches
on their nation’s history, however, Cygnarans enjoy—and,
for the most part, are proud of—a welcoming, free, and
diverse culture.

These conditions have increasingly become the norm
in the aftermath of the Claiming. With its population
devastated, Cygnar welcomed with open arms all those who
had joined the fight against the infernals. As a result of new
and more tolerant citizenship laws, trollkin, Rhulfolk, losans,
ogrun, and gobbers took up permanent residence within the
nation’s borders, while religious acceptance led to an influx
of Cyrissists, Thamarites, and even Menites who had grown
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disillusioned by the Protectorate or left its desolate villages
behind. Although some Cygnarans look upon these new
arrivals with distrust or even hatred, Cygnar today has few
laws restricting the practice of magic or the free exercise of
religion. For the most part, the people of the kingdom thrive
on their differences and embrace a diverse society that varies
considerably from one town or duchy to another.

The relative peace that has reigned since the Claiming
has been good for Cygnar, freeing its citizens to direct their
energy toward rebuilding what was lost—or, in the view of
many, building something even better.

GEOGRAPHY

The lands of Cygnar stretch from the Broken Coast in the
south to the Thornwood in the north and from the Black
River in the east to the shores of the Meredius in the west.
These regions are divided into nine duchies. Only six duchies
existed prior to the reign of King Leto, who divided the
massive Midlunds into four smaller duchies.

The nation is split down the middle by the vast stretch of
the Wyrmwall Mountains, which run all the way from the
Dragonspine Peaks near Bainsmarket to the Broken Coast.
These rugged peaks divide eastern and western Cygnar, and
the cultural divides they mark are as steep and sharp as the
geographical split.

Crossing the Wyrmwall Mountains via any route but
rail is hazardous at best, and the jagged mountains are
home to all manner of predators, from dragonspawn to
Tharn. The spires are even home to the dreaded dragon
Blighterghast, who keeps a silent and eternal vigil from the
peaks amid the Duchy of Southpoint, ever watchful lest
Toruk, the Dragonfather, should stir from the Nightmare
Empire and set his sights upon the mainland once more.
Although Blighterghast has made his home in these peaks
since before the founding of the first human kingdom, and
his lair is not far from the city of Highgate, many Cygnarans
believed that the dragon was a myth until late in 608 AR,
when Blighterghast and several of Toruk’s other offspring
clashed openly with the Dragonfather in the skies above the
Banwick River. By the end of the ensuing conflagration, a
wounded Toruk was driven once more from the mainland,
and Blighterghast resumed his vigil atop the peaks, although
not before swearing an oath not to attack Cygnar directly.
The dragon takes his oath very literally, however, and sees
no reason to prevent creatures created by his draconic blight
from preying on mountain settlements or on travelers who
attempt to cross the perilous Wyrmwalls.

Lying at the feet of the Wyrmwall Mountains, eastern
Cygnar is a breadbasket of fertile farmlands that stretches
along the length of the Black River, while northern and
western Cygnar are home to dense forests and marshlands,

including the Thornwood, Widower’s Wood, and the Gnarls.

CASPIA, THE CITY OF WALLS

As the only human city never to fall to the Orgoth, the
Cygnaran capital of Caspia has a rich and proud history—one
reflected in everything from the stones of its famous blue
walls to the dress and manner of the nobles who argue their
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cases in the Royal Assembly. Caspia once spanned both
shores of the Black River, linked by wide bridges that were
considered must-visit destinations by out-of-town nobility
who attended court, but this quarter was devastated during
the First Cygnaran Civil War. The bridges were ultimately
blockaded and later destroyed after Cygnar ceded the portion
of the city east of the river to the Protectorate of Menoth.
The bridges remain down to this day, a fact for which many
in the capital are thankful, given that the formerly vibrant
city of Sul on the other side of the water is now a dark and
empty ghost town. Those who patrol Caspia’s battlements
report seeing strange things across the river in the night, and
few dare tread Sul’s deserted streets.

Caspia’s battlements are more than just defenses against
potential invaders. The city’s walls are nearly two hundred
feet tall, and in some places they are as much as a hundred
feet thick. In fact, the city has grown into the walls that
surround and divide it, and many of its citizens now live and
work in warrens and tunnels within the walls themselves.

The City of Walls has seen kings and gods rise and fall.
Thamar and Morrow ascended to divinity here, and the first
colossals strode forth out of Caspia to combat the Orgoth. In
the Cygnaran capital, the past rubs shoulders with the future.
The region once nicknamed the Smoke District has almost
entirely transitioned to the manufacture of the new-model
warjacks that make up much of Cygnar’s military might,
while ruins from as far back as ancient Thrace still stand
alongside modern dwellings in other quarters of the city.

Completed during the reign of King Vinter II, Castle
Raelthorne is the only building in Caspia that stands taller
than the city’s legendary walls. Today, the keep is home to
King Julius and his wife and sons, as well as the thousands

Within the walls of the capital city sits another city—one with
its own walls and its own standing army, which, in the years
since the Claiming, has consisted primarily of members of the
Order of lllumination. This is the Sancteum, the stronghold

of the Church of Morrow and home to its primarch and the
Exordeum, the church’s governing body. The Archcourt
Cathedral, which stands in the heart of the Sancteum, is also
home to the original Enkheiridion. To showcase the significance
of both the structure itself and the Church to the history and
politics of the region, the cathedral’s grand entrance is flanked
by Amicus and Remdeder, two of the original colossals that
fought the Orgoth in the days of the Rebellion.

The region is also home to the Divinium, the oldest temple

of the Church of Morrow, which lies to the south and west of
the city walls in the Wyrmwall Mountains. Originally built as

a humble monastery, the Divinium has been the site of more
miracles of ascension than any other spot in western Immoren.
Built by the church’s first primarch, the Divinium remains one
of the holiest sites among the faithful and is home to many

Il sacred relics, including former possessions of Morrow himself.
| The monks of the Order of Keeping who live and work in the

I Divinium see protecting these relics and the Divinium’s holy
grounds as their supreme obligation, although pilgrims of true
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of military personnel who defend the castle, the Royal
Assembly, and the king’s war council.

The forces of the Protectorate of Menoth on the far side
of the Black River once posed the greatest threat to Caspia,
but with the Protectorate’s back now broken, those in the
Cygnaran capital are uncertain where the next threat might
come from. Some cast worried eyes southward toward
Cryx or northward to Khador, while others fear that the
next threat to shake Cygnar may originate closer to home,
whether from a weak and anxious king or from infernalists
who might still lurk undetected within the ranks of
the nobility.

Adventure Hook

Baroness Ivria Colthain of the Northern Midlunds is in
Caspia while her husband, the baron, attends to court
business. A devout Morrowan—at least to hear her

tell it—she desires to visit the Divinium while she’s in
the south. Although the holy temple itself is safe, the
road to it through the foothills of the Wyrmwalls can

be treacherous, and the baroness desires an escort.
Normally, her husband’s guards would accompany her, but
they must stay with him for appearances’ sake while he’s
at court, so she is taking on some paid help—preferably
that of other dedicated Morrowan souls.

CLOCKERS COVE

Although the lands of the Duchy of Caspia are generally
among the safest and most well regulated in the kingdom,
there are always exceptions, and one of those is Clockers
Cove. Sometimes called “Little Five Fingers,” this popular
port city to the south of the capital is home to substantial
industry, both legitimate and otherwise. Those responsible
for governing the region have long insisted that the
unregulated atmosphere of Clockers Cove is as conducive
to innovation as it obviously is to piracy, and the city has
retained its air of unruliness into the modern age even
though it is home to the original headquarters of several
significant Cygnaran manufacturing concerns, including
Clockwerk Arms and Black Anchor Heavy Industries, both of
which have important contracts with Cygnaran military.

IRONHEAD STATION

One of the most unusual settlements in all of Cygnar,
Ironhead Station exists entirely beneath the Wyrmwall
Mountains. The city is connected to the outside world
through a series of elaborate rail tunnels that run through
the Wyrmwall Mountains for sixty miles, only ten of them
aboveground. Excavated with the help of enterprising
dwarven settlers who left Rhul behind after the Orgoth
Occupation, Ironhead Station is home to more Rhulfolk than
humans, many of whom live in the nearby city of Ironhead
Enclave, which lies less than a mile away and entirely
underground.

In 609 AR, this city of several thousand dwarves was
devastated by skirmishes between dragons. Even though
the region has had many years to rebuild, the draconic

blood spilled here left the taint of its blight in ways that
can still be seen, and the stoic Rhulfolk of the Enclave still
slay the occasional dragonspawn or other blighted beast in
the tunnels.

Ironhead Station has enjoyed renewed prosperity in
recent years as supplies and people have traveled along the
underground rail to the more distant duchies and as rail lines
have continued to expand throughout the kingdom, but
the tunnels and mountains surrounding the city have also
grown more perilous. Conflicts on the surface have stirred or
emboldened things that slept beneath the earth, and miners
and stevedores have come to local taverns to share tales of
gravel-belching undead, spiders as big as warjacks, and other,
stranger things in the dark beneath the earth.

Adventure Hook

A warehouse in Ironhead Enclave has a problem—a skigg
problem. The powder-hungry vermin are an annoyance
unless they consume blasting powder—at which point
they become an explosive hazard. The dwarves had been
using the warehouse to store blasting powder before
sending it to Caspia, but a train traveling through Ironhead
Station unfortunately brought skiggs with it, and now

the pint-size pests are eating the blasting powder. The
Rhulfolk have made several attempts to rout the beasts,
but they keep coming back. The dwarves are willing to pay
a pretty penny to anyone who can get rid of the skiggs—
preferably without blowing the whole place sky-high.

FHARIN

The capital of the Duchy of the Eastern Midlunds, the once-
thriving city of Fharin has the historical distinction of having
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been the home of the first sparks of the rebellion against the
Orgoth. The Eastern Midlunds’ abundant farmland provides
much of the food that the rest of Cygnar relies on, but the
region has recently acquired a more sinister reputation.
Fharin was once home to Lord Alain Runewood, the ruler of
the duchy and a staunch ally of the throne. In the days before
the Battle of Henge Hold, Lord Runewood revealed himself
to be a traitor in league with the infernals.

Before King Leto split the Midlunds into four separate
duchies, the entire region had been controlled by the
Laddermore family, and for years the family’s patriarch—
Fergus Laddermore, Archduke of the Southern Midlunds—
had been working to restore their ancestral claim on the
region. In doing so he worked tirelessly to erode Runewood’s
position in the Eastern Midlands with the goal of placing one
of his own family members in command of the region, little
realizing Runewood’s own secret affiliation with infernal
powers. Archduke Laddermore’s plans ultimately came
to fruition, but not quite as he had hoped. His daughter,
Katherine Laddermore, had distinguished herself on the
fields of battle as a Storm Lance, and she was chosen
to replace Runewood as lord of the Eastern Midlunds.
Katherine Laddermore is loyal to the Crown before her
family, and her appointment is considered to be a check on
her father’s ambitions.

