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The Nation of Marika  
“Not Everything has a price, but not everyone knows that.”  
“Salt air in our lungs, salt blood in our veins.”  

The port nation of Marika is what some people might call Paradise. Although their nation only  
makes up a single oasis city on an otherwise desolate island, they are easily the wealthiest 
nation  in the world. Filling every street are businesses and shops that turn over monumental 
amounts  of copper, silver and gold. The Marikan people pride themselves on their businesses 
and  providing the most competitive services or products that you can get worldwide. Despite 
this  capitalist, and seemingly greedy face, Marika has no poverty. To the other nations, this 
may  seem surprising, some may say impossible! But through the hard work of Marikan society 
they  have generated a robust social scheme, propped up by their booming trade. None are left  
hungry, or poor; Marika has gold to spare.  

Not all with Marika is what meets the eye, for a first-time visitor. For they did not simply 
stumble  across the perfect oasis they call home, the original settlers were gifted it. Deep 
beneath the  waves dwells an Elder being; from the dawn of time it has made its home at the 
darkest points  of the ocean. At the bottom of the deepest trenches lives a creature with 
dominion over the sea,  and the crushing depths. The first fleets of people, in time to be known 
as the “Settler Fleets” of  Marika, discovered this being, and named it “The One In The Deeps”. 
Uncertain months passed,  before the great sailor fleets were able to communicate with the 
“Deep one”, they found the  beast had a strange obsession with Gold. As long as they kept 
offering coins and valuables to  the depths, It let them be, and even helped them by making 
trade-winds more favourable. Crops  grew exotic and bountiful, with swollen yields made them 
more valuable to trade with other  nations and this compounded the good fortunes in Marikan 
pockets even further.  

Yet the Marikans soon discovered that all beings have multiple faces. When the citizens and  
priests of Marika did not provide enough offering, great sea monsters would rise out of the 
ocean  and wreak havoc across the whole of City Bay. They found quickly that those who died 
at sea  and did not have money on them would return from the deeps as undead monstrosities 
and used  to harass their family and friends. It is because of these occurrences that the Marikan 
society is  so focussed on ensuring any and all have as much money as needed to live a 
reasonably safe and  peaceful life.  

Although their nation hangs on the whims of an unknown being, the people of Marika don’t let  
it get to them. In fact, “The One in The Deeps, The Darkest Fathom” is seen as a beneficial  
guardian to most people or like a protective father, with a stern face when disappointed.  
Marikans go about their day as anyone else in any other nation would, looking for the next  
business venture and spending their vast wealth on many luxuries and commodities. 
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Marikan Culture and Society  

Marikans have a culture that is built around the philosophy; work hard, play hard. Marikans are  
some of the most dedicated workers in the world; If a job needs doing, it will be done, even if it  
takes them all day and all night. They get plenty of R&R across City Bay, with all parts of the 
city  having a rich nightlife and plenty of places to spend money. From gambling houses, bars, 
arenas  and food courts, the discerning Marikan, or tourist, is never far from somewhere to 
spend money  and have a good time.  

Although everyone in Marika is wealthy, they do have a culture of giving. Many of the 
extremely  wealthy are philanthropists and are encouraged to be. It is very common for the 
owners of the  biggest and wealthiest companies to put on luxurious parties which are free to 
attend, inviting  the best entertainers and services to their venues. Marikans are sometimes 
considered a bit  separated from realistic views on money and are seen as some of the kindest 
people through  their desire to help people. In some nations who value coins a little less 
however, they can come  across wrong when trying to attribute monetary values to emotional 
bonds and ties.  

Marikan Government  

Marika is ruled by a central government, an Oligo-democracy. Each of the wealthiest 100  
companies have a single seat in the government's parliament, who are decided or voted for  
internally. Each Marikan then votes for a President which is elected once every 5 years, and the  
president may be elected for a maximum of 2 terms. Each law must be passed with a majority  
vote through the parliament, although the president does have a certain amount of executive  
power. Once laws are passed by parliament, they are reviewed and checked by an alternate 
body  of specialists in that field. If the law is deemed suitable, beneficial and logical it will be put 
into  law. If it is not, it is returned to parliament for a review.  

The current president is Christina Mobaley.  

Beyond the laws of the Land, Marika has a formidable navy, both a merchant militia and a  
militant fleet. The Admirals of these fleets, and captains of these ships, have a strict hierarchy  
that is followed at all times, lest a crewmate find themselves overboard for insubordination.  

