Life in Southham.

“Never been to Southham before, eh?  Well pull up a chair, and have a drink, that’ll be one Lordling 
please.  What?  You don’t have a Lordling?  Well consider this one on the house, but don’t get to use to that happening here in Southham.  So you’re new in town you say?  From Rougtero?  Egads man, keep your tongue!  Saying that could get your throat cut around here.

“Well have no fear, Ol’Jack’ll not give ya way.  You see, Rougterans, or ‘Dirties’ as well call’em, ain’t real popular here at all.  Most folks see’em as a bunch of loafers who kissup to the Dark Mother, and that just doesn’t go around here.  We haven’t had a whole lot of respect or use for Dirties much, esspecially not since the Night of Chaos a year or two back, it was the Dark Mother and her slaves that caused it you know.

“’The Night of Chaos’ you ask?  What is it?  What are ya daft, man?  It was the night that all the money in the world disappeared.  It was utter hell around here for many a month, let me tell you.  The press gangs putting people to work building that damn big arena thing, pressing people into naval service.  Southham just wasn’t what it use to be then, or is now for that matter.

“Ya see, Southham use to be a right nice place to live.   Sure it was a little cutthroat at times when it came to money, but its always been that way with the big Merchant Lords and the Prelate around, but a man could still always make a coin.  You see, here, money talks, and the more you have, the louder your words.  But there’s a catch..money isn’t just it for talking loudly.  You gotta belong to the right Clan, have a patron, or do something so all fire spectacular that they got no choice but to recognize you as one of the all high muckety mucks.  Money here can get you just about anything.  Sago week, not a problem.  Mind Juice, it can be done.  God Pills, easy.  A Slave, no problem, head down to the market.  Steel, can be done.  Teresium, takes knowing the right people, but that’s doable as well.  Here in Southham its all for sale, so long as you don’t get too greedy.

“There are a couple of kinds of people here in Southham.  The most important is the Prelate and his favorites.  They have the run of the place, the best trade negotiations, the finest justice money can buy, you name it.  The catch on that, is the Prelate is a pretty fickle man at times, so if you piss him off, you can be out of favor before you blink.  And loosing favor is no fun.  I’ve seen it happen.  Did you see that beggar out in front of the fountain down the street?  Yeah, the elf with the eye patch.  He use to be one of the Prelate’s favorites a few years ago, but he made the mistake of badly insulting him at some party.  Next thing you know, the man was under investigation by the Bureau of Taxation, and a month later he was found to have been cheating his taxes greatly.  Granted the man had been a favorite and probably was cheating on his taxes, a man should always pay his taxes if he expects the Bureaucracy to stay away, but it still shows what can happen.

“So yeah, its good to be a favorite of the Prelate, but it definitely has its downfalls…heh heh..get it?  Downfalls.

“The next batch of folks are the Merchant Lords.  These guys by and by are as nasty a bunch as you can get.  I think they have one kind bone among them, and there are a lot of’em.  Being a Merchant Lord is more than just being rich, it’s a title granted to those who have succeeded.  The title really means that they are rich and influential enough to warrant a title.  Coming from a good family definitely helps, but not as much as doing it on your own by good old fashioned hard nosed business dealings.  Take a look at Lord Tomin Visinti, he fought his way up from the streets.  He started off 30 years ago the son of a whore over in the foulberg
.  His first job was running with a gang of local toughs, before they got taken down by the Guard
, well back then he was snatching loads off wagons and then selling them.  He got lucky when the Guard came down on them and was one of the ones to escape, and the one to escape with the coffers.  He then took the money from that and started his own business hauling loads with a couple of wagons between here and Northham.  He did this for a couple of years, saving every Lordling he could.  After he’d made enough, he bought a metijo of his own, named it “Hope’s Respite”, and starting hauling big cargos.  He was willing to take a chance, and in this town, that’ll always make you a Falcon.  He’d do the runs up to Liston, even when they were at war with the Watch
 that no one liked to do.  Even when the Barrits started getting really uppity, he’d still work with’em, and so they traded with him.  This earned him quite a collection of Falcon’s let me tell you.

“His next big venture was into arms.  You know, swords, armor, things like that.  He’d gotten involved as a middle man with this big weapons consortium out of Karefelon, and it was just rolling in the money.  By that point he had a fleet of 10 metijos and handful of cargo conversion marajos in his service.  He’d also cleared several hundred thousand Falcons.  This sweet ride lasted for many a year, and is still goin for him.

“His next big break came when one of his ships happened to save a batch of Onivero that were being molested by some Drako.  Well they were eternally grateful to him and his, so they helped him out.  They started doing cargo hauls for him on a limited basis.  He’d provide things they needed, and in turn, if he had a cargo that he needed delivered with a lot of haste, they’d do it.  This is where his real money came in.  When you are the only game in town that can deliver on a shipping contract in a quarter of the time of your competition, you tend to make a lot of money.

