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Timeline of the World of Mundial

Year              

1MA First War of Destruction, Yucaipan Kingdom and Village of the Shadow Hunters re-established on Elvish Continent 

44MA Battle North of Aguerius Forest 

118MA Lich Lords  

attack the Vatan Province 

119MA Forest Spirit and the Dragon Queen

123MA Lich-El, Escape through the Sacred Forest, The Necromancer, Paladin’s Rise 

Lich Lords begin invasion of Aguerius Province

125MA Shadow Elves attack on Village of the Shadow Hunters

126MA Forged in Fire and Shadow, Shadow Hunters, 

Shadow Elves attack on Aguerius Estate begins the Yucaipan War, Kadus Knights unite with Vetan Province

983MA Necromian Kingdom established 

1012MA The Forjad Consortium is formed 

1024MA Formation of the Yucaipan Republic 

1850MA Mathen's Flight 

1853MA Destiney’s Voice

1854MA Human/Elvish War Begins

1855MA  Fate’s Forge , fall of the Necromian Kingdom and Yucaipan Republic. Establishment of Port Cutter 

1857MA Merchant Ship Cree attacked by Slave Traders prompting war between Elvish Kingdom and the Forjad Consortium

1862MA Elvish blockade and attack on Fire’s Forge

1866MA Last Refuge Shadowlands attack on Port Cutter

1904MA Frost Wyrm 

MA= Mortal Age     

Italics= Published Works 
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Big brothers must be the dumbest, most horrible, most evil creatures in the whole world of Mundial. Even the Lich Lords of the Eastern Wastes would shudder at the pains and torments older brothers inflict on younger brothers. Of course, it would be Almas’ luck to get the all-time worst.

Almas Aguerius was sure that his brother, Cree Tanis Aguerius (Almas just referred to him as Creetan), had spent his first four years of life torturing cats, learning the art of being mean and dreaming of the day he’d have a little brother to make cry. It was probably best that Almas didn’t remember anything before he turned three-years-old because if they were anything like the next five years then they were most likely filled with warfare just as intense as the battles their father was involved with during his wars with the Undead.

Sure, when he was a baby Almas probably didn’t cut holes in the back of all of Creetan’s pants to get back at him for breaking his favorite toy horse, but they couldn’t have gotten along nearly as well as their mother always claimed. There was no getting along with Creetan, you could only endure him.

Almas blamed his brother for the trouble he was in now. All he had wanted was an apple from the apple tree, but he was too short to even reach the lowest branches. Then Creetan had the nerve to sneak up on him and scare him out of his wits. Then to make things worse, rather than help him get an apple, he decides to climb up the tree, eat some apples, and call him a coward and a baby.

Now because of that, Almas was the most tired, cold, scared, and – worst of all – completely lost that he had ever been in the eight years of his life. 

All he had wanted to do was spend some time in Aguerius Forest alone to prove to that 12-year-old pigheaded monster, who had somehow tricked his parents into thinking he was their first-born son, that he was not a coward.

He had gotten the idea when he had gone to the riverbank to brood. He had noticed a blue bird in a tree looking at him and had wondered if the Forest Spirit of Aguerius Forest ever had to deal with a stupid older brother. He had never been sure if there was a forest spirit – after all it was only a legend that the adults talked about, and adults had a bad habit of trying to trick children into believing absurd things. When he had asked his father, he had only said that many legends are based in truth so some of it might be real. 

The legend was that the forest was cared for by a forest spirit who protected both man and beast that entered into it. Since there were no stories of anybody being attacked by wild animals in the forest, that’s what gave Almas the idea to go spend the day in the woods. He had decided that it was his best chance to show Creetan how brave he really was. After all, even a safe forest could be scary when you’re by yourself – couldn’t it?  So, after waking and eating breakfast the next day, he had told his mother that he was going to play outside. Then when no one was looking he went right into the green wood.

The day had started out great; the sun was sending bright light through the branches of the great and mighty trees. Birds were chirping happy songs while the bushes seemed to make way for him, almost inviting him into the forest. It was by far the most beautiful place he had ever seen. It was thick with green leaves and flowers on every surface. Also, there were animals everywhere from chipmunks and insects to deer and elk. After a few hours Almas decided that he had been out long enough to show Creetan who was brave. Not to mention he needed to get home before it got dark – for his mother’s peace of mind, of course.

It was then he realized that he had no idea which way home was. Picking the direction, he was sure would at least take him to the river that he could follow home, he had set off at what he meant to be a nice easy trot, but ended up more like one that resembled a deer being followed closely by a pack of wolves.

It was shortly after this, that things began to go wrong for him. The friendly forest seemed to change with every step. First the friendly songs of the birds stopped, followed by the trees reaching out and blocking the light of the sun with their branches, while the bushes and shrubs began to grab and claw at him as he tried to find his way home. From time to time the forest seemed to play a game where it would start to brighten and give Almas hope, only to destroy it by suddenly becoming darker and more menacing. 

It was just as the sun was beginning to set that Almas learned where he was. He stepped out into a clearing to find the site of an old battlefield. The clearing was mostly dead earth with clumps of tall, brown grass scattered about; much the same as the instruments of war that littered the field. Everywhere he looked he could see armor and weapons of all sorts. He realized as he looked among broken swords and shields that he was on the completely wrong side of the forest. His father had told him how 75 years ago his great grandfather had led the king’s army against the Lich Lords and drove them to the eastern wastes, and that the battle had taken place on the other side of the forest.

First, he hesitated. The place was spooky, and Almas was scared enough as it was. But curiosity in the objects littering the ground overcame his fear and he entered the field. He began to wander around and study the relics of a battle long past. Why had no one claimed these treasures? As eerie as the place was, he had to take a look at some of these artifacts. Was that a real ruby in the hilt of that sword? The metal it was embedded in looked like gold! If he brought something expensive home maybe his mother wouldn’t kill him for being late. At least he’d be able to make Creetan jealous. 

For a moment he was so lost in his curiosity that he forgot about being scared. But then as he was looking at a helmet in the tall grass that looked like it might have a diamond embedded in the front, he felt something odd under his foot. Searching the ground where he had stood, he saw a small, gold chain partially hidden in the ground. He pulled the chain from the ground and found a small pendant attached to it. The pendant was round and somewhat flat, and like the chain, was made of gold. There was also a green gem embedded in the center of it.

As Almas looked over the pendant, he wondered how much something like this would be worth. The last thing he expected was an answer to his unspoken question. 

“I am what you would call
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