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PREFACE
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Shortly before I put pen to paper (or fingers to keys) when writing this book, I had the fortunate pleasure to watch a YouTube video in which the host, Forest Valkai, critiqued a film called “Gramps Goes to College”.  It was a Christian film about a man on the older side of middle-age who decided to return to college because of the rampant secular humanism that was going on there.  For the lead character (and screenwriter), it really was a self-aggrandising, ego-driven film of stupendous proportions.  He was great at everything, students wanted his autograph, he won all his debates for his particular brand of Christianity, and all the women were fawning over him.  It was nothing short of mental masturbation, which I am sure the screenwriter would have admonished in anyone else (especially the masturbation part).

And this got me thinking.  Being a Christian myself, and experiencing what it is actually like to be in a place surrounded by non-believers, I decided to explore this concept by following the same plot of this movie, but writing how things would be on a military base in the World of Tibasolite. I have upped the ante a little to make the story more interesting for the readers, after all, this is meant to be a work of fiction.  However, though this story is set in a fantasy world, I’m sure my readers will probably consider it more believable than the afore-mentioned film that was set in the real world.

Of course, with all good fantasy writing, I think up my characters, put them in various situations, and then I let them decide what they will or won’t do.  Sometimes, they surprise me and take me to places outside my comfort zone.  Sometimes, they scare me.  Sometimes, they make me reflect on things and change me as a person.  However, if, as a writer, I am afraid to let this happen, then what would I learn of the human experience?  Therefore, reader, be warned.  Some of the characters in this book will challenge those of you who are ideologically sensitive, and on occasion, they may get up to no good.

You have been warned!!!
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ANCIENT STONES
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Resting on the mountainside in the heart of Lentrapheeba stood the stones.  Ancient stones, but with a stolid personality that was only palpable when one got close.  Vigilant.  Brooding.  Stones would not normally have a personality, but on this particular slope, high concentrations of magic had been absorbed into the very strata that lay beneath the rock surface and in the detritus that was scattered about; giving the ground sentience.

There had once been a great war between eight wizards in the surrounding area, and with all the expenditure of magic through the casting of spells, the air had lain heavy with the magic, its eight colours snaking their way through the atmosphere and binding themselves with nature, and mainly the stones.

The stones had witnessed a long history since this time.  As well as absorbing large quantities of magic that had been left behind from an ongoing saga of wizard battles, they had absorbed the horrors of the battles, and the tortures carried out by Kookla IV and Rougnuthur II on the Koalas of South Raldies.

Their bodies lay in the ground now; forgotten by the living, but not forgotten by the stones.  The victims’ memories stored in their soft fleshy brains had decomposed along with their flesh, yet had been preserved in the rock that was heavily endowed with magic.  These memories dictated the mood of the stones, and the mood was vengeance.
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DJOUY QUAY
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Djouy had finished putting straw in the hopper for the cows to feed on, and was now ready to finish for the day on the cattle farm where he worked.  The mundane tasks that he had to carry out were pretty much all routine to him now, to the point where his subconscious would take over completely, allowing his mind to wander and to think of other things: how his future might be; whether he would travel to another country or not; whether he would have a successful career or not; and one thought that was more pertinent: whether he would be working on this farm for the rest of his life or not.

The job wasn’t too bad.  It didn’t pay well, and it was boring, but mucking out the cow sheds did make him strong and he did like working with animals.  The problem was that he wanted his life to go somewhere, to mean something.

He closed the large metal-panelled gate to the cow shed and locked the padlock, then he made his way back to the staff break room.  He wasn’t the only one who found work on the farm boring.  Three other workers had also had enough, and they were going to be leaving at the end of the month.  He would have liked to leave with them, but he had no idea what sort of career he wanted; though he would want something that was a bit more adventurous than tending to cows, and that would put his skills to good use.  He had many skills, but these had lain dormant for some time.

The farm where Djouy worked was close to the city Kilon.  Kilon sat upon a huge plateau that was known as The Junze.  Kilon shared the plateau with four other cities: Grone, Xylem, Kamed and Goarney; each of which sat atop a craggy hill that broke the flatness of the plateau.  There was also a small town called Raingrab in the north.  The town was given its name because it had many cisterns built around it.  These cisterns provided water for two cities in the north: Zinog, a coastal city that was off the plateau; and Jamp, which, owing to its smaller size, could be described as more of a town.

