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SOULAMIR REALM

3rd Realm in the Kuboran System

Species: Zarin & Enniú Fae (Nature Spirits) and Queen Miranda. 

Geography: 2 Continents – Alvinne and Alvos. Both continents are separated by two bodies of water called Dark Waters and Crystal Waters, with the Veil of Mist dividing the two. 

Rule & Law: Prior to the first threat of the Kuboran Galaxy, both continents were under the rule of the tribes, until Alvinne developed a single governance by the Green Circle, an advisory council, to protect Queen Miranda and provide fair treatment for all fae. Alvos remains isolated.  

Cities: City of Macros Forest, built in honour of Queen Miranda. It sits below Elho, a second realm in the clouds above the forest.

Beliefs: Nature energies. Learning is through oral tradition in the form of rhymes, or Tales of the Fae, passed down through the tribal elders. 

Genealogies: No recorded genealogies.
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Darkness descends, enveloping her thoughts. She stirs, observing the grey hue that lingers, crouching over the canopy of green. The forest falls silent. She is not alone, and fear surrounds them like an invisible barrier. A stranger from another realm is present, standing with them. She is powerful in the fight against the others. A cry escapes her lips, and her hands dig deep into the lush carpet of green. The heat from the cascading fire, ripping through her beloved home, sears her eyes, blinding her to the vision before her. The others, darker in nature, pollute and purge their way of life.  

Pulling her upper body from the safety of the meder tree, her eyes are greeted by the green shine of the forest floor in the light of the dark star. The wooden staff rests in her right hand. The horrific vision flashes, and is gone. A warning has been passed to her from nature, and one she must heed. 
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Chapter 1
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Continent of Alvos – Soulamir Realm  

The cries linger in his thoughts as he swiftly moves inland, swept up in the destruction all around him. The old meder groves are torn. Ripped foliage from boughs, with exposed roots. Morna silently scrutinises the bodies lain on the earthen floor. He recognises nearly all of them from both tribes, until his vision falls on the young fae, suspended from a low branch. His life taken in one sweep. His limbs weaken as he gravitates towards Johann, the fae he protected following his premature release from the grinale pod. Crouching, he carefully extends his hands beneath his body, his skin soft, laying him delicately on the floor of the grove. Warm tears strike his cheeks, not wanting to fight the emotion overtaking his body. Reaching in, he places a kiss on Johann’s forehead, before sitting on the ground next to the body. 

His eyes scan all those scattered around him, and Morna knows his fellow fae will soon return to the earth, becoming one with nature. The consequences of war are familiar to him, and the latest attack is no different from those he has carried out on other groves. A short yell pierces the scene before him, recognising the call of Dalon, his greatest friend and ally. Burying his fingers into the earth, Morna clenches his fists, rising to his feet. His nemesis has tracked them. With anger racing through his body, empowering his limbs, he departs in fluid movements, rapidly racing forward to the origin of the call, where the remainder of his tribe hold up in the shadows. Blending into the darkness, he leaps onto the branch of a grinale tree, and moving higher, he waits. But he is unsure what he is waiting for. He feels empty, with a sickening pang forming in the base of his stomach. 

Reaching for a leaf, he tugs at it. Turning over the faded foliole between his fingers, it has become a common sight among the grinale tree groves. Nature struggles to heal through the constant wars that have battled against it. Alvos is dying as Morna surveys his surroundings from his lofty position, perched on the high branch, in the depths of the darkened grove. His eyes fall on the shimmering shapes advancing towards him, revealing Ober and his contingent of warriors. This is his last stand. He is pushed to the outer edges, with his back to the Dark Waters. This has been Ober's plan. He wants him out of Alvos, or he wants his death. Morna has weighed up the options. It is about survival, which leaves him no option, but to try to flee Alvos, but it is impossible. He would have to move south to escape the continent as, entering the Dark Waters is not an option.  

He had never noticed the change occurring in Ober, a formidable warrior, who never fears using nature’s dark energy. It was sudden, when he challenged him for leadership of his tribe, something Ober had never attempted before. But, what angers Morna the most is Ober’s cunning in coercing the best of his warriors to his cause. 

His fellow fae of the Etáine tribe, grouping about thirty, blend effortlessly into the darkened scene. Focusing his thoughts, Morna brings his attention back on the moving shadows. He readies for one final attack, before retreating south. With a sweep of his hand, he guides the breeze through the trees, rustling the canopies, catching the attention of Ober. Dropping from his position, Morna lands silently on the moist soil below, which was once bathed in soft layers of moss. Shadows follow suit, taking up positions around him. Circling his hands outwardly, the soil around him gently rustles and rises in front of him, creating a wall. Holding it in position, his eyes penetrate through the dirt, observing his nemesis still watching the canopy overhead. With a flick of his fingers, Morna releases the soil, cascading outwards and colliding into the unsuspecting Tinne tribe, enveloping their bodies, and dragging them to darkened depths beneath the floor of the old woodland, burying their cries. A trick that will not last long, but enough to give him the advantage.  

