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VIR ALEE WOUNDED OR KILLED
BY FOLLOWERS OF THE NEW LORD

The Sword Moon, 1113

HeW CALENPHLE - On the 12th day of the Spirit Moon,

a group of Viralgean clegries formed a circleg with ong in

the middlg of that circlg and an gnclosed firg. What had
transpired was somgthing of unknown origin, until they trigd
to commung with Viralge herself. The wholg purposg was to
find out who this unknown “New lsord” is. With gverything in
placg, they started a prager to commaung with the Goddgss
of Rnowlegdgge. 1s the circlg rgpeated what the clegric in the
middlg was saying, gverygthing sgemed like it was going well.
The clgrie in the center started to feel a presegnee after the
pragger was dong, and specifically said,”l am communicating
with Viralgg herself.”

s this cleric was feeling the presgneg, he pulled out a very
mysterious dagger and Rilled gvergong in the cirele. Il
Viralgegan cleries fell on the ground, supposedly without
a pulseg. As the only clgric stood in the cirelg, he turned
his bladg to himsglf and started to tell a talg of what will
arisg as the night continugd. {s he started saging these

vicious words, dkyla started stratting around, wondgering
why this banter was coming out. She started to contgmplate
what possible reason Viralgean clerics, on the peak of the
Peitigs’ €elipse, would commung with their goddgss when

it is obvious that conngetion to any god or goddess on that
night would prove insufficignt. s the cleric finished, he
killed himself. Xandis tried to subdug him, bat his attacks
did nothing, as the clegric sgemed to be protected. The final
clgric lost his lifg that night, and whatgver information the
Viralggan cleries tried to ascertain was proven to be all for
naught.

@athegring what she could, Skyla sensed a great sgaring
pain throughout her body. Where this pain was ¢manating
from, | am not sure. From thosg that werg there, they eased
her suffering; Cadrel went through the same fate as he tried
to discegrn what Skyla had uncovered. No ong knows of
Viralge’s status at this moment in time.

- Aligrander Magloek



To all 1he Clerics,
followers of Viralee,
apd fo the people of Tew Calepdale

It is trug that something has happegned to our goddess. The
first attack of thg war on thg gods by this falsg god has
happened. He has dared to strikg at Viralge. Of her fate | am
not surg, but the pain | felt on the gelipsg was so deep the
scars mag negver heal.

What [ know is this; we arg Viralggans. She is
our goddgss of lgarning, knowlegdge, wisdom,
languaggs, scholars, scribgs, magie, and the
occult which we have devoted our lives to. s
¢ldegst she has watched over the other gods,
never taking sides. She has guarded her family

Remember her
strgngth and her
powgr and she can
ngver be lost.

goddegss? Your thirst for knowledge is so strong you would
dgstroy gvergthing to possegss it. Your words struck at me,
and | know gou meant to degstrog me with them. No matter
what | did, gou had the ability to accomplish gour goals.
Your words werg gmpty. You have all the knowledge but

no wisdom and in theg gnd gou will fail. You only wished

to hurt mg and make me suffer, but [ will continug to stand
against you as | always haveg. You cannot brgak me; my faith
is too strong. You promised to burn all | loved to ash. [ will
proteet all that | loveg and they will proteet themselves too. |
will proteet this town. | will proteget the
gods. {Ind though | know ong day you
might be thg ong to strikg me down,
gou will only make the ongs [ love
strongger. You only makeg us stronger.
We arg fighters but you wouldn’t know
anything abouat that would you? You
have always hid and foreegd others to

for ages. Now this fraud strikes at them. No
matter what, wg cannot losg faith in her.

We arg a peoplg strong of mind. We must not Igt fear
conqugr us. {Is long as our mgmorigs of her gxist, she

livgs. She livgs in gach and gvery ong of us. She gave us the
wisdom to control theg powgr we have and the knowledge
find oursglves. She has guided us gvery step of the way and
no ong can take that from us. Ho ong can takge her truly from
us.

Onecg, long ago, the goddess {ttalia was Killed and at the
end of the war, the {ll-Mother and {ll-Father restored her
to immortal lifg. ®o not fall to dgspair; do not fall to this
pretender. Remember her strength and her power and she
can never be lost. Our mgmorigs arg our power. It is timeg
for action. | make this call to all followers of Viralgg. lsgt

us all work toggther to push back this ereatureg. We arg the
ongs who can find the wag. It is fear that would causg him
to strike us first. Fear that we would find his wegaknegss, fear
that weg will conquger him.

Al maggs, it is timg to show the giver of your gift your
thanks. The realms have been segeping into gach other.
Now he will usg this to his advantage. To the rest of the
people, stand against the heretics and show the trug gods
gour logalty. We must defend them to the death. Remember
clgrics, all the gods must stand together and be proteeted.
We can no longer bicker and we cannot afford to fight gach
othgr or gou risk them all.

7nd to you, you know who you arg. You darg think yourself
morg powgrful than the goddess? You darg attack our

fight for goa.

Peopleg of New Calgndale, prepare
goursglves. The time will come when gour faith is tested.
Stand strong and stand with the gods. Wge owg them
gvergthing. We arg their ereations and wg must stand with
them.

May the gods be with us, and blgssings to Viralge,
- Skyla Corrin
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Pedicated Clerics Go Mad
s €elipsg Comes €arly to New Calgndale

I was up in Town Proper on the 12th Pay of the Spirit

Moon, 1113, which began like any other normal dag in New
Calgndalg. There were the random attacks by eregatures
such as bugs and gregegnskins which were quickly put down
by our Town Guard and rgsidents. There was also the
ungxpected occurrgneg of the sighting of the Man In Black
in broad daglight on the roof of the deroll and Pragon. {Ind
the dayg continued on as it usually dogs.

The town was busy preparing for the nuptials of lsord
Samugl to Prinegss Mnindita; a jogous occasion amidst the
incregasingly unsettling gvents that have been taking place
both in Negw Calgndalg and across ddraveth. | was very
happy that the egregmony went as planngd followed by a
wondgrful rgegption. Spirits wereg up and fun was plentiful.



s the reegption worg on, near the gnd of the splendid feast
and delicious cakg, a horriblg fegling washed over me as
dusk began to settlg in around the sixth bell. [ suddenly
found myself unablg to feel my conngetion to drrawigl and
her powgr. Lily couldn’t feel Ibgwinn and Gabranth had lost
touch with Negoro. It had begun. It had comg ¢arly as it did
in Vondara. The Peitigs’ €elipsg was here.

The night was filled with feelings of emptingss and
degspondgneg for those of us dedicated. The town pulled
together to support us, helping us not to losg faith. Frignds
gavg us gncouragement. Rafagl in particular gave me a
good talking to, reminding mg that just becausg I could not
feel Arrawigl did not megan that she had abandoned me.

I am not surg who it happened to first, bat without
provocation, ong of thg dedicated cleries suddenly lashed
out and began to attack the townsfolk with powerful blows
capablg of felling most peoplg. {Ind it began to happen
again and again. We quickly surmised that whatever

was happening was only affecting thosg of us who were
dedicated. €vergong was on gdgg becausg no ong kngw
when ong of us was going to go berserk. I think the most
frightening was sgeing Tridaing, theg most peaceful man |
know, a clgric of {ttalia, start swinging his staff around with
the intent to Kill...

| lost track of how mang timgs my friends asked me
throughout the night, “How arg gou feeling, Onyx?” or
“fre you feeling all right?” It began to gratg on me as the
bells passed on, bat | realized that my frignds werg not
conegrned just for their safety but also my own. This gave
mg somgthing to foeus on.