The land was quite parched in the north of The Junze, and as Kilon was the northernmost of all the big cities on the plateau, it too relied on water from the cisterns in the north.  A large irrigation system had been set up many years ago to provide Kilon with water, and as architects had built things to last back then, the system was still working up until the present, although it did require occasional maintenance.
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Djouy got in his car to drive back home.  He was 29 Tibasolite years of age (24 Earth years), and he had finished doing an animal husbandry course at college three years ago; but in the area where he lived, his qualifications didn’t give him many flourishing career prospects.  Now, he was doing the unskilled labour of any farmhand who had forgone any form of advanced education.

As his work didn’t pay that much, he was driving a rather rusty clapt-out car that would cough and splutter whenever he tried to start it.  He did his best to keep it going, but he knew that when the time did come for him to replace it, any money that he had saved up for his future would be devoured by the cost of the replacement used car.

He was also still living at home with his parents, which didn’t help much with his self-esteem.  It was fair to say that his life was comfortable, but it was one which would expire in a whisper, with the world never knowing if he had ever been alive at all.

He drove into Kilon and parked his car outside his parents’ home.  It was a nice comfortable sort of house, built in a neighbourhood ideal for someone who wanted a quiet life.  The garden was filled with plum trees, their branches heavily laden with the crop for that year.  The driveway was sticky underfoot with plums that had ripened early and had been set free from their perches, and wasps were now harvesting them of their succulent juices.  Djouy was too tired to pick his way through the splattered plums and as he trod along the tarmac, he heard them squelch under his feet.  He made his way along under the dappled shade of the trees until he reached the green wooden door of his home.  As he opened it, his mother called out to him.

‘How was work, Love?’

‘Oh, it was OK,’ said Djouy, forlornly.

‘Oh, Djouy.  I have a message from Rachel at the church.  John wants you to arrive early at youth group tonight as they need to set up the church hall for a game night.  Can you be there for seven o’clock?’

‘Yes, I can.  I’m just going to have a shower and to get changed.’  That was one truth about working with cows; there was always that extra task at the end: removing the smell of cow manure.

Djouy had his shower and then had dinner with his parents.  After this, he set off for the youth group at the local chapel.  This had been one escape for him from his rather humdrum life; but after a couple of years, it was no longer meeting his needs, and his spirit was slowly dying inside.

The church that Djouy attended was an Essuy Chapel, also known as an Essuy Freakist church.  On the Junze, there were two dominant religions.  One was dedicated to the God of Omnipresence, and the other was dedicated to Essuy (a God-man) and his father (a God-God).  The Junze was mainly populated with humans, and as humans generally worshipped the “Omni” God, this religion was the more popular of the two.  Essuy Freakism was principally the religion of the Koalas, Splerges and Couplons that lived in Melital, the area of Melital-Junze that was more low lying, and so most humans in the region thought it strange for one of their number to worship this Essuy and his Father-God.
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Djouy arrived at the church; a small chapel built from dark red bricks.  The bricks were losing their uniform colour owing to their age, and now they had a mottled appearance.  It gave the building its own unique character, and sometimes Djouy would try to make out faces in the patterns that the bricks produced.  However, he had no concern for that today.  His main focus was on teaching the young people about Essuy.

Once inside the church, Djouy helped Rachel and John with the youth.  They did the usual activities with them.  These involved playing games with the kids, followed by a talk to the children about some moral principle.  Rachel gave the talk on this occasion, and it was all about sexual morality.  It was common for this subject to be preached at the church youth group, but it seemed that very few young people took it as seriously as Djouy did.  His mother had always told him that if he remained pure, eventually God would give him the good God-fearing woman that he deserved.

As Rachel gave her soliloquy to the teenagers, Djouy allowed his mind to wander to when he was younger, and when life had been more exciting.  He thought back to his time at college when he had met a girl and had fallen in love with her.  His world had never been so full of promise, but as she wasn’t a virgin or of the same faith as him, his mother had disapproved.

His dad hadn’t been much better and had referred to that kind of girl as a slut and unworthy of Djouy.  As Djouy had always desired his parents’ approval, he found himself torn between them and his heart, but in the end, he had conceded.  From that moment onwards, Djouy had been far more restrictive with his choice of potential lovers.  That was almost 4 years ago, and since then, his love prospects had been suffocated by the mind-set imposed upon him by his parents and his religion, which had now fully enveloped his thinking.

