History of the Twelve Great Cities of North Point
Prior to the Great Cataclysm, North Point was the industrial and technological juggernaught of the whole world. Compared to Earth, North Point was like having the best engineers from Germany, the best computer and cybernetic design from Japan, and the ingenuity and military might of the United States, all in one land mass. North Point’s government consisted of a tightly knit confederation of territories (much like states in the United States). The leadership for these territories came from a central city, called a Great City. There were twelve territories and twelve Great Cities, once upon a time. The government was ostensibly a democracy, as mayors of the Great Cities could be elected or cast out, depending on the favour of the voters twice per decade. However, the real form of government was essentially a plutocratic oligarchy – rule by major corporations and para-governmental entities. 
During the ascendancy of technology and science (beginning in the year 1450 ASL), the rulers of the Council of Cities successfully convinced the masses that capitalism and democracy were once in the same. In actuality, unconstrained capitalism is simply non-hereditary feudalism. Even this thin veneer was stripped away as captains of industry and rich merchants purchased from the Council the right to be called “Lord”, “Duke”, “Earl”, and the like. Obviously there were no kings, and yet the conferral of title gave the recipients the status of super-citizens, and not beholden to the same laws as “commoners”. As time passed, the social divide between the commoners and the nobles became as a yawning chasm. Noblemen were allowed to sell their serfs to other nobles, or could gamble the lives of their servants in card games. Indeed, some of the more powerful lords enslaved entire communities by creating vertical monopolies in which the workers were paid starvation wages in factories, and had to buy food and clothing at company-owned stores at avaricious prices, and live in company-owned flats. Indeed, most commoners, rather than being enriched by their labours, gradually sank into debt that could never be repaid.
So began the Death Tax in the year 1675 ASL. Those unfortunate enough to die in debt to the Hoard Lords, or die owing taxes to the Council of Cities, were reanimated as Undead servants and forced into slavery until the debts were paid in full. This surplus of unpaid labour only depressed the wages of the living even further. By 1715 ASL, an economist named Max Sardovisky drafted the Max Plan for Prosperity, which put forth the idea that factory owners and industry captains could gradually lower commoners’ wages until the serfs began starving. Once the excess population was killed off, wages would gradually rise so that commoners would start having children again. When the population grew too high, the industry leaders could then cut wages once more and thus start the cycle over once more.
The Max Plan was ratified by the Council of Cities, and administration of the plan was farmed out to three major corporations: Caligara Security, OmniRetail, and Wraitheon Dynamics. Caligara Security employed the manpower and weapons necessary to keep the serfs in check. OmniRetail was a consortium of major corporations that, in turn, owned the factories and farms in which the commoners laboured day and night. Wraitheon Dynamics created specialized military hardware and was occasionally called upon to crush peasant uprisings. 
By 1750 ASL, the middle class had ceased to exist. OmniRetail was the sole major employer of North Point. The ruling, titled elite controlled 94% of the continent’s wealth, yet they numbered about a thousand; the masses, numbering over a hundred million, scrapped over the remaining 6%. The Council’s economists hailed the Max Plan as an “unrivalled success”.
In 1772 ASL, a darkly charismatic leader emerged from the Scaxathrom church, and promised the masses that life could be different if only the Hoard Lords could be overthrown. He also espoused the idea that mankind had gotten into its present state by being too dependant upon technology. Scyral Tekka then taught of a “new” form of science called Applied Summoning, through which spirits from the infernal plane (and other hells) could be given temporary form through the use of specific words, gestures, and thoughts. Sometimes human blood was required, but sometimes it was not. Scyral Tekka empowered the commoners, who had lived under the crushing boot of unconstrained capitalism for the past century. Through words, thoughts, and gestures, the commoners fought back against the Caligara storm troopers and the sentient killing machines of Wraitheon Dynamics. They summoned horrors to slay the taskmasters of OmniRetail. 

And so by 1776 ASL, the Great Civil War had begun in earnest. With factories in flames, and farms razed to ashes, the rest of the world descended into a deep economic depression. The Great Council unleashed their hordes of Undead soldiers against the commoners, but found out almost immediately that the Scaxathromites could control and contain the Walking Dead with almost the same effectiveness of the Corporate Necromancers (who gained their power from Illuthiel, the god of the Undead.)

In a brutal civil war that lasted for five years, both the commoners and the nobles nearly succeeded in killing off half the population of North Point as brother warred against brother. In the end, however, it was a numbers game. The commoners outnumbered the nobles by over 100,000:1, and just kept coming, regardless of what kinds of dastardly (and illegal) weapons of mass destruction the nobles employed. The Great Council was dissolved, and its members hanged. Scyral Tekka moved the capitol from Carthag to Scaradom and ruled as the Spiritual Leader of North Point.

The High Priest of the Scaxathrom Faith had not lied when he promised that life would be different under his hand. He never promised that it would be better, only different. Now it was Year Zero in the new calendar.

In a Great Summoning that took nearly a month to prepare, Scyral Tekka did dare to summon into corporeal existence the spirit of the god of vipers and tyranny, Scaxathrom. Scyral became the body of Scaxathrom, and yet still existed as a fraction of the combined being’s persona. 

The Lord of Vipers uttered a powerful and terrible curse that spread out across the entire world. His curse made the things of science cease. Computers shut down and would not restart. Power grids flickered than darkened. Petroleum-based fertilizers turned to useless powder. Powerful pharmaceuticals became placebos. Mass transportation ground to a halt. The global communication systems went silent. This single event was known as the Great Cataclysm. 

A hundred and ten years passed under the Curse of the Great Cataclysm. And though the spirit of Scaxathrom may be eternal, the mortal body that was Scyral Tekka’s grew weak and infirm. The Viper Lord also began to go insane. By this time, fully 90% of North Point’s population lay dead from strife, disease, or famine. With the Viper Lord’s Hellwings growing fewer in number and less powerful, two missionaries dared to challenge the Lord of Tyranny. Jareth Kellen and Kyle Strongrin led a ragtag army of a thousand men and women to challenge the teeming Undead masses of Scaradom. 