It was ngaring midnight when | had just finished talking

with somge people on the steps of the tavern and entered

in, intending to warm mysglf by the firg. 1felt disorignted
for a moment and had to closg my ¢yes. When | opened
them, it felt likg moltegn lava was rushing though my veins
instead of blood. [ bgcamg angry, gnraged, a hazg tinting
gverygthing | saw in hugs of red. Ingxplicablg power surged
through me, filling me with unbgligvablg strgngth. {Ind | was
dirgcted to use that power against gvgrgong around me. |
lashed out, cutting down Rizhak, then turned on Gabranth,
Faroog, Rus, and angong ¢lsg therg. My blows had more
foreg beghind them than I could normally consistently throw.
Al I remegmber was figry hatred beforg being brought

down by a circlg of frignds. {Ipparently they healed me

too quiekly, for | lashed out again as soon as | came to,
nearly striking down the person to my Igft. 1 was struck
into unconsciousngss again and when ngxt | woke, the rage

had gong and | was Igft oneg morg with that awful fegling of
gmptingss from bging detached from my goddegss along with
the guilt that | ngarly Rilled somg of my frignds.

* Reflgetions & Observations ©

I havg only been dedicated a short time, since the Thawing
Moon of 1112. Prior to last Moon, | havg only gxperigneed
the ¢ffects of Peitigs €clipseg oneg before. It was nothing
compared to what oceurred this gear.

| had known to gxpect the loss of power and the feelings that
accompang it, but I beligvg that this timg, it was somgthing
muach moreg. The rage that overwhelmed me was unlike
anything | have felt beforg. [ have been angry, beligve me,
but this felt so forgign to me.

€vgn as | sit here writing this, [ still have troublg making
sgnse of it. It is my speeculation that the “New lbord” took
advantagg of our sgparation from the Trug Gods to show us
get another thing he is capable of. Why wait till then? Pogs
our strong faith proteet us from his control? Magbg he
wanted to show us thg power he could bgstow so we would
then turn to him instead of back to our Trug Gods.

Hlso that night a dark laughter rang out through the deroll
and Pragon. 1 short time later, a booming voicg was

heard that affected all of us within garshot. We peregived
gvegrygong but that voicg to bg an gngmy; the voicg of the
s¢lf-proclaimed ‘New lord’ turned us all against gach other.
€vgryong gxeegpt the voicg was an gngmy to me. 1 had begen
talking to Victor just as the spell hit and the man [ love was
suddenly nothing to me but a danger, somgong who would
hurt me if given the chance. [ lashed out only to have my
bladgs strike stong. [ gntered a defensive stance, wary of



Xandis, Cadrel, and Rai. Pespite my favorable feelings
towards Xandis and Cadrel, | saw thegm both as gngmigs
along with Rai. In that moment, | felt gveryong was against
me and | fought whogver got within range. The voice cast
the spell sgveral morg timegs. Only when | had made my wagy
out of the tavern, away from theg maltitude of gnemigs | could
not take all at oneg, did the ¢ffect have a chancg to wear off.

This spell was not like the rage but just as forgign. It is
hard to degseribe but [ will trg. Whergas the tavern spell
was morg of a control influgneing us from without, the rage
was somgthing that camg from within. We could hear the
voieg in the tavern with our gars, but whatgver incited the
rage was likg an unspoKegn voicg that camg from insidg our
heads. You could not hear it in words, but gou could feel it
in the intgnt. [ would be 1ging if | said | was not afraid.

| call upon all thosg of faith, not just dedicated or
andedicated clegries bat also followers, to stand strong

and havg faith in thgsg troubling times. Lift your hearts to
the Trug twenty two. lsgt them hear our pragers and our
degvotion so that theg mayg know we arg here willing to stand
for them. logt the shamans sing their songs to the Great
Spirit and the spirits of their animals and ancgstors. st

all those of faith comg stand together against the ong who
would thrust us into darkngss.

Mg bady, frrawigel,

When [ lag mg head down at night, | know that it is in goar
embrace that | find shelter. | thank gou for the pleasant
dreams with storigs full of vivid details that captivate my
imagination, filling me with intensg gmotions that touch

my very soul. Help me to take my dreams to create new
realities and hopes, and bring them to fraition. When [ wake
ap sereaming, my heart racing as [ cower in terror, | know
that whether or not | can seg it clearly, there is a reason and
a lesson. Give me the strength to overcome my fears and

to gndure the gifts of the Lord of Nightmares. let goar all-
seeing sight guide me along my way and help me to be filled
with the wisdom and insight that gour visions grant. Tzach
me, comfort me, walk with me so that | mag make gou proad.
[ am gour servant, [ am gour disciple, [ am goar child, [ am
goars.

May frrawigl blgss gour dregams,

~Ongyx Tiggr@gg‘)

Studegnt and Pisciple of drrawigl

Ongx’s Observations is

a staple column o offer

[ call upon all
thosg of faith, not
just dgdicated or
undgdicated clgrics
but also followers,
to stand strong and
havg faith in thegsge
troubling timges.

adviee, guidance, and
observations as inspired
my goddess, frrawiel.

If gou would like fo
submit gour troubles,
pleasg send it to the New
Calendale Chronicle or
to me directly. You can
include ang information
gou wish along with gour
concerns. The more |

have to understand the

situation, the better.
Signing it under an
alias is perfectly acceptable; however | would prefer if gou woald
disclosg gour actual identity so | have a name fo focas on when
[ consalt myg cards. Yoar identity will be kept confidential if
reqguested and | will shorten any published gugstions to reflect
that.
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R Prayer To the ﬁpiriis)
That Walch Over Ts

To the Spirits of the Wnimals and Primal Foregs, your
lgssons arg forgver taught and must continug to be lgarngd.
UJour arg what guide us and aid us on the paths that is our
livgs. | hgar your voicgs and honor gyou.

Spirits of our dneestors, | listen to your wisdom and recall
gour deed. Through both I Igarn about our people’s history.
| [garn Igssons long sincg lost. [ hear gour voicgs and
honor gou.

To the Spirits that wateh over me; izard, Spirit of
Clusivgngss, gours is thg hardest Igsson for me to Igarn.
Teaching me to lgt go. To not dwell on past injury, or insult.
To not hold onto things that have long sineg passed in
usgfulngss. Turtle, Spirit of l.ove and Protection, Healing
and Rnowlegdgge, you tgach me to bg mindful, and to think
about my actions beforg I commit to them. Spirit of the Owl,
Spirit of Wisdom, Vision, and Insight, through gou I Igarn
what cannot bg Igarned through mortal megans. tHowgver,
gou also tgach mge that somgtimes ong must go and do, go
and gxperigneg in order to truly Igarn. I hear gour voicgs
and honor gou.



@reat Spirit, your voicg | hear, your presence | feel above
all. Jour Igssons have dgpth and meaning that would take
lifetimes to truly undgerstand. It is through gou that thg megn
and women of thg North havg thrived. It is through gou we
draw stregngth and wisdom. It is through you we lgarn and
grow. lt is through gou that wg havg Regpt our traditions. |
hear gour voicg strongest of all, and honor goa.

