Melchia i Aldea di Tutamen i Guerra Brief

Your name is Melchia i Aldea di Tutamen i Guerra. Note that that is not a typo: just a very strange Brass Coast name – what is “di Tutamen”? Well… in fact you’re not from the Brass Coast: or, at the very least, you aren’t a member of the Brass Coast nation.

You are -were - a member of an insular family, the “Aldea di Tutamen” family – who lived in the Great Grasses of Madruga. The thing is… there were a good number of you, 100 or so at any one time, different branches and so forth: but… generally speaking, you didn’t become citizens: you weren’t under what you’d call the “yoke” of the Egregore bond. A few were – the ones who went out – but mostly it just didn’t happen. The Empire doesn’t do censuses, and it doesn’t tend to notice people who don’t interact much with the state. So you made sure taxes were paid, if someone came asking: but by and large you could simply… live. Foreigners in a strange land, appearing to anyone who didn’t care to inquire – and they did not – as Freeborn. The families of the Coast who live here are by and large nomadic and keep themselves to themselves: the fact that your family had a farmstead out here was odd, but so was your name, and so was your general demeanour: but all of this together served primarily to camoflague itself with itself, so that all you projected to an outsider was a general eccentricity: but no kind of threat. This was… unfortunate: because you were most certainly a threat. Your family had been living here since they were Patricians in Highguard: and, to be entirely honest, they still considered themselves inheritors of that tradition. Let’s tell a tale…

By the river of Umshalla was your civilisation lost. The Umshallans, who dwelt on that same great river on which sits the Sarcophan Delves, were a great empire: but they fell into ruin, when the philosophy that dominated their people: The Cult of the Spiral held that all was inevitable: that Death was the inevitable end to life, and that great misfortunes – such as the plague that ultimately destroyed them – were not to be resisted but simply accepted. Time is a river, fate is a single path: and it leads on inexorably to that final place, Death’s dominion. 

But the Tutamen, and all others who sailed from Umshalla, held to a different path! You rejected the Spiral in favour of the Labyrinth (read the Origins of the Highborn page on the main wiki): the other faith of Umshalla, once in ascendency, but in the dying days of that people, was abandoned in favour of the veneration of the spiral, of surrender to that lord of Death’s dominion called Death. Abandoned: but not by all. The Tutamen, the Parralenth, others too: a handful of families fled on seventeen ships to the North, to the lands now called: Highguard.

There, Highborn history began. Your family - the Tutamen – were one of the great Patrician families who ruled that land: one of your number sat on the Patrician Council who were one of the centres of power in that polity. The religion of the Labyrinth existed at that time, but the understanding of the virtues was relatively weak – and in truth, it is not what the Tutamen considered their central mission. Others talked of right action, of the way that Virtue would lead through the Labyrinth to a place beyond death: but your family believed that in the centre of the Labyrinth was only Death. Instead, the Tutamen worked to disarm the lord of Death’s dominion: to seek eternal life.

To this regard their centre of power in Highguard was Syrene, where they discovered a Pool beyond paralell, and fought and drove out the rival Kehment family for control of it: a place where the very realm of Winter seeped into the living waters. (Read: Syrene’s Wisdom on the wiki.) Over time, your family learned to tap into the power within the waters, using it to unnaturally extend their lives. Having extended their lives in such a way, the rulers of your family became dependent on the water, and even the power of Syrene’s pools could not keep they the Lord of Death’s Dominion at bay forever… but in your own way you began to track the pathways in the Labyrinth of Mortality.

In terms of the actual rule of Highguard, of course, your family was (like many in the patrician class) perililously corrupt. Nothing mattered except the defeat of Death: as such, everything, virtue, mortality, all that fools who believe in good and evil would call right was forgotten. They believed they would not fall to the spiral like their ancestors!

But then those fools in their chapter-houses tore it all down. (See: Highguard History.) They dispossessed your family, removed them from your seats of power: in your familiy’s view, by the formation of the Way, by the obsession with Reincarnation and Virtue, they were dooming your nation, surrendering to the Spiral: not finding a path out of the Labyrinth of Death at all! But they listened not to your wise words, and the Tutamen were driven out.

Shortly before all of this, three women of the Highborn had ventured forth to found their own nation, across the Bay. (See: Brass Coast history on the wiki). The Tutamen respected the three of them: they were not committed to the disarming of the lord of Death’s dominion, yes, but their lack of obsession on Virtue, on the morbidity of the certainity of death and reincarnation, and the focus on living life free and to the fullest: there was much to credit there. Mistake not the Tutamen for the grim heritors of the traitors who now dwell in Highguard and call themselves Highborn! In the wake of your family’s defeat, therefore, the Tutamen – or at least, a branch of them, led by one Aldea di Tutamen - fled to the Brass Coast, into Madruga, eventually moving into the Great Grasses. There your family was founded - “Aldea di Tutamen”, after your founder.