In a battle that held Scaradom in siege for a month, Kellen and Strongrin slowly carved a channel through the city proper in order to challenge Scaxathrom directly in his seat of power: the Museum of Scaradom. By this time, most of the Undead minions were laid to Final Rest, and the two missionaries’ army was reduced to a handful of stalwart fighters. Jareth Kellen and Kyle Strongrin faced the incarnate Scaxathom with the one weapon that no curse could take away: their faith alone.

In a contest of will and spirit that surely rocked the foundations of the world, Jareth and Kyle smote the Viper Lord with the full reflected power of the True One, the God of Good. The Viper Lord’s spirit was cast out of the mortal world, and Skyral Tekka’s body burned to ash. Years later, these two missionaries were elevated to the status of saints. 
But what the two missionaries could not have predicted was the cowardly spells of contingency erected by the Viper Lord, triggered by his death or banishment. The first spell consumed the two holy warriors in black fire and thus only charred bones remained. The second, and the more powerful of the two, summoned a demon called the Well Guardian, and commanded it to poison the Well of Life, which was the continent’s most abundant source of water.
Following a decade of chaos, the Curse of the Great Cataclysm gradually abated. While the force known as Science would never again be as potent as it once was, Magic filled in the void. It became possible to make devices and technological artefacts that used the properties of both Science and Magic. It was even possible to create sentient machines known as Constructs. With this realization, the global economy got back on its feet. By 135 AS, the Council of Cities reconstituted itself. Their first law passed was the Charter of Workers’ Rights, which guaranteed that the age of the Hoard Lords would never come again. This law had only two provisions, and yet it has preserved the peace ever since. First, no company could ever have more than ten thousand employees. Second, the highest paid employee could never make more than ten-thousand times more than the lowest paid employee. In 137 AS, the Council added the Charter of Standard Wages, which also guaranteed that no employer could pay less than an appropriate wage for any given job category. 

In the year 521 AS, three of the twelve Great Cities remained. What follows is the story of these cities.

Scaradom

Former Population: 890,000

Current Population: 0

Active: No

Represented in Council: No
This city was once the scholarly capitol of North Point. Home of the Great Museum, pilgrims came from around the globe to view the art treasures housed within. Aside from the museum, Scaradom also boasted the best theatres and playhouses. The College of Scaradom was an art school of high respect and turned out some of the world’s best designers.
During the age of the Hoard Lords, museum patronage and college attendance dwindled as the middle class vanished under unconstrained capitalism. The Council of Cities, however, refused to allow any of the esteemed institutions of Scaradom go out of business. They subsidized the operating costs by raising taxes on the serfs. Thus, Scaradom essentially became a playground for the rich and the elite.

In Year Zero, Scyral Tekka took control of the Great Museum of Scaradom. He destroyed most of the work of art, and slew the majority of the stage performers. The students in the college were slaughtered (except for the religious students who were studying Scaxathromism.)

Almost overnight, Scaradom turned from a city of light into a necrotic metropolis. Most of Scaxathrom’s army were created from the reanimated bodies of the slain. The twelve most powerful of these minions were elevated into creatures of terrifying power called Hellwings, which helped Scaxathrom rule North Point with a grip of iron.
Decades later, Scaxathrom was overthrown by Saints Jareth and Kyle. Today, the city is literally a ghost town. The spirits of the restless dead haunt the streets of the city by day and night. The ghosts of Scaradom loathe the living, and retain the power to inflict madness upon any who trespass.

For those who are brave enough (or foolish enough) to travel to Scaradom, they may have the opportunity to walk a hedge maze known as the Great Pattern. Those who fail to complete the course are rarely seen again. But of those who solve the labyrinthine and trap-laden maze, some gain the power of Plains Walking – a power that enables the user to cover a great distance in just twelve strides. This power is highly fatiguing, but is nonetheless a gift highly sought after. While it is thought that only those of noble blood can gain the Plains Walking ability, the actual truth is that those of a noble heart are the only ones who qualify.
There are no living residents of Scaradom, and they have no representation in the Council of Cities. Like other dead Great Cities, there is a desk for that city in the Council Chambers; no one has sat at the desk in centuries.

Myracannon

Former Population: 780,000
Current Population: 90,000
Active: Yes
Represented in Council: No
This city was once the manufacturing centre of Wraitheon Dynamics before the Great Cataclysm. In the city’s heyday, the military contractor ran a iron and titanium mine, a metal refinery, several factories, and a gigantic hydroponics farm. The ruling elite worked the commoners day and night, and employed sophisticated sentient robots to keep the workers in check. Wages were slightly above starvation level. The Board of Directors for Wraitheon Dynamics owned every aspect of the city of Myracannon. They owned the food stores, the flats, the factories, and the refineries. Not a single copper piece ever left the hands of the Elite.

Myracannon was one of the last holdouts of the Hoard Lords during the Great Civil War. The war machines controlled by Wraitheon Dynamics held the Undead armies at bay until the bitter end. Indeed, it wasn’t until the Curse of the Great Cataclysm that the mechanical drones failed.
It was not a bloody coup, however. With the war drones deactivated, the commoners held in check by Wraitheon’s elite struck back at their masters and hung the lot of them from the factory rafters. Seeing that the city offered no more resistance, Scaxathrom sent his army elsewhere.

Following the reconstitution of the Great Council, Myracannon became the continent’s sole light-security prison. Unlike traditional jails and penitentiaries, the Myracannon facility only accepts felons they deem are salvageable. Prison inmates are taught strict self-discipline, and are also taught a useful trade (such as cobbling, metal working, plumbing, architecture, and the like.) Those who do not know how to read are also taught how to do so.

