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The universe was not crafted by loving hands; it was born from the clash of Light and Void.

The constant strife between these two primordial forces ignited a cataclysmic explosion of energy. From the fires of destruction, reality itself was forged and set into motion.

Echoes of the struggle between Light and Void suffused this new realm of existence. Opposing energies surged through the physical cosmos, which was called the Great Dark Beyond. Every star, world, and mote of magic reflected the universe’s destructive origins.

Nowhere was this more apparent than in the Twisting Nether. This astral dimension was bound to the Great Dark Beyond, but it was a fundamentally different realm. Volatile magics ran rampant throughout the Nether and kept it in a state of turmoil.

When mortal life arose in the universe, it inherited this tradition of conflict. The clash of opposing forces, wills, and ideologies became the one constant in the cosmos.

Some creatures who lived in the Great Dark Beyond stood as champions of order, hope, and life. The godlike titans embodied these traits. Their spirits—known as world-souls—took shape in the molten hearts of a handful of different worlds.

After many long ages of slumber, the colossal titans awoke in grand fashion—in the form of living, breathing worlds. The titans wandered the Great Dark Beyond to find and awaken sleeping world-souls. In the process, they used their considerable powers to shape and order the worlds they encountered.

Other forces stood in opposition to the titans, including sinister beings known as the void lords. The void lords saw great potential in the titans to serve as weapons of darkness. If even one of them fell to the void lords’ corruption, that titan could be used to bring about the end of the universe.

The end of everything.

Time and time again, the void lords’ subtle attempts to corrupt the titans failed. Influencing full-grown titans was impossible, but what about before they had awakened? Such was the tactic the void lords pursued. They bent all of their malice and dark intent toward corrupting a slumbering world-soul. They knew it was only a matter of time before they succeeded.

The noble titans had no knowledge of the void lords’ plans. In their quest to find sleeping world-souls, they had come into conflict with other dark creatures. These beings rallied under the banners of destruction, turmoil, and death. They came in many different forms, and they spoke many different tongues. Yet the titans knew them by one name: demons.

Demons had originated from the broken wastes of the Twisting Nether. Many of them reveled in the powers of fel magic, which was fueled by the destruction of life. The demons tore their way into the physical universe and wrought havoc on the titans’ ordered worlds.

Two titans went to war with the troublesome demons. Their names were Sargeras and Aggramar, and they were the greatest warriors the universe would ever know. As they hunted demons across the stars, they witnessed worlds dying and entire civilizations burning to ash. Seeing these unspeakable horrors only fueled Sargeras and Aggramar’s belief that what they were doing was right.

Yet Sargeras’s conviction had its limits. In the end, it wasn’t demons that broke his will.

It was something far worse.
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While hunting demons by himself, Sargeras discovered the void lords’ plans to corrupt a slumbering world-soul. Doubt flooded his spirit. Had the void lords already succeeded? Even if they had not, Sargeras knew that stopping them was impossible. The titans could not keep watch over the entire universe all at once.

As Sargeras pondered how to stop the void lords, he came to a troubling conclusion. Existence itself was flawed. The only way to spare the universe from the void lords was by burning away all creation. It was drastic, yes, but necessary. Though it pained Sargeras to imagine it, even a dead universe was preferable to one controlled by the powers of the Void. His only solace was the knowledge that since life had arisen in the cosmos once before, it could do so again.

Sargeras brought his findings to Aggramar and the rest of the titan Pantheon, and he proposed his drastic solution. It was not received well. The other titans admonished Sargeras for considering such a plan. Even Aggramar, his closest friend, stood against him, believing it was the Pantheon’s duty to safeguard life and maintain order in the universe.

In that moment, Sargeras lost all faith in the Pantheon. The other titans lacked the willpower to do what needed to be done, and he would waste no more time weathering their criticisms. The titan champion abandoned his allies and disappeared into the Great Dark.

The Pantheon was saddened by Sargeras’s departure, but that did not stop its members from their great search. They continued exploring the distant reaches of creation, seeking out slumbering titan spirits.

Meanwhile, Aggramar took on the burden of fighting demons alone. It was harrowing work, and he longed for the days of fighting shoulder-to-shoulder with Sargeras. Aggramar’s hope was that one day his old friend would come to his senses and return to the fold.

Such a reunion would never come to pass. Sargeras had made his decision. He would cleanse the universe in fire to thwart the void lords’ plans. And he would not stop this quest—this Burning Crusade—until every star had gone dark and he stood over a universe of embers.

Despite Sargeras’s vast power, he could not prosecute his Burning Crusade alone. He needed loyal servants, ones that would embrace their role as agents of destruction. He needed the very things he had once sworn to destroy.

He needed demons.

Sargeras rallied the wicked creatures to his side, and he indulged in the terrible might of fel magic. The destructive energy enveloped his soul and scarred his noble form forever, but it also granted Sargeras power beyond anything he had ever known.

The corrupted titan gave some of this newfound power to his demonic acolytes, uniting them as one in the emerald fires of fel magic. He named his growing army the Burning Legion, and he unleashed it upon the unsuspecting universe.

In time, the Legion’s ranks would swell with new types of demons. World after world would fall to their relentless onslaught. Some mortal civilizations would willingly join the Legion to escape oblivion. Others would be forcibly corrupted.