With no mayor having been appointed to Fharin in more
than a decade, Duchess Laddermore moved into the old
mayoral estate in town, not far from the imposing Corben
Cathedral, which was built in honor of the ascendant of the
same name who saved the region from the rip lung plague
in 102 AR. Working closely with the Church of Morrow,
the duchess has tried to bring life back to the city while
controlling the criminal elements that have run rampant
since the Claiming. She has been fairly successful thus far,
although there are still plenty of gangs who dominate certain
territories not far from the railyards.

An important stop along the railway line from Caspia to
Bainsmarket, Fharin is famous for its markets, and even today
there is no better place in all of Cygnar to buy fresh produce.
Despite this abundance, there is something haunted about the
city, which saw its population decimated by infernals during
the Claiming. Many of Fharin’s buildings remain empty even
though the trains still run as often as they ever did.

Adventure Hook

Lord Alain Runewood’s Canterwell Estate lies to the north
of the city, and its lands, woods, manors, and stables have
lain empty these past five years. In the absence of any
human activity, rumors about the tumbledown structures
and eerie groves have spread far and wide. Orwick Gove,
an agent of the Strangelight Workshop, has traveled all the
way from Corvis to investigate the estate, but he could use
a little extra muscle in case something more substantial
than the ghosts of the past haunt its halls and grounds.
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CORVIS, CITY OF GHOSTS

Situated at the confluence of two major rivers, Corvis is a
city of contradictions. On the one hand, it is one of the few
major municipalities built during the Orgoth Occupation;
on the other, it is, perhaps ironically, the site of the Corvis
Treaties, which marked the end of Orgoth rule. It is both
the birthplace of the modern Iron Kingdoms and also a city
mired in the past, much like it is mired in the swampy lands
that surround it.

When deposed king Vinter Raelthorne IV led an army
of skorne against Cygnar in 603 AR, he brought them first
to Corvis, where he circumvented the city’s defenses and
subjected its populace to the lash of the skorne paingivers. His
grip on the city may have provided the skorne—and Vinter
himself—with a foothold to take much of the nation had not
the young sorceress Alexia Ciannor, who had previously
marched an army of the dead against Corvis during the
Longest Night, returned and thwarted his plans.

When Khador overran the defenses of Northguard and
invaded the Thornwood in 607 AR, the 2nd Division of
Cygnar’s First Army was stationed in Corvis. Despite the
cessation of hostilities between the two fractious nations—
at least for the time being—a large standing army is still
garrisoned in the city, which has become the center of
political power in the Duchy of the Northern Midlunds.

Corvis University is located in a sprawling estate in the
city’s eastern district, and the students who walk the halls of
the school’s aged buildings study everything from astronomy
to extraordinary zoology. In the years since the Claiming,
new teachers have arrived to replace faculty lost during the
infernal invasion, bringing with them teachings gleaned
from Thamarite lore and Cyrissist scientific principles. With
so many souls having left Caen for distant Cyriss, interest
in astronomy has grown significantly, and the university’s
observatory has had a considerable number of visitors in the
past five years.

The City of Ghosts is overcast and rainy ten months out
of the year. It is one of the few places in western Immoren
where Orgoth architecture can still be seen in everyday
buildings, but it is also forever sinking into the mire upon
which it was built, forcing engineers to construct new
layers of the city as the old ones sink beneath the ground.
This plight is exacerbated by the natural cave system that
exists beneath the bedrock below the city streets, cut by the
waters of the Black River. This undercity has expanded over
the years, including during the Orgoth Occupation, when
thousands took refuge beneath the city for generations. As
such, whole city blocks exist beneath the streets of Corvis—
some lit by gas lamps and others dark and forgotten, at least
by their human inhabitants.

Corvis was crowded years ago when fighting raged along
Cygnar’s northern border, but the old saying that the dead
outnumber the living in the City of Ghosts likely rings truer
today than it has in decades. Rebuilding has taken place
on a massive scale throughout the nation, but the cities
of Caspia and Ceryl have received the lion’s share of the
attention, leaving Corvis to sink once more into the shadows
of the past.



Adventure Hook

Alanna Denby is a student at Corvis University and a
Thamarite, although she doesn’t advertise that fact. Her
younger sister, Caylan, recently came to study there as
well. Unfortunately, Caylan took an archaeologist’s interest
in the undercity beneath Corvis and has disappeared into
the catacombs. Alanna has made a couple of trips into the
safer parts of the undercity but has not found any sign

of her sister. She’s hoping to find someone willing to go
deeper into the tunnels and bring her sister back alive.

WIDOWER’S WOOD

The swampy forest to the north and east of Corvis enjoys a
sinister reputation that has clung to it for centuries. Nearly a
thousand years before the rebellion against the Orgoth, these
dank woods were home to the Thamarite who would become
Scion Lukas, a sadistic mass murderer whose name strikes
fear even into those who worship the Dark Twin.

Today, Widower’s Wood is home mostly to locals
of primarily Morridane descent whom outsiders call
“swampies.” They share the woods with numerous swamp
gobber tribes, as well as gatormen, bog trogs, bogrin,
and even croaks. Unfortunately for them, they also share
the murky domain with tatzylwurms, swamp shamblers,
necromantic bone swarms, and the ravenous swamp horrors
that lurk in the depths of the forest’s least accessible regions.
Even in the years prior to the Claiming, the swampy mire of
Widower’s Wood made the region all but impossible to settle
more thoroughly or build upon. Today, even the trollkin
kriels who live in the area tend to steer clear of the fetid
forest’s dark interior.

Adventure Hook

Blake Dromore, an alchemist of the Order of the Golden
Crucible who works in Corvis, needs a particularly
difficult-to-obtain ingredient for an experimental brew
that he’s working on—a gland extracted from a fog drake.
The deadly drakes are easy enough to find, but subduing
one is not a job to be taken on lightly, and Dromore is
willing to pay well to anyone who can pull it off.

THE TOMB OF LOST SOULS

To the south of Corvis, in the midst of the treacherous
Dragonspine Peaks, lies an ancient tomb that has played

a significant role in the region’s more recent history. As

the story goes, more than three hundred years ago, King
Malagant the Grim and the Church of Morrow called upon
an army of honorable mercenaries known as the Eternals to
defeat the Tharn barbarians that plagued Cygnar’s northern
borders. Although the Eternals enjoyed a series of great
successes, they ultimately fell prey to betrayal and trickery

in the Dragonspine Peaks. The Cygnaran knights who had
accompanied them into the mountains arrived too late to save
their comrades-in-arms but were visited by a host of archons
and heard the voice of Morrow himself, who told them to
take the bodies of the fallen to a place in the mountains where

a tomb had been prepared befitting their sacrifice.

“The fallen legion will rise again to keep the forces of
darkness at bay,” Morrow told them, and the devout knights
did as they were bidden, laying the bodies of the dead
warriors to rest in the tomb, the location of which was lost
in the centuries that followed. Then, in 603 AR, Alexia
Ciannor used the Witchfire to raise what had become known
as the Legion of Lost Souls, leading them in battle against
Vinter IV and his army of skorne invaders and routing them
from Corvis.

More recently, a holy archon of Morrow roused the Legion
of Lost Souls once more and led them to fight against the
infernal invaders. In the days since, the tomb has become
rather famous, although its remote location has resulted in
few visitors. Those who make the trek find the door sealed
once again, guarded now by two massive statues of twin
warriors carved into the face of the cliff itself.

Adventure Hook

Phineas Millward, a Cyrissist from Corvis, has uncovered
records from the events surrounding Vinter IV’s attack on
the city. One such record mentions an unusual mechanikal
weapon that a wizard had attempted to use to open the
Tomb of Lost Souls. Millward believes that the farrow who
inhabit the peaks may have taken the weapon and broken
it into parts, but he hopes that enough of these parts
might be recovered to give him some idea of how the
device functioned.

THE GNARLS

The Western Midlunds is the largest of Cygnar’s nine
duchies but also one of the most sparsely settled. This lack
of population is not surprising when one considers the large
stretches of inhospitable mountains, including the Upper
Wyrmwalls and the Watcher Peaks, as well as the vast swaths
of dense forest known as the Gnarls. Lying along the shores
of the Dragon’s Tongue River, much of the Gnarls has been
engulfed in kudzu, which overtakes not merely the trees
and other natural features, but also any structures that aren’t
regularly cleared off. Despite this, the woods have long been a
draw for the inhabitants of the Western Midlunds, due in no
small part to their rich bounty of timber.

Trollkin outnumber Cygnaran soldiers in the duchy, and
in the days before the Claiming, lumber camps attempting
to work the Gnarls frequently clashed with local trollkin
kriels, bogrin tribes, and other threats from the depths of the
forest. Since the signing of the treaty between Cygnar and
the United Kriels, however, the trollkin, who have returned
to the Gnarls in ever-larger numbers, have grudgingly
accepted lumberjacks and other expeditions into the dense
woods, provided that the humans practice good husbandry
of the land. These days, travelers in the more rural areas of
the Western Midlunds are as likely to come upon a bustling
trollkin village built in the traditional style as they are a
fortified human town, and the Sunbright Yeomen—highly
skilled rangers who operate out of Fort Whiterock, the
duchy’s capital—have allied with the local trollkin kriels and
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even accepted several trollkin scouts into their ranks. This
alliance has led to an explosion in the production of timber,
which is in high demand throughout the kingdom as Cygnar
rebuilds on numerous fronts. But the increased activity in
the Gnarls has also stirred up denizens of the deeper woods,
sometimes with violent results.

Adventure Hook

A relief team recently journeyed to a lumber camp in

the Gnarls only to find it deserted and its buildings
covered entirely in kudzu, seemingly overnight. The
superstitious lumberjacks refuse to return until someone
goes in and clears out whatever “witchcraft” caused the
disappearance, which the lumber bosses suspect may

be a blackclad of the Circle Orboros living deeper in the
dense woods.

POINT BOURNE

Located at the most turbulent point along the mighty
Dragon’s Tongue River, Point Bourne is known for an
ingenious series of locks that allows ships to travel up and
down the waterway. Originally built before the Orgoth
Occupation, these locks have been continually rebuilt and
maintained throughout the years, and they help give the city
its unique character.

Besides the locks, Point Bourne is dominated by its
proximity to several massive waterfalls. The roar of these falls
can be heard throughout the city, and a perpetual prismatic
mist floats through the air, especially over the Garden
District, which makes Point Bourne home to numerous
rainbows—and lots of very slick cobblestones.

