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To describe the Banyari in a few short phrases is 
an exercise in futility. Their physical forms are as 
varied as the shapes and forms of the forest that 
they call their home. Despite the best efforts of 
Teryxian scholars during countless vivisections, 
the basic classification of the Banyari remains 
uncertain. They may be mammalian, vegetative, 
maybe even amphibian. In truth, they are 
probably some combination of all three, as 
most studies suggest that the Banyari are truly a 
conglomerate of separate, symbiotic beings.

Many of them appear to be something like 
bipedal trees, but others seem almost frog-like 
or as if made of living rock! Their basic form, 
beneath whatever tribal variations there may be, 
seems to be of a short-snouted, lightly furred 
bipedal mammal, much shorter than a Haarkeen 
man. We have to assume that, at some distant 
point in the past, the Banyari all looked like this 
small, hairy creature. But now they have become 
something… more.

Why so much variation in a single species? While 
we are but guessing at what the Banyari must 
have looked like in their original form, they 
are now defined by their unique blood-ties to a 
number of different tribes. Each of these tribes 
worships a massive tree called a Hearthwood 
Tree (or simply a Hearthwood). These trees are 
all unique in shape and appearance, although all 

of them are extremely large, and the Banyari have 
developed some sort of Overlight bond to them 
which has caused the physical shapes of their 
people to change over the generations. Indeed, 
the Banyari are so like their Hearthwood Trees 
in look and appearance that it is impossible 
to discuss the geographic features of Banyan 
without discussing the various tribes of Banyari.

THE VERTHOD AND THE GREAT FOREST       
By far the most populous of the tribes, the 
Verthod are what most people imagine when 
they speak of the Banyari. Wrapped in living 
leaves and vines, the Verthod would seem 
at first glance to be more plant than animal, 
although a closer inspection reveals that tell-
tale mammalian face beneath the tree-like 
exterior and patchy fur. Their fingers are often 
hidden beneath the foliage trailing from their 
forearms, but make no mistake — they have fully 
functional hands under it all. The Verthod also 
have complete conscious control over their more 
plant-like appendages, moving them about like 
tentacles or prehensile tails. These vines, in every 
way that matters, are part of the living being.

At the heart of the Great Forest of Banyan 
lies the Hearthwood Tree of the Verthod. The 
trunk of this gargantuan elder of the forest is 
larger around at its base than even the Grand 
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Council chamber in Haark, with trailing vines 
and moss and enormous buttress roots. Entire 
ecosystems of countless tiny animals and plants  
thrive within its branches, and even some of 
the Verthod themselves have been known to 
sleep on the lower boughs, which extend almost 
horizontally from the impressive trunk.

The Great Forest itself is second in size only 
to the Azure Sea of Quill, and even so, it is 
a vast temperate forest, the sheer scale of 
which can evoke wonder in even the most 
well traveled Skyborn. While the dense 
undergrowth and close confines of Quill’s 
Azure Sea keep the local fauna relatively 
small, the oversized trees of the Great Forest, 
with their large straight trunks and foliage 
that is mostly confined to top growth, allow 
for wide pathways and vaulting natural 
amphitheaters. So, too, the inhabitants of the 
forest can sometimes be built on a colossal 
scale, and often take rather unexpected 

forms. In fact, the exact borders of the Great 
Forest have historically been very hard to 
delineate, and it’s only been in recent times that 
we have discovered why: the trees can walk.

Now these walking trees are not to be confused 
with the Verthod themselves, who of course can 
easily be mistaken for some sort of ambulatory 
tree. No, the trees that I speak of are the great 
woody giants that make up the majority of the 
forest itself, called Gastwudu by the Banyari. 
These trees are capable of lifting their large 
systems of exposed aerial roots out of the 
soil and “walk,” one root at a time, across the 
landscape. We’re not sure why they do this, or 
indeed what prompts them to do so, but the 
Verthod are certainly part of the process. It looks 
as if they’re guiding them in some way, or at 
least walking beside the trees in companionable 
silence. Are these trees merely trees, or are they 
thinking beings of at least animal intelligence? 
And why do the Verthod walk among them? WePREVIEW
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don’t know. Who can say what goes on in the 
heart and mind of a creature that is partially 
a plant?

FROM THE CANOPY TO THE SOIL                
The Great Forest is also home to Banyari from 
other tribes. And to find them, you’ll have to go 
up. High in the canopy of the greatest of trees 
in the forest, you’ll find a world wholly separate 
from life on the ground. There are scores of 
small plants and animals who spend their entire 
life cycles upon a single massive branch. Tiny 
horned weevils, odd mollusks resplendent with 
shells of mottled blue and pink, and the bizarre 
little mammals that we call Long-muzzled 
Golden Honey-lickers.

