Introduction


Off in the distance, you notice a sort of haze appearing over the hills and correct your course towards it hoping to find a place to stay for the night.  As you come closer, the smell of fires, forges, and tanneries hits your nostrils.  The air seems to be a bit more humid and it is getting progressively hazier.  You crest the last rise before the town just as the sun is setting…and can’t see a thing over that last hill except a white pall of fog completely covering the valley.  You think to yourself that this is just some odd weather phenomenon and nothing is wrong with this town so you descend the hill into the fog.  After passing through what you guess to be the first 10 feet or so, the fog layer thins and you can actually see around 50’.  You continue to descend the hillside and progress towards the city, hoping that you have enough money to afford a meal and a place to sleep for the evening.  As you approach the city walls, a disinterested voice echoes out of the mist.  “Who goes there?”  You reply, “No one but a weary traveler.”  The voice replies, “Come on ahead.”  As you approach the walls, a gate and guard post become apparent.  The two dirty, unshaven guards leaning on rusty halberds motion you through the gate.  As you pass through the gate onto the nearly unlighted cobblestone streets, the smells you experience intensify hundred fold.  


You glance around at the buildings through the mist, and at first glance they seem alright…but your opinion quickly changes as you approach them.  They are all rather run down and shabby, and some of them appear to have either been burned or near a large fire some time ago.  The inhabitants of the town seem just as shabby and run down as the buildings.  Most of them continue down the streets without looking up at you at all.  The few who do you would rather had not done so at all.

The looks they direct at you are either filled with malicious amusement or outright hatred…and as far as you can see, no one in this town is particularly attractive.


You decide not to ask any of them for directions and turn down a side street to search for an inn on your own.  The street is surprisingly empty, but a couple of blocks away you can see a sign for an inn called the Plastered Rafter.  Deciding that you can stand to pass the night with a few roudy raft drivers, you start heading in that direction.  About a half block later, you think you hear light footsteps behind you in the fog.  You whip your head around and scan the surrounding area for any unwanted followers.  Not seeing anyone, you quicken your pace towards the bar, partly from nervousness and partly from fear.  A half a block later, you seem to hear footsteps again from behind you.  You pass it off as a stray cat and continue towards the inn.  Suddenly, a rock skitters across the cobblestones of the street.  You whip around again, expecting to catch some street urchin reaching for your purse…but all you see is the rounded head of a large iron mace descending towards your head.  You hear a loud crack and a blazing pain shoots through your body.  As a cascade of warm dampness begins running down your face you fall to your knees and pitch forward.  The last thing you hear before descending into blackness is a gravely, deep voice saying: “Welcome to Kraelthon.”

General Knowledge

Location

The population of Kraelthon is comprised of rafters, thieves, and scoundrels.  Since the city was razed nearly three decades ago, it has never quite recovered to it’s former splendor as a teeming marketplace.  Currently, it is nothing but a stop along the river from the interior of the land.  The marketplace is still relatively well known throughout Geleia, however.  Since the city was sacked thirty years ago, the sense of community it once had has completely vanished.  Everyone there has but one concern…themselves.  It is a haven for criminals trying to escape from the law due to the lack of a temple of T’or anywhere nearby.  Due to this, there is also no law enforcement in Kraelthon.  No one really cares what happens as long as it doesn’t affect them…therefore, there is not much racial prejudice.  Due to this lack of racism, there are quite a few more orcs residing here than in most Geleian cities.  

Government


The government here is a council of advisors that meet monthly under the direction of Archduke Turalyon, lord of the city.  The council is only concerned with staying rich, staying in power, and protecting itself from outsiders.  Most of them would just as soon kill each other as look at one another.  They do, however, have some care for the city proper due to the fact it is the only thing keeping them in money and in power.  All of them are corrupt and fairly susceptible to bribes.

Religion


There are only two temples in Kraelthon…one is a cathedral of Anubis, and the other is a temple of Orus.  The Anubians here follow the Orthodox sect.  The temples don’t have much effect on the mindset of the city; the high priest of Anubis, however, does have a seat on the city council.  The only reason a temple of Orus exists here is because they feel like it.  There is also a shrine to Taurus in the city keep where Lord Turalyon resides.

Economy


The city’s major income is from tolls charged to barges and rafts traveling down the river that runs nearby.  Kraelthon also owns the only bridge for quite a few miles on either side of the river, and charges an outrageous toll to cross it.  Other than tolls, the city receives income from wool, leather, and iron.  Most of the smell and haze in the town come from either smithies or tanneries.  Sheep and cattle thrive on the nearby foothills, and the nearby mountains are   rich with iron deposits.

Local Businesses 


There are quite a few small businesses in Kraelthon, but there are two or three that are the most visited and most well known.  The most famous is probably the Plastered Raftsman.  Quite possibly the classiest joint in all of Kraelthon, it has the best beer in town…and the least puke on the floor.  Most adventurers or other people seeking employment visit this establishment in order to view the giant bulletin board of jobs.  This board comprises one wall of the inn, and you can find almost any job there you are looking for.  This is the main hangout for rivermen passing by Kraelthon.


The next well known establishment on the list is the Burst Boil.  Tending to be a bit rougher that the Raftsman, most people don’t frequent it very often.  It is reserved for the seedier inhabitants of the city or for the adventurer who is just looking to start a fight.  The beer is decent, and the food tastes like it was cooked last week.  The outstanding feature of this bar is the fact that they are about the least racially oppressive place in the city.  Even the occasional Black Axe has been seen in the Burst Boil, as well as many other mutations.


The next stop on our little tour of Kraelthonian business establishments is the Black Marketplace.  Aptly named, because you can purchase almost anything that money can buy here.  Located in the center of town, most of the wares are sold from either carts or booths.  Slaves, weapons, drugs, and bread are just among the few things purchasable at this dark place.  Nearly as many people come here looking for employment as the Plastered Raftsman.  Due to the lawlessness of the city, this is the center of some of the major smuggling operations in Geleia.  This place is not for the upper classes, however.  Murders have been known to happen in broad daylight, as well as robberies.  
Hidden Knowledge


What most don’t know about Kraelthon is that Baron Turalyon is also the guild master of the local thieves guild.  There are five seats on the council other than the guild master, and all are taken by the heads of each of the crime rackets: assassins, smugglers, burglars, and beggars.  One seat is also held by a hirudo whose existence no one outside the council is aware of.  The smuggling the thieves guild carries on is another major source of income for the economy in Kraelthon.  Some of the citizenry have discovered that income has to be coming from somewhere other than the normal sources, but anyone who has investigated this too far has mysteriously dissappeared.


Also, unbeknownst to all but a few of the highest ranking priests of T’or, there is an underground Enclave operating in the city.  The temple is making an attempt to clean up this town, but they know that doing so with pure force would be ineffective, as the same group of people would more than likely escape and set up shop somewhere else.  Therefore, they are fighting fire with fire and attempting to remain undiscovered in their attempts to bring the corrupt heads of Kraelthon to Justice.