And still others would be erased from existence forever.
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Before the Burning Legion launched its crusade, a small world took shape in a distant corner of the Great Dark. This world would be known by many names in the coming ages. The mighty ogres would call it Dawgar, meaning “the Known Earth” in their brutish tongue. An intelligent avian race known as the arakkoa would later name it Rakshar, “the Sunstone.”

In modern times, the most common name for this world would be Draenor.

Draenor did not contain a slumbering world-soul, but it was remarkable in other ways. Nearly all worlds in existence were home to elemental spirits of fire, air, earth, and water. Sometimes, these primordial beings were highly destructive. They took on physical forms and waged war against each other, keeping their respective worlds in a state of constant upheaval.

Such was not the case on Draenor. An abundance of the fifth element—the Spirit of Life—had saturated the world. This force had a natural calming effect on the elemental spirits. It tempered their violent nature, and it even prevented them from taking on physical forms.

The fifth element had another, far more extraordinary effect on Draenor. It accelerated the growth of flora and fauna. It made the world into a cradle of vibrant, untamed life.

Creatures of every shape and size roamed the young world, vying for dominance. The strong preyed on the weak. The cunning preyed on the strong. Savagery became critical to survival.

Draenor’s greatest predators did not hunt with fang or claw. They hunted with root and thorn.

A carnivorous, invasive strain of plant had sprouted on Draenor. These life-forms were known as Sporemounds. Their tendril-like vines slithered over the earth and strangled every primitive beast that they could reach. As they grew, the Sporemounds consumed more and more and more. Their hunger and need to expand knew no end. They blossomed into living mountains of tangled brambles and noxious pods.

Wherever the Sporemounds’ tendrils crept over the earth, lush forests and swampy mires took root. Before long, a labyrinth of deep wilds stretched to the far corners of the world.

Not even Draenor’s elemental energies were safe from the Sporemounds. Their roots wormed deep underground in search of water. As they did, the invading plant life tapped into the fifth element that suffused Draenor’s stones and soil. Consuming this primordial energy ignited a crude communal sentience within the Sporemounds and the surrounding wilds. This newfound intelligence allowed Draenor’s plants to act as a single massive organism. The Sporemounds and all other vegetation became known collectively as the Evergrowth.

If any major threat arose, the Evergrowth could react in unison. Yet such threats were nonexistent. The Evergrowth dominated everything in sight, and nothing could hold it at bay.
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While the Sporemounds flourished, Aggramar continued his hunt for demons. His grand mission eventually took him near Draenor, a world not yet discovered by the titans.

Aggramar lingered among the vast emptiness over Draenor, listening for the dreams of a world-soul at its core. He heard none. And yet the world still intrigued him. He had never seen a place of such voracious and diverse plant life, a place of such untamed savagery.

The more Aggramar observed the Evergrowth, the more he foresaw doom in Draenor’s future. If left unchecked, the plant life would consume everything on the world, even the elemental spirits. Once that happened, the Evergrowth would devour itself. Draenor would be left a dust-blown wasteland, devoid of even the most primitive life.

Though Aggramar was eager to continue his war against demons, he could not leave Draenor to such a fate. His natural affinity for order compelled him to take action.

The titan warrior did not want to exterminate Draenor’s plant life; he desired only to temper it. He knew that to do so, he would need to neutralize the Sporemounds. They were the heart of the Evergrowth’s power and the cause of its rampant expansion.

Aggramar considered destroying the Sporemounds himself, but his power was so great that he feared he would irreparably damage or even shatter Draenor. He also knew he could not stand guard over the world forever. Instead, he would create a mighty servant in his image to uproot the Sporemounds and then maintain balance over Draenor.

Aggramar swept his colossal hand over the world and wove its fire, air, earth, and water energies into a massive elemental storm. He channeled the roaring tempest into Draenor’s largest mountain. The energies blasted through the crust and sent shockwaves of force around the globe. Then the mountain itself groaned to life and stood up on two colossal legs. Raw elemental power crackled over a craggy hide crisscrossed by veins of molten stone.

Aggramar named his creation Grond. He would serve as the titan warrior’s hand on Draenor.

At Aggramar’s command, Grond set out to divide and conquer the Evergrowth. The walking mountain lumbered over the world, lakes of elemental fire trailing in his footsteps. Grond dredged out seas, carved valleys, and forged mountains to separate the Evergrowth. Then he marched toward the nearest Sporemound, which towered nearly as high as the giant.

The Sporemound’s gnarled roots exploded from the earth to entangle Grond and bar his way. The giant smashed through them with ease. Grond stabbed his jagged fingers into the Sporemound, and then he tore it from the world’s surface with a single mighty heave.

The other Sporemounds shivered in agony at the destruction of their kin. Mere roots and vines would not topple Grond. The Sporemounds needed a new weapon. They needed to adapt.

Each Sporemound drained the surrounding forests and jungles of life essence, leaving behind only withered tracts of land. Infused with these energies, the Sporemounds arose to walk the world.

There were three Sporemounds in total, and each embodied a different region of the Evergrowth’s domain. The first was called Zang. Swampy mires and mushroom thickets glistened across its hide. The second, Botaan, was covered with primal forestlands. The last of the Sporemounds was known as Naanu, and it wore a fleece of dense jungles.

