A brief glimpse at Marimourian History.

By: Eschia Mousehold

Preface: The pages of these texts are a collection of prewritten, and rewritten documentations from ages past. Most of the writers are either long dead or in their elderly stages. I, Colonel Eschia Mousehold, have categorized the stories by date written in hopes to make sense of our past, so that we may know ourselves as we move foreword.

Story 1 - Early text.

By: An unnamed Mirodian History Scholar.

Date: 241-Era3

In the beginning of chronological history was the Elddar Era. All years within Era 1 mark this time. It was a time where a race of fair skinned beings once dominated as the most advanced race of the world. Legends say they once lived among the trees, the rivers, and mountains, living in pristine cities paved with gold. They didn’t live among our kind, for  at this time we had not yet grown into sentience. We lived underground as common subterranean animals. Nobody knows why the Elddar left us. The writings our scholars discovered in their ancient ruins have taught us a lot about their civilization. If not for these writings, I wouldn’t be able to write these texts, as we wouldn’t have a language to write it in. That’s right. Our language is based on that of the Elddar, The first men. Last documented history of this race shows they had build machines that allowed them to decent into the heavens. They left their cities to return to the ground of which they were built. Nobody has found any discoveries, which tell us why they chose this. We only have theories. Some say they wanted to ascend to the next plane of existence. Some say they live among us in the skies. Some say they found another world better suitable for their needs. All we have is what they left behind. Broken cities, overgrown by nature and time. The lizard people from the western continent tell us of one city in their territory that contains a ancient artifact that doesn’t match Elddar design. A strange rounded runic ring and pedestal that sits atop a sandstone platform. The markings and runes do not match that of the Elddar language. This leads us to believe there was yet another race. Perhaps if we sail to their shores we may find more answers to our questions.

Editorial Message by Eschia: From that old text, it appears the old man was referring to the warp tunnel that connects our world to many others. This device is older then even the Elddar. It was said to have been deposited at the dawn of time by gods. However any such event was never witnessed. I consider myself a skeptic. Until we find out who planted it there, it will remain a mystery. The rest of these texts refer to the ancient ruins of the Elddar, who I may add at this time we are among.

Story 2 – Queen Marium’s Pre-assassination public address.

By: Queen Marium Swornclaw

Date: 264-Era3

We talk about the age of enlightenment as if we were being judged. Our goal in life is to improve our selves, and one’s greatest critic is often themselves. We Sirodians are a proud nation, but if not for our Mirodian cousins, this great city of Tirodia would not exist in it’s current form. We owe it to her and ourselves to shape it with our labor. Let us all give thanks for what we have been given.

Editorial Message by Eschia: I chose Queen Marium’s speech because of how it acknowledged both of our races having a common ancestor. While in that age the Sirodians live among the trees, and the Mirodians lived along the ground and subterranean, they considered all establishments one large city. A City that still stands today, thousands of years later. It’s a shame this Queen had more critics then she believed to have had. No joke intended. As the ages moved on, we rose above the need for such centralized leaderships.

Story 3 – The day we took flight.

By: Markham Cirandel

Date: 143-Era4

The Anolis, the lizard people of the western continent, have given us free roam access to the ancient Elddar city that once stood on Chaiyabai island. These old ruins hold thousands of unwashed secrets. One of which are blueprints to a flying contraption. Judging by the history books, this could very well be the machines the Elddar used to ascend. We have begun to build our own. 

Editorial Message by Eschia: The first flight was a failure. Markham captained the machine and lost his life attempting to ford the skies above the southern sea. That didn’t stop determination. Another ship was built 200 years later. This one managed to pierce the sky and deliver the answers we sought after for so long.

Story 4 –  Second Flight.

By: Adrian Cirandel

Date: 126-Era5

If there is anything the Era of Leadership, and the Era of Discovery have told us, judt keep trying and you will succeed where you continued to fail. Today I am to test the flying fish. The name given based on the look of this contraption. The earlier model was flawed because of the lack of resources and tools we had at the time. My great grandfather gave his life reminding us to spare no expense for victory. Today is my time, rather I Succeed, or walk in his footsteps.

