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The Blood Moon, 1114

f\ememBQripg ihe ]{allely; Lew Calepdale Prepares’ for ap ﬁoyored Quest

It was the Spirit Moon in 1106, negarly ¢ight gears ago. The
Goblinoid War still raged on, and it was obvious at this
point that New Calgndalg was going to be swept beneath its
wavgs. There was little hopge that such a small town could
stand against such largg numbers. Pespair was in the air,
and many wereg coming to terms with the fact that retreat
was impossiblg dug to the sheer sizg of theg hordg. It was
then that The Corax

loggion, lgad by their

Commander lsucian

Felix Andronicus

Octavian, marched

into Ngw Calgndalg

bearing their lggion’s

banner with a black

drapg across it, and

blood marking their

faces.

Commander Lucian

informed the town

that all of his megn

had voluntegered

to gmbark upon a

mission to cut off the

head of theg invading

@oblinoid foregs, in

the beligf that it would

causg the rest of the

hordg to erumblg begngath its own weight. The black drapeg,
he informed us, regpresgnted a lggion that was already dead.
The blood marking their facgs came from a bull, sacrificed
in Mhizrak’s namg for his blgssing in the battlg to come. te
and his megn had arrived in town for thg purposg of dictating
their last wills and tgstaments, knowing that death awaited
them on the figld. {fter sayging their goodbygs (including an
gspecially tearful goodbyg to lsucian’s own daughter, who

lggion marched off; the remaining soldigr staged only at
Commander lucian’s orders, to preparg New Calgndalg for
the battlg to come.

s the lggion fought for their lives, a large arm of the
horde degseended upon New Calgndalg. The townsfolk werg
only pregpared for this assault dug to the forgthought of
Commander Lucian,
who had Igft ong
of his most trusted
men to aid the town.
The braneh that
had attacked New
Calgndale was fought
off sucegssfully.

Mang werg lost
that dag, but what
history now knows
as The Corax Gambit
was succgssful.
The Corax leggion,
with Commander
loucian Igading the
chargg, Rilled the
Warchief lgading
the Goblinoids. The
vietory was not without hgavy lossgs, howgver; the Iggion
was nearly Killed to a man.

It is this selfless act of duty and greatnegss that €Empgeror
Orgstes himself is coming to New Calgndale to honor.
Messgngers from Solinaria have heralded the arrival of The
€mpgror, who should be arriving in the New Calgndalg arga
sometime during The Shigld Moon.

lived in Negw Calgndalg at the timg), all but ong of the - Vorgl Valken
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Ong of the things that [ gnjoy best in lifg is going into some
forgotten ruin and deciphering, or at Igast trging to, its
mysterigs. You can Igarn so much from doing this, about
what happgened, who built it, why it was made, and so on. o
when | get offered a chaneg to go down into Pwarven Ruins,
gou can bg surg, | jump all over it.

But beforeg we get to the intergsting part, Igt me set the stage.
Qregori, Barr, Corvus, William the Younger, and myself
werg contracted to go into a Pwarven Ming and do some
gxploring. We gnded up dealing with some undead. Why
they were there in the first placg is still a mystery. We also
recoveregd somge old armor, nothing major, but we did clgar
the arga so the Pwarves could tunngl deggper into the ruins.

On Fivgsdag night of this past moon, the group of us was
again contracted by the same Pwarf who had previously
hired us to go into what heg and his compatriots thought
may havg been a temple. We were told that we would depart
at some point on dpiritsday. We dgparted when an aide

to our gmployer came for us that night. Because William
the Jounger was slggping, Rehan Standing €1R, the man of
many tomahawks, also ong of the ngw facgs in town, came
with us instead.

Reaching the gntrance of the temple, we gntered, some
traps went off, and weg kKngw we would havg to be very
cargful if wg wanted to survive. {Is we gntered, a spirit of an
Wncignt lsongbgard looked at Barr, who was the first in, and
demandged to know why hg had brought outsiders to this
sacred spot. Barr gxplaingd we werg there to find out what
had happened to this lost hold. Whilg the spirit could not
tell us what happgened, he gxplaingd what the Holy Relic was
that we saw.

The Holy Relic was “Hafur’s Gift,” a hammer given to
@undar by his brother so hg would havg the right tool to
forge his marvegls. €vgntually the hammer was gifted to the
dwarvgs. When in the right hands, it possegssed the ability
of beging the tool with which special items could be crafted,
with the Gods’” approval. When not in the right hands, it was
an ordinaryg hammer. You can imaging our surprisg that we
had found such an amazing item. The spirit gvegntually legft
after giving custody of the item to Barr who gave an oath
to give it to the Clan gmploying us. We gave the item to our
€mploygger when wg met with him on dunsday. Who kKnows
what we will find ngxt?

