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At the height of P'Piar's prosperity, when the nation was yet young, there lived in its capital many sages and wise men, well known to be the greatest minds in all of the OCR. So many were they, indeed, that history has forgotten all but the most notorious. 

Nine of these greatest of minds would pass their time in debate, for there was no other way which they would prefer to pass time with one another. These debates, even those few whose records were not lost in the fires, remain standards in the education of every learned being in OCR. From the lofty heights of fundamental truths, to the day-to-day political affairs of the world, whether in loud confrontation or pleasant conversation, there was no topic that these nine sages did not discuss. 

The nights were restful and the days full of plenty. 

So wise were these nine that, in their discussions of the future of the OCR, they knew that Jendisc would wage its war of unification even before the High King himself had decided upon it. Rumor has it that the topic of the last debate in which all nine of the sages participated was: "What will be the outcome, if Jendisc's imperialism is acted upon?" 

The fame of the great gurus of P'Piar - not merely the nine, but the more common sages (if any of the geniuses of the age could be called "common") - came to attract many seekers of knowledge from throughout the OCR. At first, they were welcomed. In time, though, the nine observed a pattern: many of the newcomers were rather dull, many were intellectually dishonest, many simply had a blatant agenda. Precious few had the perspective needed for an interesting debate. The same questions were asked over and over again, and each time it was more and more of a shouting match. Respect came to vanish from the great public forums of P'Piar. 

The nine saw this, and said, "what can we do?" Some tried to restore intelligence and integrity to the debate hall, but against the unrelenting tide of self-righteousness self-assuredness of the newcomers, no victory could be found. 

One by one, each of the nine left for Unmod. At least one was simply banished. And for each of the nine that left, many more of the lesser sages followed. 

Today, P'Piar is a shell of its former self, a place where same old arguments are repeated over and over into the night. Perhaps new gurus akin to the nine have arisen, unaware of the great legacy they are repeating. Perhaps it is nothing but a den of intellectual sodomy, a soulless colosseum of the mind, devoid of any truth save that which the loudest voice insists. Few in Unmod dare to venture back. 

And why should they? The nine and their followers have come to them, enriching their homeland and giving them wisdom and guidance. Gone are the days of the great debates, the relentless pursuit of truth.... But in all this, it is said that the nine, the wisest of the sages of the Golden Age of P'Piar, have finally made themselves happy.