As one the Sporemounds moved against Grond, and Draenor buckled under the weight of warring giants.
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From the skies over Draenor, Aggramar watched the Sporemounds converge on Grond. Zang, Botaan, and Naanu were determined to preserve the Evergrowth at any cost. They called upon their primal fury, and they lashed Grond with tendrils hard enough to crack diamond. Massive boulders crumbled away from the elemental giant’s skin. The stones crashed to the ground with enough force to carve out valleys and shatter mountaintops.

Through their communal sentience, the Sporemounds moved in perfect unison. They nearly overwhelmed Grond, and he teetered on the verge of collapse.

But it was only for a moment. Like Aggramar, Grond possessed a will that was forged of steel. He would not give up until he had brought balance to Draenor.

Elemental storms howled to life over Grond’s body as he gathered his strength and launched himself at the Sporemounds. He pummeled them with fists that carried the weight of mountains. Each blow sheared away pieces of the verdant giants. Broken roots and seeds tumbled from the Sporemounds and fell to the earth.

Grond was relentless, but the Sporemounds gave no ground. They endured the elemental giant’s wrath and continued their fight for dominion over the world. The tide of battle shifted between each side, and the world’s crust trembled and cracked beneath their feet.

Though the Sporemounds were resilient, they could not hold out forever against Grond’s attacks. Zang suffered the most from the elemental giant. It was the smallest of the Sporemounds and the first to fall before Grond’s onslaught.

Grond took hold of Zang and tore the monstrous creature in half. The Sporemound’s shredded corpse toppled to the world’s surface with a deafening thunderclap. In the ages to come, the rotting body would transform into a fungal region known as the Zangar Sea.

Grond pressed his attack against Naanu and crushed the other giant between his unyielding hands. The lifeless Sporemound collapsed to the ground. Its broken husk would slowly sink into the earth and become a region called Tanaan Jungle.

Two Sporemounds had fallen to Grond, but the long battles had chipped away at his mighty form. He was a shadow of his former self, riddled with cracks and fissures.

Botaan sensed its enemy’s weakened state, but it needed power to defeat Grond. The Sporemound leeched the dwindling life essence from the bodies of Naanu and Zang, drawing the energies into itself and growing to a monstrous size.
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GROND BATTLES THE FINAL SPOREMOUND







Even with its new strength, Botaan was cautious. It evaded Grond’s direct assaults, all the while entangling its foe in thousands of small vines. The thorny tendrils coiled around Grond and gradually burrowed into the cracks and wounds on his skin.

Grond considered the vines nothing more than a nuisance, and he ignored them. Yet as the tendrils tunneled deeper and deeper, he realized the true threat they posed.

By then, it was too late.

The vines wrenched open Grond’s existing wounds and caused new fissures to erupt across his body. The elemental giant collapsed beneath his own weight and crumbled to pieces. The bulk of his corpse formed a mountain range at the edge of a region later known as Nagrand.
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During the battles between Grond and the Sporemounds, pieces of the leviathans had fallen to the earth and given rise to new types of creatures.

The seeds and roots that had tumbled from Zang, Naanu, and Botaan contained a small portion of their life essence. Many unique beings sprouted from this plant matter. The strongest were lumbering giants called the genesaur. A mane of thick fronds covered the skin of these four-legged beings. Despite their enormous size, they were incredibly swift and agile.

Much like the plant matter that fell from the Sporemounds, the rocks that toppled from Grond stirred with life essence. The largest boulders arose as sentient beings called the colossals. Though they were not as mighty as Grond, their shadows still loomed large over the land.

Much of the stony debris that fell from Grond also contained the primordial elements of fire, air, earth, and water. These energies gradually coalesced into pools of power, from which elemental spirits took physical shape for the first time in Draenor’s history. If not for the Sporemounds, this would not have been possible. They had devoured much of the fifth element, which allowed the elemental spirits to grow in power.

These spirits were initially few in number. But after Grond’s defeat, their population exploded. Vast quantities of elemental power had bled from his corpse. As a result, countless physical elementals emerged around Grond’s mountainous remains. Among them were the Furies. They were the most powerful elemental spirits on Draenor, and they dwelled near what remained of Grond’s head. Their names were Incineratus, the Fury of Fire; Aborius, the Fury of Water; Gordawg, the Fury of Earth; and Kalandrios, the Fury of Air.

The four Furies lamented the death of Grond, and they vowed to dwell in his corpse’s shadow forever. The place that these beings called home would be known by Draenor’s future mortal cultures as the Throne of the Elements.
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When the colossals emerged on Draenor, hope swelled in Aggramar. Though the creatures were not as mighty as Grond, they were many. Aggramar was confident that they could destroy Botaan and bring balance to Draenor, but they would need his help.

Aggramar fashioned immense stone discs from Grond’s remains and branded them with titan runes of power. He fused these objects onto the colossals’ craggy hides like plates of armor. The discs flooded the giants with primordial energy, enhancing their strength and resilience.

The colossals’ empowerment had not come a moment too soon. With nothing to oppose them, Botaan and the genesaur had free rein over Draenor. The Sporemound and its followers were cultivating the Evergrowth and reclaiming territories destroyed by Grond.

