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A Difficult Dawning
Earth

August 13th of the year 1989
At 11:14 P.M. EST, A massive flash of light covers the entire planet. The flash lasts only seconds. No one that awakens following this strange occurrence is certain how much time has passed, or what has transpired during this lost time. But one truth was clearly evident. Everything that they knew was nearly gone. Entire cities had vanished. Whole countries were nothing but empty land. It was as if those who had survived this strange event had been transported to an alternate reality where there existed barely more than land and sky.

But the most startling realization for each survivor would be the loss of their own humanity. For no longer did these persons inhabit a human form. Instead, each existed as a synthetic organism, nearly half the size of their human counterpart, and absent of all things recognizable as organic. These odd forms would become known as DigiChars (a bringing together of the words “Digicore Charagoss”, a term learned much later referring to the synthetic DNA housed within each DigiChar).

It is later estimated that little more than half of Earth’s original human population exists in this new reality and in these synthetic forms. As the survivors attempt to recover from this catastrophe, the event itself comes to be known as “The Rebirth”. Some proclaim it to be the work of God. Others spread rumors of an alien attack or abduction event. 
Despite the stark differences, those living during this time discovered a great many similarities in their new forms. While they were significantly less frail and susceptible to poor conditions compared to human bodies, they were still fragile. To meet the still present hierarchy of needs, some would be attacked for food, water, shelter, the clothes on their backs, or less. Others banded together to form small villages, as they scoured the lands for remains of building materials, clothes, food, weapons, fuel sources, and means of transportation. It became apparent that while their DigiChar bodies matured at a similar speed as that of human bodies, the degradation of those bodies over time was much less potent than their human predecessors. Elderly survivors enjoyed greatly increased stamina and durability, despite being hosted by a DigiChar body of equal age. The need to reproduce and the mechanics of such were similarly unchanged. DigiChar children were born and raised as they would have been if human. 
Time ceased to be measured by years. Instead, the term “Rebirth Cycles”, or simply “Cycles” were adopted. The planet that had become home to those that survived The Rebirth, which was almost identical to Earth, would not gain a globally accepted name for many of these Cycles.
Adjusting to this new reality and these new synthetic hosts proved to be mentally and emotionally disturbing to many. Mass confusion and anarchy ensued. It was not long before the power hungry and devious set out to take advantage of the conditions. Mini dictatorships formed out of armed groups or militia. Small battles were fought the world over in a race to gather what remained from “Late Earth”. As the pace and scale of these skirmishes increased, this period of time became known as the “First Unrest”. When the dust settled, there were a great many losses . . . and for little gain. Life entered a period of peace for a brief time, as violence slowed while those who would commit such offenses chose to live off their newly acquired resources until the need to resupply arose.
It was during this short lived peace, that a boy from a small, hidden village discovered a cave partially covered over by brush and fallen trees. Inside, planted upright in the ground, was a glowing sword. According to the boy’s story, he pulled the sword from the ground and brought it to his village for the elders to examine. Nobody in the village was greatly impressed by the find, until a few nights later. At that time, one villager awakened to a glowing light, shining through a window from outside. The villager opened their door to find the sword glowing . . . and floating in mid-air. The villager called out to the others and soon they gathered around the glowing, floating sword. The sense of bewilderment and awe was interrupted by the sounds of yelling and footsteps. They were the familiar sounds of bandits, who immediately set to plundering and destroying the village. As the others scattered, the villager reached up and grabbed the sword from where it magically hung in the air. Within a matter of minutes, this villager had swiftly defeated every bandit. To the amazement of the entire village, this villager had saved them all. Even more amazing, was that the villager was an elderly female who, up to that time, could barely walk. Surely, something beyond reason and comprehension was once again unfolding. But it would be many cycles before any true revelation came to pass.
Meanwhile, during the 30th Cycle, a rift began to rear its ugly head across the developing lands. DigiChars originally born of Earth were increasingly viewed with less respect than they once had been by some of those born in this new reality. Fearing that their human born brethren might one day view them, and therefore treat them, as inferior . . . lead them to be influenced by hate peddlers and those seeking fortune in an uprising. It was not long before this rift grew into entire movements fueled by “anti-Earthborn” sentiment. In response, Earthborn DigiChars found solace in forming their own groups with the purpose of sustaining and protecting their dwindling numbers. From these two opposing movements, two clans arose as the dominant representatives of their views. In a secluded mountainous region laid the massive Great Hall of Caldereth. Originally established as a haven for injured or mistreated Earthborn DigiChars, it soon swelled to such great numbers that a governing body was needed to direct the actions of its population. At the same time, the village of Ravenholt was established as the first of its kind. A village comprised solely of DigiChars not born of humans on Earth. Word spread to all villages that those who wished to live in a place free of human origins, would be welcomed in Ravenholt. Eventually, leadership sprang forth from within Ravenholt as well. However, unlike the elected governing body of Caldereth, the villagers of Ravenholt chose one man to lead them. Dorkar Grokken was a young, brash, and zealous spokesman for the cause of all not born of Earth. As a gifted orator, Grokken often found it quite easy to bring others like him over to his anti-Earthborn cause. It took very little time for these two forces to begin using violence directed at one another. Though these undertakings were initially small and insignificant, they soon became entire campaigns to destroy each other completely. These campaigns left their mark on the entire landscape, leaving behind ruined homes and lives.
And so, as it once had, increasing violence gripped the land. In the midst of the rising turmoil of this “Second Unrest”, an elder of one of the largest colonies of the time was becoming increasingly popular among those around him and beyond. Ob-Ma Udal was greatly respected for his leadership during the “Rebirth” and the “First Unrest”. He wielded powerful influence that gained momentum with each passing day. By denouncing the actions perpetrated by Caldereth and Ravenholt, he was seen as a great unifier in dark times. By the end of the 34th Cycle, Udal was proclaimed “King” of the vast region that was referred to as Elric. But almost immediately, Udal’s kingship began to show signs of intolerance and subjugation. His well trained militia was promised great power and wealth in exchange for loyalty to his cause. He dubbed the militia, the Ultraguard. 
Over the next few Cycles, King Udal’s Ultraguard would sweep though village after village, arresting those suspected of aiding either Caldereth or Ravenholt. However the supposedly incorruptible warriors of the Ultraguard were often accused of confiscating valuables and threatening innocents who did not agree with the King’s rule. But those charged with such actions did not go unchallenged. A group of Udal’s trained militia that had rebelled early on in his campaign for dominance formed their own clan, adopting the moniker – The Guild. The Guild, founded initially as a counter to King Udal’s developing monarchy, set about capturing the hearts and minds of those who did not align themselves with the new King. And, by the beginning of the 40th “Cycle”, they had become quite a nuisance to him. He instructed the Ultraguard to capture any known Guild members in order to squelch a full rebellion. But it was too late. Some time during the harvest season of the 40th cycle, the population of Elric rose up and chose sides. Those loyal to the King remained steadfast, while those who supported The Guild’s actions fled to start smaller, hidden colonies in forests, hills, and caves. 
In one such colony there lived a young “Elricborn” DigiChar by the name of Hols LongBlade. LongBlade’s parents did not come through The Rebirth, and the sorrow he felt nearly broke him. Thankfully, an elder from his colony brought him to Master Yosha, one of the original founders of The Guild. Master Yosha, who formerly served at the highest levels of the British Military on Earth as Field Marshal Nick Faris, took LongBlade in and began to train him to defend himself as well as to learn the rich history of “Late Earth”. The founding Guild members had thought it best to each take in 2 apprentices to help carry on the cause they represented. LongBlade was Master Yosha’s first selection.
Of Swords and Visions 