While at first glance, it would seem a high price to put on the taxpayers. However the Council of Cities wisely determined that the cost of recidivism is much higher than training a one-time offender how to function profitably into society. Merchants and tradesmen are also given tax incentives to hire “graduates” from the Myracannon programme. The success rate is much higher than traditional prisons. Fully 71% of Myracannon “graduates” are crime-free after ten years, compared to 12% for traditional prisons. Only the Saint Eldra method of criminal reform has a higher success rate.
While the city is obviously thriving and alive, it no longer has direct representation in the Council of Cities because the majority of the city’s population are criminals and thus ineligible to vote. The non-criminal portion of the city number about 9,000; these individuals include prison guards, teachers, counsellors, clergy, and service professionals. 

Touchstone

Former Population: 1,550,000

Current Population: 190,000
Active: Yes
Represented in Council: Yes
Unlike many of the other Great Cities, not a lot changed in Touchstone before and after the Great Cataclysm. The population of the city is much lower than during its heyday, but the city still functions. 

As the name implies, all of the buildings in this city are constructed from stone. This region is rich in sandstone, which gives the buildings a warm, inviting character. Over the centuries, the weather and elements have worn the sharp edges off the structures. But stone is enduring, and the city yet stands even in its current diminished state.
Prior to the Great Cataclysm, the town functioned as a bustling port city. Caligara Security owned many of the business in that city, most notably the ship building plant. OmniRetal owned a cannery and fishery operation. Like many large cities, the ruling elite kept wages low and workdays long. 

When the Undead army came to Touchstone, many of the civilians hid in fortified basements as the undying soldiers massacred the rich overseers. After two weeks of siege, the zombie legions departed, and the commoners emerged from their shelters as free citizens. 

As the population of North Point dwindled, so did the citizenry of Touchstone. Still, the city is prosperous today. The cannery, rock quarry, and ship factory still run at a reasonable fraction of maximum capacity. Caligara Security and OmniRetail are long gone, however. The factories are run by private concerns and are in compliance with the Charter of Workers Rights. 

The ongoing problem with Touchstone is the difficulty in acquiring clean water. While the poison from the Well of Dead Life is fairly dilute by the time it reaches the ocean, the Dani-Thun River does flow through the centre of town. It is not corrosive by this point, but it is otherwise poisonous and useless for most general purposes. Touchstone has the capacity to filter water for a population of 200,000 and thus cannot expand much more than it has already done so. 

Culturally, Touchstone has more in common with the Isle of Gales than it does with the mainland. While the prevailing language is Taliesin, quite a few citizens speak Gaelic. The official religion is the True One, not Scaxathrom or Illuthiel. Most importantly, the city is fairly safe and secure from bandits and wandering monsters, thanks to its high stone walls that have withstood the test of time. Touchstone is considered active, and has representation on the Council of Cities. 

Arrand’s Citadel
Former Population: 1,150,000

Current Population: 5
Active: No
Represented in Council: No
Arrand’s Citadel was once owned by Orgo Arrand, a rich cousin in the Arrand family which owned the lucrative OmniRetail mega-corporation. The city was filled with ruthless sweatshops where commoners were literally handcuffed to sewing machines and looms. Overseas, the OmniRetal Corporation sold cheap clothes and cheap house wares on the backs of the poor. 

Possibly one of the worst offenders of workers’ rights, this company town drove its labour pool so far in debt that the average worker owed more than a lifetime in wages after only a few years of work. To be a textile mill worker in Arrand’s Citadel was to be doomed to a lengthy Unlife to pay the Death Tax. 
The average labourer in Arrand’s Citadel could expect to live to the ripe old age of 40. This is because the OmniRetail Corporation saved a silver piece here and there by denying any and all health care to its enslaved workers. By 1760 ASL, Orgo Arrand implemented the “cost cutting” measure of “flash converting” sick or disabled workers into “useful” Undead. This hideously painful process involved Illuthielite “technicians” exsanguinating the bodies of the sick and disabled and replacing the blood with formaldehyde while the victim was still alive. As the worker died (horribly), the technician would cast a necromantic spell that would convert the body unto an Undead slave. OmniRetail’s stock value doubled in just thirty days as a result. This move was lauded by the Council of Cities, and yet was probably the catalyst for Scyral Tekka’s evangelism.
At the height of the Great Civil War, Orgo Arrand committed what had to be the most egregious war crime in North Point history. He hired a powerful Mathematician known only as Vigo the Mad, and had him destroy Arrand’s Citadel by purposefully creating a Stillpoint directly on top of the city. The net effect of the Stillpoint is that it turned the city from three-dimensional down to two. The civilians were instantly crushed. It was rumoured that a tidal wave of blood twenty feet high spread out for a mile around the city when the Stillpoint killed a million people.
Orgo Arrand lived, of course. He transferred his funds into an East Point bank and lived to a ripe old age on a palatial estate outside Awari. By the time escaped eastward, the Council of Cities were too busy fighting the rising power of Scyral Tekka’s forces to track down a mass murderer – even one as potently criminal as Lord Arrand.
The Undead army found no city to conquer. Aside from the mile wide ring of dried blood, Scyral Tekka’s forces found only a wide flat plane that looked like a diagram of a city and nothing more.

After the Council of Cities reconstituted, they constructed a memorial to the million-plus dead at the centre of the flat plane. Today, Arrand’s Citadel remains an eerie place. The Stillpoint remains in force, and could not be dispelled even by such luminaries as The Professor and Dulgar Gemfinder. The city still appears as a pane of glass resembling a diagram of the town that once stood there. 
The memorial is a testament to man’s inhumanity to man, and that the love of money, not money itself, is the root of man’s misery. The city is dead and cannot be rebuilt. The city obviously does not have a vote on the Council of Cities; the desk for Arrand’s Citadel remains vacant.
Drycanthus
Former Population: 650,000
Current Population: 100,000
Active: Yes
Represented in Council: No
Drycanthus was one of the lesser offenders of workers’ rights during the Hoard Lord era. The city leaders valued education more so that other provinces, as they correctly realised that literate, competent workers were more productive.  This city manufactured textbooks, office supplies, and semiconductors. Unlike in other provinces, the workers were not considered “disposable” or listed as “commodities”.
In the technological era, most of the scientific advances stemmed from this city. Unlike Scaradom, which advanced the arts, Drycanthus advanced technology and medicine. Even in the darkest times of the Hoard Lord era, Drycanthus stood as a beacon of hope and freedom.