Djouy parted from his thoughts just in time to hear Rachel wrapping up the talk to the teenagers.  ‘And I can tell you one thing.  One person that I really admire is Djouy here.  He is 29 years old and he is still a virgin.  He is a true man of God.’

The teenagers looked at him, but it wasn’t a look of admiration; it was more a look of derision.  Djouy felt the heat of embarrassment fill his cheeks, and the awkward silence wasn’t doing much to cool them down.  The best that Djouy could do was to give a smile and a nod in order to show the youth that he was fulfilled following the holy path that Essuy had laid out for him.
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After the talk, John the youth worker, Rachel and Djouy chatted with a couple of the teenagers about various things in the kitchen at the back of the church, and there came a moment in the conversation where Djouy remembered something that Rachel had said.  Something that would suggest that she would be interested in him as a potential lover.

‘Hey, Rachel,’ said Djouy, fighting his way through any further embarrassment to ask the question on his mind, ‘so, do you quite admire me as a man of God, then?’

Before she could answer, one of the teenagers realised what was going on and spoke aloud.  ‘Hey, Djouy fancies Rachel,’ he taunted.

Djouy had failed to keep the embarrassment at bay, but as his intentions had been exposed to all present, it couldn’t get any worse, and so he decided to keep going.

‘Would you like to go out on a date with me, just to see how we'd get along?’ he enquired.

Rachel gave him a bit of a smile and replied, ‘but you’re Djouy Quay.’

Djouy didn’t really know how to respond to this.  Was this tautology meant to be a “yes” or a “no”?  The air started to become turgid with the tension, and Djouy felt the hairs start sticking up at the back of his head, beginning at his nape and gradually working their way up, each feeling like a microscopic pin prick.  All that he could do to relieve the tension was to give a smile and pretend that what he had asked her was a joke.  He laughed it off and then he made his excuses to leave.  He just couldn’t stay there anymore.  As he hurried out of the chapel, he felt another avenue that might have changed his fortunes in life close, thus his humdrum existence would continue.

On reflection, there were very few options for love interests in the chapel, and Djouy felt as though he had been left behind by any eligible female suitors.  The few girls that belonged to the chapel were more interested in men from outside the church, and this was approved of by the church as it helped to increase converts to the religion.  Men outside the church were a challenge for the girls whereas he had already been tamed by the religion and was off their radar.

He got in his car to drive the short distance back to his home, but on the way, he took a detour to allow himself time to think.  He stopped his car on a quiet lane where there were fields on either side, and rolled himself up a cigarette.  He very rarely smoked in the past, but over the past couple of years as his life ebbed away into dull monotony, he found the heat from the cigarette comforting.  He got out of his car and stood with his back against the rear driver-side door and looked up at the stars.

‘You know what I want,’ said Djouy to the star filled sky, ‘I need to have some direction.  I can’t go on like this.’

As would be expected, the sky replied with silence, and Djouy got back in his car and drove home.
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On arrival at his house, Djouy’s mother welcomed him inside.  ‘Hello, Djouy.  How was youth group this evening?’ she asked with interest.

‘It was fine thanks, mum.’  Djouy paused, and then he blurted out what was on his heart.  ‘Mum.  I have really had enough of working at the farm.  I just find the work so dull.  I really need a change in my life.’

‘Well, what sort of change do you want, dear?’ asked his mother.

‘I don’t know.  I want to do work in some other place away from here.  Maybe in another country.  Something with adventure where I can experience life to the full.  My life can’t go on like this!’

‘OK, dear.  Well, I’ll keep my ears open in case I hear of something that will give you what you desire,’ his mother assured him.

‘OK, mum,’ said Djouy, and then he made his way up to his bedroom to unwind.
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In another part of the world, Filch Blackflesh was sat in the officers’ mess of a small military compound overlooking a wide valley that dropped down into a wilderness known as Haden’s waste; a desolate expanse of scrubland, grassland and desert all mottled into one.  The officers’ mess was known as the Cliff View Refectory.

The military compound was perched at the very edge of the bluff of a cliff.  This cliff had once marked the boundary between South Raldies and North Raldies.  However, this changed a long time ago with the creation of a new country: Spectre Stripe.  This happened back in 1971 A.E. after a war had raged along these cliffs.  The Dragon Humans, Lentrapheeba Humans and the Rocky Militia had fought against the Stykemen of Haden, commonly known as FADIK.  As the Zorks had an alliance with the Dragon Humans, they had supported them in battle by sending troops to guard these cliffs from the FADIK advance.