It was at this time, around the middle of the 45th Cycle, that The Guild was given The Sword to protect. This sword, the same sword magically wielded by the elderly villager from several Cycles earlier, had become a bit of a folk tale amongst those villages and colonies aligned with The Guild. The Guild founders, also called “Masters”, were perplexed by the odd request to protect a single sword, but agreed nonetheless. It was not until strange events related to The Sword began to take place that The Guild Masters truly began to consider studying it more closely. These events would typically take place when danger was nearby. The Sword could seemingly imbue it’s wielder with amazing fighting skill and strength. After such events, the wielder would occasionally be stricken with vivid dreams of “Late Earth”. This seemed especially true of those in The Guild that were considered superior in bravery and resolve. By the 47th “Cycle”, The Guild Masters had reached the conclusion that the same power or force contained within The Sword, might also be related to the “Rebirth”. How or why it came to be, was a mystery. But the “Rebirth” and The Sword were surely parts of a bigger puzzle. 

Word of this reached King Udal. He ordered his Ultraguard to search unendingly for the weapon until it was found. The Guild frantically moved The Sword from one location to the next in an attempt to discover the key to the mystery of The Sword and to keep it out of King Udal’s hands. But the race to acquire this grand weapon soon included Caldereth and Ravenholt, as spies from both groups relayed information regarding it to their respective leaders. It was assumed that whoever claimed The Sword could use its strange power to overcome the enemy.