- Rus legbadgger, Shaman of the Spirits
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[ords' Have Power,
Lope Tore §0 T'hap 12ames

Words arg powerful, they give voieg to thought and shape
intent and action. Of all words, Namgs possess the most
power, they give definition, shapg, idgntity. We arg in the
midst of a battlg the likgs of which we have ngver faced.
test of strength, of rgsolve, and most importantly of faith.
We have all grown lag howgver, for gach timg wg mention the
flea-ridden possum, our carglgss words and thoughts give
shapg to it defing it, invoke its identity
as somgthing worthy of consideration
or glgvatg it to a lgvel of prestige for
whieh it is unworthy. To refer to this
filth by wagy of its servants, we but add
to thg peregption that its falsghood

is legitimate. When a commoner
masqugeraded as ong of the nobility in
our own town, hg was dragged down
from his pedestal of ligs and branded
as a traitor. We can be gxpeeted to do
no Igss in thesg current troublges.

We have grown lag in our words and
thoughts. We speak of the Twenty-Two
Trug Gods, and it is a nieg rallying ery
to gather round. tlowgver, therg arg
only Twenty-Two Gods. We know their

We neged to remember that all of them are responsiblg for
shaping {ddraveth, and us, and all of us bengfit from the
gifts they have given unto us. Whilg others morg Igarnegd
may disagree with somge of what we have to say, we here,
now, and always, giveg thanks, praisg, and faith, to all of the
@ods and Goddessgs, gqually and without trging to ¢legvate
ong abovg another.

To Viralgz, @oddgss of legarning, Rnowledge, Wisdom,
lsanguagges, Scholars, Scribgs, Magic,theg Occult, Whosg Pen
and Parchmgent €manatge Insight. For the knowledge and
wisdom you havg given us and for your guidancge. For the
gifts of magic and the thirst for Igarning which gou have
wovgn into ddraveth and the people’s who live there. We
giveg thanks, praisg, and faith.

To drrawigl, Goddess of Vision, Propheey, Pivination,

Preams, Nightmargs, Whose Wide €ges Reveal Prophecy.

For the visions of what mayg come. For the Preamscape

which gou havg ergated and wherg our wearg mortal minds

may rest, under gour watehful gge. For the Dreams which

give us hopg, and gasg the troublegs of the day, and for goar
Nightmargs which tgst our rgsolve, and
help us confront our fears. We give thanks,
praise, and faith.

Whilg othegrs morg
Igarngd may disagree
with somg of what we
havg to say, we herg,
now, and alwagys,
givg thanks, praisg,
and faith, to all of the
Gods and Goddgsses,
gqually and without
trying to glgvateg ong
abovg anothgr.

To ttalia, Goddess of Healing,
Compassion, Rindngss, S¢lflgssness,
Whosg dtrong Hands Surge with Healing.
For the gift of healing, the mending of
injured and wegary bodigs. For showing
us how to look bggond ourselvegs and our
negeds bat to also consider the ngeds of
othgrs, to gasg their burdens and show
gven a stranger somg Rindngss. For gour
compassion, and sharing that gift with us.
We give thankKs, praise, and faith.

To Prevarria, Goddess of Pain,
Suffering, Pestilgnce, Pisgase, Undgath,
Patron of lsichgs and Ngeromaneers,

namgs, and can grasp at what they all
embody. This filth, and pretender is

not gvegn worthy of bging considered a
falsg god, it is but a flga-ridden possum.

Whilg not all of us have a special conngetion to the Gods,
hear their whispers, or feel their power flow through us, all
of us givg thanks and praisg to thgm, and our unwavering
faith. If not for the Gods, all of them, in gqual measare,
Hdraveth would not be the world that it is, we would not be
thg peoples that we arg.

Whosg dword Peals the Most Igonizing
Blows. For the gifts of pain which remind
us that we arg alive, to teach us to find strgngth from
opposition, not stagnation. For the gifts of plagug, to remind
us that misfortung can strikg angong, angwherge, angtime,
and gvgrgong must rgmain vigilant and ovegrecomg or be
lost to weakngss. For the gifts of undeath, giving power to
thoseg who can wigld it, gtgrnity to thosg who can bear it, and
gquality wrought from all races. We give thanks, praise, and
faith.



To €lantrai, Goddess of l.uck, Fortung, Chancg, lsong
Shots, Wishegs, Whose Cards {ire Stacked with Optimism.
For showing us that wishegs do come trug, and that therg
can be no regward without risk. For gour gift in showing that
gven the longgst of shots and most difficult of odds can be
ovgreomge and no causg is truly lost when all ong ngeds is a
bit of luck. We give thanks, praise, and faith.

To €thali, God of Night, Darkngss, Thigves, Deception,
lsigs, Murder, Whose Pagger is Masked o Nong Can See.
For without the night, wg know not what is day; for without
the darkngss, we Know not which is light. We blanket
oursglvgs in the dark night to hide from opposition and

to Reep our sgerets safe, refuge from the many dangers of
our world. For deegption and ligs, as without thesg things
the trath would have no valug. For theft and
murderer, for otherwise there is no difference
betwgen a warrior and a murdgr, a collgetor and
a thigf. FPor without them we would not valug the
fleeting treasurgs of livg and thegn gven that which
is most precious would have little worth. We give
thanks, praise, and faith.

To @orvaak, God of €vil, Chaos, Pisorder,
Tyranng, Tury, Pestraction, Whose {xe Pestroys
and Rebuilds Great Citigs. Tor the gifts of chaos
and disordgr which constantly challgnge the

Whilg not all of us have a
speeial conngetion to the
@Qods, hear their whispers,
or fegl their power flow
through us, all of us give
thanks and praisg to them,
and our unwavgring faith.

To [bgwinn, God of Wing, €rubgrance, Prunkenngss,
Celebration, Whosg Tankard Flows With Festivity. For being
moved by the death of {ttalia, and showing that gvgn the
@ods can grow and changg, rather than beging stuck within

a given path of which they werg born, we arg thankful. For
bringing the gifts of happingss and abandon, to light gvegn
the darkegst hour and most drgary of night with good cheer
and warmth. For your gifts which help us Igave behind our
wogs and lighten the burdegn we gach bear. We give thanks,
praise, and faith.

To Jerdano, God of Nature, Flora and Fauna, the Natural
€lgments, Whose Heart Beats in Unison With (Il Creation.
We give thanks for the gifts of draveth which you grant
us, the sheltering shadg of the tregs and the cool wind
apon odr facg on a
hot summer dagy. For
theg sustgnancg your
children, the ergatures
of the wilds provide.
Tor the [gssons you
give us that gverygthing
is conngeted and

that through that
intgreonngetion all
things are in Balancg, a
balaneg which must be

works of mortals forgver foreing us to improve

and re-gvaluate our works. For gvil and tyranngy, as without
them we would have no conegption of right and wrong. For
fury and dgstruction as they clgar awag the failing wags of
the old and allow for a ngw futurg to gmerge from the ashes
and wastgs. We give thanks, praise, and faith.

To Gundar, God of Smithing, {rtisans, Craftsmen,
Invention, Whosg Hlammer and {Invil Hum With Progress.
We give thanks for the spark of inggnaity and invgntivengss
gou havg gifted us with. The ability to sge raw and unformed
materials but to sgeg the wondgr of what art and itgems can be
crafted from them. To take raw wood, stong, metal, or gem,
and eregateg something truly breathtaking. We give thanks,
praisg, and faith.