Eventually, the Stykemen had been forced back, after which the Zorks remained alongside some Dragon Humans and Lentrapheeba Humans to defend the cliffs.  The Dragon Humans wanted the Zorks to remain in this area to give them support, and so they gave a strip of land to the Zorks from the North Raldies territory, and these Zorks settled in the area.

Over many years, the Zorks interbred with some of the Lentrapheeba Humans and Dragon Humans, and soon they became their own individual people known as the Spectre Zorks because they had now become a spectral reflection of the Zork people.  They embraced this name though, and as only a fraction of the people that lived atop the cliffs were of pure Zork blood, they preferred to call themselves Spectre Marines in order to have their own identity, and from this, they named their strip of land Spectre Stripe.

In the current age, the Spectre Stripe was shared by another race known as Cat Humans, who were allied to the Spectre Marines; however, the Cat Humans did not interbreed with the Humans and Zorks, and so they kept themselves independent from the Spectre Marines.  Another reason for this separation was that the goals of the Spectre Marines and the Cat Humans were somewhat different.  The Spectre Marines were concerned with the defence against the possible incursion of the Stykemen whereas the Cat Humans were concerned with intergalactic attacks against the planet Tibasolite from Nartiach, a planet whose inhabitants, the Nartians, had allied themselves to the Stykemen in order to get a foothold on Tibasolite.

Along the stretch of cliffs, which made a natural defence for the Spectre Stripe, was a road that linked two towns together: Rekapesina and Jihstan; and there were various military bases dotted along the road.  The one that Filch was sitting in was known as Telton View, principally because it had the highest altitude of all the bases along the road, and one could get clear views of Telton, which was the moon of the planet Tibasolite.  Unlike the moon of Earth, Telton had a special magical field encompassing it.  This field allowed for plant life to grow abundantly on its surface, and when the sun’s light would hit its mass, it would reflect a pale green light.
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Filch had just finished eating a vegetable crumble that the cook had prepared for him.  Filch’s family came from Zorkzemy, and the Zorks there, were mainly vegetarian, partly because of there not being much fertile land in Zorkzemy for them to rear animals, but also because the Zorks thought it wrong to consume the flesh of sentient beings save fish.  He put his plate on the side to be washed by the kitchen staff, and then he left for his office to put a few papers into order before finishing for the evening.

He had the rank of Hark in the Spectre Marine Army.  There were principally seven ranks.  These were Spectre Marine, Spectre Gunner, Spectre Champion, Hark, Hark Commander, Necp and Necp Commander; so, he was somewhere in the middle, which he quite liked.  He wasn’t out of touch with the rank and file, but he was still able to have some influence higher up in the army.

Although the Spectre Marines had ranks, they were quite laid back when it came to hierarchy.  One reason for this was that it had been over twenty years since they had been involved in any war; in fact, it was getting rare for the soldiers on the base to carry weapons with them.  The last time Filch had ever worn any armour was in a parade six months ago.

Keeping the bases running was a difficult business.  Vigilance against FADIK still had to be maintained, so none of them could be closed, and so in order to get the funds to maintain them, the military had to diversify the functions of the bases.  Some bases had an added function of road maintenance, some had been transformed into prisons, and some made their revenue by selling adventure holidays to teenagers and adults.  Telton View was one of the lattermost, probably because of the nice sounding name.  Of course, all these diverse functions would stop in times of war; but then, in times of war, almost all day-to-day functions of a society stop.
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As Filch crossed the grounds of the base in the direction of his office, the surrounding woodland was replete with the gloaming birdsong, something that lightened his heart, especially in the dead of winter, when the nights were long.  The warble of the birds each morning and evening would remind him that life still flourished around him, and that springtime would one day return, though the trees be nipped of their leaves and the winter landscape be so moribund.

On entering his office, a fairly drab place due to the revenue from adventure holidays being rather low as of late, Filch met eyes with a fairly muscular tall girl with brown hair that had flourishes of blonde highlights.  Her name was Sarah Hardhound, and she had been waiting a while for him.

‘What’s all this, then?  Did you need to speak to me about something?’ enquired Filch.