Here you’ll also find countless pools of water, 
collected in the crook of forked tree trunks 
or settled within small depressions upon the 
largest of branches. It is in these pools that the 
Banyari known as the Nitansien are spawned. 
The Teryxian scouts upon Banyan have yet to 
find the Nitansien Hearthwood Tree, so it is 
hard to say exactly how this tribe’s unusual form 
may be linked to it. What we do know is that 
the Nitansien young are somehow nurtured 
within these arboreal pools. In neonate form, 
not entirely unlike the tadpole of an amphibian, 
these young creatures spend the first few cycles 
of their lives as fragile beings, clinging to the 
underside of branches and subsisting on insects.

As adults, the Nitansien are long-limbed 
creatures. They have enlarged finger-pads suited 
to their arboreal lifestyle, although the most 

striking part of their appearance is their gigantic 
eyes and enlarged ears. Their fur is concentrated 
around the shoulders and head, as well as on the 
lower halves of their limbs. The rest of their skin 
has become smooth and hairless, with a slick 
appearance, and it is believed that the Nitansien 
are capable of subcutaneous respiration.

Unlike the Verthod, who live their lives in small 
family groups or collections of such groups, the 
Nitansien have almost always been encountered 
alone. Given that they are often employed as 
spies and lookouts for the Verthod in their 
ongoing conflicts with the Teryxian Outlanders, 
it is hard to say whether this is their preferred 
living situation or simply a function of their 
wartime vocation.

Meanwhile, on the outskirts of the Great Forest, 
among the turned earth and mud left in the 
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wake of the traveling Gastwudu, you’ll find 
yet another tribe, the Aeworn. Quite possibly 
the most peculiar of all the Banyari tribes, the 
Aeworn have traded the leafy vines and bark of 
the Verthod for a curious loamy flesh and thick 
woody roots. The Aeworn are almost as wide as 
they are tall, and they move slowly, placing each 
root-like foot carefully. Even more astonishing 
is that the body of each Aeworn is riddled with 
small holes, just big enough for what must be 
an entire colony of tiny Root-shrews to make 
their home. It is obvious that the Aeworn have 
developed an Overlight bond with the Root-
shrews, but the nature of their partnership 
remains a mystery.

Much like their pointy-snouted hitchhikers, the 
Aeworn live in close-knit colonies, foraging for 
grubs and other small prey items in the dirt. 
They do not venture far from the perimeter of 
the forest, and indeed rely upon the upturned 
soil created by the Gastwudu. The soft mud 
not only provides the Aeworn with an easily 
harvested supply of food, but also temporary 
burrows in which to protect themselves from 
the cold weather that can unexpectedly sweep 
the shard when under the shadow. The Aeworn 
Hearthwood Tree is thought to be one of the 
many large, brown shrub-like trees that dot the 
landscape in the thinner parts of the forest.

The Aeworn are perhaps more intimately tied to 
their home shard than just about any other Folk. 
Any of their kind found out among the other 
shards is almost certainly Skyborn, as a short, 
stout Banyari out in the world with a throng of 
small hungry mammals to feed isn’t likely to 

find an easy way of things.

THE MALACHITE PLAINS                           
For many Folk from other shards, the image 
of a Banyari is still often simply an image of a 
Verthod, so it might come as a surprise to you 
that much of Banyan is not, in fact, ancient 
forest. Most of the shard is covered in broad 
green meadows and sweeping grasslands. 
Rainfall throughout much of Banyan is an all-or-
nothing affair. The waterfalls from broken Quill, 
and the manner in which they fall upon Banyan, 
have resulted in much of the green shard having 
two distinct seasons: wet and dry.

In the dry season, these rocky plains are 
anything but green. Pale brown grasses sway in 
the breeze, through which grazing animals, in 
herds of innumerable thousands, make long 
migrations to the dwindling water sources. 
Beneath their feet, sharp rocks jut from the dusty 
ground, making the going treacherous. As the 
water becomes scarcer, and the animals more 
desperate, so too do the carnivorous predators 
that stalk these plains: the Vrexle, lithe rat-faced 
pack hunters the length of a small banquet table, 
which are capable of terrifying bursts of speed.

If you’ve got keen eyes, and a bit of patience, 
you might be able to spot another creature 
running and bounding alongside the migrating 
herbivores: the Brendenol. This shy tribe of 
Banyari has become much like any other 
nomadic beast of the Malachite Plains. No 
tree-branch arms or root-feet for the Brendenol 
— no, they’ve adopted other defenses, speed 
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first and foremost. The powerful legs of the 
Brendenol have elongated bones of the feet, 
resulting in a digitigrade posture and an ability 
to sprint or spring across the rolling grasslands 
like they were born to it. The Brendenol also 
have small antlers that sprout from either side of 
their heads, and a crest of short quills that runs 
along their backs. Their fur, like that of so many 
of the animals that they run beside, is often 
spotted or striped.

When the rains finally do return to Banyan, 
the Malachite Plains are transformed. The dun-
colored expanse gives way to a vibrant green 
and verdant wonderland. Dry ditches fill with 
rushing streams and cascading rivers, while the 
cracked and broken earth becomes a shallow 
marshland, resplendent with fast-growing reeds, 
cattails, and flowering grasses. What’s more, the 
sharp dust-covered rocks poking from the land 
are washed clean, revealing the shining green 
gemstones from which the plains get their name.

