Three Rivers

This is a small isolated community settled in the joining of the Ois River, Richuan River and of the Gorthenmer River. Few travel to and from this area as it is far off-path to anything. Peddlers and merchants travel to this town once every few months, no more often, and mostly weeks before local holidays and festivals. The journey from even the nearest cities takes at least a month with a wagon, or three weeks on horse-back. Due to the isolation, villagers have learned to live on their own crops which they grow in fields settled few miles away from the banks of the rivers.


Three Rivers is separated in three distinct areas, first being Nigan which is the main village itself. Then in the south there are the southern farm lands, settled on the northern banks of the Richuan River where only a handful of farms are spread to harvest crops. Lastly, to the north of Nigan, on the southern banks of the Ois River, there lie the Cantor family farm lands.

Nothing interesting has happened in the Three Rivers for as long as anyone can remember. The killing of the giant boar, a meter and a half tall savage  swine, that lived in the woods threatening the hunters and lumberjacks, or the travel of Gaen Ur and Bren Korin to Hadleheart are as big as adventures get in these regions.

The council

The village itself is watched over by the village Council, which consists of 6 members. They discuss the events in holidays, the wealth they have gathered from the crops and other areas, and will deal with any crime that occurred, though that was a rare occurrence, happening every few year. They are trusted and looked up to by the villagers who dearly respects their opinions.


Mayor Bren Korin is a sturdy golden-hearted fellow who cares of the happiness and good health of ever of his villagers. He is 6’2 feet tall and well built, though he bares a rounded stomach from enjoying his own made ale and wine often. He has dark brown hair and wears a well trimmed beard, which accentuate his soft blue eyes. He runs and lives inside the village’s inn. Due to the lack of travellers passing their way, the inn became simply a place where villagers get together on cold nights to have a warm drink and engage in long conversations with their friends. Bren Korin lives in the upstairs quarters with his wife, Kena. She is renowned throughout the Three Rivers for her fabulous cooking and her marvellous loafs of bread and honeycakes.

Blacksmith Faethor Gurning is a grumpy, worrying, though kind, old man. He’s short but very intimidating, as he spreads to a man and a half large, with broad shoulders and heavy arms. He wears white hair and a short white beard and dark brown eyes. He specializes in fixing the hunting weapons, farming tools, and wagon wheels used by the villagers. He has no family but has an apprentice he cares for as his own son. His name is Kin Varry, a short and sturdy kid, almost as broad shouldered and impressive as his master. It was rumored for a while Kin’s mother had an affair with Faethor, explaining their resemblance. That rumor eventually died out.

Lumberjack Burrich Forn is a very reserved man, who will rarely speak out first or come to the Inn. He likes loneliness and spends much his time in the wood. He is a tall, also broad shouldered man. He shares heavy resemblance to the men of the north, who live in the mountains far far away. He has greasy brown hair dropping to hear length and a heavy, squared face. Villagers rely on him and his employees to bring wood to the village which gave him an important status in the village, and earned him much respect.

Doctor Kutchin Hatcher is an excentric man. Once his mind has been set on one opinion, there is no changing the old fool’s mind. He is a huntched over, skinny old man, with silvery hair, tied back into a short pony tail. Small rounded glasses sit at the tip of his nose, in front of two brown eyes, who peer from beneath bushy gray eyebrows. He relys on his curved wooden staff to hold his mass up. He has a wife, Vanda who serves as his nurse and an elder son, Juliad and a daughter, Fanne, who are both in their mid-twenties.

Wailian Cantor is one of the older men of the Cantor family, who reside in the Cantor farm lands described above. Though nearing his fifties, he still has a heavy mutt of black hair on his head, and a heavy black mustach stashing to the sides of his mouth. Members of the village dislike him, as they do all the Cantors. They are odd ranting and boasting people : the troublemakers in the Three Rivers. He is a tall, yet slender man, wearing ugly loose brown pants raised over his belly-button, and ugly beige and dirty shirts. He lives with his extended family in the farms a few hours of walking away from Nigan, on the southern bank of the Ois River. His wife is named Berta and his children Dori and Firn.

Gaen Ur is the Southern Farm Lands’ representative in the council. A tall, slender old man, with grizzled gray hair often covered by a brown worn out hat, and brown eyes. He has a raspy voice, though he often speaks for the good of people, sometimes more of the southern farm folks then others, but this man is anything but selfish. He only wishes for the happiness of others. His way of thinking often lead to brushes with Wailian Cantor the representative of the northern farms, who often tried to gather the attention and wealth to his own profit. Gaen Ur also has a wife, Benadeth and a son Kaden.

Local Holiday

The folks of Three Rivers, so isolated from the rest of the kingdom, came to create their own holidays in rememberence or celebration of ancient events.

The Burion Carnival, started years after Fin Burion, a Traveling Bard, a gleeman, had visited Nigan in the first days of June to learn of the ways of this community. During his stay he had organised an event where he gathered all villagers to a archery contest, a muddy pig contest and spent hours telling spectators they fairy tales of the Old Age. Years later the Village Council decided to continue this as a new tradition, a day where no one worked, save for those who ran the carnival of course. The archery contest, is seperated into age catagories pitting men and women alike,  standing side by side and have 3 arrows each to shoot into a target. This continues with elimination rounds until one villager is declared the winner. Soon afterward, the winners of the three age groups, 6 to 18, 18 to 40, and 40 and above, are pitted together in the same process until one supreme champion is decided for the year. He receives a crown of swan feathers and a sack of fifty silver coins. Then of course, there is the muddy pig contest, where a pig is unleashed in a wet mud arena, and one villager at a time tries to catch him. This proved to be the most entertaining and toughest event of the day. Winners get a free second plate at the assembly supper later that night if they caught the pig. It was indeed a tough task to catch the little slippery and excited swine. The storytelling of the gleeman was replaced by music from the most talented villagers, as bards only visit the village every few years. The day is ended by a supper set out in the fields outside Nigan where all the villagers of Nigan, the southern farms, and the Cantor family farms gather to feast and enjoy life together. In the evening, they relax in the fields enjoying the music of their friends, the mayor’s brew, good food, and their best pipe tabacco.


First day of Spring is celebrated every year, marking the end of the winter, and the beginning of a harder working season, the harvesting, for all farmers of the area. The day off work is highlighted by the gathering of the villagers before the inn, for the Mayor’s motivation speech, where he invites them to join him for a drink inside. The rest of the day is spent relaxing, exchanging in conversations, playing music, or playing sports.

Many other holidays happen in the Three Rivers, most celebrated with a large feast, heavy with cheers and happiness.

