History: The year is 202 A.G. After Genocide. In the last year of the Second Inhuman War, the Scro developed a terrible new weapon with the aid of powerful magic from their allies, the Drow. Dubbed the Sun Crusher, the first and last use of this mighty weapon was on the crystal sphere then known as Realmspace. Creating an imbalance in the sphere’s star, this weapon utterly destroyed Realmspace when their sun expanded uncontrollably, bringing about the sphere’s new name: Star Space, a wretched globe filled with flame and the souls of the damned. In retaliation, the elves developed a new and horrible spell, one which would decisively bring about the end of the so-called Inhuman Wars for all time. On the last day of the war, five elven High Magi cast this new spell: Genocide.


The High Magi chose five different targets: the races of goblinkind. The Scro, their surface-dwelling cousins the Orcs, Goblins, Ogres, and the lowest of them all, the Kobolds: all were destroyed. On that day, five races died to end a war. But there was a terrible price to pay, unforeseen by the spell’s creators, who stood on the brink of victory. For each of the uncountable lives that were extinguished that day in vengeance, an Elven life paid the price. Throughout the galaxy, Scro died, Orcs died, Goblins died, Ogres died, Kobolds died......and Elves. Grey Elves, Wood Elves, High Elves, Aquatic Elves, whatever you may call them on your world, they all died. Even the Drow, long banished though they were, are elves, and died that day.


But those who counted themselves lucky to be rid of the Drow in the long years that followed forgot one thing: the inherent immunity to magic which is the birthright of all Drow. Current, hastily revised estimates place fully half of the Drow population as being slaughtered that day, and more in the chaos that followed, as their long-time enemies took advantage of their sudden weakness, until less than a tenth remained. But we knew none of this in the years following Genocide. To us, the Drow were dead, a happy side effect of the foul price the Elves paid for their victory.


For 100 years, chaos reigned. With the complete destruction of the most powerful crystal sphere in existence, and the loss of the Elven Imperial Navy, there was no-one to impose order upon the chaos of space. Greyhawk sealed itself off from the rest of the galaxy, and everywhere else, piracy reigned supreme. It was a time of civil war, as sphere after sphere struggled alone against the tide of darkness, and many changes were wrought. Cut off from each other, many settlements diverged, creating new sub-races of humanity, much like their predecessors, the Elves. New alien races were discovered, and 100 years later, the galaxy was a far richer and diverse place. But at what cost?


Finally, after the long period of struggle, the colonies began to win the battle of order, each sphere building its own navy, and Greyhawk finally re-opened its doors. The supreme Magi of Greyhawk, old enough to remember the war, called a council of the leaders of known space. At the first Galactic Convention, held on Geneva, now capital of the Alliance, the Magi drew up an agreement between all the peaceful races of the galaxy. It called for a fair and equal Alliance between the races in order to ensure peace and prosperity throughout known space. The first to join the Alliance were the Arcane, for business is bad without order, and they saw a unique opportunity in the forming of the new Alliance. Their proposition? The Arcane would freely share their technology with all members, giving those who joined an unquestionable military advantage superior even to that enjoyed by the elves during the height of the Imperial Elven Navy. In return, the Arcane would garnish all profits from ship sales in Alliance space. It was a good deal for all involved, with the Alliance gaining previously unimagined technology, and the Arcane gaining previously unimagined wealth. But not everyone was involved. We, the common folk, the merchants, entrepreneurs, the adventurers, suffered.


The Arcane became the second undisputed masters of the “fair and equal” Alliance, with the various races of humans being first for their numbers and role in calling the Convention. The presence of these two powerful races, and the offer of the Arcane ensured the Alliance’s success. Many races accepted, seeing the advantage and prosperity offered by the Alliance, and order was quickly restored. For 100 years more, the Alliance reigned supreme, crushing pirates, Neogi, Beholders, and all others who opposed them. The annals of history record only four sightings of the legendary Spelljammer during this time, and never a new captain, as opposed to the uncountable sightings, real or imagined, of the previous century. Unfortunately, there were few long-lived enough to remember the signs of old, and this dire warning of things not as they should be passed unnoticed. Magic, technology, and wealth were free for all who lived in the Alliance, but they lived under the “good and lawful” rule of the humans. The Alliance quickly became corrupted by politics, and when it all started, there were only us few, disorderly adventurers to stop the evil that would befall us all.


It is the year 202 A.G. After Genocide. The Drow have returned, and they have brought with them powerful new allies: the dragons. It is the year 202 A.G. The beginning of the Dragonwar.