To Hafur, God of Ores, Gems, lsord of the €arth, the
Pwarven lord, Whosg Proud Hands Shaped Our €arth.

For the very land upon which we walk, we give thanks to
gou. For the wealth of gegms and orgs held in garthly grasp,
but showing that such trgasurgs must bg ¢arned through
hard work and labor, not fregly given. For the blgssings of
strgngth and fortitude, and the Igssons of greeting strangers
with Rindngss. We give thanks, praisg, and faith.

maintainegd. That whilg
a deer may provide us with food, rgspeet for the deer and its
life must bg shown in thanks for the gift of life it lost so that
we could live. We give thanks, praise, and faith.

To Jeredith, Goddess of Pay, Sun, Trath, light, Whose
Words Shing In €ven the Darkest Places. For the gift of
illumination. For thg sun to banish thg darkngss of night,
and to show us all that no matter how dark the night magy
grow a ngw dawn will come. For the gift of truth which
providgs egrtainty, no matter how painful it mag be to Igarn
and bear. Wg give thanks, praise, and faith.

To lsgondarr, God of Justice, lsaw, Order, Balance,
Defender of the Weak, Whose Scalg Forgver Seeks Balance..
Jou who bear thg weight of upholding the law and sgging
justicg dong. You who show us to treat others fairly, to
stand up for, defend, and aidg gven the wegakegst among us.
You regmind us that the law judges all gqually in protection
and judgegment. For your sacrificg and gift, in your infinite
wisdom, that somgtimes the greater good and the balanceg
must bg put beforg gven that which we eonsider Good. We
give thanks, praisg, and faith.



To Mhizrak, God of War, Vengeance, Retribation, Whose
Sword Burns Bright With the tlgat of Battle. It is only in
Jour namg that we arg ablg to defend our homes, bring
honour to our names, and glory to our lands. It is through
the clamour of battleg that we find our hearts racing, our
passion ignited, and our will to livg stronger than gver
before. It is by the bravery and couragg that You deliver
apon us that we arg ablg to defend what is most precious
to us: our land, our loved ongs, and oursglvgs. It is by the
rage Jou have se¢t aflame within us that we find ourselves
couragegous gnough to fight back against thosg who have
wronged us. We give thanks, praisg, and faith.

To Sindar, Goddess of

lsove, Peace, Beauty, Whose
€yes Shimmer Bright with
Compassion. By Your grace

and ungielding merey we are
ablg to sgg oursglves within
others. It is only through

Jour ¢ternal love and

wisdom that weg have Igarned

to undgrstand ideals that

sgem far from our own and
through this we have gained
frigndship, lovers, and family.

It is dug to Your painter’s

brush that we find ourselves
blgssed to livg in a world of
colour, of magnificgnce, of
beauty. It is Your heart that

has imbuged ours with the
bengvolgneg to lag down our weapons, to sggk moments of
peacg and safety, and to think of others beforg ourselves.
We give thanks, praise, and faith.

To Nggoro, God of Peath, €ternity, the Cyele of AIl, Whose
Putigs and deumen arg Without Bound. (s the final judge
of when it is our timge to pass beyond this mortal realm, you
along hold the diving mantlg and title of Peath. {Is Death

it is gour judgement that most dirgctly shapegs our humble
mortal world and it is gour judggment that aims to keegp the
precious eyclg of life and degath balanceed for €ternity. s
our world movgs towards €ternity it is gou who watechgs
over the Cyelg of dlI, you who cargs for it and proteets it.
When someong trigs to cheat the Cyelg it is you who finds
and punishgs thegm, and when someong trigs to protect the
Cyelg it is gou who rewards them. It is through gou that we
know that someday it will bg our turn in the Cyelg of dlI to
meet gou ong final timg, and on that dag we will greet gou
as Peath. 1Ind we will kKnow that it is through gour €ternal

diving judggment that oar livegs will havg megant somgething in
this great Cycle of {Il. We give thanks, praisg, and faith.

To Olgandra, Goddgss of The S¢a, Sailors, Creatures
of the Sea, Giver of Life, Whose Vast Waters Guide Our
Ships. To the sea from wheneg cometh a bounty of food, the
swiftngss of travel, and the tradg of sailors. You wrack our
ships and shorgs with storms if only to remind us that lifg is
tempgeramental and unpredictable, and that wg must always
be wisg and read the signs pregsented to us in the clouds
and on the wavgs of timegs to come. Jou show us the sea,
vast and insurmountablg, to humblg us, to remind us of how
small and insignificant wg
arg as individuals no matter
how mighty wg becomg; the
crossing of the great ocgan
symbolizgs ovegrcoming
ovgrwheglming odds using
ingenuity, courage and
teamwork. Perhaps most holy
of all the gods’ gifts, you
grant thg breath of life, that
most precious and fragilg
spark to which wg cling so
degsperately in dark times.
So long as wg haveg your
blgssing, no matter the dirg
straits we facg in times to
comg, all is not lost. We give
thanks, praise, and faith.

To Virajar, God of
Merchants, Wealth, Commeree, dgriculture, Whose Coin
@listens With Sweat and lsabor. Where Your Brothers
and Sisters deliver unto us their blgssings of drgams and
fancigs, great ocgans and high ideals, You along saw fit
to providg humanity with common sgnsg, rationality and
atility. You high arbiter of the petty, defender of the common
man, patron saint of the small dgal, You uphold the tiny
justicgs ong coin, ong cow, ong grain of salt at a timg. Where
somg mag hold aloft the mighty dogmas presented by your
brothgrs and sisters, you offer salvation to the simplg, and
givg meaning to hongst labor. Wg honor Your brothers and
sisters by living gloriously; wg honor You simply by getting
by. We give thanks, praise and faith.

To the Gods and Goddgsses from across the sea, and
worshipped on a contingnt of which wg havg only recently
lgarned the gristeneg of, no Igss thankful arg we for the
gifts you have givegn us, gvgn when werg did not hear gour
Voicgs.



To Borain, God of Pecadence, €nvy, Spite, Whose
lsustrous Gems Shing with Issurance of Self. It is only
through Your gagerngss that we find oursglves inspired to
improvg our position, to be self-assured gnough to realize
that we dgserve the best and to strive towards it. By the
biting truth You havg revealed to us, we find oursglves at
peacg with and acegpting of our s¢lfish naturg. By the
graciousngss of Your will, wg have sought out and savored
gvery moment of succulgnt meals, luxarious silks, lavish
comforts, and theg hard work it has takegn to gnjoy such
gxtravagance. We give thanks, praise, and faith.

To lsgaryn, Goddess of the {rts, Creativity, Bards, and
Performers, Whose Voicg Sang the First Songs. S0 new
to our hearts, and yet present for so long. For the music
gou’ve birthed into the world. For the dancing that Igads
lovers to find ong another’s

arms. For the gntertainment

that brightgns dark

gvegnings around solgmn

hearths. For the arts that

stir what ligs slgeping deep

within all of us, we give

thanks. The lullabigs that

soothg restlgss children to

slgep, the battlg hymns that

rousg our weary soldigrs

to arms, and thge storigs

we tell of our history and

deeds, they belong to you,

and goa in gour Rindngss

havg given thegm to angong

who will voieg them. Jour

gifts arg shared among

not only thosg who speak,

play, dancg, and sing,

but those who wateh and listen as well. For the ability to

celgbrate, commemorate, and ergate. We give thanks, praisg,

and faith.