Before Botaan could fully restore the Evergrowth, Aggramar unleashed the colossals. He had learned much about the Sporemound while watching it battle Grond. He knew its strengths and its weaknesses, and he imparted this knowledge to the colossals.

Just as the colossals began their march, Aggramar sensed a faint ripple of energy cascading through the Great Dark Beyond. Its source was unmistakable: it was the death rattle of a constellar. These celestial beings kept watch over the titans’ ordered worlds. For one of them to have perished was a dire omen. Something had vanquished the constellar.

Though his work on Draenor was far from over, Aggramar could not stay. He needed to find out what had killed the constellar and whether the nearby world was in danger.

Aggramar charged the colossals with defeating the Evergrowth in his absence. He bade them farewell, vowing he would return one day. Then he launched himself into the stars.

He would never see Draenor again.
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The colossals would never know of Aggramar’s fate. They fully expected their titan master to return. The giants were determined to bring balance to Draenor before that happened, but the task ahead was immense.

The Evergrowth had enveloped much of the world. As the wilds had flourished, so had Botaan’s strength. The monstrous Sporemound now eclipsed Grond in size. It stalked through the dense jungles at the Evergrowth’s heart, surrounded by hundreds of fierce genesaur.

Using the knowledge shared with them by Aggramar, the colossals debated how to defeat the Sporemound. Launching an attack into the Evergrowth, where Botaan was at its most powerful, would be suicide. The colossals needed to draw the Sporemound and its followers away from the wilds if they were to have any chance of succeeding.

The colossals gathered at the Evergrowth’s borders and hacked away at the forests. Just as they had hoped, the giants drew Botaan’s ire.

The Sporemound rallied its genesaur and stormed toward the meddlesome colossals. As Botaan’s shadow loomed closer, the stone giants retreated into the barren ravines and hills beyond the Evergrowth, where they could use the terrain to their advantage.
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THE FATE OF AGGRAMAR

After leaving Draenor, Aggramar discovered that the constellar had fallen to the Burning Legion. He hunted down this vast demonic army, only to find that it was led by his beloved mentor, Sargeras. Aggramar demanded an explanation from the corrupted titan, but he received none.

Sargeras would not abandon his Burning Crusade to extinguish all life in the cosmos. Not for Aggramar. Not for anyone.

The mentor and his protégé came to blows. Aggramar was no match for Sargeras’s fel power. He retreated from the battle and gathered the rest of the Pantheon to stop their fallen brother.

Despite his earlier confrontation with Sargeras, Aggramar clung to the stubborn belief that he could bring his friend back to the side of good. He tried to reason with Sargeras one last time. He tried to awaken whatever nobility still remained in his mentor’s soul.

In response, Sargeras annihilated Aggramar.

The stunned members of the Pantheon made war on Sargeras and his Legion. Their apocalyptic battle warped reality and darkened the stars.

In the end, Sargeras prevailed. He engulfed his kin in a storm of fel fire and shattered their physical forms. Only the titans’ disembodied spirits survived the attack. Though they escaped Sargeras’s wrath, they would never be the same again.

The Burning Legion was victorious.
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Botaan followed without hesitation, seeing the colossals as little more than pale imitations of Grond. When the Sporemound strayed beyond the Evergrowth’s borders, the colossals attacked. Many of the stone giants had lain in wait amid the rocky landscape to mask their numbers. Now they emerged from hiding, and the full might of the colossals smashed into Botaan and its genesaur.

The war that followed would rattle Draenor for thousands of years. Control of the world constantly ebbed and flowed between the colossals and the Evergrowth’s agents.

Over time, these battles took their toll on the colossals. Many succumbed to Botaan and the genesaur, and their broken bodies littered the ground. Just as the stone giants had risen from pieces of Grond, new creatures called the magnaron emerged from the colossals’ remains.

The magnaron were not as large or as intelligent as the colossals, but they commanded great power. Veins of fire and raw elemental energies coursed over their jagged skin.

The colossals called on the magnaron to fight the Evergrowth, but they did not obey. By their nature, the molten giants opposed the Evergrowth, but they felt no loyalty toward their progenitors. Some of the magnaron battled genesaur they crossed paths with, but most of the others wandered into the barren tracts of Draenor to seek out areas of volcanic activity.

With their numbers dwindling, the colossals could do little to stop Botaan from spreading the Evergrowth. Unless the stone giants took drastic action, they were doomed to fail.

Most of the colossals gathered to make a final stand. Their hides were worn and cracked by millennia of fighting, but the titan relics fused to their skin still contained immense power.

With this power, they would sacrifice themselves to bring balance to the world.

The colossals forged into the Evergrowth and swarmed Botaan. They dug their rocky hands into the Sporemound and clung tight to its giant form. In unison, the colossals unleashed the energy stored within their titan relics, channeling it through themselves and into Botaan.

A massive explosion ripped through the Sporemound and the colossals. The blast was so immense that it shattered their bodies and hurled the pieces across Draenor.

Botaan’s death rattle blazed through every root and leaf in the world. Lush tracts of forest withered, and hundreds of genesaur dropped dead where they stood. For one brief moment, the entirety of the Evergrowth trembled with the shared agony of Botaan’s annihilation.

Then there was silence. No thoughts or emotions passed among the world’s plant life. Botaan’s demise had destroyed the communal sentience that connected Draenor’s wilds.