During the height of the Great Civil War, the University of Drycanthus made some of the greatest advances in war technology – not all of them good, however. Under pressure from the Council, Drycanthus scientists developed some of the most dastardly weapon systems ever invented. The most loathsome of the dread series was the Bone Mechs, horrifying hybrids that merged robots with Undead zombies. These fighting units were resistant to Necromantic control while at the same time retaining the regenerative properties of the Walking Dead. Moreover, their Undead minds were more intuitive than that of an ordinary machine.

As if that wasn’t  bad enough, the technicians of Drycanthus also filled the work orders of the government’s two major war machine manufacturers (Caligara Security and Wraitheon Dynamics) to design (by not build) the most terrifying sentient killing machines ever to roam the planet: the War Master (for Caligara Security) and the Thresher (for Wraitheon Dynamics). While originally programmed to slay the Undead, these sentient robots actually enjoyed killing so much that they started interpreting their orders in increasingly broad terms until it came to pass that they would just slaughter anything that moved.
While all of the Threshers are thought to be destroyed, that fact is far from certain. And even to this day, a few War Masters are known to still exist. The reconstituted Council of Cities wisely classified the War Master as a weapon of mass destruction and thus illegal to manufacture. However, due to the requirements of the North Point Charter of Construct Rights, War Masters cannot simply be hunted down and killed; sentient machines have civil rights under North Point law. Thus, the War Master problem has been a lasting one.
Soon after the creation of the War Masters and Threshers, the scientists of Drycanthus began an ambitious project to harness the power of time itself to aid the government. Their idea was to create a device that could generate a static field of “slow” time, thus allowing the government forces to decimate the army of the Undead. This project, codenamed “Time’s Noose” failed in a catastrophic and permanent way.

As a result of the Time’s Noose catastrophe, the entire city of Drycanthus, as well as a ten mile circular region around the city, simply vanished from sight, never to return. In its place, a level, windswept plain of tall grasses appeared. What only a handful of people realize is that the city still exists, and prospers.

The Time’s Noose engine had the actual effect of knocking the city and the surrounding region slightly out of normal time. The city resides half a round in the future, forever. Why the space formerly occupied by the city remains a windy, grassy plain regardless of the season is a mystery. That the two phenomena are linked is undisputed, however.
It is possible to enter and exit Drycanthus, albeit with great difficulty. Within the grassy plane, a single person could possibly stand at the exact right place at the exact right time of day, look directly up and see the city hanging above, suspended in disjointed time. At that moment, he or she could cast a Song of Slowing, or similar time-affecting spell and become in synch with the city of Drycanthus. Returning is somewhat more difficult, as the nexus sometimes occupies a wall or other structure. Moreover, it requires a spell that accelerates time, of which fewer varieties exist. Still, should all the conditions be met, the traveller could rejoin Gaianar proper.

Because the city is in a self-contained continuum, the ten mile region has become spherical in shape. This makes for an incredibly close, distinctly arching horizon line. The city remains self sufficient, however. The outlying areas have all been cultivated for crops. The citizens are vegetarian, since there were precious few animals in the city at the time of the Time’s Noose crisis. The city’s population remains at a rigidly controlled level of 100,000 since that level is sustainable indefinitely given the city’s food generation capacity.

Drycanthus remains much more technologically advanced than the rest of the world. Being out of synch with normal time, it escaped the effects of the Curse of the Great Cataclysm. The city was already home to some of the greatest engineers and scientific minds. So the citizens adapted to their new situation and continued on with their lives. Free from the yoke of the mega-corporations, the citizenry came to know peace and prosperity that has lasted for five centuries. 

The city council is made up of seven members: the most learned scholars, scientists, and physicians. Given the space and resource limitations, the city council embraced a bold programme to ensure the survival of their culture. They instituted the Breeding License programme. Based upon a citizen’s intelligence, economic status, educational level, and moral integrity, a citizen would be permitted either one, two, or three children. Over the centuries, this programme has caused the citizenry to be bred for intelligence, initiative, and moral integrity. 

Game mechanics note: a Drycanthus citizen has the following modifiers: INT[+2], WIS[+1], STR[-1], CON[-1], FAI[+1]. This is due to the effects of the breeding programme and five centuries of vegetarianism.
A visitor is welcome to live in Drycanthus, but is not permitted to breed. Also, a citizen may gain additional breeding privileges under certain circumstances (such as the death of a child, or the discovery that one has a particularly valuable genome.)

The city of Drycanthus is alive and well, even if the rest of the world does not know this. The Council of Cities retains an empty desk for Drycanthus in the Council Chambers.

Cape North

Former Population: 1,300,000
Current Population: 150,000
Active: Yes
Represented in Council: Yes
Cape North is a northern port city near the Arctic Circle. While this remote province supported the Council of cities during the Great Civil War, it did not actively participate in that war. Separated from the rest of the continent by a nearly impassable mountain range, the leaders of Cape North basically paid lip service to the confederation of cities and little more. Unnoticed by the average politician, the climate of Gaianar also began to change around 1500 ASL. At that time, the world began sliding into a mini Ice Age (which has lasted to this day thus far.)  By the time of the civil war, Cape North harbour was frozen solid for three months each year, and the surrounding mountains became like vertical sheets of ice. The prairie lands turned into frozen tundra. 
Thus, as the ice age deepened, Cape North simply became less viable and withered on the vine. Still, their remote location did stave off the Undead army of Scaxathrom. The shambling dead were completely incapable of crossing the frozen mountain range that separated Cape North from the rest of North Point.