Editorial Message by Eschia: The young Mirodian who wrote this was the great grandson of the late Markham Cirandel. It was fitting for him to have that chance. He succeeded, and found the great cloud city where the Elddar had gone. The next text is by the same individual, a day after landing upon the great platform.

Story 5 –  Success.

By: Adrian Cirandel

Date: 126-Era5

This place is beautiful. The streets literally look like in the stories told Eras ago. The streets are lined with gold, the city stays afloat by large turbines, and the people look like the ones in the ruin drawings. I would have thought since our language was simply based on theirs, there would be extra steps in communicating, but it appears they understand us. I feel awkward. Like we don’t fit in. This place is so shiny and clean, but we are so small and furry. Perhaps if we dress like them they wont stare so much.

Editorial Message by Eschia: In that text the young Mirodian expresses anxiety, which was shared among many of us at the time. We had came from medieval primitive cities, and came face to face with something large, clean, and more advanced then anything we had yet seen. Many of us felt we didn’t fit in. While the Elddar did their best to make us comfortable, many of us attempted to fit in by dressing like them and wearing wigs so that we have hair styles, rather then our normal flat head fuzz. As time progressed, we realized the Elddar didn’t care much for it and saw it as mockery.

Story 6 –  Changing of Seasons.

By: Adrian Cirandel (in his Elderly)

Date: 299-Era5

The Era of Innovation brought us closer to the first men. At last we had met. This Era has come to a close. As the last days pass, we should reflect on what we have accomplished in these 300 years, as we step into a new age. The Era of Industry. I go proudly to my grave, as I know I haven’t much longer. It is time for nature to take me back into it’s embrace.

Editorial Message by Eschia: Adrian knew he was soon to die of cancer. He had finally fallen ill to the smog and pollution from the old Industrial Anolis City. This city would be bulldozed and rebuilt with cleaner energy 100 years later, after the Elddar show the lizard men how to manage power. At this time, the denizens of Tirodia had chosen not to tread into the industrial age.

Story 7 –  The voyage.

By: Captain Colmar Santrum

Date: 278-Era7

Today in this age of Constellations, was a day people hundreds of years from now will remember as a turning point in our history. Alas the Mirodians have broken the barrier and ascended into space. The Markham space station’s location has been picked. It shall orbit above Shantoa Peeks research station south of Tirodia. Space is exactly how the Elddar imagined. Cold, Lifeless, and dark… No matter. We shall light of these skies.

Editorial Message by Eschia: Ahh, our first time… It’s always the most exciting. Erm, well… If not for the brave men aboard that craft, it would have taken another hundred years to have the resources to do it again. This is a famous speech all Mirodians recognize. I always loved how our historians, and brave knights were so optimistic. A trait even I share.

Story 8 –  Colonization of Terramour

By: Mirodadroid-MONO-231

Date: 259-Era8 (age of space)

Report Number 159. We have arrived on the baron world, 3rd from our star. The atmosphere appears suitable for the biological races, as well as having weather conditions to the liking of Mechanical lifeforms such as I. I have been given the task of expeditioning the terrain. I have sent several units to gather data. The Captain has chosen to name this world Terramour, the sister planet of Marimour. We are tasked to build a colony.

Editorial Message by Eschia: Sentient robots. One of my species greatest inventions. We created life in more ways then intended. Today Mirodadroids and other mechanid lifeforms live among us as equals. Terramour was named after the earth we walk on. A Second ground, if you will note. What you’re about to see, is our second attempt at colonizing a world, only this time it rebels…

Story 9 –  Colonization of Shamboria.

