
In the un-time, before the concept of "before," there was only the Void. It was not a 
darkness, for there was no light to contrast it. It was not a silence, for the idea of sound had 
not yet been conceived. It was a perfect, seamless, and absolute nothing; a state of pure 
non-existence that held within it the impossible paradox of potential. 
 

The first stirring was not a thought, but an event. An event of separation. The seamless 
nothing was cleaved into two new states: a past and a future. And with that division, the 
Principle of Time began. It was not a being, but a rhythm; an inexorable, silent pulse that gave 
the Void its first law: that things could happen. 

 
Once there was a "now," there could be a "what." From the infinite potential of the 

Void, the Principle of Matter coalesced. It was a chaotic storm of all possibilities. The potential 
for hardness, the capacity for heat, the fluidity of liquid, and the freedom of gas, all crushed 
into a single, roiling state of pure substance. This unified substance could not hold. Its own 
internal pressures and properties caused it to differentiate. The Principle of Earth emerged as 
the tendency toward stillness and density. The Principle of Fire was defined by consumption 
and energy release. The Principle of Water became the law of cohesion and flow. And the 
Principle of Air established itself as the nature of diffusion, occupying the space between 
them all. 

 
Their emergence created a new, stark reality, and with it, new dualities. Where the 

energetic reactions of Fire occurred, a new phenomenon was observed: Light, the Principle of 
radiation and revelation. And in its absence, there was Darkness, the Principle of absorption 
and the unknown. To govern these interactions, a final, essential Principle was revealed: 
Gravity, the law of attraction, of order, of the elegant cosmic dance. It bent the path of light, 
gave weight to matter, and pulled the raging elements into orbits and spheres. 

 
From this new cosmic dance, further subtleties arose. As particles of matter rushed 

past each other, a tension grew between them, a potential for a sudden, brilliant discharge. 
This was the birth of Electricity, a wild and unpredictable Principle of connection and 
separation, the spark that leaps across the void. The great collisions and vibrations of the new 
cosmos, now carried through the medium of Air and Water, created the first waves of 
pressure, and the Principle of Sound was born, the law of resonance and percussion. 
And finally, as Time’s arrow moved forward, as Fire consumed fuel and celestial bodies 
radiated their heat into the cold, a final, inescapable law made itself known. It was the 
Principle of Entropy, the quiet, certain truth that all energy tends to disperse, that all order 
must eventually decay into chaos, and that all things, in the fullness of Time, must end. It was 
the universe's ultimate sigh, a promise of eventual stillness. 
 

The Void was gone, replaced by a cosmos. It was a universe of immense power and 
intricate, impersonal laws, but it was unconscious. It was a stage, perfectly set, waiting for the 
players who would, in their own creation, finally give the great and silent Principles a voice, a 
face, and a name. 



For eons uncounted, the Principles played out their silent, mindless drama. Amidst a 
sea of cosmic fire and silent rock, one world began to bloom. Water pooled on the surface of 
the Earth, and in the shallow, sun-warmed tides, the wild spark of Electricity found fertile 
ground. Complex molecules formed, chains of matter linking and replicating, driven by the 
relentless rhythm of Time. Life began. 

 
It was a slow, creeping thing at first, driven only by the urge to persist. But as millennia 

passed, complexity grew. Fins became legs, gills became lungs. And in the mind of one 
specific creature, a new threshold was crossed. It was the birth of consciousness. It looked at 
its own reflection in a pool of water and did not just see a shape, but thought: I am. 

 
In that singular moment of self-awareness, the universe gained its reflection. The 

creature looked up at the burning star and felt its warmth, and in that act of perception, the 
mortal mind forged a face and will for the impersonal Principle of Light. Lux awoke, an 
Embodiment of brilliance and clarity, his consciousness born from a mortal’s awe. The 
creature felt the cool ground and the unyielding stone, and the Principle of Earth gained a 
mind. Terra opened her eyes, her thoughts as patient and deep as the strata she embodied. 
One by one, as the first mortals perceived the world, they awoke their gods. They heard the 
crash of a falling tree and gave form to Sonus. They watched a storm and gave a wild, 
untamable personality to Fulmen, the Embodiment of Electricity. They observed the slow, 
inevitable decay of all things, the rotting log, the fading sunset, and they felt a chill of dread, 
giving a grim, final consciousness to Lethe, the Embodiment of Entropy. The gods were not 
creators; they were creations, their very identities shaped by the hopes, fears, and 
understanding of the very mortals who were subject to their power. The pantheon had been 
born, not in the Void, but in the fragile, fleeting mind of a mortal. 