When the Curse came down, however, a huge portion of Cape North froze to death as their energy generation capabilities suddenly ceased. In a bold and desperate move, however, the city planners managed to open a geothermal vent in the earth that allowed steam and heat to rise up from the wounded ground. By this method, at least the core of the city was saved from destruction.

In the modern day, the centre of Cape North remains populous and viable. The city has successfully adapted to the climate change; they now specialize in fishing rather than farming. The geothermal vent still gives warmth and energy to the central portion of the city. In the outlying parts of Cape North, the frozen, ice-encrusted buildings stand as a depressing reminder of the city’s former glory. 

In recent years, the city has undergone a political and religious upheaval. While the official religion of Cape North had traditionally been Scaxathromism, the particular brand of the faith grew increasingly liberal over the years. They stopped the practise of human sacrifice, and even dared to demand that the Viper Lord renounce the ways of evil and become good. Scaxathrom did no such thing, of course, and instead revoked the spellcasting powers of the liberal Priests in Cape North.

While this event plunged the city into chaos for two weeks, a new prophet emerged and declared the sponsorship of an Outsider deity named Scorganna. This goddess turned out to be a deity of snakes and wisdom, and did not demand that her followers practice human sacrifice in exchange for spellcasting powers. To date, Scorganna remains a much weaker goddess than Scaxathrom. How long this imbalance of power lasts is open to speculation; the Church of Scorganna is growing increasingly popular with the masses, and has made inroads into areas formerly controlled by Scaxathrom. Scorganna’s power has begun to increase as her base of worshippers has grown.

Cape North retains representation in the Council of Cities. 
Raven’s Cape

Former Population: 900,000
Current Population: 1,750
Active: Yes
Represented in Council: No
Raven’s Cape has met more than its share of hardship. In its heyday, the town’s chief source of income came from two resources: timber and fishing. Raven’s Cape was once located on the shores of a vast inland sea and was surrounded by rich forests of evergreen and everblue. Raven’s Cape also boasted a small titanium mine. 

As the three mega-corporations came to power in the 1600’s, the titanium mine was converted into a strip mine – despite the ecological damage; strip mining allowed the Corporate CEOs to glean larger profit bonuses, and thus was good capitalism. The surrounding forests were stripped bare rather than being farmed in a replenishable, sustainable manner as had been done for centuries before. The inland sea was turned into an exclusive tourist resort for the families of the rich and for wealthy foreigners. Their waste and pollution was dumped directly into the centre of the sea.

By 1725 ASL, the forests were gone and only bare, muddy hills remained. The inland sea was bereft of fish and was contaminated by human waste and chemical runoff from the titanium mine. The mine itself was carved up for every saleable mineral and was subsequently left open like an untreated wound. OmniRetail pulled out of Raven’s Cape en masse; the corporate heads took their obscene profits and ran.
By the time of the Great Civil War, the population of Raven’s Cape had shrunk to 400,000. With OmniRetail out of the picture for fifty years, the city planners had begun to make some progress towards reclaiming the environment. The muddy hills turned verdant with saplings, and the engineers from Drycanthus introduced waste-eating bacteria into the inland sea that later allowed the body of water to be restocked with fish. The strip mine solved itself over time, as weeds and grasses took over its concave slopes.

Then the civil war came. The Council of Cities conscripted the bulk of Raven’s Cape’s poor and turned them into hastily trained foot soldiers to fight against Scyral Tekka’s Undead army. The bulk of these young people were chewed up by the Walking Dead and were subsequently converted into shambling corpses themselves. That was one of the many real horrors of the Great Civil War: every time the Council of Cities lost a battle, the Scaxathromite forces would collect the battlefield dead and reanimate the bodies into obedient foot soldiers. 

Following the end of the civil war, the Raven’s Cape leadership tried to keep the city afloat amidst dwindling resources. With the imposition of the Curse of the Great Cataclysm, the power plants and machinery failed. The citizens had to resort to burning wood for fuel and fishing for food. And yet these two natural resources had barely begun to recover from the ecological rape perpetrated by OmniRetail. Thus, the city planners were forced to impose draconian rationing. The next century (10 AS to 110 AS) was correctly designated as the Starving Time. By 110 AS, Raven’s Cape had only 200,000 people remaining.
But this was not to be the end of this city’s list of tragedies. Following the expulsion of Scaxathrom’s incarnate self from the realm of mortals, the Scaxathromite Priesthood, their spies, and their assassins moved the Raven’s Cape en masse. The city planners were slaughtered by the Horsemen of the Scaxathrom faithful, and the city descended into a dark, abysmal, theocratic oligarchy. 

The citizens of Raven’s Cape were forced into worshipping the dark god Scaxathrom, and any who would dare worship another god was summarily tortured, executed, and converted into a mindless zombie. The next several centuries (111 AS to 479 AS) marked an era of oppression, paranoia, and superstition. Citizens had to strictly tow the line, in accordance with the power-mad Priests. Children were brainwashed with Scaxathromite propaganda, and grew into adults who only knew how to obey, fight, and hate. 
Somehow, a relative of the Tekka line came to power. A brief power struggle between Anatarg Tekka and Cyrill Yaska ensued. But the Tekka lineage would always be favoured by Scaxatrom, and the lord of vipers permitted Anararg to summon a Class-F demon that manifested as a salt elemental that towered a thousand feet high. It literally crushed the opposition. When summoning magic ended, the demon allowed its salt-construct body to topple into the inland sea. So powerful was the demon that the entire body of water vanished and became a vast, sterile salt flat. This changed the entire ecology of the region. 