With The Guild’s greatest minds seemingly on the verge of finally unlocking the mystical properties of The Sword, its adherents found themselves surrounded near a heavily wooded area known as the Dark Forest, which encircled the large colony of Meylour. Forces from Caldereth and Ravenholt were approaching from the south and west, while King Udal’s Ultraguard was collapsing in on them from the north. To the east was the River of Sturdivandt, preventing any passage in that direction. The Guild Masters came to the conclusion that the only defensible position at this point was the maze of caverns they called home. But this would require that The Sword be transported directly through The Great Plains, a flat sprawling area creeping with the King’s Ultraguard. A caravan of armed Guildsmen would easily be spotted and attacked. Instead, Master Yosha suggested that two inconspicuous, young DigiChar boys make the journey. It was an extremely dangerous proposition, but one that all Masters agreed upon. Heavily armed Guild scout teams acted as decoys throughout the remaining countryside, risking everything to ensure success. Hols LongBlade and his fellow apprentice Allister were the two DigiChar boys chosen for the task. 

King Udal’s Ultraguard decimated the decoy scout teams. One by one, they fell in service to The Guild’s ultimate goal. The army of Guildsmen that remained near Meylour suffered great losses as well, but so did the forces of Caldereth and Ravenholt. The King’s main battalion of Ultraguard never arrived to join the battle. Receiving word that The Guild was on the move, they instead diverted to intercept Guild scout teams.
All the while, LongBlade and Allister traveled the seemingly endless Great Plains. In a few instances, they were approached by Ultraguard patrols, but without incident. Everything appeared to be going according to plan.

Only a day’s journey from the Caverns of The Guild, the boys stopped to rest. Allister had agreed to stand watch first, allowing his friend get some much needed sleep against a small lonely tree. Allister felt himself drift into sleep as well, as he stood leaning on The Sword next to a wooded area. 
Hours later, LongBlade awoke from his slumber to find Allister lying on the ground where he had stood. LongBlade rushed to his side, but it was too late. Left in place of the precious weapon they were transporting, was a sword crafted with a symbol that seemed familiar to LongBlade. He wept at the side of his friend for a great while. Finding no other trace of an enemy nearby, he completed the trek to the caverns, empty-handed.

The wait for the arrival of Master Yosha and the remaining Guild members went on for an eternity in the mind of LongBlade. And when Yosha and the others did arrive, he wished they hadn’t. He had commented to a fellow Guildsman that telling his Master of the events that had befallen him and his friend was as painful a thing as he had ever experienced, including the loss of his parents. But to LongBlade’s bewilderment, Master Yosha showed him no sign of disappointment. Instead it was said that he placed his hand on LongBlade’s shoulder, something he had never done, and quietly spoke the words, “All is not lost, my son.”
Many moments later, LongBlade was once again traversing The Great Plains. But not as a secret courier. For Master Yosha had recognized the symbol crafted upon the sword that had been found with Allister. It was a symbol he had once explained to LongBlade many Cycles before. It was that of a snake, coiled upward. Beneath the snake, the words “Don’t Tread On Me” were inscribed. This symbol was used on the Gadsden Flag, which was itself a symbol of the spirit of freedom that was felt during the American War for Independence that took place on Earth many years prior to The Rebirth. This sword’s wielder was part of a mythical handful of rebels who had vowed to destroy King Udal and his kingdom. Only one of them was said to use a sword akin to the one LongBlade had found. The citizens of Elric called him “Dark Wrath”. 
Elric rumors spoke of a male DigiChar fueled by rage toward the King after the Ultraguard burned the DigiChar’s village to the ground. All for having distributed literature that spoke negatively of having Kings instead of elected governing bodies. But these were only rumors, and many a rumor had been discounted over the Cycles. Master Yosha knew this particular rumor was quite true, because the enraged DigiChar was a former Master, and had been a good friend. Dark Wrath would have only one reason to take The Sword, and that would be to use its power against the King, and every citizen of Elric.