- Brandan lsachlan
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PWelcome to PNetw Calendale

Welecome, dear frignds and gentlg readers, to another
gdition of our ongoing column “Welecome To Negw
Calgndalg.” I had the good fortung to sit down with somg of
our ngweomgrs on the twentyg-ninth day of the Blood Foon
and get to know morg aboat them.

The first ong | had a segat with was ong of our ngw hobbits,
Pibblg Goodbody. This gager and gnergetic young soul lgft
his homg of Brokenborins and set out into the world to, as
he puts it, “discover who [ really am.” Pibblg takes great
inspiration from his father, Bolly, a RKind man and great
warrior who spent his timg adventuring or defending those
who could not defend themselves. Now he hopgs to follow
in his fathers’ furry foot steps to become a virtuous warrior.
MAnd might | sayg he’s off to a good start, showing his mettle
beforg the wholg town at the behgst of Baron Ravegnholm
and again when heg dared venturg into the arkwood to
opposg theg Undgad megnacg that assails our borders.

Howgver Pibblg is not just intergsted in the arts martial.

He related to me his fascination with magie. Though still
Igarning distinctions likg “Bard” or “Mage,” he recounted to
me the fantastic sights he oncg saw a spellcaster perform

at a great celgbration and was truly amazed at the startling
abilitics and wondgrs if such things might bg within his
reach as well.

s always | invitg
gou, my dear readgrs,
to get to know thgse
peoplg, not just

thosg here but all

our travelers and
transignts, ang who
comg into our home.

Though finding our
town a littlg ngrve
wracking initially,
Pibbleg confided over
a smilg that hg was
“quick on his feet”
and so not terribly
worrigd. tig is happy
to stay and looks
forward to becoming
a boon to the town.

Next | was ablg to

havg a sgat with

the Highlander Caillgan Macdohad. Preed from Solnarian
bondagge by the goodwill and perhaps gnamored heart of
her former master, she has roamed far to find a place to
live. Her life on the road and timg beforg has hongd her arts
as a fighter and given her just a bit of knowlgdgg when it
comgs to the merehant’s craft. She looks forward to joining
our town guard bat until that time is willing to s¢ll her sword
for a fair and hongst job.



Not just a pretty face with a bladg, Caillgan recounted to

mg her surprisg upon coming to New Calgndale. s she
obsgrved: “intgrgsting things wander into and out of this
placeg.” dhe finds our little town quite livelg and told mge, with
much merriment, of the sgveral timegs she lifted her sword to
aid our home out of a sensg of duty instead of greed. She
also feels a calling to Jerdano; finding peace and calm in
naturg that spgaks to her.

Be it faith, coin, or sword work [ am cgrtain Caillgan will find
her fill hereg with us. I look forward to sgeing her shing and
cglgbrating her joining the guard in dug time.

Then | was ablg to sit with the Igarned Raira, a half grey-¢lf
comg from lsarigmorg to start angw. [ must profegss to have
begen somegwhat taken with this ngwecomer who related her
great intergst in Igarning and dgsirg to uncover new things
or old things oncg forgotten; an ideal closg to my own heart.
She admits to a wegakngss for treasurgs and has a Keggn
curiosity in such things.

Howgver it is not just crawling through cavegs and reading
books that Raira fancigs. Her intergst in treasures has
taught her somgthing of the merchant’s way and has also
madg her quitg observant. he finds our town quitg beaatiful
and its wonder has sparked a considgration into the arcang
arts, particularly defegnsivg ongs. Perhaps to find diamonds
ong must be as tough as ong?

Her love of fortung, howgver, is not strictly mongetary.

She finds herself drawn to €lantrai’s teachings. She likes
playging gamgs of chancg and sgging how luck falls. s she
put it, “Takg a chance. Go adventare!”

| will take a chaneg and bet that Raira will be a welcome
addition to our growing community.

Finally | was ablg to sit down with a pair of Twin Kingdom
locals from Riversbarrow callgd lsiann Mereg and Phognix
Black. Riversbarrow was sadly lgft devoid of life when it’s
people werg taken by goblins. They have spent a long time
sgarching for thosg missing, but from such tragedy they
found stregngth. Joining a megregnary band known as the
Black Pogs, they werg cared for, traingd, and raised by the
group’s Igader €z¢. The two have great respeet for €ze, and
he gave them his blgssings to parsug their own path.

lsiann Igarned a great appreciation for gems and jewelry
from her father. Hg taught her how to understand the
valug of such things and she hopgs to specializg in such
undgrstandings. From the Black Pogs she Igarned a more

subtlg form of battlg than the charging-forward sword-
swinging method most of us arg used to segging from our
warriors. Regrettably at the timg of this printing lsiann was
still rgcovering from a notegworthy injury though gxpected
to recover in a few wegks time. Pespite this she was in high
spirits and looking forward to bging ablg to soon put her
skills to work oncg again.