And here, yet another tribe of Banyari unveil 
themselves. As the seasonal rains metamorphose 
the lands around them, so too are a tiny number 
of the malachite rocks revealed to be anything 
but. As most of the rocks begin to shimmer 
and glow in the Overlight, a select few of them 
instead soften, revealing them to be no rock, but 
a succulent-like plant growing almost shell-like 
from the backs and heads of Banyari that unfurl 
themselves from a dormant slumber beneath the 
earth. During the wet season, the Romos can be 
found meticulously wading through the swamps, 
using short reed spears to hunt the small 
crustaceans that share a similar life cycle.

FABLES FROM THE HEARTHWOOD TREE
It is known that, periodically, some Banyari will 
travel long distances to meet others from across 
the tribes of Banyan. They meet together in 
small groups, at locations with no discernable 
connection but which we must assume have 
special spiritual or historical significance. Once 
there, the assembled individuals engage in a 
form of ritualized, competitive storytelling. We 
have come to understand that some of these 
tales are recollections and embellishments of 
actual events that have personally happened to 
the storytellers, but many others are complete 
fabrications, stories unspooled entirely from the 
imaginative minds of their creators. Tales of this 
latter sort take the form of new myths — fables 
crafted around a fixed set of characters, heroes 
of legend, or a pantheon of demigods that the 
Banyari revere.

The outcomes of these competitions can have 
tremendously negative effects upon the lives of 
the losers. More than just losing social standing, 
some of the defeated Banyari appear to be 
physically wounded, and lifelong grudges and 
enmity can arise out of these meetings. It is 
believed that some of the storytellers use some 
form of Chroma to weave their fables to have 
calamitous or fortunate real-world consequences. 

These Banyari wanderers (and we have yet to 
ascertain exactly why or how a tribe member 
might become such a pilgrim) rarely return 
to the same place twice in a row. We have 
identified a small number of these locations 
and have been quietly trying to find out 
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exactly what makes them exceptional. 

There is a silver tree that grows out on a distant 
part of the Malachite Plains. When the rains are 
at their peak, the tree shines out like a beacon 
upon the horizon, growing from the center of a 
lake that does not exist during the dry season. It 
has been reported that this tree will sometimes 
release a cloud of spores the color of sea foam, 
which will gently float out across the grasslands, 
creating a repeating sound not unlike a drop of 
water hitting the surface of a standing pool.

There is another meeting place within the Great 
Forest called the Dust Haven. It is a large sandy 
clearing where trees have not taken root, and 
it is the breeding ground for a small species of 
amphibian known as the Bloom Tode. During 
breeding season, these animals will burrow up 
from their homes just beneath the surface of 
the sand, and the swollen glands behind their 
eyes will secrete a viscous toxin that the Banyari 
collect and vigorously rub upon themselves. The 
toxin also serves to attract a variety of brightly 
colored songbirds, the most notable of which 
is a shining, metallic-green animal called the 
Emerald Trill. I have been told that the sight of 
a dozen Banyari, standing in a circle and singing 
in unison with the chirping Bloom Todes while 
a swarming f lock of Emerald Trills engulfs 
them all, is one of the most unforgettable in 
all the world.

Finally, deep within a grotto sunken in the forest 
floor, is the empty shell of a mind-bogglingly 
large snail — massive enough for an entire Pyroi 
hunting party to walk abreast into! Its species 

cannot possibly still be extant, for we would 
most certainly have seen evidence of such a 
creature. The iridescent and polychromatic inside 
walls of the shell shine with a light that can only 
been described as otherworldly. It has been said 
that it feels as though it is somehow of — but 
distinct and separate from — the Overlight. I’m 
not sure what to make of that, but there are 
accompanying reports of Banyari gently, almost 
reverently, gliding their fingertips along the walls 
while telling stories, often without audiences. 
I can do nothing but shake my feathers at that, 
but I feel it important for you to understand 
that, in many ways, the Banyari (or at least our 
perceptions of them) are stranger and more 
poorly understood than any of the other Folk, 
save the Novapendra.

At any rate, these are but a few of these “story 
havens” that we are aware of, and there are many 
others, some of which may be found in locations 
that have no remarkable features at all. Some 
havens have seen multiple story gatherings, and 
others have been used once for such a purpose 
and never again.

Long have I wished to partake in one of these 
journeys, to sing songs and craft fables with the 
Banyari. Or indeed simply witness one of these 
story conclaves! Alas, my brethren in the Tutor’s 
Lodge would not look too kindly upon such an 
adventure. And the Scholar-Priests would have 
me tried for treason — or worse.

For what should be obvious reasons, the Banyari 
are not too keen on allowing a Teryxian, even a 
learned individual such as myself, to come and 
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