Point Bourne is divided into quarters that correspond
to the city’s changing elevations. The High Quarter lies on
the shores of Lake Thornmere. Despite its name, this is
the poorest portion of the city, home to the fisherfolk who
cast their nets on the nearby lake. The Falls Quarter, where
the sound of the waterfalls is loudest, was previously the
site of a vast military proving ground. Todayj, it still holds
a significant garrison of Cygnaran troops, as well as the
newly built city hall and offices of regional government. The
Garden Quarter below the falls is noted not only for its artists
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~ DeepwooD TOWER s
At one time, this fortification, which sits on a hilltop and
reaches high enough to look across the canopy of the
surrounding forest, was a companion to the nearby regional
capital of Fellig, but today it serves a different purpose. With
Fellig now a part of Ord and the walls of Northguard still in
ruins after clashes with Khadoran forces, Deepwood Tower is
now the northernmost of Cygnar’s strongholds.

The soldiers stationed here still frequently spend their leave
on the other side of the border in Fellig, but Deepwood
Tower is seen as a less-than-desirable post, even if the

| border has been quiet since the Claiming. Soldiers stationed
’i at the tower sometimes report seeing strange lights in the

ruins of Northguard, although daytime patrols have thus far
. found nothing.



and crafters, but also for the constant mist from the falls,
which keeps the gardens of the quarter vibrant and green. By
contrast, the Downbelow is home to the city’s best inns and
taverns, as well as the estates of the city’s nobles. It is also the
site of the former city hall, which has since been moved to
the Falls Quarter.

During the Khadoran occupation of the beleaguered Duchy
of Northforest, Fellig—the previous regional capital—fell
under the control of Ordic mercenaries, and it remained
under their control when new borders were drawn in the
wake of the Claiming. In the intervening years, Point Bourne
became important as a significant mustering point for troops
and the de facto seat of Cygnaran power in the region, and so
it has remained during the years of reconstruction.

Lord General Olan Duggan, a noble of Morridane
descent and comparatively low birth, was the previous
Duke of Northforest, and he distinguished himself greatly
in numerous battles along the war-torn front lines. In the
political turmoil that followed the Claiming, however, King
Julius caved to pressures from within the Royal Assembly
and named Connor Cathmore—the young son of Earl Hagan
Cathmore, who had perished in the clashes with Khador—
the new Duke of Northforest. Since moving his seat of
power from the ancestral Cathmore lands, which had been
devastated by the Khadoran occupation, the young duke
has overseen the duchy’s affairs from Point Bourne’s Falls
Quarter, where he is advised by his widowed mother and
several high-ranking members of the Cygnaran military.

THORNWOOD

In ancient times, the Thornwood was the dark heart of the
kingdom of Morrdh, and the land has never recovered.
Cursed ruins still lie in the forest’s depths, and strange things
haunt the Thornwood that exist in no other place on Caen.

In 510 AR, at the onset of the First Thornwood War,
Khador’s King Vygor led an army of hundreds of soldiers
and warjacks into the forest, cutting a miles-wide swath
through the woodlands that eventually stretched more
than two hundred miles. This path of devastation later
came to be known as the Warjack Road, and its scars are
still visible in the depths of the Thornwood. In the years
since, as the Khadoran and Cygnaran armies sporadically
clashed aboveground, the forces of Cryx infiltrated the
land beneath the forest and extracted the area’s rich bounty
of necrotic energies. They left behind several abandoned
necrofactoriums and immense, ruined laboratories from
which twisted abominations sometimes still emerge. As if
this were not bad enough, the already marshy ground of
the Thornwood grows even swampier to the east until it
becomes the vast, damp expanse of Blindwater Lake, home to
the largest and deadliest congregation of gatormen known on
the continent.

As a result of these threats and many others, the area
around the Thornwood was sparsely populated even before
the Claiming, at least by humans. Numerous trollkin kriels
who had been forced out of their more desirable ancestral
grounds by the encroachment of human cities and armies
made their homes in the Thornwood before being displaced
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THE MERCARIAN LEAGUE ©r
Founded as a loose confederation of trading interests in
Mercir, the Mercarian League has grown into possibly the
most powerful and influential trade organization in the whole
of western Immoren. With agents in every hall of power in
Cygnar and beyond and members among the aristocracy, the
Mercarian League has its fingers in just about every piece of
significant trade that comes through most of the ports along
the Meredius. It directly controls much of Zu under a Cygnaran
charter and for a time claimed a virtual stranglehold on both
the exploration of that distant land and the import of exotic
goods from Zu into western Immoren.

e
by war once more. Today, following the signing of new

treaties between Cygnar and the United Kriels, many trollkin
have attempted to resettle this vast wilderness. These trollkin
trade openly with their Cygnaran neighbors but continue

to face hardships brought on by the forest’s more sinister

inhabitants.

Adventure Hook

Both the Order of Illumination and the Strangelight
Workshop are interested in investigating the ruins of
Northguard, but both organizations are stretched a bit
thin at the moment. Their agents in Corvis would be
more than willing to farm out the operation to a trusted
mercenary group. Clearing the ruins of any lingering
spirits or other malfeasants would be tactically important
to the Cygnaran military, which could then work to
repair its northern fortifications against any future
Khadoran advances.

MERCIR

Remote and difficult to reach by land, Mercir has nonetheless
become one of the most important port cities in western
Immoren. A major trade hub and the headquarters of the
powerful Mercarian League, Mercir is also the closest city

to the Great Cygnaran Observatory, which sits high in the
nearby Wyrmwall Mountains, and it is home to a significant
lodge of the Order of Wizardry.

Even before the Claiming, these two factors made Mercir
a tempting home for Cyrissist cultists, and many Cyrissists
have openly relocated to the city since the Sancteum’s
proclamation of religious tolerance. In Mercir, these
inquisitive folk make extensive use of the observatory and
work with the arcanists of the Order of Wizardry to craft
new methods of navigation, often heavily funded by members
of the Mercarian League.

More recently, Mercir has become an important link in
the construction of King Julius’'s new army and much of
the know-how behind the storm chambers that power all
of Cygnar’s new jacks comes from the peninsula. Mercir’s
wizards were already well versed in weather magic thanks
to the demands of the Mercarian League, and the influx of
Cyrissist technology has facilitated Mercir’s development
of exciting new advances in storm chamber engineering for
manufacture elsewhere.
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HIGHGATE

If Mercir is the most important commercial city in southern
Cygnar, then Highgate is the region’s most vital military
outpost. Originally founded as a lookout point along the
Broken Coast, the port has a unique and ingenious way of
protecting ships from pirates and Cryxian raiders: it literally
hoists them out of the water and dangles them from huge
cranes built into the cliffside.

Clinging to the cliffs like a barnacle to a ship’s hull,
Highgate has expanded considerably over the years, and it is
now the center of Cygnar’s southern naval might and one of
the nation’s most significant military strongholds. As a result,
Lord General Vincent Gollan, who oversees the naval base
at Highgate, is one of the most important men all of Cygnar.
Closely allied with the Church of Morrow, Gollan holds
the rank of Senior Knight of the Prophet and was recently
elevated from earl to duke in recognition of his service in
the battles against Cryx that preceded the Claiming. There
are those who say that Gollan, rather than Duke Waldron
Gately, should be the ruler of the Duchy of Southpoint, but
for his part, Gollan is more concerned with the dangers of the
Broken Coast than with matters of court.

Gollan’s unique position also puts him in charge of one of
Cygnar’s most unusual knightly orders: the Knights of the
Highgate Vigil. Eschewing the heavy armor often associated
with knightly orders, the Knights of the Vigil more closely
resemble rangers or road wardens than what most would
consider knights. Tasked with the vital duty of keeping a
weather eye on the Broken Coast, the members of this order
are ever alert for any sign of Cryxian movements. This means
more than just watching the waters, however; it also means
mixing among the pirates and merchant sailors of Mercir and
Clockers Cove in order to root out Cryxian infiltrators and,
more recently, pockets of infernalist holdouts.

Adventure Hook

Members of the Highgate Vigil have become increasingly
concerned about reports of barbarian tribes living high
in the Wyrmwall Mountains near the city. Touched by the
blight of the dragon Blighterghast, these cannibalistic and
bloodthirsty clans have been stepping up their raids of
outlying settlements and overland caravans. The knights
recently received reconnaissance suggesting that several
of these tribes had united under a powerful leader, and
they’ve decided to put together a deep strike team to
eliminate the threat before it can grow more powerful.

CERYL, THE CITY OF WIZARDS

The second-largest city in Cygnar, Ceryl was once the capital
of the kingdom of Thuria, and it remains an impressive sight,
especially for the many travelers who first arrive here by ship.
Built upon the hillsides rising from the waterfront, the city

is like a mountain made of buildings, constructed street by
street and layer by layer.

Home to a long arcane tradition, Ceryl is the headquarters

of the former Fraternal Order of Wizardry. In the spirit of



Cygnar’s new policy of greater tolerance—and against the
wishes of many of its older members—the Order has been
encouraged to drop the word “Fraternal” from its name and
to begin accepting female members. Only in the last year
did the first such members of the newly restructured order
attend its home base in the imposing building known as the
Stronghold in Ceryl. In addition to the Order of Wizardry,
Ceryl is home to significant branches of both the Order of
[Nlumination and the Order of the Golden Crucible.

Visitors to the City of Wizards are encouraged to take
advantage of the city’s innovative cable cars, which run the
length and breadth of the metropolis. A “day ticket” costs only
three crowns and allows riders to hop on any passing car to
whisk them anywhere in the city they want to go.

Over the last few years, the Crown has increased its efforts
to connect the old Thurian capital with Caspia via rail.
Similar projects have met with failure in the past, but King
Julius and his advisors believe that the aid of the trollkin of
the United Kriels will allow them to succeed where others
have floundered. Construction has already begun on the
proposed line, which would run from Point Bourne through
the Gnarls, and track has already been laid at both ends,
with plans to meet in the middle. Numerous rail workers
have poured into the region around Ceryl to work on the
new line, including a large influx of Rhulfolk and ogrun.
These efforts have been helped along by the trollkin kriels,
who work as advisors and laborers while also ensuring
that the construction inflicts minimal damage upon the
surrounding ecosystems.