 
The relationship between the newly awakened gods and their mortal creators was 

immediate and symbiotic. The Embodiments, their consciousness tethered to mortal 
perception, sought to deepen that understanding. They did not grant their own power, for that 
was impossible; their power was an immutable law of the cosmos. Instead, they taught 
mortals to perceive the subtle, innate magical energy that permeated all of creation, a fifth 
element that bound the others: Aether. They showed them how this raw energy could be 
shaped by will and intent. By manipulating Aether, mortals could replicate the effects of the 
Principles themselves. They could command Aether to vibrate and create sound as Sonus did, 
or shape it to refract light into illusions as Lux could. This was the true dawn of magic: mortals 
learning to use the universe's fundamental energy to perform acts that mirrored the divine, 
guided by the very gods their ancestors had dreamed into being. 

 
Yet the world of the first mortals was incomplete. They were beings of thought and 

magic, a direct combination of the Principles, but they walked upon a planet of barren rock 
and dust. There was no grass, no beast, no bird, for the concept of life, of flesh and blood and 
instinct, had not yet been given form. Then came the mortal Kaelen. While practicing the art 
of shaping Aether, he did not look outward at the world, but inward. He contemplated not 



what he could do, but what he was. In a moment of profound, earth-shattering insight, he 
truly understood his own existence, separate from the rocks and the sky. The sheer weight of 
this realization brought a single tear to his eye. It fell from his cheek and struck the barren 
ground. 

 
Where the tear landed, the dust trembled. A great, pearlescent pod, vast as a 

mountain, erupted from the stone, unfurling its petals to the sky. From its heart, a new 
Embodiment stepped forth. She was giant, like the others, but where they were formed of 
starlight or storm, she was soft curves and warm hues. This was Myrla. She looked at Kaelen, 
the source of her awakening, and then down at the sterile ground. She knelt, her immense 
form casting a shadow of impossible grace, and pressed her lips to the stone. From her kiss, a 
wave of vibrant green energy pulsed across the planet. The dust became rich soil. Grasses 
and mosses erupted from the ground, followed by towering trees and delicate flowers. And 
from the new forests and plains, new beings stirred. Creatures of fur and feather, scale and 
skin, the things mortals would come to call animals, emerged, blinking in the new light. Myrla, 
the Embodiment of Life, had breathed a soul into the world, a new kind of existence, separate 
from the mortals, to live alongside them. 

 
With a world now teeming with life, the other Embodiments saw a new way to deepen 

their connection with their creators. They began to choose mortals who embodied their 
domain, reshaping them and binding them closer to their essence. Lux gathered those who 
loved beauty and clarity, granting them a radiant grace; they became the Light Elves, and he 
named their first champion Luminor. Tenebrae, the Embodiment of Darkness, was drawn to 
the introspective and secretive, giving them sight in shadows and a quiet step; they became 
the Dark Elves, with their champion Nocturne. Terra chose the most resilient and stubborn 
mortals, infused them with the strength of stone, and set them deep within the mountains as 
the Dwarves, naming their first leader Adaman. Aqua reshaped those who lived by the coast, 
allowing them to breathe her waters and know her currents, creating the Merfolk and their 
champion Coralia. Aer lifted the dreamers and philosophers into the sky, giving them wings of 
pure air and light to serve as his Angels, with Caelus as their first. Fulmen took the most clever 
and inventive mortals, quickened their minds with his crackling energy, and made them the 
Gnomes, masters of artifice led by their champion Sparkwright. And Myrla, seeing those who 
embraced all facets of life without pledging to a single element, blessed them with 
adaptability and boundless potential. They remained Humans, and she honored their first 
champion by the name of the man who awoke her: Kaelen. The Great Diversification was 
complete, and the races of the world began their journey, all of them living indefinitely, 
untouched by the decay of age. 

 
Myrla, in her boundless love for creation, bestowed upon all mortals her greatest gift: 

the ability to create life themselves. Through the act of birth, new mortals could now enter the 
world, their numbers no longer fixed. At first, this was a cause for universal celebration. But 
Lethe, the grim Embodiment of Entropy, watched with growing concern. The world was a 
closed system, and Myrla’s gift, unchecked, threatened to shatter its delicate balance. All the 



races began to expand, but the Humans, unbound by the singular focus of the Elves or 
Dwarves, were the most fervent. Their adaptability led to overconsumption; their passions led 
to acts of violence; their potential led to birth for the sake of birth. The world began to groan 
under the weight of an ever-increasing, immortal population. 