By: Lucian Mickarksie

Date: 57-Era9 (age of exploration)

Colonization of Shamboria has failed. All attempts to transform this rock into a suitable planet have resulted in the deaths of the men and women of both bionoids and mechanoids. This planet simply doesn’t want us here. It’s as if the planet it’s self is rebelling. First it quaked and collapsed our facility, then the plants we imported sprouted out and began strangling people and eating them. Now it’s introduced a plague! Is there no end? Can anybody read me out here? Base! Come in! –static-

Editorial Message by Eschia: That was originally an audio message, but it was put into text form. By the time we received this message and arrived to aid, the planet had returned to a baron rock, and there were no signs of life anywhere. Not even a ship. How do hundreds of kilotons of equipment just vanish? This mystery was later revealed…

Story 10 –  Shamboria Mystery

By: Mirodadroid-Luna-438

Date: 67-Era9

10 years ago we attempted to colonize Shamboria. The planet fought back. Today is round 2. I am not as lenient as my former colleague.

-- later broadcast --

We landed on the surface. Nothing here but darkness rock and sky… My fur is standing on end in my spacesuit just being here it’s so creepy.

-- later broadcast –

I think my commander tried to kill me… The way he’s looking at me. It’s mutiny. I’ll have him court-martialed if I don’t kill him first. Yes… -maniacle laughter-

-- later broadcast --

This is Colonel Tritz, acting captain for Shamboria-Venture-1. This Mirodadroid just flipped out and tried to kill me. I had to pull it’s life support. I had no choice… I… -whispers- No! Stay away!

-- later broadcast --

Colonel Tritz again. Most of my crew is dead. Something is resurrecting them as shadow figures. I hear them whispering something. Peterson is here with me. We’ve been exposed to the atmosphere, and may have hypothermia. We’re going to try and stay put until the engine is ready to get us out of here. 

-- later broadcast --

Slyish Voice: Mmmmhmhmmahahahaa… Do come back again dearies.

-- later broadcast --

This is Tritz again. We’ve left the planet. I’d like to call a ban of any further travel here. Wipe it off the star charts if you must! I just had to kill my last crewmate because he tried to stop me from blasting off! I tell you something is messing with our minds out here! I repeat, do not come to this planet!

Editorial Message by Eschia: Shamboria was the home of a villainous but crazy dictator long before Marimour was capable of harboring life. The Elddar once lived there long ago before settling here. Elddar texts mention they branched off from another race. As that last race died off, 2 races emerged from them. The ones we refer to as the Elddar, who refer to themselves as Elvians, and a cousin race of dark skinned Elddar who referred to themselves as Demians. The Elddar had all but forgotten of their old planet, with only small mentions of it and the Demians. The original race the branched off from was a mix of the 2 races, and called themselves Dinorians. The planet originally went by the same name. The planet was ruled by a dictator who was evil. The economy had crashed, many people slaughtered for not agreeing with law, and many rebel movements emerged. The Elddar have quite a fascinating history. So full of death… Us Mirodians never created weapons up until the age of invasion. We had it easy I guess… Shamboria, even the name sounds spooky. It was labeled off limits, hostile, and haunted.

Story 11 – Alien Invasion

By: Lirikon Handin

Date: 210-Era10 (age of invasion – Round 1)

This is Admiral Lirikon Handin, of the Marimourian intergalactic investigations fleet. For ages we thought we had tamed the skies, but today we gazed out, and someone looked back. They don’t seem like they wish to make first contact. That armada of alien ships is armed to the teeth… How did they know we existed? Did someone rat us out? I’ve decided to arm my cadets with holograms so we may record their image and slip aboard disguised as one of their kind. I’ll report my findings.