HENGE HOLD

The “hanging stones” that gave this ancient site its name

had been pulled down and used to build some of the first
Orgoth strongholds in western Immoren long before the
great battle that took place here against the infernals. So
sinister is the reputation of this primeval ruin that some
Cygnarans resisted plans by the Crown to construct a
monument here commemorating those who lost their lives
during the Claiming. The monument that was eventually
erected at Henge Hold was designed by architects from los,
Rhul, Llael, and Cygnar and was built to mirror the gate that
carried so many souls to safety on distant worlds. Although
this enormous memorial is considerably smaller than the
actual gate, it nevertheless towers above the pilgrims who
come to pay their respects here, reminding them of their
own insignificance in the face of such devastating loss. The
pillars of the monument itself are engraved with the names
of heroes who perished in the battle, including those from
Cygnar, Khador, Ord, Llael, Rhul, and beyond. The names of
others who fell during the Claiming or were ferried through
the gateway to Cyriss are carved onto smaller stones that dot
the landscape around the monument, and those who come to
mourn here often leave flowers, stuffed toys, and other small
trinkets near the names of lost loved ones.

KHADOR

Vast, combative, and possessed of an unquenchable
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THE STRANGELIGHT WORKSHOP ﬁ

Perhaps the oddest organization to make its home in the
City of Wizards, the Strangelight Workshop specializes in
investigating and handling hauntings and other unusual |
phenomena. Its agents are trained in both arcane lore and |
scientific observation and are equipped with a variety of
specialized mechanikal apparatuses designed to aid them
in their unique calling. According to the organization’s
representatives, hauntings have been on the rise since
the Claiming.

During the Claiming, Strangelight Workshop agents discovered
myriad secret societies brokering alliances with the infernals.
Believing the infernals’ victory was certain, these societies
sought to evade oblivion with last-minute pledges to the
infernal masters.

While the armies of western Immoren defended their
nations, the Strangelight Workshop waged their own shadow
war against these hidden groups. Even in the aftermath,
Strangelight agents seek out any remnants who might have
sworn their souls to the infernals in those last and darkest
days. The Workshop has branch offices in several cities,
including Corvis, Point Bourne, and Mercir.
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nationalist fervor, the empire of Khador has been at the heart
of most of the conflicts that have rocked the Iron Kingdoms
over the past six centuries. It has also suffered more than
most other nations—first at the hands of the Orgoth, and
then during the Claiming. As the infernals swept into Caen,
highly placed members of the Khadoran court revealed
themselves to be infernalist traitors. Infernal monstrosities
reaved through the citizens of many Khadoran cities, and not
even the Imperial Consort was safe from their predations.

Although modern Khador dates back only to the signing
of the Corvis Treaties, the people of this harsh and wintry
region trace their history much further into the past: to
the horselords who ruled the human tribes who made this
land their home in ancient times, to the Khardic Empire
of the Thousand Cities Era, and to the Menite missionary
Geth, who first brought his faith to the peoples of the north
centuries ago. Hardy people born of an unforgiving climate,
Khadorans are justly proud of their nation’s history and
accomplishments, even though many of those achievements
have come at the expense of their neighbors. Battle is a way
of life in Khador, just as it has been since the time of the
horselords, and military service is mandatory. Citizens of the
“softer” kingdoms to the south might see such demands as
onerous or even tyrannical, but Khadorans view this service
as part of what binds their nation together, and most sons
and daughters of the Motherland serve their time in the
Winter Guard gladly.

Khador’s history of military conquest and martial
excellence may be proud, but much of it is as dark as the
northern winters. The kings and queens of Khador have long
counted their share of witches and necromancers among their

number, from Queen Cherize the Cunning to the reviled Ivan
Vladykin. During the Claiming, the Great Princess Regna
Gravnoy, ruler of one of Khador’s most forbidding territories
and known as the “Winter Queen” to her subjects, revealed
herself to be among that number.

As it turned out, Gravnoy was only the foremost member
of Empress Ayn Vanar’s court who had allied with the
infernals. Many others of lesser stations had also pledged
allegiance to the inhabitants of the Outer Abyss, trading
loyalty to their fellow Khadorans for the promise of increased
power. The revelation of these infernal traitors in the highest
ranks of the government threw all of Khador into disarray,
and the empire suffered a major decline in the years following
the Claiming. Worker strikes were put down with brutal
military suppression, and the empress struggled to hold on to
her power in a fractured court. To do so, she appealed to two
things that had always unified the Khadoran people: love of
the Motherland and military conquest. As other nations enjoy
a renaissance of technology and culture, Khador prepares
once again for war, and the empire has cast its eyes not only
on the kingdoms to the south, but even to lands beyond
western Immoren’s shores.

GOVERNANCE

All the nations of western Immoren are ruled by monarchs,
but few exert as much unbridled command over their

people as Empress Ayn Vanar. In Khador, all power flows
downward from the throne, and beneath the empress, the
nation is divided into seventeen provinces known as volozkya,
each of which is ruled by one of the great princes. These

individuals hold considerable political power and trace their




lineage back to the Khardic Empire or even the horselords
who came before.

Known for both her benevolence and her severity,
the empress is beloved by her people and seen as the
Motherland’s “Prime Daughter”—a personification of all
that Khador represents to her citizens. In the wake of the
Claiming, however, Ayn Vanar’s power has been challenged
as never before. In response, the empress has shown herself
capable of being as ruthless as she is benevolent in order to
hold on to her birthright and that of her young son, born
shortly after the defeat of the infernals at Henge Hold.
Strengthening the police powers of the Greylords Covenant,
she has swiftly and mercilessly quelled political and social
unrest and has worked tirelessly to once again unify Khador’s
people beneath the banner of her popular nationalistic
policies. She has also empowered her agents to root out
infernalists and any other traitors within her court. Not even
the families of the great princes have been immune to the
scrutiny of the Motherland’s occult agents.

Although trade with other nations ostensibly flows freely
throughout Khador, the nation’s borders remain the most
formidable in western Immoren, and those who wish to
travel to the northern empire had best have their travel
papers in order.

SOCIETY

Even though most Khadorans remain implacable in their
love of the Motherland, many found their faith in the empire
shaken in the aftermath of the Claiming. Whereas peace

has reigned over much of the rest of the Iron Kingdoms

in the years since, Khador has dealt with waves of violent
social unrest that have been put down with even greater
violence. Empress Vanar has delivered a clear message of
Khadoran unity and solidarity and a return to the ideals of
the Motherland—by force, if necessary.

Prior to the Claiming, the Khadoran government had
largely stayed out of the day-to-day lives of its citizens, and
many Khadorans living in the small villages on the fringes of
this vast, often trackless, and ethnically diverse empire had
kept to the old ways. Many Umbreans in the east practiced
folk rituals and customs that predated the formation of the
Khardic Empire, while the Skirovs and Kossites adhered to
the traditions of their old faiths. Although the Morrowan
faith had long been the official religion of the state, Khador
was always home to a massive population of Old Faith
Menites who worshipped much as they had since the
days of Geth.

Khador was hit much harder by the Claiming than its
neighbors were. Many of the realm’s heroes perished in
the fighting, including the empress’s royal consort, Great
Prince Vladimir Tzepesci. Resources that could have helped
rebuild crucial infrastructure or eased the burden on those
left behind have instead been directed toward modernizing
and expanding the empire’s military might. While the other
Iron Kingdoms made headway on rebuilding their damaged
nations, in Khador such efforts advance at a glacial pace.

GEOGRAPHY

L while those who found themselves on the wrong side of the
"; empress disappeared in the night without a trace.
e
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THE KAYAZY ‘ﬂ-’
Empress Ayn Vanar and the great princes hold the reins of
political power in Khador, but a new addition to the political
landscape has arisen in recent years: the kayazy, merchant
families whose wealth makes them politically significant and
places them between the lower tiers of society and the nobility.
The kayazy are often associated with criminal enterprises
and the bratya gangs that influence trade throughout the
nation, but just as many of their number owe their fortunes to
legitimate business ventures.

Always eager to further their own lot, the kayazy have become
important players in Khador’s political maneuverings even
though they don’t technically wield the political might of the
great princes. In the days of turmoil and unrest that followed
the Claiming, those kayazy who knew how to make the most of
a bad situation increased their wealth and power considerably,
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Khador is not a gentle mother to her people. The land
provides its bounty grudgingly, and much of the nation

is made up of frozen tundra, untamed forest, and rugged
peaks where only the hardiest souls can survive. The already
substantial difficulties of these harsh environs are exacerbated
by the claims of the many northern trollkin kriels that call
these remote regions home. These fierce warriors are quick
to take up arms against outsiders and frequently raid nearby
Khadoran settlements, whether in retaliation or as a warning
against further intrusion.

Despite this grim way of life, Khadorans would not
love their Motherland so fiercely were she gentler, and
the northerners take great pride in being formed from
sterner stuff than their southern neighbors. Spanning many
hundreds of miles—from the Khardic Sea and the Shard
Spires in the north all the way down to Port Vladovar, the
Gallowswood, and parts of what used to be the kingdom of
Llael in the south—Khador encompasses a bountiful variety
of different environments, although most outsiders see it as a
land of perpetual winter and darkness.

The southern steppes of Umbrey, Khadorstred, and other
regions are not only generally more temperate than most of
Khador, but also dotted with scattered forests and riverlands.
Among the most notable geographic features of this region
are the massive Shattered Shield Lakes, which protect the
capital city of Korsk. Most of this southern portion of
Khador is heavily connected by rail lines that run outward
from Korsk and extend even outside the nation to Merywyn
in Llael. These lines were improved and expanded during
the Khadoran occupation of Llael, and today the trains run
regularly to and from Merywyn to Khadoran Laedry and the
capital city of Korsk.

North of the Bitterrock River, which flows from the
Gravewater in eastern Khador to the Meredius in the west,
the terrain becomes increasingly forbidding, and the weather
grows ever colder with each mile traveled north. No rail lines
run here, and those who travel these harsh lands must trek
overland or steer sturdy barges up icy rivers. The coniferous
trees of the Scarsfell Forest cover much of this land, and

THE IRON KINGDOMS S



much of the rest consists of soaring mountain ranges that
run all the way to the Blackice Mountains at the roof of the
world and into the dwarven kingdom of Rhul to the east.
Settlements are few and far between here, but those who
dwell in this foreboding region continue to eke out a living
even in the most unforgiving of environs.

KORSK

The beating heart of Khador, the capital city of Korsk is

as stern and as grand as the ambitions of the nation that
constructed it. The city’s center is dominated by the imperial
Stasikov Palace, which was built from colossal black stones
left behind by the Orgoth Scourge and shaped into Khador’s
national symbol: a fortress with a mighty tower at each
vertex, the anvil upon which the entire nation is shaped. A
city within a city, the palace is home to thousands of scribes,
bureaucrats, soldiers, and aristocrats who are constantly
carrying out the empress’s orders and vying for her attention,
and it is surrounded by dozens of estates belonging to both
the Khadoran nobility and the wealthiest kayazy.