He keeps his eyes locked all the time on Ober, who shifts his gaze instantly, bending the trees to his will, acting as a shield, protecting him from the wave. Taking leave, Morna and his fellow shadows retreat further into the grove, keeping a fast pace, before the illumination signals the break in the trees. Exiting silently, they continue forward, never slowing, and are greeted by darkened skies and a torn landscape. The light from the two suns rarely pierces the grey carpet of dust and cloud overhead. This is the power of the Zarin fae, the dominant species on the realm of Soulamir. They bend nature to their will, and use it as they deem necessary. Perhaps, they have lost their respect for nature or for Talum, the once believed nature spirit that is the father of them all, his essence fused into their being since they were raised at birth in the pods of the grinale trees.

Keeping his eyes watchful of his environment, Alvos is a land in constant turmoil. There is no love or peace here, but a place of continuous nature battles that consume the energy of the land, driven by the inherent wickedness of the fae.  

Morna pushes forward, not daring to look back. If he is to leave his home on Alvos, now is not the time for regret. Out in the open, he extends his green, almost translucent wings, and pushes his body upwards, feeling the breeze, and syncing his body with its air streams. One by one, each of his tribal members follow, keeping low to the next approaching grove, skimming the woodland canopies, moving swiftly and silently southwards. Using the wind currents to their advantage, Morna skims effortlessly ahead, until he spies the approaching body of water ahead known as the Crystal Waters.

Descending rapidly, he dives towards the shoreline, planting his feet on the rocky surface.  Glancing out over the Crystal Waters, it is a place of reverence towards Elle, the spirit of the lake who dwells within, harbouring warmth for those that reach out to her with good intentions for nature. Elle contrasts with the darkness that lies in the connecting body of water, the Dark Waters, home to Figre. A veil of mist separates the two waters. No fae has ever ventured between the two. Beyond the waters lies Alvinne, or so he has heard the rumours of a larger continent on Soulamir, home to another group of Zarin fae, that none from Alvos have ever encountered. Will they be welcoming of him and his tribe? He cannot dwell on it, for he has no choice, but to move towards their shores.  

Morna holds his gaze ahead, and is joined by his comrade, Dalon. Nodding, Dalon points outwardly over the lake. 

“Go,” Morna points ahead in unison, realising there is nothing else he can do. The rustling canopies to his rear announce the arrival of the Tinne tribe, and Ober descends, landing on a flat rock in front of the treeline. Anger traces Ober’s face, painted in the tribe’s symbols from the blue sap of the siang tree. Standing firm, Morna believed he had moved much faster than Ober, but, now, he is feeling enclosed, trapped with his back to the water.  

“I will not bend to you, Ober,” Morna hisses in his direction. 

“I would never expect you to,” Ober replies, nodding in his direction. “Where are you going to go? Cross to Alvinne, and risk the wrath of Elle?”

Morna glances out over the waters. He will not be controlled by fear, and will face whatever is out there. 

“Fae of the Etáine tribe. Join me now, for, if you follow your leader, you will be calling on death, for there is no place left for you to run,” Ober hisses. 

Sorrow fused with anger rides his emotions as Morna watches the remainder of his tribe, except for Dalon, move towards Ober and the Tinne tribe. He cannot be angry with them, for he is no longer a leader. He has no tribe. 

“It is time to give up, Morna,” the whisper from Dalon fills his ear. 

Locking eyes with his old friend, Morna extends his wings, rising upwards, knowing there is only one outcome. Climbing higher, he edges outward, until he is over the water. A movement to his right brings his attention to a rapidly approaching wave of water hurtling in his direction, striking him hard. Morna is pushed downwards towards the water as he forces his heavily drenched wings in movement, gliding upwards once more. 

Fear has arrived, fused with anger, suddenly feeling very vulnerable, for he knows Ober has the advantage in controlling nature’s element against him. The calm waters churn up a froth, as if the water begins to boil. Waves form, gaining strength and size, with the foam spitting upwards. From the centre of the highest wave, a wall of rising water extends. The power of the wave surges against his body, propelling him further out over the lake. Putting energy to his wings, he struggles to adapt to the air currents as his eyes catch sight of the water rising to meet him. Bracing himself, he prepares for the impact as the mist, light at first, caresses his body, before it thickens, weighing down on his wings, pushing him deeper into the darkness.  
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