Before setting out for The Great Plains, LongBlade listened as Master Yosha spoke of the only time he ever held The Sword in his own hands. He witnessed a single vision that night as he slept. It was a vision of The Sword, broken in two. Next to it, LongBlade stood motionless over an unrecognizable fallen foe. A snake began to coil up around LongBlade’s feet, as the vision ended with LongBlade disappearing. Master Yosha confided in his fellow Masters, that he had never felt more certain of anything than he did of the destiny of LongBlade to break The Sword, and return all DigiChars to their former human reality by doing so.
The Char Impetus
Days later, Master Yosha had agonized long enough. He and the other Guild Masters dispatched a few remaining scout teams to attempt to locate any sign of LongBlade, Dark Wrath, or The Sword. While most teams found themselves doing battle with Ultraguard patrols, one did indeed locate The Sword. It had been found, broken in two, lying on a small hill. While there were some signs of a struggle, there was no trace of LongBlade or Dark Wrath. There was, however, a large circular burn on the ground where the pieces of The Sword had been found.
When Yosha received word of the find, his certainty of LongBlade’s destiny became confusion and disappointment. Why, if The Sword had been broken in two as in his vision, did seemingly nothing result from it? Where was LongBlade? Where was Dark Wrath? But it would seem Master Yosha did not live long enough to know the impact of these events. For many cycles, there were great tales of his heroic defeat in battle with a regiment of warriors from Ravenholt who were seeking to acquire The Sword.
With Master Yosha gone, The Guild essentially extinguished, and The Sword destroyed, the focus of Caldereth, Ravenholt, and King Udal eventually became all out war. Hundreds of battles were waged across Elric. The great voice of Ravenholt, Dorkar Grokken, was silenced by a Caldereth spy. The majestic Great Hall of Caldereth was burned to the ground in a devastating offensive mounted by Ravenholt in retaliation. King Udal found it quite easy to play off the hatred of these two clans for one another. At times, he would offer weapons, supplies, or even his own warriors to one side, in order to strategically weaken the other before his armies advanced on them. As both Caldereth and Ravenholt weakened, his own force became even stronger. Udal knew that the Earthborns of Caldereth would eventually be gone completely, leaving only Ravenholt to subjugate. His goal of dominance over his enemies was playing out according to plan.
As the 50th Cycle approached, King Udal had planned a grand festival within his kingdom to celebrate the occasion. While most citizens of Elric viewed their lives as DigiChars with sadness, feeling a longing to be human and back in their Earthly reality, most saw this festival as a way to experience some welcome happiness. Among the proceedings, would be a ceremony naming King Udal’s oldest son Agrum as successor to his kingship. The scene would be a greater spectacle than any witnessed in this new world. The newly imposed leader of Ravenholt, Jans Mo-Haus, would be in attendance as well. This would be the first step in Udal’s plan to expedite the extinction of Caldereth Earthborns so that he could set his sights on oppressing Ravenholt all the more quickly. 

As the evening of the festival arrived, more DigiChars filled the King’s Square than had ever set foot there before. As expected, there was great elation. Singing, dancing, plays and games. There was even a television screen and VHS player powered by a generator that had been found many cycles ago and stored away. It played 30 minutes of an old earthly television comedy. For many, it was the first time in their lives they had ever laid eyes on a human form. Despite the content of the program, it was a very emotional experience. 
Finally, the King’s presence was announced as he and his son began the ceremony of naming Agrum successor to the kingship. But the ceremony quickly halted, as a commotion near the gates of the King’s Square attracted the attention of everyone. The sounds of swords and gunfire were unmistakable to the listening masses. The festival attendees began to panic and they rushed in all directions looking to clear the square. Then, the noise of battle fell silent. King Udal issued an order to his Ultraguard to investigate. His command had not yet been issued in full before the gates slammed open with an unnatural speed and force. A single DigiChar stood motionless, peering in at the proceedings. He was dressed in highly unusual clothes. He wore a mask that only allowed for the mouth to breath and the eyes to see.

The King was visually furious with all this, and he screamed to his Ultraguard the orders to take the stranger down. One by one, the stranger bested the King’s army with speed, strength, and agility that could only be imagined. When the last Ultraguard warrior fell, the stranger peered directly at King Udal. Now the King’s expression had morphed from rage into terror. Jans Mo-Haus of Ravenholt then commanded his band of bodyguards to attack the stranger. Once again, the attackers fell. The citizens of Elric in attendance stood in awe of what had just transpired. An elder of the kingdom then bravely approached the stranger, and calmly asked him why he had come.
Many there recalled that the stoic gaze that had been fixed on the King, slowly changed to a look of concern on the stranger’s face as he addressed the elder. “You are but a slave to yourself” the stranger quietly proclaimed. “I am here to free you”. 
Then, the stranger lifted his voice to all the citizens.  He spoke words that no DigiChar is not now familiar with. “Elric! You have no reason to fear me. I come only to deliver a message to those who grow weary! Those who are sickened by grand festivals held in honor of those more deserving of a beating! It is a message to those who seek solace in such things in order to feel some kind of worth! Rise up I say! Stand with me! I will show you the truth of the privilege we can enjoy! Stop sulking in your feelings of loss, and embrace what you have gained! I will show you why you should never again be ashamed . . . to be DIGICHARS!!!”
Many citizens of Elric roared with excitement upon hearing the stranger speak these words. Then, as the strange messenger marched away from the kingdom, a great multitude followed behind him, cheering and chanting. The King stood in a stupor at what had just happened. Jans Mo-Haus looked out into the square in disbelief as all those warriors lying defeated on the ground began to rise to their feet. The stranger had beaten each and every one, without ever striking a mortal blow.
The people of Elric who had followed the stranger arrived at the top of a hill where a lone grave had stood since the early days of The Rebirth. The location was known to all at that time as the “Hill of Lost Souls”. It had represented all the humans that did not “survive” the transition into the new reality. The stranger kicked the grave over with great force. The citizens collectively gasped at this action. Then the stranger once again spoke. “Do not grieve for those you believe you lost Cycles ago to The Rebirth. Why would you grieve for those who are not gone?” The crowd uttered murmurings of confusion and doubt at these statements. “Your human brothers and sisters, mothers and fathers, friends and enemies . . . they all LIVE! You ask how I know this? It is because I was one of them! I did not come here with you my DigiChar brethren. I did not experience The Rebirth, nor am I Elricborn! I have only been with you a mere 5 Cycles. I come from an Earth that has aged along with you. One that mourned your loss, just as you mourned the loss of it. They do not know the events you have witnessed. To this day, they only know you are gone. Speculation and rumors fill the void of your loss even today, just as it does here.“