The colossals had triumphed, but they had paid a terrible price. No creatures would ever arise from their remains. Drawing on the power of their titan relics had burned away all life essence from the colossals and seared their corpses. Over time, their broken bodies would sink into the earth and become veins of a nearly indestructible metal called blackrock ore.

Unlike the fallen colossals, Botaan’s body still contained potent life energies. Wherever fragments of the Sporemound fell to the earth, forests and jungles bloomed. The bulk of Botaan’s corpse formed a vibrant region that would later be known as Farahlon.

Genesaur and other plant-creatures would continue to thrive in these havens of life, but they would not have a Sporemound to unite them in purpose and guide their collective will.

The Evergrowth was no more, but that did not mean peace for Draenor.
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For many ages after the end of the Evergrowth, the descendants of the colossals and the Sporemounds vied for dominance over the world. Magnaron and genesaur were not the sole inheritors of this conflict. New creatures of stone and root emerged to join the war.

When Botaan had exploded, its body had released countless spores teeming with the Spirit of Life. These spores drifted back to the world’s surface and warped whatever they touched. They clung to the hides of magnaron and weakened their bodies.

Some of the magnaron devolved into half-flesh, half-stone giants called gronn. These massive predators stalked the edges of the wilds, terrorizing lesser life-forms and devouring anything they could find. The gronn were only moderately intelligent, but they proved to be exceptional hunters. The jagged spikes that protruded from their skin served as weapons to kill their prey, and rocky plates functioned as armor to protect them from other dangerous creatures.

Due to the lingering effects of the spores, a small number of gronn continued degenerating into the one-eyed ogron. They were more intelligent than gronn, but they were not as strong. The ogron feared the gronn, and they viewed the hulking beasts as gods.

Just as some gronn had evolved, so, too, would a number of ogron. Over thousands of years, the residual spores would transform them into fleshy creatures called ogres. These brutes were smaller than their progenitors, and many of them would become slaves to the ogron.

From the ogres would arise yet another race—a people called the orcs. They were the smallest of Grond’s line. Yet what they lacked in size and strength, they made up for with a fierce intellect and a sense of community. By banding together, they survived the harsh wilds.

The first few generations of stone-born creatures—the magnaron, the gronn, and the ogron—were known collectively as the breakers. They laid claim to the world’s barren mountains and rocky chasms. Though the breakers were different in many ways, they had all descended from Grond. Their common ancestry did not make them allies, but it did infuse them with a shadow of the ancient giant’s influence. No matter how diverse their individual customs or ways of life were, all of the breakers were opposed to the verdant wilds.

The breakers met fierce resistance from the genesaur and other plant-based life. These creatures were known collectively as the primals, and they traced their lineage back to the Sporemounds.

Like the breakers, many of the primals arose in the aftermath of Botaan’s destruction. The numerous spores released from the giant’s corpse settled in the wilds. While these spores weakened the creatures of stone, they had the opposite effect on plant life.

The spores gave sentience to existing forms of plants. The jungles stirred as new beings took shape and walked the land. Some were small and simpleminded creatures called podlings and sporelings. The most intelligent and prolific new race was called the botani.

The bark-skinned botani spread through Draenor’s wilderness. Faint memories of the Evergrowth lingered in their minds, but they did not know the full truth of the Sporemounds or their battles with Grond and the colossals.

Even so, what little the botani knew of the Evergrowth still had a profound impact on their culture. They revered the genesaur as gods, seeing them as echoes of the great Sporemounds. The botani also rejected the idea of self, believing that their individual souls were part of a collective spirit that interlinked all plant life on Draenor.

Along with the genesaur and other plant-creatures, the botani devoted themselves to protecting the forestlands. As they did so, they inevitably clashed with the breakers.
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REMNANTS OF THE COLOSSALS

Legends say that a small handful of colossals survived the battle with Botaan. They, too, were affected by the spores that spread throughout the world. As the millennia passed, their bodies diminished and became fleshy.

When mortal civilizations later came to power on Draenor, these colossals were long dead. Creatures such as the orcs would discover their bones and use them to fashion weapons, dwellings, and trinkets. They believed that the giants’ remains contained power.
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For many long ages, sporadic battles erupted between these two factions, but neither side could ever destroy the other. Their endless conflict slowly carved out the borders of the world and brought balance to Draenor. Over time, the breakers asserted complete control over lands such as Gorgrond, Frostfire Ridge, Nagrand, and Arak, while the primals cultivated the wilds of Tanaan Jungle, Zangar Sea, Farahlon, Shadowmoon Valley, and Talador.
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The Spirit of Life that had saturated primordial Draenor had birthed many kinds of animals. Nearly all of these beasts had been consumed by the Evergrowth and the Sporemounds.

With the end of the Evergrowth, animal life had a chance to take hold in the world again. The scattered remains of Botaan had become forests teeming with the Spirit of Life. These energies transformed the land and accelerated the development of new species.

The first beasts to arise were enormous creatures that wielded extraordinary power over the land. Some of them had an affinity to the nature magics that the botani and other primals had mastered; others tapped into Draenor’s elemental energies. Still others reached beyond the veil of reality, touching the forces of Light and Void that permeated the cosmos.