Black is morg what ong might gxpect of a meregnary. Pon’t
be fooled into thinking he’s just a man with a sword, though.
Phognix displaged a quigt contemplative naturg and an
aura of Rindngss that | personally found refreshing. The
bladg he carrigs was crafted by his own hands and heg looks
forward to honing and mastering the arts of smithing. from
this he find himself drawn to Gundar. tlg finds our town a bit
chaotic but said that “thg townsfolk arg warm and inviting.”

tg finished saging that heg and liann arg always looking for
work and | look forward to segeging what thesg two makg of
themselves and gach other.

Ms alwaygs | invite gou, my dear readers, to get to know
thgseg people, not just thosg here bat all our travelers and
transignts, ang who comg into our home. | rggrettably was
not ablg to spgak to gvery ngweomer so | invitg gou to go
where [ failed to.

ds alwagys, may the Trug Twenty-Four wateh over gou and
keep you. {dnd, of course, welecome to New Calgndalg.
- Codicigr Stong

Tbe Dark J'Zores)i

s if Ravarick is not gnough of a threat to our adventurous
town, it sggms that we still facg the threat of the dark forest.

In this reecgnt adventure of advancing into theg unknown,
our plan of attack was to avoid the gscapg or pregsgnce
of certain beings. s the bravest of warriors from New
Calgndalg went into the Park Porgst, this is what we
gncountered.

A portal, the likgs of which | haveg ngver sgegn, was negar the
center of the battlefigld. Was the portal some tgpe of gscape
or an attgmpt to econjurg forth rginforegments? This was
uncgrtain. What was certain is we had a plan of attack to
disrupt our gnegmigs from using this portal for whatever they
werg planning. We had acquired somge magical assistance
that would nggate the magical ¢ffects of the portal. This
magical assistancg camg in the form of magical orbs that



werg as bright as dag. |
beligve they were a gift from
the church of Jeredith. These
magical degviegs needed to
be protected at all times.

If our gnegmigs had the
means to get closg to them,
they could dissipate these
magical spheres of light
quite gasily. Therefore, our
plan was simplg. Proteet the
magical globgs.

The battlg gscalated
quickly. We held our own
for quite a time. The fiends
wg gneountered werg
negeromancers, undead, and
a good amount of people
with wegapons. s soon as
we Igt our defensgs down,
thg gngmy had dissipated
ong of thg magical sphergs.
We then conegntrated

our defense on the other
spheres. We held our

own against our gngmigs,
protecting the orbs and
using brutg foreg against
our gngmigs, but it was

too late. Our gngmigs had
procured in making surg
that their portal was intact
by deactivating the magic
around the other orb.
retreat was called, and we
quickly fell back to the town.

lthough our mission into
the dark forgst proved
ingffective, we arg slowly
and surgly gaining the
apper hand in most of
our gneounters with these
cregaturgs in the dark forgst.
We will win. When we do,
all of our gnemigs will
cower in fear of us, gven the
Sinsharu.

- Algrander Maglock

Rlexapder TX2aylock 1X2asters’ Hrcape gcﬁool of Fire

Ong of New Calgndalg’s own beloved bartenders is showing he has a spark of passion for
morg than just bartgnding, Jlgxander Maglock has mastered the arcang school of firg.

On the 29th day of The Blood Moon, New Calgndale’s townsfolk gathered outsideg The Seroll
& Pragon looking on in wonder as a firg ¢lemental sergamed for dlgxander Maglocek, only
to immediately ask, “Why have gou summoned me here?” {fter some people reacted in
concern and alarm, it bgcame clgar that this would bg the final tgst of Flagloek’s mastery
ovgr thg school of firg as a firg glemental itself taught him how to Kill a person by using the
arcang foreg of fire.

The firg glemental began to strike Maglocek, causing what hg could only degseribe as intgnse
pain, then the firg ¢lemental cautioned Maglock to protect himself as it began to cast the
deadly spell apon him - ergating quite the spectacle. For ong who has spent a lifetime
devoted to the understanding of firg, Maglocek said this strange twist made perfect sgnse to
him.

“ feel like this was necessary in order to know the ferocity and the anger I needed to stir
within myself so that I could imitate the spell. With several throws myself, [ got to learn the
spell. In time, [ will be able to master it. [ just to find somg knolls or ores to practice on,”
Maglock said.