Dress and fashion  

A true citizen of Marika wears sensible, well-made clothing for the profession of their choice.  
This means they tend to wear leathers, smart clothes and naval gear, mainly in pastel colours.  
The wealthier Marikans will show their wealth with the materials and dyes in their clothes, the  
more colours like this the richer you must be! A Marikans profession is likely to have a big 
impact  on their sense of fashion, and many Marikans work on the Sea.  
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No Marikan will ever be caught not wearing their gold medallion. A single gold coin with a piece  
of cord running through, just in case the worst was to happen, and they are lost at sea, The One  
in the Deeps will have found its pay.  

Faith in Marika  

Faith is another industry in Marika; and one of the most lucrative. The Church of the Drowned  
minister the faith of the Deeps from behind deep-set burlap hoods soaked constantly in  
seawater. They attend the services held at the docks each dawn, where worshippers sink coins  
into a tidal ravine in the city centre. The acolytes of the church are nameless, faceless 
individuals  with shrouded pasts; each one has been condemned to the ocean at least once. 
Stories say that  when a faithful Marikan is lost at sea, or at least one with enough gold, either 
by strange forces  or by luck, they may find themselves washed up on a beach. They cough the 
salt water from their  lungs, and pick themselves free of the wreckage, climbing over bodies 
that clearly did not have  enough offering. Some find themselves changed, remade in the 
image of the Deeps, but all find  themselves drawn to serve the church in their mission to 
appease the Fathomless Depths.  
Beyond this, good Marikan souls find themselves bound to their bones, and are most 
commonly  buried at sea to return to the embrace of the Deeps. The Drowned hold rites for 
those  condemned to death, or after a birth, or even to celebrate the New Moon; a time 
treasured for  the dark sky’s one can sail under. At these times, it is not uncommon for great 
unmarked fleets  to sail out into the murk, although it cannot be said what goes on when these 
corsair flotillas  convene.  
To the common folk of Marika, the sea is God. They adorn their home with trinkets from the  
shoreline, or even better from the deeps, and cherish all items the sea sees fit to scatter on the  
shoreline.  

Views towards Fey  

The Marikans have no cause to distrust the Fey, or the Fey-Touched. In fact, the new world is  
seen as a great opportunity, the likes of which have not been seen since the settling of Marika  
itself. The Marikans have sought a door and wish to open trade links with the Wilde Realms, to  
exploit the resources that may lay beyond. A Marikan is a Marikan, as far as any nationality 
goes,  and Fey-Touched are as much a part of the city as any other being.  

Geography of the Isles of Marika  

The great Isle of Marika is desolate and sandblasted, or covered in scree-slopes with jagged 
rock  forms. There are volcanoes at the centre, and many faces of the land are slopes of 
uninhabitable  basalt scree. There lies however, on the south-east side, a small oasis of verdant 
green. Nurtured  and maintained by the will of the Deeps, this Oasis on the shoreline, and a 
smaller island in City  bay support the majority of Marika, and the entirety of the permanent 
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settlements. Scattered corsair camps exist, where those fleets that live at sea dock to restock 
with freshwater and to  hunt the island's beasts, but these are often dangerous frontier places 
not to be frequented by  outsiders or the weak of stomach.  

Notable wars and conflicts  

Marika, or at least the Marikan navy remain vigilant at high alert - flotillas from the frozen north  
often sail south in hopes of lining their pockets with Marikan gold. They are routinely soundly  
defeated, but much like the troublesome pirate flotillas that emerge from the corsair camps, 
this  is a pyrrhic victory. Those who die in the waters belonging to the Deep One without 
offerings  regularly rise again to plague the shores of Marika. This has led to a saying amongst 
Marikans  when fleets of black sail are spotted on the horizon; “The outsiders will breathe salt 
twice before  the moon rises.”  

There have been several major incursions from the north side of the island, from the Corsair  
camps that had spilled over and reached a critical mass. A fleet of 30 Corsair Man’o’war were  
intercepted by Marika’s finest, but the navy was not at full strength, having lost ships to a 
recent  raid from the north. The forts in City Bay with great Ballista rained fire onto the 
invading fleet,  but several of the largest ships broke through the blockade. It was at this 
moment that the sky  cracked in green light, as the congregation of the Drowned made their 
way to the tops of the  city walls, pouring over 200 gold from the ramparts into the sea. The 
Marikan dead, both in the  city and those sunk to the depths, revived, and set violently upon 
the invader with the ferocity  of a winter squall, until the great Oasis city was made safe.  

Picture examples:  

 

Master Navigator Miles Arahbo 
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