Each of the great princes has a home here, although the
princes themselves are seldom in attendance. Flags fly from
seemingly every edifice, and the immaculate streets ring with
the pomp and circumstance of frequent military parades.
Next to the palace itself, the largest building in the city is the
low, sprawling edifice of the Strikoya, the headquarters of
the Greylords Covenant. Serving as both the research and
development arm of the Khadoran military and the nation’s
premier intelligence service, the arcanists of the Greylords
Covenant are free to engage in secretive research into

dangerous occult subjects that would result in their execution
if they were practiced anywhere else.

Although the occult experiments of the Greylords
Covenant have been somewhat curtailed—or driven even

further underground—in the aftermath of the Claiming,

the organization has found its police powers growing
exponentially in a more paranoid empire, and its intelligence-
gathering operations have expanded considerably in

recent years. As such, the Strikoya is always bustling with

the comings and goings of agents, operatives, scribes,

and informants.

Prior to the Claiming, several Nyss shards took refuge in
the Cathedral of Katrinska, located just outside the palace
walls. Some chose to stay on after the Battle of Henge
Hold and live in the cheap and often crime-ridden Zerutsk
quarter—on the shores of Great Zerutsk Lake—where the
skies are blackened by constant smoke from the forges
that produce Khador’s engines of war. Here these Nyss
dwell alongside the city’s ogrun and trollkin populations,
as well as a self-contained Rhulic community known as the
Korsk Enclave.

Adventure Hook

Someone or something has been preying upon the

Nyss who make the Zerutsk quarter their home. There
have been unexplained disappearances from among

the resident shards, and the local constabulary seem
uninterested in helping, chalking it up to the nomadic Nyss
simply wandering off. The Nyss elders would appreciate
any help in conducting an investigation, but investigators
should tread carefully in order to avoid tangling with the
notorious bratya who run the quarter’s slums.

Adventure Hook
An old woman from an isolated settlement in the
Wolveswood north of Ohk has come to ask the Paladins of
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the Khadoran Order of the Wall to protect her village from
what she says are dark spirits that emerge from the woods
at night. The order is willing to send a single paladin to
investigate, but the paladin could certainly use an escort.

ULD YROGGEN

On the shores of Great Zerutsk Lake, just a short distance by
rail from the capital, a scar mars the face of the Khadorstred
volozk: a blackened ruin that was once the capital of the
Orgoth empire. As the Orgoth withdrew from the lands,
the site was devastated by the Scourge, and it has remained
a dangerous ruin to this day. The land is said to have been
blighted by the terrible acts committed here during the
Orgoth’s rule, and nothing wholesome grows amid the fallen
black stones carved with the leering faces of Orgoth statues.
The major rail line from Korsk runs to the nearby fishing
town of New Vroggen, whose canneries fill the air with the
stink of dead fish, a powerful stench the locals still prefer to
any reminders of their city’s dark namesake to the north.

KHARDOV

A vital industrial center and the seat of power for the
Khardoska volozk, the city of Khardov sits atop a hive of
former Orgoth mines, many of which were collapsed during
the Scourge with slaves and taskmasters still inside. Today,
mining for coal and iron continues beneath the city streets,
and new shafts sometimes open onto older chambers filled
with the bones of the dead, if not something worse. Each
time that happens, the mine is temporarily sealed, and the
Greylords Covenant takes over until the tunnels have been
cleared of any potentially dangerous (or useful) contents.
Because of the rich Orgoth troves that still remain beneath
Khardov, the Greylords Covenant has a significant presence
in the city, which is ruled by Great Prince Aeniv Rolonovik,
who is also obavnik of the Greylords, one of the order’s
highest ranks. The organization’s stronghold lies in the
shadow of a nameless Orgoth keep spared for unknown
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has always had a strong presence in Khador. This is hardly
surprising, as the principles of the Old Faith are closely aligned
with those of the order, in contrast to the more zealous
doctrines of the Protectorate of Menoth. Based out of a great
monastery near the palace in Korsk, the Khadoran Order of
the Wall has seen its membership swell in the years since the
Claiming thanks to new recruits taken from among the orphans
left behind by the conflict, and the Khadoran Old Faith has
gained fresh converts from both disillusioned Protectorate
Menites and those who have witnessed the horrors of the
infernals firsthand.

In addition to training new recruits, the order has been

tasked with rooting out and destroying remaining nests of

infernal corruption within the empire. Whereas the Greylords

| Covenant investigates more insidious threats and larger

| cults, the Order of the Wall is often called upon by those of
the Old Faith to help small villages on the fringes that might

otherwise be ignored.

bl

[

.4
¥

LA R

I e ———) 5 i

N A #,,-5,_&,:‘;

. THE KHADORAN ORDER OF THE WALL #‘,
The oldest order of Menite knights, the Order of the Wall

reasons from the devastation of the Scourge. This structure
towers over Khardov’s industrial quarter and has remained
sealed since the Orgoth’s departure.

Adventure Hook

Andrei Tirov, an ambitious member of the Greylords
Covenant, believes that a deeper study of Orgoth relics
will help strengthen the Khadoran military. Since the
infernal invasion, however, exploration into such dark
arts has been unpopular at court. Working through the
local bratyas, Tirov wants to hire a team to break into the
unnamed Orgoth keep and return with evidence that will
prove his point.

On days when the wind is weak, much of Khardov is
blanketed with a thick and toxic fog formed from the
combined smoke and effluvium of the city’s industrial and
alchemical districts. Most Khardovites go out in this haze
only if they must, and they will not do so without protective
goggles and cheesecloth masks. Despite these safeguards, life
expectancy is notably shorter in Khardov than in many of the
empire’s other cities. Khardov’s terrible working conditions
have long made its laborers prone to unrest, and it has been
the site of numerous worker riots in the years following the
Claiming. All these uprising have been put down violently,
either by the olcheniy mercenaries who serve the city’s
industrial concerns or, more recently, by soldiers of the
Winter Guard.

Adventure Hook

A plant that manufactures alchemical blasting powder

for the Khadoran Army has recently been the target of
several sabotage attempts. The olcheniy believe it is the
work of the local labor unions. The union claims ignorance
but fears a massive crackdown from the military and has
offered a reward to anyone who can find the culprits
before the Winter Guard are called in.

HELLSPASS

Once a simple city home to only a few thousand souls,
Hellspass was the seat of power in the Gorzytska volozk,
ruled by the Great Princess Regna Gravnoy. The city was
devastated by infernal predation when Gravnoy revealed her
true allegiances to the dark powers. The Gravnoy family was
subsequently stripped of its land and titles, and control over
the volozk has passed into military hands, overseen from
outside its borders by appointees within the city of Skirov
until such time as the empress appoints a new ruler.

The city is still recovering from both the Claiming and
Gravnoy's treachery. Those who still live in Hellspass do so
primarily to work the area’s many mines, which the empire
relies on for metals crucial to its military efforts. Prior to the
Claiming, work had begun on a rail line to connect Hellspass
to Skirov and, subsequently, the rest of the empire, but work
on laying new track has been slow thus far.

Because they are situated far from the capital, the people
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of Hellspass have come to rely heavily on the Rhulic
mercenaries who were already working in the region, and
close bonds have formed between the local Khadorans and
the Rhulfolk who share their borders. The Khadorans who
dwell here are content to leave the old city to its ghosts, but
the remaining ogrun of Hellspass still have concerns.

Adventure Hook

Beneath the simple stone buildings of the now-
depopulated city lie vast catacombs where the ogrun
traditionally buried their dead. The entrances to these
sacred chambers, built by the Rhulfolk in ages past, were
mysteriously collapsed during the Claiming, and the
remaining ogrun and their Rhulic allies are concerned
that infernalists may have defiled some of the catacombs.
If some brave souls are willing to investigate, the ogrun
are ready to make an exception to the rule that only their
people are allowed into the hallowed depths.

SKIROV, THE CITY OF CHAINS

The city of Skirov is a growing power in northeast Khador.
It is famous—or infamous—as the home of Khador’s largest
labor prison, the Skirov Khardstadt. After the Winter
Queen’s betrayal, control of the neighboring Gorzytska
volozk was passed to military leaders in Skirov, although
some whisper that the bratya gangs actually control the
region and that they, in turn, answer to Great Prince Neplakh
Vanar, the “Iron Prince,” who rules from Porsk to the south.
With Great Prince Igor Noveskyev dead these past three
years and the volozk of Noveskyev paralyzed by internecine
squabbles among the counts and Noveskyev’s many heirs,
there are even rumors that the Iron Prince has designs on
claiming his northern neighbor’s territory as his own.

As the northernmost point on Khador’s extensive rail line,
the City of Chains has recently begun laying track toward the
east as part of a plan to eventually reach the mines around
Hellspass and the Rhulic borders beyond. This work, along
with the mines that already stretch into the foothills of the
Thundercliff Peaks near Skirov, makes this otherwise cold
and unwelcoming city a haven for non-citizen workers,
including hardy trollkin and a large enclave of Rhulfolk.

Adventure Hook

The rail from Skirov to Hellspass has been constructed
using prison labor from the khardstadt, and one of the
workers on the chain gang—Ivan the Grey—has managed
to escape. A notorious murderer who had nevertheless
been a model prisoner until his flight, lvan vanished into
the Malgur Forest to the north. The local wardens lack
the manpower to track him down but are willing to pay
a bounty for his return, alive or dead. There’s just one
problem: rumors of blackclads in the forest have been
growing in recent months.

PORT VLADOVAR

Port Vladovar is the southernmost port city in the empire.
As the home to massive batteries of artillery aimed out to
sea, as well as much of Khador’s naval might, it is also one
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of the most important of Khador’s ports. The barnacle-
encrusted remains of an ancient colossal from the days of the
Rebellion mark the entrance to the harbor, standing partially
submerged a few hundred yards out from the docks.

Even before the relative peace that followed the Claiming,
Port Vladovar traded heavily with Ord, including frequent
dealings with the notorious city of Five Fingers. These days,
however, any pirates who want to use the Khadoran port
must tread carefully in order to avoid rousing the wrath of
the Khadoran navy or the local bratyas who control much of
the city’s illicit trade.

To the east of Port Vladovar lies the Shadoweald Forest,

a place notorious for the presence of blackclad druids of the
Circle Orboros and strange beasts that often sally forth to
harry the people on the outskirts of the city. Not far south
of these woods sits a massive granite tomb, originally built
by Tordoran foes to honor the fallen horselord Khazarak,
who was laid to rest here alongside his famous black horse.
Khazarak was a giant of a man who unified warring tribes
and drove the trollkin from Khardic lands, and his legend
was so great that even his enemies built a tomb to honor him.
After centuries of neglect, the tomb was restored by Menite
and Morrowan pilgrims working in tandem, as both groups
revered the horselord for his bravery and faith.

Adventure Hook

During the wars that preceded the Claiming, Lord
Khazarak’s tomb was ransacked by Cryxian raiders. The
thieves made off with several priceless relics, including a
brass torch that the horselord bore with him on his later
campaigns. Both Great Prince Kulver Drohzsk and the
local Morrowan church have offered a substantial reward
for the return of the torch, although it has been missing
for nearly a decade now and could be almost anywhere.