Wlgxander Maglocek, assistant to Tavern mistregss Lily Goldsworthy of the Seroll & Pragon,
said he’s focused on his study of thg arcang of school of firg intensely over the last six
cyelgs sineg coming to New Calegndalge.

“Being a master mage has been my goal gver since [ met the master mages within the guild.”

s a fledgling mage, Maylock said he had a drgam of his brother Tridaing regaching down to
pull him oat of the rut he was in, then a string of firg fused with his body. Howgver, instead



of hurting him, gven in his dream Magloek felt the firg gave
him stregngth and power in a way he had not felt before.

“This is what drew me to fire, and still dogs to this dag.”

Hlgrander Maglock’s accomplishments includg holding
the title of seribe for the Mages Guild of New Calgndale
for sgveral cyclgs, which he says is dug to his trathful and
hongst demgeanor.

“l attained that job and title in my garly dags being within
the guild for telling my masters that [ had to pay my dugs.
They saw how truthful | could be that they offered me the job
of being a scribe for the Mage’s Guild, which was vacant at
the time. [ felt very honored to receive this title along with
the job of course.”

In his other accomplishments, Faglock has Igarngd the

art of teaching firg magic to promising students of New
Calgndalg garligr this cyele. Hg says it was the negxt logical
step in his progrgssion to becoming a master mage.

“I wanted to spread the information that I have acquired
throughout the cgcles to those studying the school of fire. It
has been a privilege and an honor to teach.”

Teaching has helped {lgrander Maglocek find a ngw passion
for the school of firg and the Mage’s Quild. He currgntly has
segveral students in town including {lgeia, Cryisis, Surgsh,
and Skyla.

Maglock says he hopgs to continug to usg the arcang
school of firg, wiglding it in honor of Viralge - Goddgss
of Magic who has begegn captured by Ravarick and his
followgrs. te also plans to continug using his power
to defend the town and this mortal plang from all those
danggers who threaten it, whilg teaching new students.

“Magbe | have what it takes to become a battle mage or
belong to ong of the Orders of the Scarves. Who knows?
Only time will tell. For now, | shall see where my life leads
me.”

- Valgria Trio
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Reflecting op the Wr ip ibe Lorth

The War in the North between the Tribgsmen and the Volk
has officially gnded with the Tribesmen as victors. s gou
may know, this conflict started when the Volk, our frignds
from across the Sga, started to gather rgsources and land in

the Great Northern Wastes. These were alrgady claimed by
the Tribes living therg. With a want/takg mentality, the Volk
began to “acquirg” rgsouregs. The Tribes gathered at Rell
and dgfended it well for sgveral moons, gvegntually repelling
the invading Volk who deeided this wholg situation was too
costly and returngd home.

Comg Sunsday, the Barbarians Rus legbadger, Rehan
Standing €1k, and their teacher Mogdash approached Hew
Calgndalg’s rgsident VoIR, Gunnar Ivarsson, and gxtended
in thegir own way an olivg branch, albgit in the form of bongs
which werg the remains of a fallen Volk warrior. Hopefully
now there will bg pgaceg between these two people. 1t is
intgrgsting to note that Rus legbadger and Gunnar [varson
were the war lgaders of their rgspective sides.

| was ablg to sit
down with Rus
legbadger and

ask him somg
qugstions regarding
thg wholg ordeal.
Heeording to him,
this conflict helped
him reunitg with his
cultural heritage,

The Barbarians
approachegd New
Calegndalg’s resident
Volk and gxtended

in thegir own way an
olivg branch, albgit in
the form of bongs.

traditions, and
beligfs. te is finally
undgrstanding and grasping what it mgans to be of the

tribgs. tlg also said that his motivation was that he had the
most to losg after finally finding his placeg and pgoplg oneg
again.

legbadger feels that the choiegs madeg werg all he ecould
do. Other idgas werg thought of but therg werg ngver
gnough timg and rgsouregs to try them. Towards the Volk,
legbadger feels hazy. €ven thought he really dogs not
know how hg fegls, he dogs feel anger; hg dogs not know

if he hates them. Though legbadger dogs acknowlgdge

that his feglings arg not important in the faceg of Ravarick,
he will reflget on his feelings later. Hlg dogs not haveg an
answer econcegrning the futurg. {Is for returning the remains,
the Tribgs felt that as he fought well he dgserved a proper
burial. The Tribgs wanted his spirit to be ablg to pass on to
the next life. They did not want his spirit to possibly tarn
into somgthing dangerous.