In a sense at least, in those early days, you were of the Coast, as much as many were, because it was a new nation and its meaning was only just being established. But as soon as you were able, as soon as the Grasses of Madruga were conquered, the Tutamen – your family – moved themselves there, in isolation. They sensed even then that the ideals of the Coast would not entirely let them continue their great work unchallenged. Of the three tribes of the coast, they felt closest to the ideals of Guerra, of her dream of freedom: what greater freedom could there be than the defeat of Death? What lord is more powerful than That Which Dwells At The Centre Of All? So they took on her tribal name, and settled in within the grasses. An odd family. But left alone…

In the abscense of the waters of Syrene, Aldea and the other leaders of the family, the great matriarchs, died. They were already impossibly old, and death caught up with them quickly: only via rapid work to mummify and preserve the bodies were you left with anything but dust. Still: the dream continued. Some in the family argued that it ought to be possible to steal back the souls of the matriarch’s from Death’s dominion: they talked of a people far to the East (“beyond the land of Khotep”, as the Patricians traditionally referred to the Mountains of the Moon), the Axou, who shared an antipathy towards Death (who they understood also as the Creator), who practiced secret arts called necromantia. Over the centuries, your family worked to secrete more and more knowledge of this practice, of the waters of lost Syrene, of, even, the treasures of lost Umshalla now held by the thief-kings of the Sarcophan Delves. You were certain that one day, one day, you would find a way: the family were certain that given access to the bitter waters, they could bring back the Patricians of your family, restore what once was.

It is into this understanding that you were born. You are a talented but young winter mage, raised in these stories and this understanding of yourself: as a scion of lost Umshalla, a heritor to the noble tradition of the Tutamen, a guest in the Brass Coast, a place you care for, have lived in the shadow of… but never loved. Not in the way you loved your family, your own tradition. Not as much as you cared about disarming death.

You were never sure exactly what had been done to the Patrician’s mummified bodies over the centuries. But they were filled with magic, magical materials woven into them, even illium over the years. This magic, said the current Patrician of your family, would work to sustain and transform the living waters (once they were recovered, which of course they would be: one day), holding their magic within them, perpetuating it. Never again would a lack of those waters defeat your family. Truly, death would be disarmed. Perhaps this had been the secret all along: only they who walked into death’s dominion and were retrieved therein could truly be said to have defeated it.

A year or so ago there was a conjunction in the Empire. A drought formed across it. (See: Every time it rains). But your family noticed a wrinkle: the involvement of the Wanderer in the conjunction had a subtle side-interaction, unnoticed to anyone except people who had spent centuries waiting for it, with the Oak. Syrene would not dry: instead, it would flood. (See: wake up Crying). This was the perfect opportunity. For, it would emerge, there formed a conjunction of fate at the Sentinel Gate, to the very heart of the mine at Syrene, where the waters had risen: risen from that same groundwater touched by water that fed the Pool.

Your family sent people to Anvi. They couldn’t enter the gate themselves, but they found corsairs willing to enter the mine for pay. Using vessels your family gave them, they retrieved more of the sacred waters than you had seen in centuries, and accepted but a handful of8 crowns for it. Those who left to Anvil returned champions.

There was to be a great feast. A great feast, and a banquet, and a gathering of all the family, even those who wandered elsewere, as some were wont to do, seeking out any means to discharge the duty of disarming death. No, they were all there, all of them. And you were there, besides the leaders of your family. And there on the table were set out the mummified bodies of your family, all those who had died over the years since you came to this place, and at the centre was Aldea di Tutamen herself, her skull inlaid with an ilium crown.

And – this is where your memory gets fuzzy. You can’t remember all the details now, and you weren’t privy to the inner secrets, but there was a ritual, a ritual that invoked the Oak, the Wanderer – principles of Astromancy – as well as the Tomb – a principle of Dramaturgy – and the theurgic energies of Aldea herself – a technique learned from Axos. The artisans of the family worked to place the finishing touches on the bodies of the mummified Patricians, while you channeled Winter’s magic to bring the realm close. That had been part of it: to bring Winter to this world, to channel not the power of any Eternal but of the realm itself, of its innate concepts, and bring it to touch the surface of the earth in the way that it does in the groundwaters of Syrene.

And it… well. At first it seemed as if it had done nothing. You remember that. And then a thirst descended on you, upon all there: your mouth dry and parched. And then they awoke. The ancestors. Their eyes snapped open… and that is when the horrors began.

They awoke and began to sap the life and moisture from all around. They killed their family, and as they died they arose, as beings that in turn thirsted for the living waters of life. You had erred. It was clear that you had erred. In the end the Spiral wins. In the end, the Lord of Death’s Dominion cannot be denied.

You ran. You ran, fast and far, and hid nearby. You had been injured in the fighting, your leg part-ruined, and any movement was slow, but you hid yourself, somehow. And you had an idea: a single, brilliant idea. The thirst you were feeling felt nearly unquenchable, and you knew enough of winter to know that you had probably been cursed by the events you had witnessed. But what if… to the desperate, hunger and thirst are oft-confused… but one can then fufill the other… perhaps?

You cast Hunger of the Draughir on yourself. (See ritual page.) It turns out that this enchantment – which induces great hunger, but also lets a person survive on carrion even lacking winter’s lineage – is sufficient to stave off the final death from the curse.
You have lived for a year in the growing wastes of what was the Great Grasses. Using a handful of Winter vis, and your own ritual skill, you have renewed the enchantment. You have avoided the risen Patricians and their servants, who were once your family, for as long as you can – you treated your leg, though you have a perilous limp. You have survived on rotting grass and carrion. You have no real idea how long it has been, though you think it’s… probably summer again? You have broadly gone mostly mad.

In play, don’t reveal all of the above instantly. You are basically half-mad and if they successfully rescue you – which will take a successful casting of the Cuckoo’s Egg ritual, which you will happily consent to (as you aren’t a citizen) – you will be very grateful. But over time, as you come to your senses a little – and as they, probably, interrogate you – it will all come spilling out. From an OC point of view, this is the bit where the villains of the plot twirl their mustache and explain their evil plan, and you’re representing that.

You are dying of the curse. I will give you an appropriate traumatic wound. You will die unless Hunger of the Draughir is cast on you again, and you are out of mana...