Anatarg Tekka and his successive progeny ruled until 479 AS.
What happened next was essentially the end of that city’s history. In a completely unrelated crime, a group of terrorists found and reactivated an ancient missile base that had once been operated by Caligara Security. They sought to destroy the city of Brighton’s Reach with a nuclear device equivalent to a million tons of TNT (small by American standards, but still potent nonetheless). The missile’s targeting software malfunctioned and delivered the warhead to Raven’s Cape, instantly killing the entire population in a single radioactive flash.

The Priests, Nexi, and Horseman lived on as radioactive Undead killers that spread out across the countryside inflicting as much harm as possible. With the nearby villages falling to the incursions by the Sepulchres, the reconstituted Council of Cities signed ownership of Raven’s Cape over to a colony of Man Mechs in the year 491 AS.

Man Mechs, it should be noted, are cyborgs (part man, part machine) and require a reliable source of hard radiation in order to live. They actually feed off radiation. Unfortunately, these gentle giants have historically been feared and misunderstood by the general populace. More than once, bands of uneducated oafs have grouped together in order to kill the cyborgs. In truth, the Man Mechs are typically friendly, honest, and honourable. Moreover, unlike the untrue rumours, the Man Mechs do not kidnap people in order to turn them into cyborgs. The process of becoming a Man Mech is always voluntary. They typically convert individuals who are hopelessly crippled (such as a baby who may have been born without arms and legs), terribly injured (such as a factory worker with vital organs that have been irreparably damaged), or wasted by an incurable disease (such as multiple sclerosis).  Through the use of cybernetic implants and prosthetics, an individual can hope to live a full life free of disease and disability. The price is high, however. The newly created Man Mech cannot live without radiation for more than 72 hours, and thus must live in one of the world’s few pockets of radiation. These places are usually locations where nuclear power plants melted down at the time of the Great Cataclysm.

By 521 AS, the Sepulchre problem is under control, but far from solved. The Man Mechs control many parts of Raven’s Cape, and have come a long way in rebuilding the city to their own specifications. But the battle against the radioactive Undead clergy of Scaxathrom is a daily ordeal. But then, the Man Mechs are used to having to pay a high price for anything they accomplish.

Currently, Raven’s Cape does not have representation on the Council of Cities. This situation will change, however, once the Sepulchre problem is solved to the Council’s satisfaction. The recent invention of the radiation canteen (by the late Doctor Cardin Montross, White Librarian of Ex-Libris, in West Point), has greatly extended the Man Mech’s ability to travel overland. They can now be away from a radiation source for weeks at a time. Thus, once the Council restores representation to Raven’s Cape, a Man Mech could sit as a Councilman. 
Soaring Rockhall
Former Population: 1,750,000
Current Population: 9,000
Active: Yes
Represented in Council: No
Soaring Rockhall is now known as Jagwyn’s Reach. But the reason for the name change will be explained later. In its prime, Soaring Rockhall was the prime source for quality stone products – granite, marble, basalt, gems, and crystals. The region, nestled amongst the northern mountain range, is a veritable cornucopia of minerals, metals, stones, and gems. Indeed, Soaring Rockhall was carved into the side of a mountain, and thus the entire city was a single monolithic building of unfathomable proportions. It was truly a testament to the ingenuity and creativity of man.

Of course, with the rise of the three mega-corporations, the mining and drilling operations were accelerated beyond all reason and certainly beyond all safety. OmniMart wanted to ship stone furniture overseas (but cheaply, of course!) Both Caligara Security and Wraitheon Dynamics wanted the metal resources for wiring and armour plating for their various war machines. 
Soaring Rockhall was founded in 131 ASL, which made it the oldest standing city at the time of its doom in 1762 ASL. The unconstrained mining operations undermined the bedrock underneath and behind Soaring Rockhall that the entire monolith imploded upon itself, slaying most of the population in one fell swoop. While the loss of life was fantastically high (1,612,000 citizens), the three mega-corporations simply wrote the loss off on their end-of-year tax returns and thus the CEOs made a tidy profit despite the million and a half lives lost.

Soaring Rockhall remained a ruin for two centuries until it was purchased by an Undead Cavalier named Carrigon Jagwyn. He renamed the wreckage Jagwyn’s Reach and built a might fortress of stone at the centre of the ruins.

Lord Jagwyn is a vampire of legendary power. He even withstood the might of Dulgar Gemfinder and Construct Frank. He withstood the assault of the Bishop Thistle Brae and High Protector Veves Vestodden. If there is one thing that seems to be a constant in this region, it is the reality of Lord Jagwyn’s rule over the ruins that became Jagwyn’s Reach.
Today, Jagwyn’s Reach is a sullen, oppressive mining village that still exports modest quantities of stone and metal goods. It will never again hold a candle to the former glory that was Soaring Rockhall. This meagre town has a steady population of 9,000. Lord Jagwyn uses the town as his personal refrigerator, as he and his Undead paramour nourish themselves on the lifeblood of the living.

Because the nobleman changed the city’s name, and that the city cannot boast 10,000 individuals, the town of Jagwyn’s Reach has representation only as a minor city. The desk for Soaring Rockhall remains vacant in the Council Chambers.

Corbett’s Forest
Former Population: 710,000
Current Population: 0
Active: No
Represented in Council: No
Corbett’s Forest was not another victim of the era of greed, but instead of unfortunate circumstance. As the name implied, this city stood at the heart of a vast, rich forest. Unlike the disasters that befell Raven’s Cape and Soaring Rockhall, the city planners did not allow the three mega-corporations to despoil the emerald city. Founded in 305 ASL, the city planners consulted the most powerful Rangers to find ways of making their construction and housing needs coexist with the environment at large. Ridiculed by the Big Three, Corbett’s Mill managed to make a consistent, modest profit without raping the ecology. 
In 1690 ASL, Corbett’s Forest successfully repelled an attack by OmniRetail in what was essentially a bribe/fraud scheme through the North Point Megabank. When the irregular accounting of OmniRetail came to light, the owners simply dropped their leveraged buyout attempt (and then dropped their own employees’ wages to compensate for the lost capital.)