Despite their considerable powers, Draenor’s giant animals faced a daunting struggle for survival. The botani ensnared them for use as food to nourish the wilds, or to infest them with fungi that transformed them into the primals’ minions. Elsewhere, the gronn and ogron hunted the beasts like game. The animals most suited to thrive on this unforgiving world were winged species that could soar above the reach of the primals and the breakers.

Most of Draenor’s avian races developed in Arak. A massive stone spire towered over the region’s dense woods and coastal scrublands. There, three godlike creatures took form: the majestic fire bird Rukhmar, the vicious wind serpent Sethe, and the cunning raven Anzu.

These animals were each powerful in their own right. Rukhmar’s spirit was touched by the primordial force of Light. Her connection to this energy allowed her to summon enchanted flames that could either destroy life or nourish it. White-hot fire constantly rippled over her reddish-orange wings without ever singeing her.

Sethe’s wings were short and leathery, and he could not fly as high as Rukhmar. He had an affinity to the shadow energies—the Void—that existed in the universe.

Anzu was much smaller than Rukhmar and Sethe. What he lacked in physical power, he made up for with a keen intellect. Ever curious, Anzu investigated the magical ley lines that crisscrossed the world, and he discovered arcane magic.

For many years, these three creatures largely kept to themselves. They eked out an existence in Arak, constantly fending off attacks from primals and breakers. Only Anzu dreamed of a better future for himself and his feathered kin.

Anzu called on Rukhmar and Sethe to work together to transform Arak into a sanctuary for birds of all kinds. Why should they live under the oppression of primitives like the primals and the breakers when they could rule this land for themselves?

As one, Anzu and his new allies drove the children of stone and root from Arak. With the breakers and the primals gone, the region flourished into a haven for winged creatures. Rukhmar, Sethe, and Anzu settled in as caretakers of the land and its varied species.

Rukhmar developed close ties with the most beautiful birds: the kaliri. She treated them as her own beloved children. She and the kaliri spent much of their time perched at the apex of Arak’s spire, basking in the warmth of the sun.

Though Rukhmar was noble, she was also arrogant. She saw herself as the epitome of grace and beauty among the world’s creatures. She never set her talons on the ground, and she regarded the creatures that dwelled in and around the forests with disdain.

Anzu watched over the multitude of lesser ravens that lived throughout Arak. He frequented the forest canopies below the spire.

Sethe ruled the smaller wind serpents and lived with them among the shadowy nooks and crannies at the spire’s base. He did not treat his followers with the same respect that Anzu showed the ravens. Sethe was a cruel and demanding master of the wind serpents.

All seemed well in Arak, but darkness was stirring near the spire.
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Over the years, Sethe became envious of Rukhmar. His wings were not as great as hers, and he could not soar through the clouds as she did. Sethe could barely even reach the top of the spire. He was doomed to live out his existence in Rukhmar’s shadow.

That was not a fate he would accept. Sethe dreamed of striking down Rukhmar and stealing her powers for himself, but he knew he could not do so alone. The wind serpent eventually approached Anzu and asked for his help. Once they had vanquished Rukhmar, they would soar the roof of the world. They would reign as the twin kings of Arak.

Sethe had assumed that Anzu was jealous of Rukhmar’s power as well. After all, the fire bird looked down on the raven with scorn for dwelling so near the ground. Yet Sethe was wrong. Anzu did not hate Rukhmar; he adored her. The raven had long harbored a secret affection for the fire bird, but he had never mustered the courage to profess his feelings for her. He knew that Rukhmar would never accept him as her equal.

Anzu warned Rukhmar of Sethe’s intentions. The raven and the fire bird made a pact to work against the wind serpent. On the day Sethe launched his attack, Rukhmar was ready.

She engulfed Sethe in her fiery wrath and burned his wings to ash. When the wind serpent plummeted to the earth, Anzu fell upon him and clawed out his eyes. Sethe used his dying breath to exact vengeance on Rukhmar and Anzu. He wove a terrible curse through his own flesh and blood, one that seeped from his body and spread into the land itself.

Fearing that the curse would destroy Arak, Anzu devoured Sethe whole and locked the wind serpent’s dark energy within himself. Excruciating pain racked the raven as the curse twisted his body and soul. Anzu’s form shriveled and warped, and he lost the ability to fly.

Though he had paid a terrible price, Anzu had contained the curse. Only a small portion of Sethe’s blood was left behind. It corrupted the area where the wind serpent had fallen, but it did not spread. This shadowy region would later become known as Sethekk Hollow.

Anzu could not bear to present himself to Rukhmar. If she had not thought him worthy before, she would be disgusted by the aberration he’d become. He disappeared into the forest deeps, and he ignored Rukhmar whenever she called for the raven to show himself.
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ANZU SUCCUMBS TO THE CURSE OF SETHE







Though Sethe’s curse weakened Anzu, it also gave him new power. Consuming the wind serpent had granted him command over dark magic. As Anzu grew more familiar with his abilities, he shrouded himself in a realm of shadow to hide from Rukhmar forever.

After much fruitless searching, Rukhmar gave up. She was humbled by Anzu’s noble sacrifice, but she was also horrified by the curse that now darkened her home. Rukhmar took to the skies and left Arak. She finally settled atop Gorgrond’s highest peak.