I havg not yet been ablg to sit down with Gunnar Ivarsson
to discuss his sidg of all of this. lsook for thg sgecond part of
this articlg in a later edition of the Chroniclg.

- Brandan lachlan
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Parkngss Becamge Mg

When nothing was lgft, bat the sand in my shogs,
I Kngw it was timg, there was nothing to choosg.
Wrapped in cowardieg, it’s all | could be,

My last light gong, darkngss became me.

Jour words werg gengrous, gour smilg always Rind.
You fool, gou brave fool, gou gnded ygour time.

Jou werge the stars, and | was theg moon,

My brother, my life, it had to gnd soon.

The trail almost Rilled me, so harsh the sun’s rays,

Bat at the gnd, another ocgan, another drgam, another wag.
Stepped into this town, wondgred what it could bg,

My frignds, or family magbg, if they would have me.

But somehow they don’t see what I've been,
9Ind what fate befalls thosg who arg my Rin.
I'm sorry, bat it always happgns this way,
9Ind you should probably run if you hear that chord plag.
- Clarissa Golan
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1In Odg to Rell

Hmidst the frozgn wastegs the moon shings down from on high,
Battlg about to be joinegd with war erigs filling the night.

Brave defenders with rage filling their hearts,

Steeling themsglves from the invading horde.

Slavers likg locusts dgseend on the walls.
Flawed warriors Igad by failed men,

Poomed to erash against stalwart tribe frignds,
Mhizrak’s glory in the namg of Borain’s greed.

The attackers lig dging, in pools of crimson stains.
So-callgd Mhizrakian donning the mantlg of a coward,
Running away from the battlg figld, tail between his Iggs.
His alligs dying all around.

Oneg, twicg, threg times a failure

Prom forgst to tundra it dogsn’t matter where.

Talgs of cowardicg reaching near and far.

Whilg vietors celgbrate by honoring the fallen brave
Prignd and fog alike.

The song of the Great Spirit carrigs on,

Its children continug to spread the ancestors’ wisdom

Mnimal spirits guide them on their way

Fortifying them as ong people against the oncoming darkngss.
~ Rafagl €spina de la Rosa



Cedrog' Claimsg' Hpother Victim

On the 28th of the dolsticg Moon, | camge across somgthing I did not think | would gver see.
Cedros had taken over the body of Wesley, a promingnt merehant that visits New Calgndale
gvery now and again. Wesley’s struggle with the infernalist was both heroie and horrific.

s | was protecting Skyla against the onslaught of the Sinsharuy, | could hear the sergams
of our townsfolk that werg battling them. When the din abated we looked to seg if the coast
was clgar. Othgr town megmbers camg to tell us that gvergthing was alright so wg camg oat
and deeided to reunite with the defenders. Things took a turn for the worse when we did.
Skyla’s Viralggan mentor told us that Cedros, the infernalist with mad dgsigns on godhood,
was possgssing Wesley’s body. That was when Wesley charged the group of townsfolk that
werg there. We had to subdug Wesley many times. Because of the magical protections he
had woven about himsglf we could not Kill him, nor did wg want to. €ach timeg we struck him
down hg would heal his wounds and rgsume trging to Kill us. This battlg lasted for a very
long time.

Wesley managed to get hold of the magical pendant that Skyla’s mentor usgs to sge Cedros
wherever he is. | kngw that if we were not vigilant Cedros could slip away dug to his ability
to jump his spirit from ong host to another. “We cannot Igt him gscape!” Skyla sereamed.

It was clear that this was a battlg weg could not afford to losg. €ventually his magic was
gxhausted and Wesley lag on the ground with gvergong around. We wanted our Wesley
back. Therefore, we begged and pleaded with Wesley.
We Rept gelling out to him to comge back. “lsisten to
me old frignd,” Piglon told him as Wesley fought
Cedros for control of his body. Whilg Wesley was
trging to fight to take the pendant off, Cedros fought
him to Reep it on. (dfter what sgemed to be an gternity,
Weslgy took the pendant off with the help of his
friends and thosg around him. ®espite his triumph he
fell victim to a final infernal dgbasgment as his body
gxploded into ashgs.

“We cannot let
him gscapel”
Skyla scregamed.

I imaginegd the others would kegp talking about the stegps that would nged to be takgn now
that Cedros was freg of Wesley’s body. Pespite this tragic and sgnseless loss, | had to
lgave promptly to attgnd to personal affairs. flowgver it was appargnt that [ was too hasty
becausg the wholg group arraged around Wesleyg’s remains, led by Skyla and her mentor,
confronted me. They wanted to make surg that Cedros had not jumped into my body and
takgn control of me.