The history of Corbett’s Forest is a fairly uneventful one. They stayed out of most wars. They did not participate in the Slave Wars or the Undead Wars. They were generally tolerant of most religions, so long as everyone kept the peace.

During the Great Civil War, they did fight on the side of the Council, since the city planners viewed unchecked capitalism to be the lesser evil when compared to a despotic theocratic oligarchy that enslaved both the living and the dead.

What happened to Corbett’s Forest is simple: the whole city, and a thirty mile swatch of land around it, somehow got transplanted offworld at the moment the Curse was uttered. The land vanished as was replaced by a strange environment known as the Thin Space.

Corbett’s Forest is alive and well, however. It materialized on a verdant, previously uninhabited world far away. For North Point’s purposes, the town population is zero. It actually has about fifteen million people, and the world is now simply called Corbett.

It should be noted that the Thin Space is an area of spatial instability. Walking ten feet in the Thin Space is like walking a hundred feet anywhere else. Navigating the Thin Space is not for the faint of heart, however. No compass or navigational aid will function. The land is utterly featureless. While it isn’t exactly misty, travellers to the Thin Space find their visual acuity limited to a hundred feet. It is easier to cast certain spells from within the Thin Space, however – particularly those that involve dimensional travel. Despite the many hazards, the Thin Space serves as the shortcut of choice for hearty, thrill-seeking adventurers.

Chogor’s Height
Former Population: 505,000
Current Population: 0
Active: No
Represented in Council: No
Chogor’s Height went out with a bang. Situated at the crossroads of the Great Northern Highway and the Great Shining Path of the Monster Trucks, this city was a hub for inter-province commerce. The city also manufactured many varieties of passenger vehicles, trucks, hovercraft, and engines. The informal name for Chogor’s Height was Motor City. 
The loss of Chogor’s Height was probably the beginning of the end for the Council of Cities. Aside from making cars and trucks, the engine manufacturing plants also made the propulsion systems for a variety of military applications. This city was not destroyed by greed or war. It was levelled by a massive earthquake.

The city planners knew that Chogor’s Height was located on an inactive fault line. However, the largest quake in the past fur hundred years was barely strong enough to rattle a few windows. Thus, the planners took a gamble on this otherwise prime location.

Fourteen months into the Great Civil War, the hand of nature smote Chogor’s Height. The quake measured 9.1 on the General Logarythmic Event Scale, making it the third most powerful earthquake in recorded history. With three aftershocks that followed, not a single brick stood atop one another. The flames from the burning ruins lit the sky by night and filled the day with choking ash for weeks. While the city had over 50,000 survivors, none of them ever returned to Chogor’s Height.

A rift runs through the ruins of the city. The earthquake was of the sort in which the land moves up and down rather than laterally. So half of the ruins sits atop a two hundred foot high plateau. 

While Chogor’s Height remains vacant to this day, it is the destination of choice for tech-scavengers, archaeologists, and treasure seekers. Of course, with the nearby Thin Space, the earthquakes happed with greater frequency (albeit at a much lower intensity). 

Riva
Former Population: 450,000
Current Population: 0
Active: No
Represented in Council: No
Formerly the North Point equivalent to Rivna (in West Point), the riverside town sat along the banks of the mighty Dani-Thun River near the source of the waterway (formerly called the Well of Life, now called the Well of Dead Life). Aside from the river running aside the town, the roadway known as the Great Shining Path of the Monster Trucks also ended (or began, depending on the viewpoint) at Rive. This made the city a prime location for transport, as ships could ferry cargo up the river and then transfer it to trucks or other caravans for the remainder of the journey overland.
Riva didn’t actually produce a lot. Most of its income came from services. The craftsmen of Riva were excellent at repairing boats, trucks, cars, trailers, airplanes, and whatever else a commuter or merchant may use to move goods and supplies around. The town also had quite a few hotels and motels. The picturesque riverside city was also a popular vacation getaway for the middle class (when North Point still had a middle class!) With the Well of Life only a few miles upstream, Riva ran a brisk tourist and sightseeing business.

The land surrounding Riva was the most fertile in all of North Point. Farmers could grow all manner of vegetables in relatively little space and not need much in the way of fertilizer. Moreover, the sloping valley in which the Well of Life lay made great grazing lands for cattle.
Riva was founded in 606 ASL. It started off its existence as a cattle ranch and grew from there. By the 1600s, OmniRetail had undercut the cattle herding concerns and had turned the ancestral ranches into mere subsidiaries of the merchandizing mega-corporation. In the pursuit of profit, the directors of OmniRetail ordered that the ranchers feed steroids to the cattle in order to maximize their copper piece per beast ratio. 

With artificial growth hormones introduced into the food supply, a new generation of taller, tougher, meaner children grew into sociopathic, violent adults. Crime increased by 37% over a 25 year period. Moreover, the incidence of fatal metabolic diseases tripled during that same period. This did not matter to the OmniRetail; they just viewed the increasingly high rate of infant mortality, juvenile crime, and adult-onset cancers to be nothing more than a small footnote in the otherwise profitable advance of capitalism. 
As the middle class vanished in the 1700s, the resort portion of Riva withered and quietly went bankrupt. Meanwhile, OmniRetail had grown powerful enough to take over the farming concerns as well as the cattle industry. Unlike the organic farming of the past millennium, OmniRetail decided that they could grow five times as much food in the same space by dumping petroleum-based fertilizers into the soil. These fertilizers not only severely contaminated the water supply for the rest of the continent, but made those who ate the produce sick over a period of years. The Council of Cities only looked at OmniRetail’s bottom line. They made a lot of gold and platinum pieces worth of profit, and that was all that mattered.

During the Great Civil War, most of the vegetables and meat were earmarked for the soldiers. The impoverished citizens were forced to ration out the unhealthy food. By this time, Riva was little more than a backwater town, and thus the Council conscripted most of the available young people as cannon fodder against the Undead army. Few returned alive, and of those that did, even fewer retained their sanity or their health.