‘Oh, there was a telephone call.  Some lady wanted to know about work opportunities at Telton View.  She read an advertisement in a local newspaper.’ replied Sarah.

‘Oh.  I guess we are recruiting for the winter again, huh?  After a couple of winters at Telton View, people don’t really want to stay for the third.  It has probably got something to do with the main barracks on our base not having any central heating.’

‘Well, she was calling from a city called Kilon on the Junze in Melital-Junze, Primzoda, Billot Bannet.’

‘OK, what did she want to know?’ queried Filch.

‘Oh, it was about the sort of duties that we undertake here.  That sort of thing.’

‘What was her name and her age?’

‘She was a Mrs. Quay.’

‘Oh, really?’ replied Filch, bemused, ‘a married woman wants to come all the way over here to work on the bluff at Telton View.  She must be extremely fed up with her husband if that is the case.’

Sarah gave Filch a withering look.  ‘No, she wasn’t looking for an opening for herself.  She was enquiring about job opportunities for her son,’ explained Sarah hiding the exasperation in her voice, but not trying very hard.

‘OK.  What is his name and age then?’

‘His name is Djouy Quay, and he is 29.’

‘Seriously?  He is 29, and he has his mother enquiring about jobs for him?’ laughed Filch. ‘Well, I’m sure after he has been here for a while, he will learn how to be more proactive in his dealings.  If you give me his number, I’ll give him an interview over video chat.  Let’s see.  The Junze.  Well, there must be a six-hour time difference.  I’ll ring her back and arrange the interview for today if possible, and can you see if Lord Necp Commander Gorestone is still in his office.  He needs to be informed.’

‘OK, Sir!’ said Sarah, and she gave a quick salute and left, which was slightly more than Filch had expected considering how lax the Spectre Marines were these days, but then Sarah had always been one for keeping high standards.  It was a persona that fit amicably with her surname.
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The stones lay dormant on the mountainside, as stones often do, being inanimate objects; but the air was ecstatic, ecstatic with anticipation.  There was a kind of denseness to the air around the stones.  It was still, as if it had never known wind, but at the same time it was animated, electric.

If one were to listen carefully, one would be able to hear a slight crackle in the air, the crackle of magic.  It had been amassing itself in this one place for many centuries, and now its corpulence was palpable.  Soon, the surrounding air would not be able to hold such a build-up of magic, and this pent accumulation of raw power would have to find a way to discharge itself, and that time was coming right soon.  Actually, that time was now.

There was a fizzling in the air, and the odd swirl of intangible colour manifesting the release of magic in the form of a spell, and a sudden zephyr of wind disturbed the air.

Magic was a very unpredictable thing in its raw form.  Many wizards, scientists and scholars of various stripes had done their best to tame it, and to make it do their bidding by penning it up in magic spells; but without this direction, it was savage.  The more of it that there was amassed in one area, the harder it was to bring it to heel.  It would take a good-sized gathering of powerful wizards to constrain this high concentration of magic; and as always, you can never find a good-sized gathering of wizards when you need one.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

DJOUY QUAY
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Djouy had just finished another day at the farm, and his clothes were sticking to his body because of the amount of sweat that he had perspired that day, and added to this was the moisture from the cow manure that had seeped into the fabric of his clothes.  It was at the end of the summer, and so the air was warm, thick and sticky.  His clothes smelt of cow manure, but that went without saying.

As Djouy approached the door of his home, his mother opened it before he could reach the door handle.

‘Come in, Djouy.  I have something to tell you!’ she gushed excitedly.

‘What is it?’ asked Djouy, now feeling very curious, his heart jumping into his throat.

‘I have got you an interview for a job overseas.  Look at this article in this newspaper.’

Djouy read it, and it looked very interesting.  It was a job where he would serve the government of the Spectre Stripe in a military compound called Telton View.  It seemed very strange to him.  ‘Why would another country want me to join their military?  Wouldn’t they want people from their own country?’

‘Spectre Stripe is not really a country as such, but an area of land that is populated by an amalgamation of people from several different allied countries.  They are quite happy to accept citizens from Zorkzemy, Eiteth, Miatel, West Duffen, East Duffen, Konsis and The Junze.  I was a little worried about the dangers of you working there, but the man assured me that there is nothing that a grown man can’t handle.’

‘So how do I get an interview for this job?’