Rukhmar decided that if she could not find Anzu to thank him, she would reward his sacrifice by creating a new race in his honor. The fire bird drew on her own life energies to transform some of her kaliri followers into a winged people called the arakkoa, or the “heirs of Arak.” They embodied Rukhmar’s physical grace and majesty as well as Anzu’s intellect and cleverness.

Rukhmar intended that the arakkoa would one day return to Arak, but not yet. Sethe’s curse still lingered, and the fire bird did not want her new children to suffer from it. After they had matured as a race and become wise, Rukhmar would lead them back to their ancestral home.

Her only fear was that she would not live long enough to do so. Rukhmar had expended much of her own life essence to create the arakkoa. She would never be as powerful as she’d once been. The fire bird knew she would eventually grow old and pass from the world.

Before that happened, she was determined to help shape and guide the arakkoa’s culture.
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For many generations, Rukhmar watched the arakkoa develop from afar. Occasionally she communed with the fledgling race. She told stories of Arak, of Sethe’s evil, and of Anzu’s nobility. Rukhmar also taught the arakkoa the rudimentary ways of commanding the Light.

The arakkoa were quick learners. They mastered wielding the Light, and they became adept healers and seers. Many of their primitive customs revolved around the worship of Rukhmar. They revered her as the goddess of the sun, which they considered the source of their Light magic.

The arakkoa were not content to harness the powers of the Light alone. Due to Rukhmar’s teachings, they revered Anzu as a deity much in the same way they did the sun goddess. Many arakkoa discovered arcane magic and became extraordinary sorcerers.

As the arakkoa flourished, Rukhmar felt her life force fading. She communed with her children one last time and urged them to claim Arak for themselves. Rukhmar took to the winds and soared south, and the arakkoa followed. Just as they reached Arak, the fire bird breathed her last breath. Flames consumed her form, and she burned like a second sun in the sky.

The arakkoa took Rukhmar’s passing as a sign of their own ascendancy. They vowed to create a grand civilization in Arak to honor her, one that would outshine any other culture on Draenor. The light of their knowledge and their power would blaze in the heavens just as Rukhmar had.

Calling themselves the Apexis, the arakkoa claimed the highest reaches of Arak’s spire. They harvested timber from the surrounding woods, and metals from the nearby mountains. They built immense gilded structures around their towering new home. Using their mastery of the Light, the Apexis also crafted enormous lanterns infused with enchanted flames, which they hung along the length of the spire.

Guided by the mythical tales of Anzu and his noble sacrifice, arakkoa sorcerers investigated Sethekk Hollow. They carefully studied the pool of cursed energy there, and they unraveled the mysteries of shadow magic. These sorcerers developed a unique ability to combine their knowledge of the arcane with the darker powers found at Sethekk Hollow.

The Apexis embraced both Light and Void, believing they were natural parts of life. Two factions formed, each specializing in an opposing force. The Anhar order studied the arts of wielding holy magic. The Skalax order dedicated itself to studying shadow and arcane magics. Both groups occupied the upper echelons of Apexis society, and they shared equal prestige and influence.

As the arakkoa solidified their power in Arak, they explored the world. They were not an expansionistic people, but they were curious. They forged outposts across Draenor to observe the local flora and fauna. The arakkoa studied the forests and their shapes, and they mapped out the great mountain ranges that crisscrossed the world. In awe, they realized that many of these places were the ancient remains of creatures that had once walked Draenor.

Based on stories passed down from Rukhmar, the Apexis knew that the primals and the breakers were the offspring of these primordial giants. The arakkoa watched their endless warring with equal parts fascination and pity, but they never intervened. They were Rukhmar’s children, and they had inherited a touch of her arrogance. To play a part in the lives of land-dwellers was seen as beneath the Apexis.


[image: Heralds of the Evergrowth 2,000 Years Before The Dark Portal]
[image: Heralds of the Evergrowth 2,000 Years Before The Dark Portal]




The arakkoa’s rise did not go unnoticed by Draenor’s other inhabitants.

Near Arak, the dense forest of Talador teemed with primals. One of the most powerful was a treant known as Gnarlgar. Much like Rukhmar and her kin, this highly intelligent living tree emerged in the aftermath of Botaan’s destruction. Gnarlgar commanded immense power over nature magic as well as the Spirit of Life that flowed through the wilds.

Gnarlgar’s knowledge of the ancient days was also vast. From the genesaur, the treant learned of the Evergrowth, the Sporemounds, and the communal sentience that had bound the forests as one.

For millennia, Gnarlgar roamed the world on legs of tangled roots. The treant used its magics to strengthen the other primals in their war against the breakers. Gnarlgar also honed its own abilities and learned how to influence the minds of its plant kin. Before long, the treant could manipulate other primals and guide their actions.

Gnarlgar found the botani to be the most promising of the world’s primals. If they were cultivated properly, the treant knew they could become a force of extraordinary might. Gnarlgar became the botani’s caretaker, and it refined their culture. The treant taught them the truth of the Sporemounds, convincing them that they would one day restore the Evergrowth to its former glory.

Though the botani existed throughout Draenor, those in Talador were the most numerous and advanced. They became the heart of their race’s culture.

Gnarlgar taught Talador’s botani unique ways to harness nature magic. They crafted pools of potent nature energies, which they used to transfer the spirits of fallen genesaur into new bodies.