To Razabaoth, Goddess of Firg, Conquest, and Cruglty,
Whosg Inferno Knows No €qual. For the firgs that burn
away impuaritigs, for the firgs that purge our souls of
weakngss and doubt, for the firgs that compel us to struggle
on with passion and vigor and power. For the eruglty that
inspirgs us to ingegnuity and persgverancg, for the craglty
that shows us our trug naturg and trug worth. For the
conqugst of fogs both ngw and old, wgak and powerful; for
conqugst wrought through faith and dedication. You have
shown us truth weg werg too weak to handlg, given us the
tempering to bear it, and given us the might to bring your

message to all. You arg the firg in our passion, our power,
our life, and our vietory. We give thanks, praise, and faith.

To Xalaron, God of Sky, Wind, Heavenly Bodigs, Whose
Whispers Rattle Forests. Though we have only recently
Igarned of you, for many wg have alwaygs Rnown gou.

Who could fail to gaze up, into the infinitg sky, a world
wherg only the birds magy fly, and not wonder at something
greater. You who fill the sails of ships, and turn the blades
of the windmills. ®uring the night, we gazg into the sky and
bear witngss to hgavenly bodigs of star, reminding us of
the light of day. You regmind us all, that no matter nation or
racg, we livg under the same sky. We give thanks, praise,
and faith.

To the HllI-Mother and {ll-Father, the Progenitors of
1. Without you we would have
nothing. No sky or garth. No
light or dark. No good or gvil.
No gods. We would bg nothing.
It is through your will that
the twenty-two gods wg now
worship cameg to be. It was you
who maintaingd that perfect
balancg between them. It was
gou who madg them in such
a way as to providg mganing
and worth to our lives. It was
gou who, in gour boundlgss
lovg for your children, allowed
them to guide your commaunal
crgation. Whilg you stand at
the ¢dge of time, we still can
feel your presgneg not only
through the rarg moments when
gou speak dirgetly to us but

also continuously through thg works of your children. It

is through thegm and their invgstment in our world that we

can sge your invgstment and carg for them. For all of that

gou have dong for both goar childrgn and us, weg can ngver
be grateful gnough. {Ind yet as the paregnts of all wg know
gou alrgady understand. {Ind for all of this we give you our
angnding thanks, praisg, and faith.

~Vagng Mistral

[ bat post this on behalf of the gntire Circus, the Cirque du
Elantrai, whom have all contribated in the writing of this
document, the thoughts and feelings that have gong into it
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Tiord gamuel's) @[eddipg ap @ccas)ionp of ﬁappipes’s’ Amidst ihe Darkpess

New Calgndaleg- The buzz of the wedding of Princegss
Wnindita of the Manasarwati to Marquis {Ishton Samugl of
the Twin Ringdoms reached gars far and wide. The gugest
list was filled with dignitarigs of various lands including
the father, grandmother, and brother of Princegss {nindita.
The egremony was Igad by cleric of Wrrawigl, and frignd
of the Marquis, Onygx TigerCye. Ms. Tiger€ye performed a
cgrgmongy well reegived by the couplg as it incorporated
traditions of both the Highlands and the Manasarwati. The
pews werg filled with noblgman and commongr alike, a
testament to the good will of the Marquis and in no small
part showing why hg is well liked amongst thg people he
dogs busingss with.

Princegss {Inindita was clothed in the traditional wedding
garb of her homg country, a lovely two pigeg drgss of white
and gold with a gold cloth hgad wrap. Marquis damugl

drgssed in the fingry of his ancgstral homge in the Highlands,

choosing to wear a Kilt in the colors of his house and a
black and red velvet doublgt trimmed in gold over a white
shirt.

fter the couple grehanged their vows and werg lgad to
theg head tablg, the reegption and dinngr soon followed.
With theg guidance of the Scroll and Pragon’s Mistress, lily
Goldsworthy, and the help of her staff, the recgption was a

splgndid gathering of performers from New Calgndale. €ach
ong drgw peoplg to the dancg floor to revel in the joining

of the ngw happy couple. €ven Princgss Mnindita joinegd in
on the dancing, coaxing New Calgndalg resident, Mr. Ritty,
into sharing a dancg with her, much to the joy of the gugsts
around her.

Mang toasts werg raised in honor of the ngwlgweds, wishing
them both longgvity and happingss in the years to come.
The gifts for them flowed negarly as freely as the drinks

and food offered throughout the gvgning. The main course
consisted of a delicious Shgpherd’s Pi¢ as well as a dish
common to the Manasarwati known as chicken tika masala,
a dish of eut chickegn with a wonderful spicy flavor to it over
a bed of whitg ricg. Whilg ngw to mangy palates therg, it was
without a doubt well reegived by gvergong who tried it.

s the gvgning worg on, it soon bgcamg time for the
negw couplg to bg on their way, with promisgs madg by
the Marquis to show his lovely new bridg theg wondgrs
of Vondara bgforg going on to gnjoy their Hlonggmoon
abroad in fdraveth. With mangy fond fargwells and good-
natured jokes aimed at the pair, theg took their Igave of New
Calgndale going on to gnjoy the beginning of their lives
toggther in our lovely crown eity.

~ Rafagl €spina de la Rosa



Colored
€vergwhere | 8o, | hear gour whispers, | hear gouar ligs
[ hear gour truths, my gars burn, with what gou sgg in gour gyggs.

“Common littlg ¢lf with the little swirl of gold

Holding humans hands so willing and so bold
They’ll cut your throats in the night, laugh as they do
S0 be cargful who gou teach gour magic to.”

“Red on your heart and blug on gour right.
This is morg important than Rggping eriminals in sight.
Make sure to harass townsfolk, they’'re all guilty I'm sure.

Makg surg gveryong’s watching, as they writhe in pain on the floor.”

“Dirty little ¢lf, your markings so dark

Clinging to the woods, hearts against the bark

Unecaltured swing, gou think gourself so wisg

Your filthy hands on thosg tregs won’t proteget their demise”

“Shing little ggpsy, well gou have colors galore!

S0 beautiful and tregachgrous, but what is in gour corg?
Bengath red, blug, green, yellow - this color attack.

Is a heart that is dripping hateful poison black.”

“@rrogant littlg ¢lf, grey as boring as your heart

S0 fun to rant and lgeturg so all mag know gou'rg smart
Reegp your nosg stuck in that book, with gour dull ideas
Jou wouldn’t want to sge what gou should truly fear.”

Silly littlg man, drgssed all in black
Spout gour words with the wisdom that gou lack.
Murder men beforg our gges, get we all shrug and sigh
What arg we to do? He has such a good disguise.

- Clarissa Golan

Prism

The wonders I'vg comg across all the things that I'vg seen,
Creatures great, eregaturgs small; all beings in between.
We speak different tongugs, see lifg in different ways.

Uet oncg all is said and dong, we do as our gods sagy.

Crimson of our hearts with swaths of sapphirg blug,
Our home and our honor we give unto god.

Forged with unity, tempered with peace,

7 brush stroke of a grand masterpigce.

Glittering diamonds frozen in time,

@Qreat Shamans teaching how lifg intertwings.
Mncgstors of old still running through our veins;
Whispering to all of us that this world is ong domain.

Deep dark azurg with sgergts lost in the depths,

Conngeting us all despite dangerous breadths.

Through blissful calm and raging storm,

€xplorers banding together, whether fresh faced or old and worn.