“That was also about the time of his second assassination attempt, the first had come a few years before, but was pretty shoddy.  This one was serious, the assassin, some orc came within an inch of putting a shaft through his heart.  Well they got the assassin after the shot, but it just about cost him his life.  Old Visinti didn’t let that stop him though, he keep at it, and rumor has it, sent three assassins after the guy that sent the one after him.  

“That is also one of the staples of the life of a lord as well, assassinations.  Plots, poisonings, knifings, you name it, a Merchant Lord goes through it, it’s the price of being in the public eye.

“Well any ways, Visinti keep at it, and kept raking in the Falcons.  During the Wars, he made a killing supplying weapons to everyone but the Legion, and even sponsored a group of mercenaries to help fight the Black.
  Well like most other Lords, the War didn’t hit them that hard, except during the siege.  Business kept flowing, and the money kept rolling in, that’s when he also got into art collection I hear tell.  Started collecting statues and other works of art left and right, probably was just to fill up that new big mansion of his.

“Well it all got melted or sold when ‘the Year of Chaos and Melting’
, and he came out on top.  A lot of Lords got ‘raised and lowered’ that year, but a bunch got through it without a lot of harm.  Hell, Lord Visinti even set up work for us low folks so we didn’t get dragooned into building that damned arena those rich folks so enjoy, or into joining the Lord Durinin’s Navy,
  so he’s all right by me.

“So all in all, he’s not that bad of a guy for a Lord.  By the by they are, like I said, a cutthroat lot, but they have to be that way to get and stay on top.  They are rich one and all, and very secure in the knowledge of it, and the power that brings them in Southham, but its them that makes so much of this city run.  They provide jobs for one and all who need it.

“How many Lords are there?  I don’t know, 30? 40?  It changes with each trade deal.

“How do you become a lord?  Like I said, get lucky, get rich, get noticed, and the Prelate will confirm you so long as you aren’t a threat.

“The next type of folks here are the average people like me.  I run my own bar, I dabble in futures a bit, but nothing major, and certainly not enough to get noticed.  I got a right nice life here, but that’s cause I’m beneath the Lord and Prelate’s notice, that changes, life could get hectic.  The average person in Southham can do as they please pretty much.  Obey the laws, don’t piss people off, and work hard, and you’ll have a nice life, there are certainly much worse, like living in that tent city you come from.  We’ve got it all here in Southham, some of the greatest gambling in the world, definitely some of the best whores, plenty of booze from all over the world, fairly clean and safe streets, and most any other thing you could want.  Oh, and we don’t have those fool Torites breathing down our necks for what doing what they see as right and wrong like you folks do.  Yep, way I see it, life is right good here.

“Next to last are the beggars, the street people that ain’t got no job, or no want of one.  They are a weird bunch, and dangerous too.  They hang together you see, hang real tight.  You figure you got usually one or two beggars per block, ‘cept in the market, when you got one underfoot all the time, but never more beyond that.  Its almost like they are organized.  But never pick on a beggar, they watch out for each other.

“The last group are people like you, the adventurers.  Frankly, noone trusts you, no matter where you came from.  You people are assassins, murderers, do gooders, and all in all unpredictable folks.  The Prelate tolerates you so long as you don’t get out of hand, the Lords will prolly employ you for some odd job they don’t want to risk their own people on, the Beggars will watch you like hawks, and us normal folks will try and rob you blind at every shop and merchant stall.  But, like I said…we got room for all here in Southham, and definitely work for’em.

“The Arena?  That is the big place on the outside of town to the west.  It’s a huge place where the rich go to watch sports, everything from horse races, to gladiators fighting it out, to magicians fighting it out with spells.  The rich want to be entertained, so the Prelate pays well for good shows.

“Well I hope you enjoyed the beer and I hope the information is useful to you, and do come again.

“Woah, steady there friend, that dizzy numb feeling you are having would be the poison I put in your drink.  You see, we don’t want Dirties around the Bull’s Horn.  Oh, and see those two large gentlemen over there?  Yes the large hairy ones walking this way, they would be the two men who are going to take you out back and crack your skull and then take all your belongings.

“I hope you enjoy your stay in Southham, friend, and remember, you can buy anything here, even Justice.”  

� A Lordling is a copper coin, equal to 1/4 of a silver Falcon.


� The Foulberg is where the leatherworker’s ply their trade.


� The Guard is the name for the City Watch, it is lead by Lord Captain Conner MacGaeth.





� The Watch is the local name for Kieron’s Watch.


� The Black is one of the names for the Black Legion.


� The Year of Chaos and Melting refers to the year following the disappearance of all money.


� Lord Durinin is the Lord Admiral of Southham and the commander of its Navy.