‘You already have one.  The man’s name is Filch Blackflesh, which is an unusual surname... and first name; but I think those kinds of names are common over there.  He is going to call you on video chat at five o’clock.’

Djouy pulled out his pocket watch from his trouser pocket.  He didn’t use a wrist watch where he worked as cow manure would often get trapped underneath the watch strap.  ‘Mum.  It’s five to five.  He will be calling any moment.  I need to change into something more respectable.’

Just then, his phone started ringing, and it was an international phone number.

‘It must be him now.’  Djouy started panicking, but then he remembered to take a deep breath to calm his nerves.  He then answered the phone as he exhaled.

‘Hello,’ he said in as calm a voice as he possibly could.

The screen on his phone changed from black to an image of two men sat down at a small table.  The wall behind them was rather old and shabby, but the two men were quite smartly dressed in their uniforms nonetheless.

‘Hello.  Am I perchance speaking with Djouy Quay?’ enquired the elder of the two gentlemen.

‘Yes, you are.  How do you do.’

‘How do you do, Djouy.  My name is Lord Necp Commander Morgent Gorestone and this is Hark Filch Blackflesh.’  Djouy’s mother winced when she heard the surnames of the interviewers.  ‘We have been informed that you want to work for the Spectre Marines over at Telton View on the Spectre Stripe.  Is that correct?’

‘Well, yes.  Well..., I am interested.  It does sound very interesting.  I’m just not sure exactly what the work entails.  Is it possible for you to give me some information about this?’

Morgent Gorestone leant forwards with an air of seriousness.  ‘Djouy.  With this job, you have to be extremely adaptable because one day will be very different from another.  On some days, you will do patrols and write reports, on other days, you will be doing training, and on others, you will be dealing with visitors who come to visit our compound, and you will sometimes take adults and teenagers on our assault courses.  You need to be very versatile to work here, but you will gain a great deal of skills.’

Djouy thought that this all sounded very exciting, but there was one thing that he really wanted to know.  ‘What would the salary be for working there?’

‘Well, it will be very different from any other job that you have done.  You will get your board and lodging free of charge, and then you will receive an additional 180 Stos per month.  I think that translates as about 270 Kolaires in the international currency.’

Djouy was still unsure, but Filch did his best to reassure him.  ‘Djouy.  When we recruit for the autumn, we take on many new recruits; so, when you start, you won’t be the only newcomer.  What we do with the new recruits is invite them to know the place and to experience a couple of weeks working here.  We will pay part of the cost for your plane ticket to get here, and after a couple of weeks, if you think it isn’t for you, then you can return home; but if it is, then you can sign a contract and work here full time.’

Djouy felt that he really had nothing left to lose, so he agreed that this would be fine.  Morgent and Filch asked him to send them various documents and they also inquired about his life and his experience.  Once this was all done, the interviewers set the date for the flight that he would take.  This flight would land him in the city of Deja, South Raldies; and thence, there would be a 500-mile bus journey to the Spectre Stripe.

Once the interview was over, Djouy was feeling both anxious and excited, and he just couldn’t stop fidgeting.  Things were about to change dramatically for him, and in what ways, he really couldn't say; but it was the uncertainty that made the whole prospect so exciting.  Adrenalin was now coursing through his veins, and for once in a long time, Djouy felt fully alive.
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Sitting at the bus station in Deja, Carrie awaited the arrival of the bus that would take her to Spectre Stripe.  She had flown from Holmvastok, a town that lay in the centre of the Cronite Forest in West Duffen.  She could have made her way across the mountains and through the Delsa Gate to get to Telton View, but the route wound around gullies and up the sides of mountain valleys and it would have taken ages.  Besides, she had preferred to fly to Deja and then arrive at the Spectre Stripe from a different direction as most other recruits would be doing the same, and so the trip wouldn’t be so lonely.

She had never been to Deja City before, and the culture was very different to her own back in West Duffen, even though the city was only approximately 1,000 miles from her home.  The language was different and so were the letters, and there weren’t that many humans in the city.  Most of the races were Foxes, Koalas, Bears, Lemurs and Flying Squirrels that had settled here thousands of years ago after the Wizard Wars of the Kookla Kingdom.  A lot of the city had much of the traditional architecture of the past, with many of the houses built out of pink sandstone bricks, many of which had been plastered over; however, there was the occasional sky scraper dotted about to give the impression that the city had been modernized.

The history of this city
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