UMBREY

Prior to the Claiming, Umbrey was a unified volozk made

up of the lands of two smaller volozkya and a sizable portion
of what had previously been western Llael. This tenuous
arrangement was held in place largely by the combined
Umbrean heritage of most of its citizens and the might of
the royal consort, Great Prince Vladimir Tzepesci. With
Tzepesci having fallen in battle against the infernals at Henge
Hold and the child he sired with the empress expected to
inherit the empire and still too young to command, the
region found itself subject to new strains in the years after the
Claiming, especially when new political lines were drawn as
part of the treaties with Cygnar and Llael.

The former Llaelese city of Laedry is the new political
center of the volozk, and the castle estate of the fallen great
prince has remained empty to this day. For now, Karlof
Omirov, a trusted adjutant to Tzepesci, manages the affairs of
the volozk until an appropriate replacement can be found.

Situated deep in the Kovosk hills, the ancestral Castle
Tzepesci was already a ruin in Vladimir’s time. A maze of
broken buildings and cracked streets loomed over by the
forbidding castle itself, the former territorial capital has now



been entirely abandoned to swarms of bogrin, dregg, and
other fell creatures. There are rumors that the ruined keep
and the long-dry sewers and burial catacombs beneath it are
still home to treasures of the ancient Tzepesci line, but few
have dared venture inside to seek these riches for themselves.

Adventure Hook

Aleksa Zavor, a minor Umbrean noble from a family
distantly related to the fallen great prince, is making a
bid for more political clout and hoping to use her family’s
connections to the Tzepesci line to increase her odds

of success. She believes that the crypts beneath the old
castle contain a dagger and signet ring that would lend
symbolic weight to her claims, and she’s willing to pay
handsomely to anyone who can retrieve them for her.

Far to the south, along the edges of the Bloodsmeath
Marches, sits the massive Khadoran fort of Ravensgard. Once
a focal point on the front line of Khador’s push into northern
Cygnar during the Thornwood Wars, it stood largely empty
in the peaceful years after the Battle of Henge Hold, manned
only by a skeleton crew of Winter Guard. In the last few
months, however, reinforcements in the form of troops and
warjacks have begun arriving from Korsk, and the soldiers
in Cygnar’s nearby Deepwood Tower now look toward
Ravensgard with concern.

LLAEL

A proud realm with a complex history, Llael has perhaps
suffered more than any other nation in the Iron Kingdoms

in recent years. Even before the Khadoran invasion and
occupation, the kingdom experienced the sudden and
unexpected death of its monarch, King Rynnard, who left
behind an unclear line of succession when he perished in

595 AR. The feuding Council of Nobles quickly fell to further
infighting, and shortly thereafter to cold-blooded murder.
Within a few short months, virtually anyone who might
have possessed a legitimate claim to the throne had been
slain. Even those with no ambition for the crown were struck
down, many succumbing to poison or an assassin’s blade.

With no clear road to ending the conflict, Archduke Deyar
Glabryn, Minister of the Treasury, assumed the mantle
of prime minister, claiming that he was acting as regent
until the proper succession could be determined. To many
Llaelese citizens, the name Glabryn would soon become one
of the most reviled in the nation’s history. Even as the prime
minister worked to line his own pockets and increase his
power—all the while showing no signs of abdicating in favor
of any monarch, legitimate or otherwise—he was secretly
working with Khadoran agents to undermine Llael’s defenses
in preparation for the coming invasion.

In the winter of 604 AR, Khador attacked Llael in force.
The war that followed was the most brutal that the citizens
of Llael had ever known. The Khadorans were more than
willing to slaughter defenseless noncombatants merely as an
example to others, and after months of bloody conflicts and
protracted sieges, Prime Minister Glabryn announced Llael’s
surrender in 605 AR.

Adventure Hook

Believing himself more important to the Khadoran cause
than he actually was, Prime Minister Glabryn was either
slain by his Khadoran superiors or forced to flee in the
night. Some members of the former Llaelese Resistance
believe he survived, and although the Llaelese crown has
put an official price on Glabryn’s head, certain former
Resistance members would probably double it for the
pleasure of killing the traitor themselves if only he could
be found alive.

Khador took all of western Llael during the war, but
portions of the south and east remained free from the
Motherland’s soldiers, and pockets of Resistance fighters
sprang up in even the most heavily occupied cities. Then,
in late 606 AR, Hierarch Severius brought the armies of the
Protectorate’s Northern Crusade to Llael and offered the
Llaelese Resistance a partnership. Together, Severius claimed,
they could drive the Khadorans from the kingdom.

In 607 AR, the combined Protectorate and Resistance
forces recaptured the city of Leryn without firing a shot,
as Severius undermined the city’s defenses from within by
appealing to several Menite practitioners of the Old Faith
among the Greylords Covenant. The relief of the Resistance
fighters was short-lived, however, as Severius declared
the city the capital of the Northern Crusade and burned
its Khadoran governor alive in the town square. Despite
promises to the contrary, the Llaelese Resistance had merely
traded one occupying force for another.
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Ironically, the events leading up to the Claiming
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ultimately freed Llael from its oppressors. As the wars
across the continent persisted, the forces occupying Llael
found themselves stretched thin. Severius took much of
the Northern Crusade back to the south to defend Tower
Judgment from the skorne, a battle in which he fell. When
the infernals began to attack en masse, neither Khador nor
the Protectorate could continue holding out against the
forces of the Resistance, and both began withdrawing troops
to protect their own interests. Resistance fighters took back
most of Llael bit by bit, but the land was changed forever,
and the scars left behind by war will take years—if not
generations—to heal.

GOVERNANCE

Shortly before the Claiming, a new contender for the Llaelese
throne appeared. Princess Kaetlyn di la Martyn had been
smuggled out of the country as a child and hidden for years,
first in Ord and then in Cygnar. In 614 AR, having finally
reached the age of majority and secured the backing of key {
figures in both Cygnar and the Llaelese Resistance, she

returned to take the throne of a new, free Llael.

One of the first things Queen Kaetlyn did in the years |
following the Claiming was to cement the fledgling nation’s |
alliance with Ord by marrying King Baird’s grandson, Alvor
Cathor. Unfortunately, Kaetlyn proved to be a weak queen,

THE RoYAL HIGH GUARD )
A uniquely Llaelese organization, the Royal High Guard was
established in 274 AR after a series of royal assassinations.
Rather than a traditional branch of the Llaelese military, the
Royal High Guard was a group of personal protectors chosen
by each monarch and drawn from the best and brightest across
a variety of traditions.

The gun mages of the Amethyst Rose were among the first
members of the Royal High Guard when it was established, and
they became fixtures throughout the centuries that followed.
Prime Minister Glabryn eventually disbanded the Royal High
Guard following the death of King Rynnard, but most of its
former members remained loyal to the vacant throne and
eventually joined the Llaelese Resistance.

Although Llael had traditionally been governed by a monarch,
the aristocracy had long held significant power in the kingdom,
and for the Llaelese, class and birth have always played a
tremendous role in both one’s life and one’s place in society.
The bloody, internecine fighting that predated the Khadoran
invasion, followed by the brutal executions of the nobility
carried out by the Khadorans and the tremendous losses
incurred during the Claiming, has left few of the old families to
take up their ancestral lands in the new Llael. Queen Kaetlyn
has done what she can to restore the Council of Nobles, often
by elevating particularly distinguished members of the Llaelese
Resistance to noble titles. Chief among these is the warcaster
Ashlynn d’Elyse, who serves as the queen’s strong right hand.
Many say that d’Elyse not only deserves the credit for saving
Llael, but also truly rules it now.
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and her marriage was based on political expedience rather e -

than love. Alvor generally remains in Ord, where he was e —— — ———— ———— ~Jap1 [
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rumored to have a mistress among the rival Mateu family.

SOCIETY

The Llaelese are a people proud of their culture—and a people
who have seen that culture crushed. Whereas the rest of the
continent reeled from the events of the Claiming, the people
of Llael had already been reeling, occupied by unyielding foes
and subjected to vicious cruelties the likes of which they had
not seen since the time of the Orgoth. Although a free Llael
was never entirely eradicated, it is impossible to say that
Llaelese culture entirely survived, either. Most of the nation’s
aristocracy is dead or so deep in hiding that they have yet to
be found, and countless citizens were lost to the Claiming
here, just as they were in other nations.

Llael has seen an influx of new citizens in the years since
the Claiming, as well as an increase in trade with unlikely
partners, including sporadic trade with the trollkin kriels
who make the nearby Glimmerwood their home. The
strong relationship between Llael and Ord means that Ordic
citizens come and go in the kingdom frequently, with some
settling here. The nation also maintains strong trade ties with
Cygnar and Rhul.

One key aspect of Llaelese society that has remained intact
through all the wars and occupations is the Duello, a codified
system of rules for conducting duels. Although duels are
not unknown in other lands, Llael has refined them into an
art form. Today, the stringent rules of the Duello survive
even though most of the aristocracy has perished, but in the
aftermath of recent cruelties, few Llaelese have the stomach
to fight to the death.
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Llael is the traditional home of the Order of the Golden
Crucible. This important organization recently returned
to the kingdom even though it remains headquartered in
Ord, where it moved during the Khadoran occupation.
The Golden Crucible has reopened offices in Leryn and
been embraced by Queen Kaetlyn despite reservations
about its growing power and influence. There are those
among the order’s ranks who believe the queen is biased
in favor of the Llaelese chapter, where the Crucible Guard
exerts much less influence than it does in the organization’s
headquarters in Midfast.

As other nations rebuild, Llael has a chance to
redefine itself. Whether it makes the most of that chance
remains to be seen.

GEOGRAPHY

Situated at the feet of the mountainous dwarven nation of
Rhul, Llael also shares borders with Khador, Cygnar, and the
mysterious forests of los, making it the most centrally located
realm in the Iron Kingdoms. This position has helped Llael
thrive and made its merchants and aristocrats rich as a result
of trade, but it has also placed the kingdom in the crosshairs
of its larger neighbors, especially Khador.

Today, Llael enjoys the free-flowing trade that comes
with more open borders, although the Iosans to the east
have once again closed their nation to outsiders. Not even
the occasional Seeker ventures out of the forest, and as dark
rumors gather at the edges of the deep woods, what was
once a nearly unguarded boundary is now watched warily by
Llaelese forces.