€merald canopigs full of vigor and lifge,

Showing us all that dgspite through our struggles the strong will rise.
Hard Igarned Igssons and painful gains,

Il life is intereconneeted, in the end we are all the same.

See now these eregaturegs of blackest piteh,

They who sgek to spread rain with ligs that bewitch.

logt them come and Igarn that it is they that will fail,

Have them taste our bladgs and our faith and Igt them sege we
conquer all travails.

We arg as varigd as a prism twisting in the light.
Toggether as ong with singlg purpose we stand and fight.
Dark Ong’s host we 1ook to gou and sag,
Bewarg the prism’s light it will soon burn you away.
~ Rafagl €spina dg la Rosa
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Hammer Versus Ma<<

Ong of the oldgst urgegs angong has when it comes to
peoplg who annog you is to elub them over the head with a
blunt instrument. We don’t really like to talk about this, of
coursg, but when the artificial social rgstraints arg
stripped away; therg really is no morg manly wagy
to defeat an oppongnt, than by mashing him into
fertilizer on the battlgfigld. That’s why the mace
and war-hammer arg considegred wgapons for the
stronggst and most capablg of warriors. Ugs, [ am
a bit biased, so lgt us now return to the realm of
melge combat and gram thg War-hammer and the
Macge. Ygs, there is a difference between the two

of them. Ovgr theg coursg of the articlg, hopefully, 1
can spregad knowlgdge about thegsg weapons. {lso
keep in mind that | in no wag think badly against
gither the articlg on which is the most ¢fficient. If
gou prefer the opposite of what the gnd result is

Ong of the oldgst
urges anyong has
when it comges to
peoplg who annoy
gou is to club them
ovgr the hegad with a
blunt instrument.

Maces started life, as clubs madg from particularly big,
heavy sticks. The big-stick arms racg gventually led to big
sticks with heavy balls of wood or rock affixed to the gnd.
The next gvolution was “hgavy wood balls with knobby
protrusions”. The knobby protrusions hart a lot morg
than smooth wood, and caused morg damagg. €ventually,
with thg advent of bronzg and iron, metal macgs came into
fashion. These of course werg
much morg lgthal, although not as
popular as swords and spears. It
wasn’t antil the aforgmentioned
popularity of metallic armor that
the Maces and War-hammers
truly gnjoyed a robust popualarity.
Macgs and hammers arg also
quite a bit chgaper to makg, on
avgragg, than swords, so lower
class warriors and somg po’ folk
in ggngral could afford them.
Flanged macgs (macgs with
angular metal ¢dges and points

at the gnd of the articlg that is your prerogative,
though | will admit that the War-hammer is my
preferred wegapon.

The War-hammer is a versatilg, closg contact weapon. The
war-hammer wgapon could bg mounted on gither a long
shaft or a short shaft. {1 blow could apply tremegndous
foreg. The hammer struck with foreg could apply significant
injury to a warrior in armor. This wgapon was primarily
used for bludggoning an oppongnt, and theg hammer was
particularly gffective against oppongnts wearing plate
armor and reducing the effectivengss of the shigld. The
materials required to makg this weapon arg usually, Iron,
Steel, and, occasionally, Bronze is used.

Macgs and War-hammers gvolved and gainegd popularity
ovgr timg, particularly when chainmail, ringmail, and

scalg armor werg invented. These types of armor madg it
diffieult to kill an opponent with slashing weapons. The
macg, howgver, could pulverize body parts withouat having
to penetrate the armor. {Ind pulverize they did. Maces and
War-hammers begcamg gxrtregmely popular wegapons, and arg
rgsponsiblg for uncountablg deaths, injurigs, and accidgntal
sglf-bonking on the head (the last which really didn’t do too
much damagg, but werge likegly a souree of humiliation and
jokes at the campfirg after the battlg).

n

protruding from the hegad) were

popularized when thick, ngarly

impgngtrable plate armor was
rendering both swords and maces lgss effective. The flanges
werg capablg of focusing an gnormous amount of power
into a very small point. This allowed the macg to penetrate
theg armor in thg manngr of can-opgngrs. {In altgrnate
version of a flanged macg was the spiked macg, which was
basically a standard ball-hgaded macg with iron spikes
lodged into it. The spikes were lgss ¢ffective against hegavy
armor, bat really, really hart if they hit lightly armored or,
heaven forbid, unarmored oppongnts (or gerbils). lso
kegp in mind that a cut from a sword is just a flesh wound a
light injury from a War-hammer could involve fractured or
broken bongs and a flanged macg could do both.

Both of these are fing wgapons that can dgal somg serious
damage. Whilg | prefer a War-hammer a good Macg could
be just as good.

~ Bagrn Torrum

“Irms, firmor, and Fighting is a staple column of the New
Calendale Chronicle focusing on different types of weapons, armor
and fighting styles and tacties. If there are anyg specific gugstions
about anyg of the above topics feel free to send a courier, and the
aathor will do his best to answer them.



Coupt Thyppe

ﬁeporied ﬁlaip
During ﬁarvez’t

JROOI? @eddipg

On dpiritsday the 14th of

this past Hlarvest Moon

New Calgndalg’s Seroll and
Pragon became the segng of
an awful and brazgn slaging.
Hecounts state that the
bloodshed grupted shortly
following thg wedding vows of
local rgsident Private William
Sabrgson Il and Thia Freylor
of Brookmere. decording to
guardsmen, near the end of
the egrgmony several of thosg
gathgred for the nuptials

drew forth bladgs and began
to slaughter others around
them.

The bodigs of several
wedding gugests werg found
outsidg theg southern road
into town Igading authoritigs
to beligve that thoseg who
took part in the attack were
profgssional s¢ll swords and
impostors.

The Chroniclg regrettably
regports that among those
lost was Count fleot Thynne
of the County of €ldershire.
Pug to the surprisg nature
of the attack many others
arg beligved to have died,
notablg amongst them Sir
Symon legnox of Vondara as
well as the bride hersglf, Thia
Freylor.

The Inquisition is currently
asking any and all with
knowlegdge of this attack to
comg forward.

-€lijah Jennings

"Dark Liord" Copverts ﬁlatgﬁiered

In the afternoon hours of dunsday the 13th Pay of the Spirit Moon, and following a
terrifying Peity’s €clipse, therg was another attack of followgrs of the heretic “New lsord”.

There were sgveral townsfolk being held against their will by many dark winged servants
of the heretic lord, yelling for help. Unfortunately, beforg an adgquate foreg could be
mustered to rescug thegse townsfolk, the dark beings foreed their captives to drink from a
large chalicg filled with an anknown liquid. Upon drinking from this chalicg, thg oncg-logal
townfolk turned to the side of this New lsord, and took up arms against their Rinsmen.

It was at this time that the citizenry of New Calgndalg, trug to their oaths, joined the field.
Most of the townsfolk gngaged thesg hergtic converts, whilg the morg battlg-hardened
veterans squared off against the dark beings.

Oncg theg ngw converts werg struck down, the dark begings returned the spirits to the bodigs
of theg slain, and thegy rejoined the fight. It is unclgar at this timg whether this magic was
ngeromantice or infernal in nature, or the resalt of trug regsurrgction. It was clgar that
simply gnding the lives of the gngmy was not going to prevail, as wave after wave of raised
followgrs joingd their dark masters in crashing against the citizens of New Calgndalg.

