Tales of The Stone-Woods
Prologue


Emerald Academy, an all female academy on the edge of the kingdom. Well, the only academy actually. You see, we live in the kingdom of Velsmont, and we're divided into four classes. There's the Royals at the top, obviously, though a new 'king' is elected each year, and the majority of the power belongs to the top three classes in general. Below them are the Ladies, named from the fact that they're comprised entirely of females who graduated from Emerald Academy and took to various jobs requiring high levels intellect and leadership... and, well, all the jobs where people just sit around and write or signs papers and scrolls all day.

I would like to note, before continuing, that there are two races here in Velsmont. There's the Vulpes, the fox-like race who founded the kingdom and populate the entirety of the top two classes, along with most of the third, and there's us, the Jacks. We Jacks resemble hares, and we immigrated into Velsmont. The reason why we came here is long forgotten, most Jacks think we were fleeing invaders or were forced to migrate due to drought, but almost all agree we did not come here by choice. 

The Vulpes, on the other hand, tend to have the sentiment that we're brutish tribesmen who beat our women (along with other things I'd rather not mention), cannibalize our children, and came to Velsmont to steal their tax money and ruin their economy by performing jobs none of them are willing to do. Now the 'brutish tribesmen' thing I half understand, when we arrived, the Vulpes were in the middle of their annual celebration of their kingdom's founding, and stumbled upon one of their castles with our males clad in either loincloths or grass-pants, if anything at all. The abuse of out women is rather convoluted though, seeing as our females arrived wearing very modest dresses, even by the Vulpes' standards, and had only signs of doing tasks such as carrying water, berries, and sewing clothing. Not to mention the fact that we're herbivores, so we couldn't eat anything with a pulse. The last bit... it kinda defeats itself on it's own...

Now, this is important to know because the third class is the Merchants, all the businessmen and service providers that populate the streets and corners of Velsmont's cities and towns, is mostly populated by Vulpes males and those females who either couldn't get into Emerald, or found it too difficult and dropped out to see if marrying a rich merchant would be easier. Though I did say 'most', and there are actually a good deal of Jacks in the Merchant class, though they mostly sell food and 'acceptable' clothing to other Jacks and merchants who find the product of high quality. Though the clothing is only sold in or nearby cities, and if you go by any farm run by Jacks, which is pretty much all of them these days, you'll find that we still wear traditional clothing (or lack of) when working outside the presence of Vulpes or inside some of the towns distant from the city. Though people near the city tend to have a strong resentment of us, those out in the country side generally show kindness and respect, and everybody tends to get along much better, both by want and necessity.

The lowest class is the Commons, which is populated by what most Vulpes consider to be filth. Drunkards, beggars, bums, crooks, creeps, muggers, murderers, the jailed, and, of course, Jacks. Almost all farmers fit into the category, unless they're a Vulp raising low-quality foods to sell to the Vulpes who refuse to buy from us, which is most of them. Certainly all construction workers fit into this category, but Jacks and Vulpes tend to work together and get along well both on and off the job. You'll never se a Jack doing anything other than dish cleaning in the city restaurants, though I know plenty of excellent chefs who cook for some of the finest restaurants, though you'd never know by the way they cover it up so well. 

Now, where was I before my ramblings of economics and race? Oh, right! Emerald Academy. Every 'educated' person you find in Emerald will be both a Vulpes and of the fairer sex, and pretty much every one of the gardeners, janitors, chefs, maids, and substitute teachers are Jacks. I would happen to fall into the first category. What's that? I need to stop stalling telling you details you probably don't care about and tell you my... erm... that's not a nice word to use, but fine, I'll tell you my name. I am Christopher Ray Latto Nae Tar Bonic... Chris for people who want to do anything else that day. This is my journal of the events that have taken place in the past five years at Emerald, and I remember every moment as if it happened yesterday. Now, I may be skipping around a bit, but bare with me, some things are pointless, and some would bore you to tears... and others... others I'd like to forget.