THE WAR IN THE SKY
During the battle to liberate Llael, the skies above Merywyn
became a new front for warfare as Khadoran and Cygnaran

: kyships clashed during the violent siege of the city. Although
Although Llael bord t t ks and trackl 1L 2 2 : 2
e B | peacs and tracidess Cygnar’s HMS Cloudpiercer and Khador’s Stormbreaker-class

forests, the kingdom itself contains little of either, consisting skyships were powered by different means, both proved that
primarily of rich, fertile plains broken up by limestone basins, flying warships could be effective in battle. Despite the cost in
rolling hills, and small stands of deciduous woodlands. In the resources to manufacture these aircraft and the relatively new
south, near the capital city of Merywyn, the nation’s borders technology that keeps them airborne, all of the Iron Kingdoms
cut through the eerie Glimmerwood, a forest long considered rr:‘i‘l’if;o‘;"ut”r:‘;g;‘he;;(jt:ﬁgiocvaz tdh: :Igiesej:rf:\?eil:(ess;ifog g
cursed by the local populace. Named for patches of algae and Rt o)\:vn tpoil = fi{\’d Ways toend e for);es Moft. YZP
lichen that grow on the trunks of its trees and glow with a

ghostly blue light in the dusk, this wood is home to several hpﬁE 15 j
trollkin kriels who occasionally engage in trade with the
Llaelese but do not welcome outsiders with open arms. fully recovered, however. Certain quarters still show signs

of ugly Khadoran architecture—at least, ugly according to
MERYWYN Llaelese standards—left over from the occupation. Although

The largest and grandest of all the cities of Llael, Merywyn
suffered greatly during the long siege that preceded its
capture by Khadoran forces, yet it had already been largely
restored to its former grandeur before the Khadorans ceded
it back to the Llaelese Resistance at the close of the conflict.

Llael has reopened trade with all of the Iron Kingdoms, old
animosities still simmer, and visitors with a Khadoran accent
will find their reception in Merywyn as icy as their homeland.

Hence, the Llaelese queen inherited a city that had benefited Adventure Hook

greatly from the ruthless efficiency of the Khadoran Army, Augustus Delwynn, a member of the Order of Wizardry

even while under occupation. who has relocated to Merywyn, believes that valuable
Built to exalt wealth and conceal poverty, Merywyn'’s documents that survived the Night of Howling Wolves

may still be hidden in wall safes in the old lodge. He has
maps that show where these safes were located but needs
stalwart individuals to go in and collect the documents.

promenades, riverfronts, gardens, libraries, music halls, and
art galleries offer a unique opportunity for wealthy members
of the merchant and even soldier classes in the aftermath of D , .

= g : : " elwynn says he won’t go himself out of concern that
the Claiming. With the city’s former aristocracy decimated, the structure is unsound, but according to the local
plenty of prime real estate is suddenly available to those who rumor mill, he believes the stories about ghosts that
have the coin to pay for it. surround the place.

Merywyn has been reestablished as the capital of the new,
free Llael, and Queen Kaetlyn rules from the royal palace
while the depopulated Council of Nobles, which has been LERYN
rebuilt to little more than half its previous strength, holds its
meetings in the Immaculate Chamber, whose once-bustling
halls are now relatively silent. Not every part of the city has

Perched on the shores of the Black River, Leryn is the
nearest Llaelese city to the dwarven kingdom of Rhul and
a vital trade hub. Formerly the headquarters of the Order
of the Golden Crucible, the heavily fortified city fell first to
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Merywyn was once home to one of the grandest lodges of
the Fraternal Order of Wizardry, which sheltered some of
the most accomplished arcanists in Llael. On the night before
the Khadoran siege of the city, members of the Greylords
Covenant infiltrated the lodge and slew every member inside.
This event became known as the Night of Howling Wolves
because no one outside the building heard so much as a
whisper of the deadly battle within, only the distant baying of
wolves beyond the city walls.

The conflict left the interior of the lodge devastated—entire
floors reduced to ash, walls scorched or frozen. Although the
Order of Wizardry has since returned to the city, the original
lodge has never been restored. The scars from the magical
battle still mar the interior, and those who reside in the
neighborhood insist the place is haunted.
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Khadoran invaders and then to the Protectorate’s Northern

Crusade, with neither side firing a shot during either
conflict. The Khadorans, anticipating a protracted and costly
siege, made an example of the nearby town of Riversmet,
slaughtering every citizen and razing the city to the ground
to show Leryn’s defenders that any resistance would be met
with total annihilation. This demonstration was enough to
convince key members of the Order of the Golden Crucible
to open the city’s gates to the Khadorans in order to prevent
bloodshed. When Grand Scrutator Severius brought the
Northern Crusade to the gates of Leryn the following year
in 606 AR, they opened once again, this time because the
potentate appealed to the Old Faith Menites within to
surrender to the will of the Lawgiver. The aftereffects of
both occupations still persist in the city—especially those of
the Northern Crusade, which left behind many temples and
grand structures dedicated to the Creator.

Once the seat of the ancient kingdom of Rynyr, Leryn
still maintains much of its historical character even though
new construction in both Khadoran and Protectorate styles
has been layered over the original works in recent years.
Protected by a series of concentric defensive walls that allow
the city to be closed off in stages in the event of a siege,
Leryn’s central Old Town district remains the heart of the
city’s government, protected, as it has been for hundreds
of years, by its original wall. In addition to the centers of
regional government, Old Town is home to Thunderhead
Fortress, the cradle of the Order of the Golden Crucible and
the birthplace of the modern firearm. During the Northern
Crusade’s occupation of Leryn, this complex became the
center of Menite government.

In the years of peace that have followed the Claiming, the
Order of the Golden Crucible has returned to the halls of
Thunderhead Fortress, although portions of the complex are
no longer tenanted by the organization’s members. Instead,
various wings of the fortress now house a lodge of the Order
of Wizardry, in addition to armories and arcane laboratories
working to rebuild the Llaelese army. There are even rumors
that a Cyrissist temple is hidden somewhere within the
stronghold’s walls.

RIVERSMET
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When the Khadorans poured across the borders of Llael,
they met with stiff resistance. Anticipating the cost of a
prolonged siege in places like Leryn, Khador unleashed one
of its most terrifying weapons upon the small but prosperous
city of Riversmet: maddened doom reavers wielding accursed
Orgoth blades. Shackled to their terrible weapons, these
frenzied swordsmen showed no mercy and no discernment,
slaughtering anyone they found, including children, the sick,
and the elderly. The city of Riversmet was destroyed almost
overnight, all of its buildings either bombed or burned to the
ground. The butchery had its intended effect, at least in the
short term; it helped force the surrender of Leryn without
Khadoran forces firing a shot. But the atrocity also incited the
Resistance, and it remains an unforgivable crime in the minds
of most Llaelese citizens.

Although the occupying Khadorans attempted to rebuild
Riversmet during their years in Llael, their plans were
underfunded and only partially complete at the time of their
withdrawal from the region. The Cygnaran Army’s decision
to deploy devil’s gasp—a powerful alchemical weapon—as part
of its assault on the Khadoran forces at Riversmet during the
liberation of Llael also contributed to the rapid evacuation of
the city, leaving many newly built structures undamaged.

Today, the ruins of Riversmet are a chilling mixture
of blackened stonework left behind from the Khadoran
bombardments and new construction left half completed.
This includes the fortress on the nearby hill, which is
built in the Khadoran style and considered by many
as both an eyesore and a reminder of the crimes of the
Khadoran invaders.

Adventure Hook

Many believe that the hilltop fortress near the ruins of
Riversmet was intended to garrison several important
members of the Greylords Covenant, which had already
set up regional offices within the fortress before its
completion. The abandoned fortification may still house
notable artifacts or even blueprints of Khadoran weapons
of war left behind during Khador’s evacuation of the
area. Such findings would greatly benefit the newly
reestablished crown, but they may be difficult to retrieve
if anything dangerous has moved in since the Khadorans
vacated the premises.

RYNYR

Most of the cities in Llael are welcoming, beautiful places
where life, even for the poor, is picturesque if not pleasant.
Even though these idyllic places were shaken by the recent
occupations of the realm, they have begun to reestablish
themselves in the years since the Claiming. But life in the
mining town of Rynyr was never picturesque or pleasant
despite the community’s importance to the kingdom.

Built on the cliffs above a volcanic vent, Rynyr is a
place whose primary purpose is extracting from its mines
the valuable red powder that is a key part of western
Immoren’s most common alchemical blasting compounds.
Unfortunately, this also means that the powder coats
everything in the city, which labors beneath a pall of clouds



heavy with volcanic ash. Despite the heat that radiates from
the ground, everyone in Rynyr wears water-soaked leathers
in an effort to keep the powder off of their skin, where it can
cause irritation and even burns, and no one ventures outside
without a breather or at least a wet cloth across their face. As
if this hardship were not enough, the town was not spared

by the recent conflicts that shook the region. During a battle
between Khadoran and Cygnaran forces, the controls on the
volcanic vents were sabotaged, and the lower levels of the city
flooded with magma and were lost forever.

Conditions in Rynyr are hard and brutal, and the climate of
overall despair has led countless desperate and disreputable
members of society to congregate around the town. These
sordid misfits include leftover members of Khadoran bratyas,
as well as trollkin and ogrun who are willing to brave the
hazardous conditions. Queen Kaetlyn has attempted to
reform Rynyr and improve the lives of its inhabitants, but
only so much can ultimately be done to combat the natural
discomforts that beset the region, and the red powder is
simply too valuable to let its excavation cease.

Adventure Hook

An important shaft was recently collapsed by some
unknown perpetrator. Rumors pegged the culprits as
Khadoran saboteurs, slag trolls, or even hidden infernal
cults. With the caved-in entrance to the original shaft filled
with too much debris to make a survey possible, a team
was dispatched through a small, freshly dug connecting
shaft to investigate. Its members never returned, and now
the mining bosses want to hire sellswords to delve into the
depths, discover what became of the original crew, and
ascertain whether the shaft can be reopened.

RHYDDEN

Located on the borders of the vast Iosan forests, Rhydden
was once notable mainly for its breathtaking views and highly
desirable wines. It served as a home away from home for
nobles throughout the Iron Kingdoms, and aristocrats from
Cygnar, Ord, and even Khador often kept summer homes
here alongside Llaelese nobles.

During the Khadoran occupation, however, Rhydden took
on new significance as the last major free city in the kingdom.
Under the control of Duke Gregore Delryv, one of the only
members of the old Noble Council to survive the wars with
both his lands and his title intact, the formerly picturesque
city became the stronghold of the Resistance and home to
thousands of refugees from western Llael.

Although remnants of the fortifications from that era still
ring the city walls today, Rhydden is once again far from the
front lines of most potential conflicts, even though the newly
elevated Archduke Delryv eyes the ominously silent woods of
los. The city is also home to a monument erected in memory
of those who died fighting for Llaelese independence, a wall
of white stone engraved with thousands of names.