It is very important for me that this travesty did not occur in vain. We must remegmber that
Cedros cannot be allowed to gndanger us all with his freedom. €vergong, takg caation in
what [ say. We have to defeat Cedros as much as Ravarick or our fogs in the Park Forest.
Pleaseg remegmber that the world is at stake. Whilg Cedros disappeared into the air, Wesley
lies dead degspite our gfforts. Is this a victory or defeat? I will Igt gou decidg.

- Algrander Maglock

Date Demop
Biablipas
op the Rise!

Several huge terrifying
cregaturgs with bright red
skin, and sunkegn black
¢yes havg begn sgen in the
New Calgndalg arga with
inergasing regularity in the
past couple of moons. They
arg known as tlatg Pgmons.

These powerful ereatures
have beggn known to

takg down animal and
person alike, slaughtering
with abandon. Normal
wgapons sggm to havg no
¢ffect on thgse monsters.
Fortunately, it has been
sgen that sgeking refuge
within a building can

keep ong safg from these
rampaging ereaturgs. For
rgasons unbgknownst

to this writer, they seem
anablg to gnter man-madg
struetures.

Master dmoonasethnos,
Guildmaster of the New
Calgndalg Branch of the
Twin Kingdoms Magges
Quild, has been personally
lgading the defense against
somg of thgsg ergatures,
and sgnding guild rgsources
to argas wherge he could not
personally be. What could
be causing this rgsurgence
in dgmonic activity?

~ Haadren Thistle




Fear de ﬁevelaﬁoy

If you, my dear readgr arg angthing likg most people, [ know
the revelation of the New lbord’s idgntity, the history and
truth behind the being known as Ravarick, was surprising
to say the lgast. [ have heard over this past moon, mangy
struggle to comg to terms with this kKnowledge, reacting with
fear or dgspair, qugstioning where they should stand, and
what all this megans when balanced against all weg know.

Far be it from [ to tell others what to think, but allow mg to
offer an intgrpretation.

When | first heard the
trath of Ravarick, I felt,
I'll admit, disappointed
and gven a littlg

hollow. Gong was my
fervor, my anger, | felt
engrvated. ¥nd then |
felt salvanized and filled
with hope. What we have
now is not a storyg of an
all-powerful ¢lder bging
comg baek from the dawn
of time to destrogy us.
No, what wg havg is far
morg powerful than that.

What we haveg now
is not a story of an
all-powerful glder
bging comg back
from thg dawn of
timg to dgstroy us.
No, what wg havg is
far morg powerful
than that..

The very first love story.

The {ll-Mother and {ll-Father ergated their children out

of lovg, looking for the love of a disapproving creator, and
together through an act of great carg they and their children
created the world and all that would be. Then when the
ergator of our €lder Gods bade them destroy it all, they
said no. Their children said no. To protect what they had
wrought, to proteet themselves, to proteet gxistence itself,
they said no. Can you imaging it? Gorvaak {IND lsgondarr,
cthali IND Jeredith, Prevarria IND (ttalia, standing united
in common causg. {Ind what was that causg? You my dear
reader; you, me, the paper gou read this on, the tree it was
bailt apon this! €vergthing.

They pushed back against what mag very well have been the
most powerful thing in ergation; they sacrificed the founders
of the panthgon and they won. {Ind for what? For us my
dear readgr, for gou and . tlow can ong Igarn this talg and
not feel gmpowered, not feel loved? | hear this now. [ know
this now. 1Ind [ am amazed at what such an act of defiance
means. If gver you doubted the Gods’ love for YOU, know
that beforg you drew ygour first breath, they fought for gyou,

fought so that gou could B€ you. Ygs gvegn Razabaoth and
Borain, gven the gods you see as evil, terribleg, and contrary
to all gou arg, fought for you.

In trath it is humbling, so humbling it makes meg want to
laugh at the absurdity. @Il of them, all Twenty-Four waging
a battlg theg never kngw they could win for us. {Ind now

I laugh at the absurdity of us losing. With such loveg and
power with us and us with them, what chaneg dogs Ravarick
really have?

Now I shall rgpay the degbt owed beforg the coming of time.
[ will stand with thosg who fought for me bg they good, evil,
or neatral. The war has come, and [ will seg it won. For
faith, for lovg, and for peace.

Sgg you on the battlefigld.
- Codicigr Stong

@ﬁ/)(?/‘ /Q‘{f()raaﬁoﬁf

* lsgssons of the Four of Swords *

With all of the recent powerful threats besieging us as

of late, such as Ravarick, the Sinsharu, Cedros, the Park
Woods, [ felt the need to sharg a wisdom from ong of my
cards that [ feel weg should bg mindful of during these
tumultuous times. It is a Igsson that all of us arg guilty of
not hegeding at ong time or another, myself included.