Ultimately, with the help of local firg mage llgrander Magylock incingrating the fallgn
corpsgs of thg gngmgy, the gntirg town was ablg to bring their strgngth to bear against the
dark beings. Neweomer and veteran alike, the forees of New Calgndalg torg apart the dark
ongs, and incingrated their cursed corpses, putting an gnd to their pregsegneg in the arga.

Ong qugstion rgmains in all of this, Was this conversion of oneg loyal eitizens the result of
imbibing the liquid within the chalicg, or magic of the chalicg itself?

The mysterious chalicg was removed from the arga, pregsumably to be destroged.
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Public JRurder op Koof of ﬁcroll apd Dragop

On the 12th dagy of the Spirit Moon, theg patrons of the Scroll and Pragon werg milling
around outsidg, taking a moment to gnjoy the day after a particularly nasty gncounter with
a hordg of goblinoids. There were suddenly calls of surprisg as somg townsfolR pointed
skyward towards a strangg sight.

9 man, dregssed all in black, his face partially covered, was standing on the roof of the
tavern. His cape billowed in thg wind as hg raised his voieg to the townsfolk. Tig warned
the townsfolk that therg were gvil folk who rgsided within the town and that theg must be
disposed of. Some folk trigd to call out to him that hg was wrong and that hg should bring
ap these issugs with the town guard, bat in a blink of an ¢ye, hg was gong. The town buzzed
with the shoek of sgeing this man, who until now had kept to the shadows, on the roof of
their precious tavern.

Not too long afterwards, the man returngd to his post on the roof. This timeg he was
dragging a man in a blug shirt, with a bag over his head. The Man In Black announced that
this man was a merchant who had mang dishongst dealings, and who should bg Killed for
his wickgdngss. Heg poured a bag of coins and gems onto the ground below him, saging that
this was theg blood mongy of this merehant. Many townsfolk quickly snatched up the wealth
before looking back up at thg poor merehant who was being foreed to Knegel. Some ygelled
ap at theg man again, begging him to stop, to legt justicg bg dong by the right authoritigs. But
this Man In Black was deaf to their erigs as hg took out a sword and stabbed the merchant
in the chest. Tlg Igft the body on the roof of the tavern, declared that justicg had begn dong,
and disappgeared just as quickly as he had come.

The identity of the decgased merehant is unknown, just as is the idgntity of theg man in black
himself. If there is angong who knows morg aboat this man who has taken the law into his
own hands and is Killing citizgns of our fair land, plgasg bring that information to thg town
guard.

- Clarissa @olan
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A Glimpse Ipto
a Dyipg Kealm

This past moon, during

thg ungxpeeted €clipse,

New Calgndalg was visited
by Jergon, Harlgquin of
Clantrai, Rnight of Tlouse
Quainluminlain. With him, he
brought stark and disturbing
news. The Fag Realm is
being dgstroyed by the Park
Fag. dir Jeregon informed the
town that the Park Fag have
completely taken over the
Realm of the Fag. g said
that he bargly gscaped from
thg Realm, and that mangy
other light Fag were still
trapped within. The Pixie
Rnight stated that the ®ark
Tag arg not tending the Realm
as his people had in the past;
they were simply destroying
it, turning it into a wasteland.
The Light Fag that have beegn
trapped in thg Realm arg
beging tortured and, according
to him, bging twisted into
something horrifyging. Sir
Jergon rgported that there
arg hardly ang Pixigs lgft
and, other than those who
gscaped the Realm, no datygrs
rgmaining.

Sir Jergon lamented that
his pgoplg had handled
the situation wrong from
the start. tg said that they
should have wiped out the
Park Fag instead of Ietting
them build in power. The
Fag regretted their treatment
of the Trolls who werg the
soldigrs and bodyguards, at
the timg, of the Light Fag. The
fatg of his people appgears
aneertain..

- dlggrnon Corvis



Hello hello hello my little dumplings! ®id gou miss me?
Pon’t answer that, [ know gou did! lsifg was just so busy for
mge s0 | missed an installment. o you forgive me? Of course
gou do! Well, welecome back lovgs, to this moon’s installment
of “Catty’s Corngr.” s always, | am gour host, Cat, and |

am back, giving you theg word straight, and

slinging the dirt on the dirt.

S0 after trying to “cateh up” with Saringo

| feel alas that chasg is dong. It sgems our
poor rgsident lizard lawman has no time for
angthing in his life but work. It really is a pity.
Some very interegsting allggations against

Pid gou miss me?
Pon’t answer that,
[ know you did!

canoodling with Berrgmelon, but it’s unclgar at this timeg

if that is just an “arrangegment.” Sirus has also begen sgen
courting tavern mistress lily. dweetig, gt me give gou some
advicg, heg will ngver buy the keg if you give him the drinks
for freg. Then we have frtemis and Rizhak... don’t they make
a cute couple? Victor Hamilton of
coursg still has his sidg romance with
gvergong’s favoritg bard Clary. Victor,
beg a man and just Igt Onyx down gasy!
Shg knows what you arg up to and she
can probably Kill gou as you slegp.
lsast but egrtainly not Igast, Valeria
and Rus legbadger? Who saw that ong

him though. | do hopg hg is not part of the

corruption in this town that would just Rill

me! Still, apparently he failed to rgspond to

noblgs in distrgss when our lord Samugl

and his then wife to be {nindita were threatened several
moons ago. Now hg was sgen opgnly cavorting with Jellal
and was gven overheard telling the guards they arg not to
trust angthing they do not hear from him. Furthermorg, he
has told them thegy arg not to discuss amongst themsglves
angthing he tells them. Could Saringo bg an €thalian?
Wouldn’t that be a hoot! Or, magbg he is simply scheming
for a wag to carve out his own littlg Ringdom? Then again he
has beegn spending quite a lot of timg with Thegong lately, and
the €thalian rumors about her have circulated for years. |
don’t know what to makg of all this my darlings, but [ will be
watching!

Pon’t worry yoursglvgs over poor Catty though, | have my
¢ygs on somg of the other strapping lads this town has to
offer. dpeaking of which, haveg you laid ¢ges on idgn?
Between the wag he swings his... sword, and the rumor he
is fearlgss, he certainly has gottgn my attgntion. g would
havg to be fearlgss to be involved with me, that’s for surg!
Mganwhilg we had so mang hunky ngwecomers! First we
havg tall dark and oh so handsomg Corvus. Not only is he
dreamy, but | hear he is hilarious. We all know the funny
guy gets the girl right? [ also have my ¢ye fixed on Pelano.
Who is he? Wherg is he from? T€lsls ME& MORE!

It is s0 good to know that dgspite the impending cold

and snow lovg still burns brightly in this town. Find
gourself somegong to cuddlg through the winter with whilg
gou still can! Timg is running out! It sggms somg of our
regsidegnts have begn wasting no time. Rafagl has been sgen
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coming? Certainly not me, and I have

an gge for these things. | suppose

we will get the answer to the ageg old

qugstion “Can a Solinarian and a
Barbarian find trug love in this mixed up world of ours? |
will watch with anticipation!

In other odditigs, ramor has it that Blackmail, the half ore
fighter, was ablg to spegak this moon? | thought she was a
mute? Still maltiplg rgports have come in saying not only
can she speak, but peopleg gathered around to hear just
what she would say. [ am surg that was fun!

