Wonders of the World

The Treasure of Guarrazar

Unearthed beneath the crumbling ruins of a fortified manor in
the eastern provinces, the Treasure of Guarrazar is one of the
most significant historical discoveries of the last two centu-
ries. Hidden behind a false wall and sealed in sovereign si-
lence for over a millennium, the vault held the entire political
and ceremonial legacy of the Darkwater Dynasty—a rogue
imperial bloodline purged from history during the final dec-
ades before the empire’s collapse.

The hoard contained:

® Mundane treasure: ingots of precious metals, uncut gem-
stones, and heirloom currency—proof of economic fore-
sight, or at least contingency.

® Regal paraphernalia: crown jewels, enameled scepters,
ritual garb, and dynastic seals, all bearing the unmistaka-
ble iconography of the Darkwater house.

® Historical records: hundreds of meticulously preserved
documents—genealogies, deeds, manifestos, legal
writs—constructed to reaffirm the Darkwaters’ claim to
the imperial throne in case of exile or return.

The initial discovery by a University of Hoganea excavation team in IM 8893 sent shockwaves through both academic and cultural
institutions. While the vault’s existence had long been the subject of heretical speculation, its physical recovery forced a reevaluation
of the final years of imperial rule—and elevated the Darkwater Dynasty from whispered aberration to undeniable legacy.

Public fascination surged once more during the centennial exhibition in IM 8993, when key artifacts toured the Known World in a
traveling showcase curated by the Grand Archive. Heralded as a turning point in modern historiography, the exhibit reignited global
interest in the twilight centuries of the empire and spawned entire academic disciplines devoted to "Imperial Null Studies."

Even now, the symbols of Darkwater legitimacy—spiraled crownwork, tri-fold seals, ouroboric medallions—continue to surface in
art, theater, and rebellion alike. Whether the Darkwaters were visionaries, usurpers, or saviors denied their hour, the Treasure of
Guarrazar ensures they will not be forgotten.

The Impudent Caldera

Where the land softened, and the sky fell listening

In the eastern grasslands, far from cities, roads, or reason to visit, the Impudent Caldera rests like a bowl forgotten by the sky. Meas-
uring several kilometers across, it is widely understood to be the eroded remnant of an ancient meteor impact—a slow-worn scar now
overgrown with wildflowers, deep grasses, and the sigh of wind that never seems to rise too far above conversation.

There is no volcanic residue. No arcane tether. Nothing outwardly magical at all.

And yet it is beautiful. Still. Wide. Quiet in the way a place can only be after listening for a very long time.

The Song That Drew a Star

Legend holds that long ago, a bard came this way—not seeking fame, but silence. Beneath the night sky, they played their music

alone, not to summon an audience, but because the tune refused to remain unwritten. The music rose into the stars.

And one of them answered.



Rather than falling in fire, the star descended gently, folding its light into the earth. Where catastrophe might have roared, instead
there was yielding. A crater formed not through violence, but through affection. Some say the star’s heat never fully left. Others say
the bard did.

Tradition of the Pilgrimage

Among bardic traditions—especially those with ties to Hoganea—it is customary for graduates and master performers alike to make
the Starfall Pilgrimage: a journey to the Impudent Caldera to perform a single original piece, alone, with no audience but sky and
memory.

The rite is private. Unjudged. It is said that performing there is an offering—not to be heard, but to exisz. The act of beauty given
freely, without witness, save perhaps for the stars.

Practices include:

® [caving a copy of the music beneath a stone or hanging it in a wind-shelter at the rim
® Never repeating the piece elsewhere

® Listening in silence for any echo not one’s own

Though many who return report nothing but peace, others speak of echoes delayed by impossible intervals, harmonies they did not
play, or dreams of warmth without light.

The caldera remains officially unmapped, unin-
habited, and unclaimed. Yet it is known. By po-

ets. By pilgrims. By the universe, it seems.

The Stone Maze of Amice Wilson
When the body walks what the soul cannot say

In the heart of Avonden’s capital stands a laby-
rinth of carved stone pathways, waist-high walls,
and quiet thresholds—a structure neither sacred
nor profane, but enduringly contemplative. Com-
missioned in IM 8845 by the kingdom’s High
Priestess Amice Wilson, the Stone Maze was
envisioned as a terrestrial prayer-wheel: a tool of
devotion designed not for chants or orations, but
for walking.

The Ritual Circuit
Pilgrims trace the winding corridors on foot, &

turning left and right through switchbacks and spirals. It is believed that the very geometry of the maze—the sequence of steps tak-
en—traces sigils pleasing to the divine, forming runes not seen from above but felt through motion. At each turn, movement be-
comes meditation, and misstep becomes symbolic. There are no choices to make, only paths to follow. A few declare the whole
thing symbolic theater—but still walk it anyway, just in case.

Sacred, Then Secular, Then Simply Present
Though constructed at the height of Avonden’s theocratic era, the Stone Maze was never decommissioned when the monarchy for-
mally separated from spiritual governance in IM 8860. Instead, it remained—too beautiful to erase, too serene to offend.

Today, it draws pilgrims and skeptics alike. Devotees walk it barefoot at dawn, while secular tourists sketch its shadows at noon.
Some walk in silence. Others hum ancient hymns. A few leave tokens—ribbons, coins, fragments of forgotten prayers—at the cen-
ter.

Interpretive Disputes

Theologians continue to debate whether the maze “works.” The gods, characteristically, remain silent on the matter. But the struc-
ture is still kept in immaculate condition, overseen jointly by The Office of Public Wonder and a small group of volunteer custodi-
ans, most of whom identify as post-devotional liturgists.



The Lumen Mint of Trevediceath
Where magic is made fungible

In the crystalline heart of Trevediceath, Lionelii, lies the Lumen Mint—a monumental facility where currency and arcana converge.
It is not merely a mint, but a city-scale arcano-industrial complex, built atop a braided ley-line fault known as the Thread of the
Ecliptic, and tapped by one of the Known World’s only stable arcane reactors.

The Process
Within this maze of channels, crucibles, and cooling arrays, the High Elven currency system—Lumen—is both forged and charged:

® Physical containers (“coins,” though often disc-shaped, prismatic, or tessellated) are precision-cast from alloys resistant to ar-
cane degradation, each stamped with sigil-channels calibrated to receive quantified magical charge.

® These inert vessels then pass through the reactor chamber, where pure ley-energies are filtered, tuned, and injected into the ves-
sels in precise denominations.

The final result is currency that is not just symbolic, but functionally magical—capable of powering minor enchantments, sustaining
spellworks, or being traded like sovereign-backed arcana.

Counterfeiting Is Culturally Laughable

Each Lumen carries a resonance fingerprint tied to the Mint’s reactor pulse signature. Attempts to forge coins without access to the
original threading algorithm result in inert husks or unintentional spell detonation. Illicit attempts are often regarded as a form of
avant-garde performance art.

A City Built to Feed a Mint
Trevediceath itself has become structurally and economically inseparable from the Mint:

e  Entire districts are dedicated to component manufacturing—delicate molds, resonance buffers, charged vitrines.

® Thousands of workers operate in shifts through assembly hives, shielding towers, and recursive QC circles.

No good or service in Lionelii circulates without having passed through a coin that passed through this place.

What Scholars Say

While some see the Lumen Mint as a triumph of regulation and elegance, others point to its aesthetic audacity: “What other civiliza-
tion,” one Hoganeaan economist remarked, “would choose to anchor their economy to a spell continuously balanced above a fault-
line?”

Official tours are infrequent, but images of the central chamber—where arcane current arcs like liquid lightning between suspended

currency batches—are iconic throughout the Known World.