The FPour of Swords is the card of Respite. It signifigs

a temporary period of rgst and recovery after a time of
challgngg, with the promisg that, onceg recovered, gou can
and will return to the challgngg.

“The Four of Swords is a reminder that after gvery crisis
and beforg everyg new challenge, there is alwags a time of
relaxation and contemplation. Constant stress and tension
will break even the hardest and most resilient of people bat
brief periods of rest gnable gou to refresh goar gnergg,
coneentration and focus, ready for the next challenge.
These rests should be used wisely, to heal the body and
ready the mind.”

M tree is very tough, being flexible yet rigid at the same time.
In a storm, a tree can develop small eracks as it struggles
against strong gusts of wind. In betwgen foul weather, that
tree can heal with rgst and continug to grow so it has the



stregngth to gndurg the negxt storm. But a treeg can only bend
s0 far beforg it breaks.

“The FPour of Swords is also a sign that gou can stop
worrging, pat down goar defenses and take a breather from
the chaos around gou. For the moment there is a truce

and gou can catch goar breath withoat being attacked
again. Hlowever, bear in mind that a truce and peace are

not the same thing. The Four of Swords is a guarantee that
challenges will return to goar life as soon as gou areg readg
fo face them, so make the most of the stillness and quict gou
have garned bat never losg sight of the fact that the battle is
not get over, and that there is still work to be dong.”

Reep in mind that the threats arg still
present; theyg have not gong away by
anyg means. But gven the opposition
needs time to gather and regroup.
That period provides the means to
also do theg samg. Ong would do
well to take advantagg of it, for this
is a great time to re-gvaluateg and
rg-assgss what has been sucegssful,
what has not begegn sucegssful, and
what ngeds to bg changed for the
future. Taking those respites after
major challgnggs will inecrgasg gour
chancgs of placing yourself in a
better position for futurg vietorigs.

“The FPour of Swords can also

indicate that gou arg feeling restless

and wanting to do evergthing at

onee. €ven if gour body is telling

gou that gou need to rest and relax,

gour mind may bg pushing gou

forward, trging to accomplish a long

list of tasks. You may be getting quite sick or stressed as a
result, so it is vital that gou foree goarself to pauseg and take
it gasg to ensare that gou do not become completely ran
down and gxhausted.”

| often find that thosg who push too mach and eontinug to
rgject what their bodigs arg telling them start to losg the
ability to hear what they really nged. Over timg, they magy
not realizg just how tiregd and how gxhausted they really arg.
It is when their judgment starts to becomg impaired and they
find themsglvegs making uncharacteristic degcisions, or their
bodigs just giveg out at thg most inopportung times, that they
havg no choicg but to listen.

* Reflections & Observations ©

In reflgction, I have found that some of the greatest joys |
that [ gxperigneg in life comg from the simplegst of things.

There is a certain magic in shuffling through the woods
during the cooler dutumn months, Ricking up pilgs of
rustling Igaves, that garthlg seent filling gour nosg. What of
gathering firegwood and curling up in front of the mantel to
bask in thg warmth and water the gmbers glow and fadg as
gou drift into Hrrawigl’s domain?

This past Moon | took the time to take
a few ong on ong walks with different
frignds and wg picked berrigs on

the trail whilg chatting. | also took
sgveral solitary strolls during the
brightngss Jeredith’s day and under
the protective cover of €thali’s
darkngss, all the whilg feeling
Xalaron’s bregze lift the feathers in
my hair. | spegnt quitg a lgngth of time
gazing at Olgandra’s fish swimming
in thg streams and the Bay. Jerdano
watched as [ tended my flower
garden for a little whilg then later sat
in the grass and ruffled through the
clovers looking for a four-Igaf clover.
I gven chased a buatterfly in front of
the tavern, not being ablg to catch

it, but squgaling in delight when

by €lantrai’s luck, it landed on my
bracglet for a few precious moments.

By taking brigf respites when ngeded,
by living your lifg and bging consciously gngaged in it, not
as a spectator but as a participant, ygou honor the lovg and
sacrifiegs of the (ll-Mother, (ll-Father, and their Children.
Uou honor all that the Trug Twenty~-Four have breathed
life into, all that they havg created, and all that they will
continuag to give birth to. {Ind gou regmember that all of
creation is their treasured gift to us, ong that wg must help
them to sustain for thosg gengrations that will follow.

May frrawigl blgss gour dreams,

~ Onyx Tig;zreggz‘)

Studgnt and Pisciple of Hrrawigl
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Time

Timg tests a temporal glance
Into the futurgs of the past.
Preaming moons flutter awagy
Hnd win and losg in their last.