Editorial Message by Eschia: This marks a travesty among our kind, as it was the first time we had to build weapons, other then cutting tools, like those used in the Shamboria incident. It also marks a new age for our people. Once you got a Mirodian creating something, expect several different variants of it… First we created our Garbage weapons, by converting garbage fraiters into war ships that hurled trash as projectiles, but those proved ineffective, so we cranked it up to needle ships with shield scrambling needles that pierce the hulls of our enemies ships. These days we use Photon and Ion Cannons that can incinerate a mothership, equipped with what we refer to as hull-rapiers, which basically trash the energy shields and take out about 15 decks in the process, and that’s just if it fails to incinerate… We came a long way. Anyway enough techno-babble. We managed to defend our 2 worlds, though Terramour suffered heavily. The war lasted a whole Era.

Story 12 – Peace

By: Dirinak Bowman

Date: 11-Era12(age of peace)

The war is over. The last of the armada has retreated. Though if they return home, they could once again build a formidable force and return. These beings looked a lot like Elddar, only with rounded ears instead of pointy. Nobody has been able to decipher their language, or their agenda. Possibly they wanted territory, or domination. Perhaps someone mislead them into thinking we meant them harm? Perhaps at some time in the future we will bring them harm, but we yet do not know it? So many questions. All we have left of them is their space debris, and their markings. I guess it’s time for this Sirodian to retire to his tree.

Editorial Message by Eschia: Even today we do not know anything about these aliens, other then they didn’t like us… Personally I think it was a delayed response to something the Dinorians did. Who knows?

Story 13 – Apocalyptic world

By: Franik Arklin

Date: 197-Era13(age of ambition)

This is captain Franik Arklin of the MSS-Smoothscale. We found the wreckage of a world where the people appear to have blown themselves up. The other races need environment suits, but my scales allow me to withstand the radiation. My Mechanid crewmen are able to accompany me however. This looks fairly recent. Not more then a hundred years ago. Could this have been a warlike species? An accident with the power grid? Or a victim of hostile Aliens? I’ve been on many expeditions, and terraforming events, but it will be years before this planet is habitable.

Editorial Message by Eschia: Upon looking back on this event myself, I’ve discovered this world had 2 nations at war. One nation was actually more of a corporation, and the other was everyone else… Each considered it’s self it’s own nation. Judging by the Alien writings, which were quite easy to decipher after I visited the planet myself, it looks as though a rare highly charged mineral on this planet was sought after for powering all kinds of machines. The corporation greedily mined it, causing everyone else to suffer with quakes and poverty. The denizens of this world fought back, only to have the hand of the corporation slap them like flies using nukes, which carelessly used, destroyed civilization. It’s fascinating to learn so much from ancient cultures, even if they took a grim fate.

Story 14 – My Story

By: Eschia Mousehold

Date: 29-Era14 (age of horizon)

It’s time for me to add to this book. We have colonized 12 worlds, 6 under my watch. We have found 26 different sentient alien planets, and connected to them with trade and alliances. We have created life, rather it be bionid or mechanid, including new species right here at home, based off of forest animals similar to us. The Oggroks that once roamed the southern continent, who once ravaged the Elddar during their Era on the surface are now long since removed from the planet out of their own warlike self destructive ways. The Avian people who were once territorial and angry by nature are now our allies and have joined the ranks of our expedition groups. I was born in the 14th Era, but I know so much of all the previous 13. When I parish I hope these texts will be incorporated into another historian’s personal collection, so that future generations may learn who we are and where we came from. If a grim future awaits us, and a historian of another race finds this in our wreckage, let it be known we went out fighting. This is Colonel Eschia Mousehold, end of log. Squeak Squeak!

(OOC:

Similarities to earth species:

Mirodians: Dormouse

Sirodians: Squirrel

Elddar: Mythological High Elf

Oggroks: Mythological Orc

Arians: Various species of bird

Anolis: Floridian Tree Chameleon

Species created by the Mirodians:

Tandacoon: Raccoon

Fenarin: Feline

Canirin: Canine

Vermodian: Rat 

Mirodadroid: Mechanid Mirodians 

Sirodadroid: Mechanid Sirodians

Feldroid: Mechanid Elddar

Caitidroid: Mechanid Fenarin

)