The stranger continued, “Now, listen well. 50 years have not been kind to the world of your origins. Since the chaos and confusion of your unnatural departure, Earth has witnessed an economic and moral collapse unlike anything in history. Trust is not only scarce among nations, but even among families. I have quipped to others that trust on Earth is even less abundant than fingers in Elric.” At this, the crowd let out reluctant laughter. “You see, this is my message! Here, in these bodies, with these lives, we can make a world so much better than Earth. Here, there is still reasonable occasion to laugh. There is joy yet to be had. Here, we can make the lives we never had on Earth! Embrace your DigiChar self!”

At that point, a citizen cried out to the stranger asking who he was and how he was able to defeat the King’s Ultraguard is such a fashion. “My name is Hargrove. My Earth name was Owen Gravely. I was a former U.S. Marine making a living as an insurance adjuster. One day around 5 Cycles ago, I received a call to investigate some damage to a home on a lonely country road deep in hills of southeastern Ohio.. I had no reason to expect this job to be any different than the others. But when I arrived, I was stupefied. A quarter of the dwelling was simply missing. Even stranger, was this large, circular burn on the ground where the missing piece of the home had stood. As I went through with my investigation and proceeded to document the damage, I noticed a shard of something on the ground at the center of the circular burn. The sunlight reflected upon it with incredible intensity. I reached down and touched the object. The next thing I can recall is waking up in an open field. Oddly, I was laying in the middle of yet another circular burn on the ground. I was in what we DigiChar’s know as The Great Plains. After spending a great deal of time agonizing over the transformation from human to DigiChar and my arrival at a strange new location, I began wandering. I eventually made my entrance into the village of Meylour. Nobody there believed my story, but they did direct me to a cottage deep in the Orlinde Wood. The man living there called himself Yosha. He took me in and put me at ease with my transformation. He taught me of DigiChar history and the battles that had already been waged in the name of power and hate. And he told me of a now secret clan of DigiChars whose sole purpose was to discover the key to the power that had made this all possible. A purpose that has not changed, even today.”
The questioner who had previously called out to Hargrove now began heckling him and accusing him of lies. Master Yosha was believed to be dead. 
“You asked me how it was I performed the feats you witnessed while in the King’s Square! I tell you, it is because of Master Yosha! The Masters have unlocked the potential of the DigiChar! Just as they will solve the mystery of our very existence here! There are more like me. Some live honorably and in service to our kind. Some seek to rule us all. And still others want to annihilate us. As the cycles pass, more of those like me will emerge. Good or evil, they will wield power that can change the fate of DigiChars forever. They . . . I . . . we, are called Chars. More answers are forthcoming my brethren. I only ask that you pledge allegiance to The Guild and defend its purpose and existence. By doing so, you will have played a key role in securing our future and laying the groundwork for the society we could never have achieved as humans!”
After having said these things, Char-Hargrove was seen placing his left foot on the spot where the grave had previously stood. Then a loud mechanical sound began to fill the ears of all those around him. The ground immediately in front of Char-Hargrove collapsed, revealing an entrance to an underground cavern. Light beamed upward from the entrance into the dark sky. Char-Hargrove then jumped into the light and disappeared under the earth. The crowd stood looking at one another, waiting to see who would be the first to follow. Soon enough, one by one, the crowd of DigiChars followed the charismatic stranger through the entrance.
Enter The Beast
A quarter Cycle had passed since the incident in the King’s Square. Despite the exodus of several citizens of Elric, many had remained behind as loyal subjects to King Udal. The King had issued a decree that any citizen of able body and mind could earn the chance to serve in the Ultraguard. His hope was that he could swell the ranks of his battalions in order to stave off any assault from the “traitors” who had followed Char-Hargrove out of Elric. But no DigiChar had seen or heard from anyone of that group since the night of the festival. 