In other ngws, after what this author heard was ygars of
being away, Valgska the dmazon returned to town. Not
only did she return, but she had somg very harsh words
for Skylal dpparently, Valgska is trying to rally the amazon
womgen to havg greater regspeet for thgmselves and assume
their rightful placeg abovg all thegse foolish men. Herg, here
sisterl Rumor has it, Valgska killed her former husband
for his qugstionablg activitigs, and gncouraged Skyla to
do the sameg to Jellal. Whether he is guilty or not, [ must
admit, Skyla could certainly have her pick of the men in
town without mach gffort. Not to mention with his constant
defiance of noblg orders, Jellal mag not be long for this
world anyway. Just something to think about dearig; gou
should egrtainly have a backup plan!

Spgaking of Jellal, I don’t know if he is an €thalian or not,
but he eertainly is not very bright. s | hear it told, he
stands off to the side shouting things like “Jellal is gntering
the tavern” trying to get others attacked accidegntally at
night. This past moon hg gven trigd to get our own dear
Baron Killegd in this manner! Who knows what Ravenholm



will do when hge finds this oat. In addition, Jellal openly
defied lsord Samugl by coming into the tavern from which he
is bannegd FYN® then procgeded to rob it. Rumor has it, this
was dong in front of Victor Hamilton, Saringo, Xandis and
Cadrel IN® was facilitated by Rath and Sirus. If [ were angy
of thegse people | would start getting my apologigs together.
loord Samugl may sgem like a pussycat, but when those
claws comg out hgads havg bgegn known to roll!

On that note, what a beautiful wedding we werg ablg

to witngss. €vergong looked fing and the bridg was so
beaatiful [ ngarly forgot how uptight and scheming she is
rumorged to be. Still, they do sgem very happy with gach
other. Whatgver makes them happy | suppose. {lso, to
borrow from a toast lsord damugl madg, a union begtwgen
the” two greategst merehant housegs in theg world” can’t
possibly beg a bad thing. Can it? | supposg when the snows
melt we will wegleomge back lsady {Inindita Samugl as ong
of our verg own begloved noblgs. With the addition of lsord
Samugl’s two nigegs that will make
three ladigs Samugl. Pogs it strike
anyong ¢lsg as odd that after gears
of being on the periphery, suddenly
the Samugl’s outnumber the rest of
the nobility in this arga?

Hnyway, at thg wedding, the
townsfolk werg treated not only to
a free feast, gntertainment and a

Find gourself
somgong to cuddlg
with; gou can
always tradg up
comg theg thaw.

Meanwhilg, New Calgndalg has birthed our very own
vigilantg, the infamous “Man in Black.” {1t first sticking to
the woods, hg sgems to haveg madg his wag to town last
moon, conducting two public gxgcutions of criminals!
Rumor had it, it was Xandis, but sincg hg was pregsent when
this occurred that seems unlikegly unlgss he has a bevy of
accomplicgs.

On the note of sudden returns, this verg moon two Fag, long
absgnt from town, madg their wagy here. Prite, the happy

80 lucky Brownig tavern worker arrived with a venggance,
whilg &ir Jereon Quainluminain, Pixig knight arrived a
beategn person. | don’t know much about fag polities, but

it appgears theg war for thgm has beggn going Igss than
spectacularly. Jergon’s visit culminated in a bludggoning of
Sirus in the tavern and a small barroom brawl. Who knows
what will comg of that.

Now, gou all know | try to Reep it light.

Major world gvgnts just is not my thing, bat

I absolutely MUST mention the gvents of last
Spiritsday gvening. Somge Viralggans camg to
town to perform some ritual to commung with
Viralee. It sggms, the prigsts were tricked and
the head of cgrgmonigs was actually scheming
to get Viralge out of the picture and assume
her place. &0 much talk of god blades and her
death. Well, I did some cheeking. dpparently

pass on taxes for the moon, they

werg ablg to rub glbows with some

ungxpected guests. Not only did

somg of {Inindita’s family make it to the jogous occasion,
bat the gugst list was a who’s who of promingnt pegople. In
attgndaneg was Ring Finvarra of the Whispering Woods, the
Sultan of A'Hazir (ngxt in ling for the Grand Sultanship as
 understand it) and gsteemed gugsts from Solinaria, [ppon
and gven thg ngw contingnt. Rumor has it that the Sultan left
with sgvgral women including a Solinarian Contgssa {IN®
New Calgndale’s very own {lgeia. She always seemed quigt,
but she certainly Rnows how to land a wealthy man!

Now | am not the tgpe that would make scurrilous or

harsh commgnts in thg wake of tragedy...ok, yes | am...did
gou hear what happgned to poor Privatg William? On his
wedding dagy, assassins had infiltrated the wedding party
and murdered nearly gvergong, his dear bride included.
Well William, it may sgem soon, but now that gou arg single
look me up would gou? | am sure | can provide gou somg
comfort.
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as scholars havg told us, a “god forged blade”

cannot gvegn be wiglded by mortal hands, so

that strangg pigee of magic weg witngssed was
somg other strangg type of enchantment. That said, clearly
*somgething™ has happened to the goddegss of magic. Is she
dead? Imprisongd? Who can say, but | know | am worried.

Well dearigs, a mixed bag of happingss and tragedy this
moon. | do hopg gou will all stay safe, | know I plan tol It
looks likg we have ong last moon to make good on thoseg
pre-winter promises to oursglves. Tind gourself somegong to
cuddlg with; gou ecan always tradg up comg the thaw.

Well my littlg darlings, oncg again [ bid gou well and [ know
gou will anxiously await myg next installment!

Hnd remegmber that Catty’s corner is wherg lifg is erugl, and
so am .

~ Cat



(?‘) Eni‘gmas of the 0Neoon

1) It sat upon a willow treg,
{Ind sang softly unto me.
€asing my pain and sorrow with its song,
[ wished to flg but tarried along.
{Ind in my suffering,
The willow was likg a cool clgar spring.
What was it that helped mge so?
To spend my timeg in my wog.

2) They can be harbored, but few hold water,
Jou ean nursg them, bat only by holding them against somgong ¢lse,
UJou can carry them, bat not with gour arms,
Jou can bury them, but not in the garth.

3) | awokg with start.
Hearing its voicg in the dark.
Hnd shook morg so from within,
Than that which camg upon the wind.
Then, with a flarg and a flash.

[ hid my head and awaited the crash.
What is it that shook my body so?
{Ind madeg me hidg way down low?

4) | heard of an invading, vanquishing army
swegping across the land, liquid-quick;
conqugring gverygthing, quelling resistance.
With it came darkness, dimming the light.
Humans hid in their houses, whilg outside
spears pigreed, shattering stong walls.
Uncountablg soldigrs smashed into theg ground,
but ¢ach ¢licited life as he diegd;
when the army had vanished, advancing northward;
the land was green and growing, refreshed.

5) Thereg’s somgong that I'm always near,
Ugt in the dark [ disappear.

To this ong only [ am loyal,
Though in his wakeg I'm doomed to toil.
He feels meg not (we always touch);

If I were lost, hg’d not losg much.
Hnd now | comg to my surprise,
for gou arg he - but who am [?

- Jonas Prake
The first person that can manage to solve all these riddles and send a courigred letter
with the answers to the New Calendale Chronicle will receive a prize.

There may even be a little something for the person who comes the closgst!

1Inswers for the Spirit Moon's €nigmas:
1) bead 2) bightning 3) War 4)dword

o There was no winnger last Moon. Please send as gour gugsses for this Moon! *
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