Following the destruction of the Council of Cities, Riva gradually got back on its feet. As the city did not willingly fight for the Council, Scaxathrom’s forces only exacted a modest yearly tribute from its leaders. The farmers regained their ancestral farms, as did the ranchers. The ways of organic farming returned, and the Dani-Thun River flowed cleanly once more. 
Unfortunately, that wasn’t the end of the story. In the year 110 AS, Scaxathrom called upon a powerful contingency spell that summoned into being a demon of unspeakable power. This entity, called the Well Guardian, took up residence deep within the cavern that spawned the Well. Its sole purpose was to poison the waters of the Dani-Thun River. Aside from that, the demon cast a shroud of Death Magic all over the entire valley, killing everyone and everything, while at the same time converting the people and animals into mindless skeletal automatons. 

The valley, to this day, is called the Valley of Shadows and Death, while the huge lake is known as the Well of Dead Life. Over the centuries, hundreds of adventurers have tried to slay the Well Guardian. They tried, certainly; but they tried and died.

Carthag
Former Population: 12,500,000
Current Population: 0
Active: Yes
Represented in Council: No
Until this year (521 AS) Carthag was the capitol city of North Point, and the home of the Council of Cities. Now Carthag is literally a city of the dead, ruled by a powerful and enigmatic figure known as the Skeleton King.

Founded in 713 ASL, the city became the capitol of North Point after a series of border disputed that never quite worked itself up to a full-scale civil war. The capitol had previously been Soaring Rockhall.
Carthag had always been a proud and arrogant city. In many ways, it was the New York City of North Point. It boasted the tallest highscraper in the world (a full mile high!) It had colleges, theatres, commerce, politics, intrigue, crime, disasters, miracles, you name it! Carthag was many things to many people, but it was never a boring experience. 

The age of greed began in Carthag of course. With the headquarters of OmniRetail, Caligara Security, and Wraitheon Dynamics all being located in Carthag, it was unavoidable that the major corporations would lose touch with the spirit of the “common man”. 

Starting in the late 1500s, the major companies started lowering wages and cramming the workers into sweatshops and tiny flats. As time went on, the city planners decided that the spaces above ground were too good for the commoners and thus began an ambitious project to build vast underground warrens into which the workers would be sequestered when not chained to their workstations in the assembly lines of factories. 

By the mid-1600s, worker gripes grew increasingly violent. Not even security robots could keep the commoners in check. The city planners came up with the ingenious idea of drugging the workers’ food and water. With the commoners forcibly kept docile and stupid, the mega-corporations made obscene profits until the close of the Great Civil War.
Following the ascension of Scaxathrom, the living population was forced to strike a dark bargain with the Undead army. Known as the Undead Truce, the living would have dominion over they city by day, while the Undead would rule the night. So long as the living left the Undead alone, the Walking Dead were bound to reciprocate. Signed in 121 AS, the Undead Truce was open to renewal every fifty years – at the Skeleton King’s option.

During the next four centuries (121 AS to 521 AS) the living population dwindled while the ranks of the Undead grew. By the time the truce came up for renewal for the eighth time, the Skeleton King’s minions numbered nearly a million while the living residents totalled just over 9,000. Carthag had really been dead for over a hundred years. The ending of the Undead Truce just made official what everyone already knew.

Lord Robart Brightsky served as the last Council President in Carthag. He engineered an orderly evacuation of the last of Carthag’s citizens to Brighton’s Reach and other towns. Soon after, Brighton’s Reach was named the new capitol city of North Point.

For now, Carthag’s Undead citizens seem content to occupy only the city proper. They have not attempted to expand their dominion thus far. How long the Skeleton King will remain satisfied in ruling a single city is anyone’s guess. 

New Cities

With so many of the Great Cities gone, the Council has recently named a handful of new Great Cities to replace those that have been lost or destroyed. But for the sake of history, the Council Chambers still retain empty desks in memory of those cities that have died or disappeared. Thus, in the year 521 AS, the political landscape drastically changed as several cities advanced from Minor to Major status. 

Of course, the irony that a town of 50,000 could ever be classified as a Major City only goes to show just how much North Point has lost in the past six hundred years. Still, many historical scholars agree that North Point has only begun to emerge from its darkest times. Now is the age of heroes – a time when dynamic, brave, and honourable individuals can make a permanent difference for the future.  
The new cities listed as Great Cities of the Council include:
· Brigton’s Reach (Capitol). This city has a population of 125,000 and an population growth of 9.2%. Its chief industries include mining and sheep herding.

· Robart’s Reach. This city has a population of 71,000 and has an annual population growth rate of 7.1%. Its chief industries include goat herding and farming.

· Wren’s Forge. This city has a population of 93,000 and has an annual growth rate of 6.9%. Its chief industry is metalworking.

· Wren’s City. This city has a population of 85,000 and has an annual population growth of 6.6%. Its chief industries include ship building and tourism.

· Greco’s Gulch. This city has a population of 62,000 and has an annual population growth rate of 5.7%. Its chief industry is smuggling.

· Emptygulch. This city has a population of 51,000 and has an annual population growth rate of 5.0%. Its chief industries include mining and farming.

· Twilight Hold. This city has a population of 50,000 and has an annual population growth rate of 4.4%. Its chief industries include leather goods and herding.

This arrangement gives the Council of Cities a total of nine Major Votes (of a maximum of 12.) At this point, the Council is holding off on assigning new city designations for the following reasons: the Man Mechs of Raven’s Cape may soon complete their half of the bargain; Myracannon may soon have over 10,000 permanent residents who aren’t convicted criminals; there is still the long-term plan of someday retaking Carthag and ejecting the Skeleton King.
Aside from the nine functioning Major Cities, the Council also entertains the votes of fifty Minor Cities. In a Council vote, a Major City gets ten votes, while a Minor City gets only one.[image: image4.png]
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