ORIGINS OF THE ARCHAEN ORB

---------------------------

Magic on Archaeus before the coming of the Orb was derived from the other planes, coaxed and tricked from demons and spirits.  Difficult to come by, weak and very, very rare. 

The Archaen Orb was the power source of the alien vessel that crashed on the continent of Talislanta more than ten millennium ago.  Before its coming the only peoples where the giant, reptilian Drakken and the cold-blooded, mysterious Thane.  Soon after the crash, strange creatures, warm to the touch and covered in fur began to appear across the continent.  So too, did the first of the Sub-men tribes, the crash of the alien vessel heralding the coming of man.

 The vessel lay forgotten for hundreds of years as the tribes of men degraded and turned savage, only to be rediscovered by accident by a small tribe, lost and starving after a fierce winter storm. 

They entered the vessel, looking for shelter from the storm and there found the Orb, a crystal wrought in a perfect sphere, with fine, exquisite runes painted like a spider web across its surface and throbbing like a human heart with power.   

For many millenniums, the Orb had served as a power sink for generations of alien mages.  Each would invest a little of their power into the lattice, storing it and using the crystal structure to amplifying the magic like light passing through a lens.  These mages stored their magics for the day that their world would end in fire, as foretold by the Seer-prophets.  They created a ship and placed the Orb at its heart, filling the holds with the essence of all the animals and creatures of their world, and told of all the cultures and histories of their world stored within the Sight Stones that rested on the altars scattered 

throughout the ship.  And then, just as the first of the fires began to rain down, they activated the orb and watched as it slipped into the veil between worlds. 

The Sub-men, frightened and desperate from hunger, destroyed  much of what they found inside the hull in their frantic search for food.  Some touched the Sight Stones and were captivated by the fables of history and the godlike feats performed the alien wizards.  Fragmented and misunderstood, the history and heroes of the alien people would live on as the myths and legends of the Forgotten Gods. 

Others were drawn into the heart of the ship, to the raw power of the pulsating engine.  In time, they would remember how to draw power from within and build an empire.

But the Orb had been damaged in the crash, a minute crack smaller than a pinprick marred the perfect surface and the magic within began to leak into the world.  

A thousand years later, as the Drakken armies razed Arcanopolis, the City of Secrets, the Orb was lost.  All that remained was the Archaen Codex, an incomplete and often incorrect translation of the spider runes across the Orb’s surface.  Over the years the Archaens added new spells and insights into the nature of magic into the Codex, until it became impossible to tell the original translations from the added text. 

The Orb remained hidden from the eyes of men for three thousand years, steadily leaking more and more magic into the world.  As the decadence of the Archaens grew, fueled by this growing power, the crack on the surface began to spread, dumping even more magic onto the already weakening fabric of reality.  And then one day the Orb exploded and all 

the remaining magic within was hurled out with enough force to split the sun.

Shards of the Orb were flung across the surface of Archaeus.  Pieces smaller than a mote of dust embedded themselves into the plants, animals and peoples resulting in bizarre mutations, strange new species and filling the natural world with more sheer  power that it had ever possessed.  Shards the size of a needle plunged into the earth and spreading their magic into concentrated natural wonders such as the Aberrant Forest, The Sea of Glass, and the Glass Jungle of Temesia.  A piece the size of a man’s thumb plunged and fell to earth near the Landborne sanctuary of Alcedon and the entire countryside was ripped from the earth and floats, whole and intact above the world to this day.  

The legacy of the Orb and the Great Disaster is too all encompassing  to contemplate.  Today the world still reels under the effects of the Disaster and mages from every race use the power unleashed by the orb in their spells.  The natural world absorbed much of the power of the Orb, endowing plants and animals with more natural powers and abilities, potential boasting the  potency of potions and other alchemical creations.  The other effect being less ‘free magic’ in the world today, making the manipulation of the spell matrixes and  other worldly powers much more difficult than in the time before the Great Disaster. 

**********

Well anyway, that is how it is in my campaign word. =) Any comments? 

_____________________________________________________________

"The most skilful sword never leaves its sheath"

                                  -Japanese Proverb

                Matthew Webber                  helot@hotmail.com

                http://www.geocities.com/Area51/Cavern/2295/ 

Drohem (10/25/2010):  this article by Matthew Webber was posted to the archived Talislanta Central website.