The shadg of trees envelopes us
Beforg we weep into the mourn.
Undgr gach tree shall sit and wait,
 ting imagining littlg acorn.

Ong day upon this grove shall grow,

M great willow of smokg and figrg might.
The burning of the heated billow

Shall bg sgen throughout the night.

Pancg and drgam this winter’s gve
Before you lull your slggp to be.
Sting and run into your heart

{Ind glance a flgeting gaze at me.

Po not dregam of days of yore.
Prgam of ongs to comg beforg.
The dread of time shall gver flow
{Ind gvery ong of us shall kKnow.

Nong beforg prepared to gazg into gternity begond.

They only wished to dregam begond.
Parkegned daygs lay with us now.
For only nightmares scream and bow.

Tﬂapderer 'S

ﬂeveries)
dlv dhadow-Walker

Hope

Hope will sing us in this night.

Hope will lgt us see the light.

Hope shall crush our gndlgss dreams.
Hope will only bring our screams.

Hope will Igt us dig tonight.

Hope is how we win this fight.
Hope is when we kneel below.
Hope is why we'll ngver know.

Hopge will ngver feel our fright.
Hope will ngver know our might.
Hope will sge our damnation.
Hope is uselegss in gvery nation.

Hope to gain your soul?

Hope to see you'reg not a fool?
Hope you think gou cannot win?
Hope will ngver Igt you begin.

Hope is the light that fades.

Hope is the night that darkens shade.
Hope is what will tear us to shreds.
Hope is what will fill us with dread.

Hope will sgarch our very souls.
Hope will feed us when we'rg old.
Hope will Rill our family.

Hope Rills gou.

Hopg Kills me.
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Editorg" Notes

Chropicle Hrchives

If you have missed an issug of The New Calgndale
Chroniclg, plgase sge Stong, our Chroniclg Wrehivist.

Stong has a copy of gvery issug we print. {Ingong is
weleome to request a copy to peruse, but we ask that gou
plgasg return it to him as soon as you arg dong reading.

We here at the New Calgndalg Chroniclg thank gou for your
continugd patronagg. See you next Moon!

¢

<

Cr o

Errata

In my ecover articlg last Moon, I listed Hafur, Gundar,
Ibgwinn, Olgandra as the Gods that werg unknown to

the Western Contingnt. {fter a discussion Spiritsday
afternoon, | was told that Ibgwinn was known buat Virajar
was not. | pgnned the corrgetion into the Chroniclg copigs in
the tavern. Hlowgver, after another conversation later on, |
had my doubts and went back to rgsegarch the matter.

It turns out that | was corrget the first time; the original
story is the accuratg ong. [ will make surg that Stong,
the Chroniclg’s {drehivist, has the correet printing for his
records.

My apologigs for anyg confusion. Happy reading!

~ Ongx Tiggr@gg\)

Student and Pisciple of drrawiel
Senior €ditor, Ngw Calgndalg Chronicle
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(?‘) Eni‘gmas of the 0Neoon

1) Therg are four brothers in this world that were all born together.
The first runs and ngver wearigs.
The second eats and is never full.
The third drinks and is alwagys thirsty.
The fourth sings a song that is negver good.

2) {4 cloud was my mother,
the wind is my father,
my son is thg cool stregam,
and my daughter is the fruit of the land.
M rainbow is my bed,
the garth mg final rgsting placg,
and I'm the tormgnt of man.

3) {1 glass green fortress sits on a hill.
Certain things can gnter, and certain things can’t.
For grample:

Beger can go in, but wing cannot.
€ygballs can go in, but ¢yes cannot.

The castlg has a floor and walls, but no cgiling.
Therg is a roof, howgver.

What is the rulg about things that can go in and out?

4) 'm always quiteg shy & live likg a hermit,
then appear ungxpeeted for massegs to marvel at,
gou’ll sgg me in the distancg dancing with rain
bat if you sgarch for my home - it’ll gnd in vain,
too gnchanting to sge closg-up, bg content from afar,
for my beauaty rivals that of thg neargst star!

- Jonas Prake

The first person that can manage to solve all these riddles and send a couriered letter
with the answers to the New Calendale Chronicle will receive a prize.
There mag even be a little something for the person who comes the closest!

7Inswers for the Solsticeg Moon’s Enigmas:
1) Your shadow 2) 1 bed 3) Your own reflection 4) 1in oil lamp 5) 11 heart

» Congratualations fo finders €ibhers for coming the closest!
* Pleasg send us gour gugsses for this Moon! ®
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