A fragile sense of peace had begun to settle upon the land. Unsure of what to expect, King Udal was content to keep a defensive posture for a period of time. This would damage his burgeoning partnership with Jans Mo-Haus, who was becoming increasingly burdened with requests by his people to finally drive Earthborns into extinction. In addition, Mo-Haus was in a perpetual state of anxiety over the shrinking resources that a quickly growing Elricborn population needed to maintain health and morale. When the cold season of the 51st Cycle began to set in, the DigiChars of Ravenholt were no longer willing to settle for Jans Mo-Haus’ reluctance to mount an attack on Caldereth. Defeating them would leave an abundance of supplies and food free to be taken back to Ravenholt. The elders and community leaders decided it was time for action.
During that Cycle, most of Ravenholt estimated that Caldereth housed nearly 400,000 Earthborns. This was barely a quarter of the number of DigiChars at the height of its membership. With their own numbers easily doubling that, they all felt certain that victory was inevitable. All except Jans Mo-Haus, who announced he would step down as their leader. He would instead return to Elric, and serve as an advisor to King Udal.
On the morning of the 347th day of the 51st Cycle, Ravenholt engaged Caldereth with the full might of its army. It was a battle that was waged across several miles of land around Caldereth, on top of mountains and in the darkness of valleys. As the first day of the 52nd Cycle arrived, hundreds of thousands of DigiChars had fallen. But the overwhelming number of Elricborns from Ravenholt was sending the clan of Caldereth on a swift journey to oblivion. 

Although no official titles were given to Ravenholt warriors, the de facto “General” of the Ravenholt army was a middle-aged female DigiChar named Embeth Ronan. She was known to be cold and calculating, with a drive that was without parallel. She had shepherded the largest battalion of Ravenholt warriors directly to the center of Caldereth, where The Great Hall had once imposed on the horizon. The edifice had only been partially rebuilt when she ordered her fellow Elricborns to once again turn it into rubble. At that, the ground beneath Embeth Ronan and her warriors shook with a force never before felt on this new world. Cracks, hundreds of feet wide, opened before them while they stood in shock. Without even the time to speak, the entirety of her force was struck by falling rock from the mountainside.
Word of Embeth Ronan’s fate quickly traveled to the heads of other Ravenholt battalions. Some of these battalions broke from battle to journey into the heart of Caldereth and search for the others. All that could be found, however, was a seemingly endless pit. It was the size of a large lake, and as dark as the blackest night. It was unlike anything known to DigiChars or humans. As the legions of Ravenholt DigiChars gazed haplessly into the dark void, the ground that remained began to once again rumble. The feeling of fear that was just beginning its sweep over the body of warriors rapidly changed to heart-stopping terror, as they stood transfixed at the being that began to rise up out of the darkness of the pit. As the tale was commonly told, it ascended hundreds of feet, blocking out the sun. Its 8 immense, insect-like arms swung forward and back slowly. The head of the beast featured 2 mammoth eyes that were deep red in color. The mouth protruded out from its head and housed hundreds of sharp teeth in 3 rows. The body resembled that of a caterpillar but was covered in a skin that appeared dark, thick, and cracked. Those witnessing the appearance of the creature were paralyzed with fright. At once, the monster roared with a sound that shook the mountains and traveled for miles. To the Ravenholt warriors in the beast’s presence, it was as though the roar had awakened them from a trance. They scattered in all directions out from the pit, running for their lives.
The battles being waged miles away from the beast were fierce. It was remembered to be as hopeless a time and place to be alive as has ever existed. The order of “Full Retreat” was given by Caldereth Commander Attix Voltros. Surrender was not an option, as Ravenholt made perfectly clear by running down those retreating and felling them from behind. The fighting quickly ceased however, when the battlefield shook from the roar of the beast. Fleeing Ravenholt soldiers could be seen in the distance falling to the ground from exhaustion beneath the bulk of the giant creature as it rushed toward the onlookers. It traversed the terrain using 4 enormous legs that were like massive trees, obliterating the rock and dirt beneath them. DigiChars who had only seconds before sought to cut down each other, were now running alongside one another in confusion and terror. The next few moments were a collage of frightening stimuli to the senses. Thick clouds of dust and dirt filled the battlefield as the monster advanced. DigiChars whose courage seemed unshakeable moments earlier, were now overcome with panic and consternation. Screams for help echoed across the landscape. And then, as quickly as it had arrived, the beast was gone. 
In Ravenholt, a grand celebration for returning warriors, in wake of victory, was undone by the realization that 3 quarters of their forces had been lost. Tales of what had taken place were met with shock and disbelief. But it quickly became apparent that there was indeed, a lot more to this world they called home than had been known. The remaining Earthborns of Caldereth no longer had a livable area to dwell. And, despite suffering very little as a result of the beast of the pit, they had no desire to rebuild anywhere near it. They were a group with nowhere to go, and no sense of familiarity with the world they lived in.
Morra’s Revelation
This lost sense of the familiar was actually something that had already been spreading throughout DigiChar civilization. The order and structure that seemed to be cementing the future of their existence was now in disarray. With the advent of the Char phenomenon and the new awareness of frightening life forms present in the world, the old feelings of confusion and uncertainty that were so prevalent during the aftermath of The Rebirth were infecting nearly everyone. DigiChars who would otherwise have continued living a peaceful existence, found themselves turning to life as bandits and outcasts. What had been a fading shadow of turmoil was once again darkening the world. 
Amidst the darkness of this age, during the dry season of the 53rd Cycle, King Ob-Ma Udal was lost to an assassin’s attack. It was a highly controversial event, not only because of the regicide, but because of the weapon used. Firearms were becoming an increasingly difficult commodity to acquire. Few stashes of firearms had been discovered following The Rebirth, and many that had been found were either damaged or missing ammunition. Indeed, the value of firearms in underground markets was among the highest of any ware. Being that such a weapon was used in this instance, pointed to either a wealthy individual or an organized group of enemies as the likely offender(s). While a number suspects were publicly investigated, a silent few within the King’s own party were convinced Jans Mo-Haus was ultimately the mastermind of it all. 
Mo-Haus had repeatedly been a part of heated disagreements with King Udal since joining him as an advisor. While the King often committed resources to “projects” that would be considered unlawful with little regard for how his subjects might view them, Mo-Haus believed that much risk could be eliminated by taking an approach that prioritized secrecy and patience. King Udal’s son, Agrum, often shared Mo-Haus’ perspective on such things. The motive for having Ob-Ma Udal eliminated in order for his son to step into the kingship was easy to grasp. But no proof or interrogation ever pointed to Jans Mo-Haus. With Agrum Udal as King of Elric, Mo-Haus could use his influential relationship with Ob-Ma’s son to accomplish his will, his way. Little did Agrum realize that Jans Mo-Haus had one goal that eclipsed all others, and that was to discreetly extinguish the Earthborn citizens of Elric. 
Meanwhile, the Earthborns of Caldereth had taken temporary shelter within the large village of Meylour. Still in possession of ample supplies, they were a welcome mass of new trade partners and they offered protection of the village if needed. Little ill will was felt between Elricborns and Earthborns in Meylour, a fact that the DigiChars of Caldereth did not want to change. It would be an arrangement that benefited all involved. In a short period of time, Meylour had become a beacon of hope and peace during these otherwise dark days. But this was short lived. Village elders and counselors, most of whom were Earthborn, were so overjoyed by the presence of the Caldereth DigiChars that they proposed renaming the village Caldereth in their honor. But, to the great majority of Elricborn villagers of Meylour, this was taking things too far. Discontent settled over the population, which in turn, led to action. Elricborn villagers began to deface the dwellings of Caldereth DigiChars with messages demanding they leave. Disagreements became physical at times, which occasionally left innocent, non-partisan villagers injured. It was becoming increasingly clear that something must be done. Despite all this, the event marking the renaming of the village was held. Elricborn villagers held a mass protest which greatly interrupted the proceedings. But in the end, the village was indeed renamed, Caldereth. Feelings of frustration turned to hatred. Ultimately, a great majority of the Elricborn populace left the village for good. They set a course for Ravenholt, never to return. 