GREYWIND TOWER

Formerly an outpost designed to guard Llael’s western border

along the edges of the Iosan wilderness, the crumbling
Greywind Tower was an important stronghold of the
Llaelese Resistance during the Khadoran occupation. As
their only major fortification besides the city of Rhydden, the
tower was a vital mustering point for the Llaelese forces—a
place to regroup, resupply, refuel, and repair warjacks.

During this time, Greywind Tower also became the de
facto headquarters of Thorn gun mages, the remnants of the
Loyal Order of the Amethyst Rose. The oldest organization
of gun mages in Immoren, the Amethyst Rose began as a
clandestine group that served the kings of Llael, often on
secretive missions in other nations, and they were among the
earliest members of the Royal High Guard when it was first
instituted in 274 AR. :

When King Rynnard died in 595 AR, the members of the
Amethyst Rose refused to give up their vows to the crown,
even after Prime Minister Glabryn disbanded the Royal
High Guard. Membership in the organization had previously
been secretive, but after the king’s death, the members
of the Amethyst Rose adopted signature black attire in
mourning for the end of the royal line. During the Khadoran
occupation, the remaining members of this order became
some of the Resistance’s greatest heroes and were responsible
not only for the executions of many key Khadoran leaders,
but also for dangerous missions that helped turn the tide of
major engagements. These ragged, fatalistic patriots made
Greywind Tower their new base of operations, setting up
shop in a disused chapel.

Though the royal line has been restored, the Thorn gun
mages retain their mourning dress, now in mourning for the
many Llaelese lives lost during the Khadoran occupation and
the Claiming that followed. Several members of the order’s
leadership have been elevated to the aristocracy by the new
queen, including Fynch di Lamsyn, head of the order and one
of the few survivors of the old Royal High Guard.

Greywind Tower serves as both a border fortress guarding
the nation against threats from the eerily silent losan woods
and as as a training ground for the nation’s gun mages.

Adventure Hook

As part of their final training, aspiring young gun mages
trained at the fortress are tasked with executing a covert
maneuver on foreign soil. With Llael currently at peace
with most of the surrounding nations, one aspirant has
taken it upon himself to launch a reconnaissance mission
into the forested realm of los in an attempt to discover
what has become of the elven nation in recent years. His
trainers did not sign off on the venture and have since
lost touch with him. Desperate to avoid an international
incident, they would like some unaffiliated individuals to
cross the border and find him.

ORD

Despite being notorious for its neutrality in an age of
war, the kingdom of Ord has contributed mightily to its
neighbors’ war efforts in the form of countless mercenary
companies who call the fog-shrouded region home. Ruled
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by the cunning and unconventional King Baird Cathor II,
who spends more of his time in ports of ill repute such as
Five Fingers than he does at court, the nation’s commitment
to neutrality has placed it in an enviable position in the
aftermath of the Claiming, and King Baird has taken

prime advantage.

With little to offer in the way of natural resources save the
peat that locals burn as fuel, Ord has learned to make good
use of what few assets it possesses, including plenty of access
to the waters of the Meredius, as well as several important
trading ports that lie between the rival nations of Cygnar
and Khador. Seafaring is a way of life in Ord, and the nation
is home to perhaps the most impressive naval might in the
whole of the Iron Kingdoms.

Under the unorthodox rule of King Baird—sometimes
called “the Bandit King” due to his heavy taxation of the
wealthiest nobles in the land—Ord has also become quite
adept at trade, and the kingdom makes the most of its neutral
position by moving wartime goods to those who need them
on both sides of the front. This willingness to play both sides,
along with a reputation for relatively lax laws, has made Ord
the go-to home for mercenary companies looking to make a
name for themselves.

Soon after Khador invaded Llael, Ord acquired an
unexpected benefit when the Order of the Golden Crucible
moved its headquarters from that beleaguered kingdom to
the Ordic city of Midfast. This relocation led to an influx of
new trade to the nation, along with alchemical weaponry and
valuable blasting powder, both of which ultimately helped
repel the infernal invaders years later.

The long-tenuous link between Llael and Ord was
strengthened when the newly crowned Queen Kaetlyn
of Llael married King Baird’s grandson Alvor, eldest son
of Baird’s heir and therefore third in line to the throne.
Although Llael and Ord remain two separate nations,
they share a closer bond than any others in the new Iron
Kingdoms—one that the cunning King Baird is sure to exploit
to his own advantage.

GOVERNANCE

Ord was formed by the combination of the Thousand Cities
kingdoms of Thuria and Tordor, and the divisions between
these two ancient powers continue to influence almost every
aspect of life in the kingdom today. Just as they did in the
aftermath of Tordor’s conquest of Thuria centuries ago,
Tordorans hold higher station than Thurians today, and the
most powerful of Ord’s present-day nobles—the castellans—
are descended from Tordoran stock.

Even though King Baird is the ultimate authority in
Ord, he governs only with the collaboration of the Hall of
Castellans, the nation’s chief lawmaking body. Among the
hundreds of castellans who make up the top ranks of Ordic
nobility, the three most exalted are the Lord Castellans who
govern Ord’s three northern political divisions, or gravs:
Cosetio, Murio, and Almare. The other three gravs are ruled
by Thurian moorgraves who, in turn, are the highest ranking
of the numerous thanes, Ordic nobles of Thurian descent.
Although these three noble groups occupy ostensibly similar
roles in the governance of the kingdom, the castellans enjoy
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numerous privileges that the thanes and moorgraves lack,
including the ability to set the nation’s laws.

Over the years, the crown has frequently clashed with the
castellans, especially over the Bandit King’s heavy taxation of
the nobility. Of the hundreds of castellan families, the Mateus
have most frequently proven themselves a true rival to the
Cathors in court. Izabella Mateu, the matriarch of the family,
sits at the top of a merchant organization that rivals Cygnar’s
Mercarian League in scope and economic power, and she
does not hesitate to use her considerable wealth and influence
to inhibit King Baird’s plans if it suits her purposes.

SOCIETY

Hailing from a dreary and fog-shrouded land of heaths and
moors, the Ordic people stand in stark contrast to the land
they call home. Whether of Thurian or Tordoran descent,
the citizens of Ord seem to wring every drop of joy and
plenty from life, perhaps because their own lives appear so
disinclined to offer them either. Although they are capable
of subtlety and dissembling—and, indeed, are often masters
of it when the need arises, making them excellent spies
comfortable with living amid a constant jumble of political
intrigues—the common people of Ord are open with their
emotions by nature, whatever those emotions might be.

In grief, they are despondent; in joy, ebullient; and in
anger, wrathful.

Although the Ordic people lack the nationalistic streak of
their northern neighbors, they are a proud people whose
heritage stretches back just as far as any Khadoran’s. They
value song, dance, and, above all, storytelling, and a good
orator will always find a welcome place by almost any hearth
in the land.

Ordic families tend to be large even when food is scarce,
and expansive family gatherings and holidays are common.
Because of the close-knit nature of Ordic families, those who
lost loved ones in the Claiming have been hit particularly
hard by the aftermath, and empty houses dot the moors
where families once gathered in song and merrymaking.

GEOGRAPHY

A small, swampy kingdom of moors, lakes, and rivers
dominated by the dense forests of the Olgunholt in the south
and hilly uplands in the north, Ord makes the most of its
central location, its long stretch of coastline, and its ample
access to the Bay of Stone through ports in Carre Dova and
Five Fingers, the nation’s most notorious city.

Despite the difficulty of farming in Ord, it is widely
practiced throughout the kingdom, although many families
raise little more than what they need to survive. In the
sprawling grasslands north of Armandor, ranchers raise
cattle and horses, just as they have for centuries. Ordfolk
who live along the coast often spend more of their lives on
the turbulent waters of the Meredius than they do on dry
land, whether that means making a living fishing, working
on the deck of a merchant ship or privateer vessel, or joining
the Ordic navy.

The capital city of Merin is centrally located and connected
to every corner of the nation by railway and river transport,



and the kingdom is shielded by natural geographic borders.
In the north, the border with Khador runs along the Murata
Hills just to the south of the Gallowswood and Shadoweald,
two forests with sinister reputations. This boundary has been
strengthened with a string of border fortifications that run
from Scarswell to Boarsgate.

The southern border with Cygnar snakes along the
mighty Dragon’s Tongue River, which provides yet another
convenient trade route for Ordic merchants and mercenaries.
Throughout the south, from the Molhado River to just shy
of the coast, Ord is covered by the vast and often trackless
expanse of the Olgunholt, which provides the kingdom with
much of its timber but whose dark interior has never been
logged or even mapped.

FIVE FINGERS, THE PORT OF DECEIT

Scattered across the islands and shoreline where the Dragon’s
Tongue River empties into the Bay of Stone, Five Fingers
may just be the most notorious city in the Iron Kingdoms.
Despite being a den for pirates, criminals, and mercenaries,
as well as a gambler’s paradise, Five Fingers is also home

to more than its fair share of legitimate trade. Anything

one desires is probably for sale in the ports, shops, trading
houses, brothels, and back alleys of Five Fingers if one has
the coin to pay for it—and can keep said coin in hand long
enough to do so.

Although Five Fingers is nominally ruled by a lord
governor, the real power belongs to the city’s four high
captains, who oversee its thriving criminal underworlds.
No matter how big or small, no illegal enterprise takes place
in Five Fingers without one of the high captains receiving
a cut. Those who try to cheat the high captains soon find
themselves at the bottom of the Bay of Stone.

Despite its general reputation for lawlessness, day-to-day
life usually proceeds in a surprisingly orderly—if cutthroat—
fashion in Five Fingers, as the high captains regulate trade in
commodities both legal and otherwise. In fact, it is an open
secret in Five Fingers that the high captains themselves pay
a tithe of their earnings to the coffers of King Baird. Known
for the clandestine arrangements and secretive intelligence
he uses to govern, the Bandit King is a frequent visitor to
Five Fingers, where he often takes backroom meetings
in a gambling hall and tavern called the Laden Galleon.
These off-the-book meetings are every bit as integral to the
crown’s control of the nation as any gathering of the Hall of
Castellans—and maybe more so.

Named for the five main channels formed where the
Dragon’s Tongue River branches and flows into the Bay of
Stone, the city of Five Fingers is spread across the dozens of
islands in the mouth of the river, although the vast majority
of the populace lives on one of the five or six largest. These
are connected by a series of bridges, making it possible—
though not necessarily advisable—to travel on foot from the
north shore all the way to the Cygnaran border on the other
side of the bay with only a short ferry ride near the end.

Each island has its own character and personality, from the
seat of government on Captain’s Island to the poorest slums
of Hospice. The various islands are connected not only by the
aforementioned bridges and ferries, but also by a bewildering
array of rigging. Often simply called “the Rigs” by locals, this
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