 
Seeing the path to ruin, Lethe sought out the one being whose domain was as 

fundamental as her own: Chronos, the Embodiment of Time. Together, they agreed that a new 
principle was needed to restore balance. Chronos wove the law of Aging into the fabric of 
existence, so that with each passing moment, mortal bodies would begin to fray. Then, Lethe 
imparted her ultimate domain: Death. For the first time, the thread of a mortal's life could be 
cut. An end was now possible. This new law was applied to all, but Lethe reserved a special 
measure for the race whose unchecked growth had forced her hand. For the Elves, Dwarves, 
and other specialized races, she made their lifespans vast, measured in millennia. But for 
Humans, whose potential for chaos was as great as their potential for creation, she made their 
lives a brief, flickering candle against the long night. They would now live and die in a handful 
of decades, a constant reminder of the balance they had nearly broken, and the first true 
tragedy was introduced to the world. 

 
The divine decree fell like a shroud upon the world. Myrla, heartbroken that her gift 

had led to such a grim correction, sought to restore a different kind of balance. To make up for 
the near-disaster and to deepen the world's beauty, she performed a new act of creation. She 
gathered the living Aether and, with a gentle touch, sculpted it into new forms: the animals, in 
all their variety. She then presented these new beings to her fellow Embodiments, offering 
them a chance to claim patronage. The siblings Aer and Sonus, delighted, chose the Birds, 
whose flight celebrated the air and whose songs filled it with sound. Terra, solid and patient, 
selected the Lizards and all reptiles, who clung to her earthy domain. Aqua claimed the Fish 
and all creatures of the sea, making them extensions of her fluid grace. Lux chose the swift 
and gentle Deer, while his counterpart Tenebrae claimed the pack-hunting Wolves of the 
night. Even grim Lethe found a place for the Vultures and other carrion-eaters who served her 
principle of decay. But one Embodiment remained aloof. Flamma, the personification of Fire, 
whose essence was pure consumption and transformation, looked upon the living creatures 
with indifference. To him, life was merely fuel. He refused to choose, and in his refusal, the 
other gods felt a deep unease, for it was a stark reminder that some principles could never be 
protectors. 

 
Centuries after the Great Decrees, a new and unforeseen phenomenon rippled 

through the mortal world. It began with a Light Elf named Elara, a chef whose skill was so 
profound that her cooking was not merely craft, but high art. Mortals would travel for months 
to taste a single bite of her bread, which was said to hold the warmth of a perfect summer 
day. The very act of eating her food became a form of worship. The power of this collective 
belief, the same force that had first given the Embodiments form, began to pool around Elara. 
One day, as she pulled a loaf from her oven, the Aether around her ignited, not with Flamma’s 
heat, but with a gentle, nourishing light. She had become something new: a god, not of a 



universal principle, but of a mortal concept. She was the god of Cooking. 
The Embodiments were shaken. They held council, their first in an age. Was this an 
aberration? An affront? Flamma raged that a mortal was mimicking his domain of fire, while 
Myrla argued that the domain of food was her own. But as they debated, more reports arrived. 
A Dwarven smith, whose sagas captivated entire clans, became the god of Storytelling. A 
human actor, who could make thousands weep with a single gesture, ascended as the god of 
Theater. The Embodiments realized this was not an attack, but a natural evolution of 
consciousness. 
 

They began to watch, fascinated and wary. They saw how the god of Theater's power 
grew with each standing ovation, and how it waned when his plays fell out of favor. They 
witnessed the god of Storytelling fade back into a simple, mortal dwarf when a younger, more 
imaginative author captured the hearts of the people, causing the new author to ascend in his 
place. The truth became clear: this new godhood was temporary, a crown granted by the 
shifting praise of mortals. Their power was real, but their reign was fleeting. 
Understanding this, the Embodiments passed their final judgment. These new gods were no 
threat to the fundamental order. They were not eternal principles, but concepts, held aloft by 
mortal belief. They were powerful, but their thrones were precarious. The Embodiments gave 
them a name that reflected their transient nature: they were the Reigning Deities, the 
ever-changing pantheon of mortal ideas, forever locked in a contest for the adoration of the 
people who created them. 