As the sun set on the final day of the 53rd Cycle, a young, Elricborn, DigiChar girl sat in a tree overlooking The Great Plains. She was one of a very few Elricborns who remained in what was now Caldereth following the unfortunate departure of her fellow villagers. As she rested peacefully, blanketing the miles of flowing grass before her with her eyes, something curious caught her attention. In the waning light, she could see two figures moving with unnatural speed in all directions. Frequently the figures met in one spot for very brief moments, before returning to their strange movements. Feeling a bit brave, she wandered into the plains toward the figures to get a better look. As she approached, she was astonished by the realization that these were two warriors battling each other. But before she could even begin to grasp an understanding of what she was witnessing, one of the warriors was suddenly at her back, with a sword to her neck. “Enough!” yelled the warrior. Soon, the other warrior approached. He was oddly dressed in bright, vivid colors. His eyes were as white as snow, and eerie to behold. He wore a strange helmet with the symbol once worn by The Guild. Then, the approaching figure spoke. “Let the girl go Night Storm.” The girl’s captor replied, “Your life for her’s, Drake.” The Digichar youth shook her head and muttered, “No. Don’t do this.” After a brief moment that felt like days to the young girl, the one called Drake put down his sword and stood unarmed. With supernatural quickness, the warrior whose name was Night Storm rushed from his position behind the girl toward Drake, and struck him down. The DigiChar girl stood in sorrow, realizing what this complete stranger had just sacrificed for her. “You miserable coward!!!” she yelled, directly at Night Storm. The villainous attacker approached the girl with a look of satisfaction on his face. He was adorned in deep purple and gold armored clothing, with a strange mask hugging his face down to his mouth. A cloak, torn from battle, flowed from his shoulders to below the tips of the waves of grass. “You . . . little one. What a prize you are. Funny that a little girl such as yourself is all it took for me to steal victory from the hands of defeat. You’ve served your purpose well, and now I will send you . . .” Before Night Storm could finish his threat, a still living Drake had found the strength to mortally wound his enemy from behind. Night Storm could only stare at the little DigiChar girl in disbelief, as he fell to the ground before her. “Not today. “ Drake uttered. 
Still physically and emotionally shaken, the young female DigiChar made her way to the side of Drake. As she rested his head on her lap, he began to speak. “Child . . . what is your name?” “Morra” she answered. “Morra. . . you . . . you are a brave soul. Our world is going to need . . . more. More like you.” Drake pulled a metal shard from a small purse on his belt. He placed it in the hands of Morra. Within seconds, she was awash with visions of fierce battles between more DigiChars like Night Storm and Drake. Shadows crossing over one another and symbols made of pure light quickly flashed in between each scene of battle. One particular battle played out in great detail, ending with the sword of one warrior being broken in two. Finally, she witnessed a vision of a tall, slender being. It was pale and humanoid, but markedly different than what she knew of human forms. A ball of bright blue light shone behind it. It walked toward her, and stretched out its long, four-fingered hand. And then, the vision ceased. When Morra had recovered from the trance-like state she had been in, Drake had succumbed to his wounds. The distraught young DigiChar remained there for quite some time, reflecting on everything she had just witnessed. Then, she headed back to the village.