While the botani focused their attention on battling the breakers, Gnarlgar became aware of the Apexis.

OEBPS/OEBPS/images/Bliz_9781630087302_epub3_016_r1.jpg
IN GROND'S SHADOW





OEBPS/OEBPS/images/Bliz_9781630087302_epub3_015_r1.jpg
THE BLOOD OF GIANTS






OEBPS/OEBPS/images/Bliz_9781630087302_epub3_014_r1.jpg





OEBPS/OEBPS/images/Bliz_9781630087302_epub3_013_r1.jpg
THE FALL OF GROND





OEBPS/OEBPS/images/Bliz_9781630087302_epub3_012_r1.jpg
THE TAMING OF DRAENOR





OEBPS/OEBPS/images/Bliz_9781630087302_epub3_011_r1.jpg





OEBPS/OEBPS/images/Bliz_9781630087302_epub3_010_r1.jpg
THE FALL OF SARGERAS






OEBPS/OEBPS/images/Bliz_9781630087302_epub3_L02_r1.jpg
BLZER)

ENTERTAINMENT

BILIZZARD COM






OEBPS/OEBPS/images/Bliz_9781630087302_epub3_L01_r1.jpg





OEBPS/OEBPS/fonts/Ashbury-BoldItalic.otf


OEBPS/OEBPS/fonts/Ashbury-Bold.otf


OEBPS/OEBPS/fonts/Ashbury-Regular.otf


OEBPS/OEBPS/fonts/Ashbury-Italic.otf


OEBPS/OEBPS/images/Bliz_9781630087302_epub3_019_r1.jpg
AR (oA






OEBPS/OEBPS/images/Bliz_9781630087302_epub3_018_r1.jpg





OEBPS/OEBPS/images/Bliz_9781630087302_epub3_017_r1.jpg
SACRIFICE OF THE COLOSSAILS






OEBPS/OEBPS/images/Bliz_9781630087302_epub3_005_r1.jpg





OEBPS/OEBPS/images/Bliz_9781630087302_epub3_004_r1.jpg





OEBPS/OEBPS/images/Bliz_9781630087302_epub3_003_r1.jpg





OEBPS/OEBPS/images/Bliz_9781630087302_epub3_025_r1.jpg
HERALDS OF THE EVERGROWTH
2,000 YEARS BEFORE THE DARK PORTAL





OEBPS/Bliz_9781630087302_epub3_nav_r1.xhtml




Contents





		Cover



		Title Page



		Copyright



		Contents



		Part I: The Doom of Draenor



		Chapter I: Primordial Draenor



		Chapter II: Children of Stone



		Chapter III: Rise of the Horde









		Part II: Horde and Alliance



		Chapter IV: The First War



		Chapter V: The Second War



		Chapter VI: Beyond the Dark Portal



		Index



















		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26

























































































































































































































































































































































































		Cover



		Cover



		Title Page



		Table of Contents



		Start











OEBPS/OEBPS/images/Bliz_9781630087302_epub3_002_r1.jpg
Q%

- “ T
R S~
IS &
2, A\
RN

D02

NS

IS

R =7
RGN X))
N N\
\ »
&

\ ;‘.%& "‘ 2 X \‘ S
LA i@i‘w NI

P~ NS
2 k\‘;ﬁ\\\
M %@f Ij 4
| W
_Y

(gl

1S Wiadl ;
‘ m \\\}]\i \\ \ E
D S T S LI S g, R P RS Sl






OEBPS/OEBPS/images/Bliz_9781630087302_epub3_024_r1.jpg
DAWN OF THE APEXIS
3,000 YEARS BEFORE THE DARK PORTAL






OEBPS/OEBPS/images/Bliz_9781630087302_epub3_tp_r1.jpg
CHRONICLE: VOLUME 11

Written by
CHRIS METZEN, MATT BURNS,
and ROBERT BROOKS

Full-color illustrations by
EMILY CHEN
STANTON FENG
ALEX HORLEY
PETER C. LEE
SEAN SEVESTRE
ABE TARAKY
WEI WANG

Additional art by
JOSEPH LACROIX






OEBPS/OEBPS/images/Bliz_9781630087302_epub3_001_r1.jpg





OEBPS/OEBPS/images/Bliz_9781630087302_epub3_023_r1.jpg





OEBPS/OEBPS/images/Bliz_9781630087302_epub3_022_r1.jpg
THE CURSE OF SEFTHE






OEBPS/OEBPS/images/Bliz_9781630087302_epub3_021_r1.jpg
THE GODS OF ARAK






OEBPS/OEBPS/images/Bliz_9781630087302_epub3_020_r1.jpg





OEBPS/OEBPS/images/Bliz_9781630087302_epub3_cvi_r1.jpg





OEBPS/OEBPS/images/Bliz_9781630087302_epub3_009_r1.jpg
FCHOES OF CONFLICT





OEBPS/OEBPS/images/Bliz_9781630087302_epub3_008_r1.jpg
CHAPPER1






OEBPS/OEBPS/images/Bliz_9781630087302_epub3_007_r1.jpg





OEBPS/OEBPS/images/Bliz_9781630087302_epub3_006_r1.jpg
THE DOOM
OF DRAENOR