Over the following 3 nights, Morra continued having visions. In the morning, she would awaken and reveal the visions to her parents and the Caldereth council. Parts of these visions involved a large group of DigiChars, living underground. She would witness them passing through a gate of light, emerging from small symbols on the blade of a broken sword. When these DigiChars would pass through the gate, they would be transformed into Chars. Some would swear loyalty to the underground group. Others would set out on their own. On the 3rd evening, Morra was engulfed in her final vision. 4 Armies littered a sprawling landscape. It was the scene of an incredible battle. Each side had its own group of Chars fighting alongside the other DigiChars. Then the fighting slowly ceases. A figure approaching on the horizon captures the attention of all the DigiChars of all 4 armies.  The figure can only be seen as a silhouette against the light of the horizon. Then, figures comprising a massive army came into view on the crest of the hill, now behind the original dark figure. The army was so immense that it outnumberd the other 4 combined. The vision ends with a call to arms, belted out by the dark leader of the new army. After this, Morra’s visions were no more. The Caldereth counselors, especially Chief Counselor Crowley Naper, were less than receptive to these seemingly meaningless visions. Naper and the others had become increasingly hostile toward the Elricborns still living among them. He and his brethren considered Morra to be another Elricborn, seeking to stir up more unrest in the village. Eventually, all Elricborns were banished from Caldereth. Morra and her family settled in the small colony of Zohagen. 
Little time passed before Morra began experiencing odd physical changes. They began somewhat subtlety. Morra would recognize that she felt stronger, especially when performing tasks such as transporting water and building materials. It wasn’t until she decided to really test the limits of what was happening that she became aware of the true nature of these changes. She found that she could lift large rocks and trees, much larger than what should be possible. Even a strong DigiChar male would have found it impossible to perform such feats. She would jump from the limbs of tall trees, falling distances that should have broken her legs. Instead, she could land with ease. Then, she began to piece these events together. Drake had placed a metal shard in her hand in order to transfer the same abilities bestowed on him, to her. She was becoming a Char. 
For some time, Morra kept her changes secret. She feared the possible reaction of her parents and fellow villagers. But eventually, these physical changes began to manifest themselves into changes in her appearance. Most notably, she began to mature very fast. At one point, she had grown 3 inches in 5 weeks. Her parents struggled to understand what was happening. So, Morra decided it was time to confront her parents with the truth. Her mother and father, though confused and concerned, were determined to do their best to help her continue to have a normal life. They kept her hidden outside of the village during most days. They had built a small fishing shack soon after arriving in Zohagen, and Morra spent many a day there. Her parents found that they soon had quite an abundance of fish for their meals during those days. Finally, when Morra had reached the height of her father, the family thought it best to once again move. This time they took residence in the Kingdom of Elric. Morra began a new life there with her parents, making certain to keep her growing power under control. 
One evening, as Morra was returning home from the market outside the King’s Square, she was attacked by a thief with a knife. The thief demanded she hand over the food that she had purchased. Morra refused. As the thief lunged at her with his blade, she jumped straight into the air and landed upon the rooftop of a storehouse. The thief stared in disbelief at her action, and then took to running down an alleyway out of sight. Morra collected herself and breathed a sigh of relief, only to turn her head and discover she had been watched by the residents of the room above the storehouse. They too stared at her in disbelief, which then turned to displeasure. They yelled into the square for the Ultraguard. Morra jumped again, and again, and again. She jumped from rooftop to rooftop until she reached the residence of her parents. (INCOMPLETE)
