To those who find this trove

Know that the owner strove

To fill the pressing needs

To record all our deeds.

- Lyrissa Myridace

Author's Note: From time to time, Lys has been seen writing in a notebook that she carries with her. Few have been allowed to see what she writes about, but a number of entries were posted as logs during the "Good Team" era in the GvE Forums.
What follows is Lys' Travel Journal. The bulk of the journal is built on the posted logs, with some edits to lengthen them or provide more insight into Lys' thinking. Additional content has also been added in two major areas: Lys' travels before arriving in Thistledown City for the first time, and her adventures after departing Sajioshi's party, otherwise known as the "Going West" saga.

The Winking Wench

Tween, Wellhaven
Evening, 1435 Thawing 20
I'm so excited, I cannot sleep! I am writing in you for the first time, so maybe I can get my thoughts from my head and get some sleep.

Father says I am to write about my journey, in this book, and that someday I will be able to share it with my children. It is a tradition in the Myridace clan, one that few bother with. I think I will be excited to do it. At least I will never lose my place in the world!

I cannot wait to see what lies beyond the Imperial highway!

Two days out of Tween
Imperial Southern Highway, Meldanen Empire
Evening, 1435 Dawning 2
The Meldanen Empire. A powerful name, for what I am told is a powerful land. I have never spent much time in the presence of these Imperials, as Father asked me to not go into their holdings unless he or Mother were with me. I can see why now – they are quite rude to our kind, treating us like children, encouraging us to "scurry along home"!
Ten days out of Tween

Imperial Southern Highway, Meldanen Empire

Morning, 1435 Dawning 11
Such rotten weather. It has rained most of the last 3 days. The highway is a stout thing, but hardly immune to this much rain, and so the way is quite muddy. It is also quite lonely. Father says that normally there would be other Dosem for me to travel with, but most of those in Wellhaven were not of age to wanderlust. With any luck, I will be able to sign on to a caravan in the next town, or else I may be alone until I reach Loamburrow.
Ah, Loamburrow. I cannot wait to reach it! Mother told me many stories of her youth there, and to think – a town full of our people. Not that Wellhaven lacks Dosem, but it is clearly more of a Halfling town than a Dosem one, or at least so Mother says.
The Dancing Griffon
Sebago, Meldanen Empire

Evening, 1435 Dawning 16
After the rain, it is good to be inside, and to have a good, warm meal. I dared not write the last few days, as the ink does not dry so well when it is wet out.
They say I am still a ways from Loamburrow, and there are no caravans expected soon, so I will buy supplies before I leave tomorrow.
I hope my journey gets more interesting soon. There are no guests at the inn tonight. I suppose this may be why Father gave me you – in the caravan, there was rarely a shortage of people to talk to, or the matter of steering the horses. Certainly plenty of things to explore in the wagons of goods being moved about! Here, not so much conversation and interesting things. Just my pack, with food and water, pen and paper.
4 days out of Sebago

Imperial Southern Highway, Meldanen Empire

Evening, 1435 Dawning 20
There is an odd little path off to the side where I am camping tonight. Tomorrow I am going to see where it leads. It does not look like it is traveled much, as it is grown over with grass.
Unknown Ruins

Just off the Imperial Southern Highway, Meldanen Empire

Evening, 1435 Rebirth 1
The path led me to this strange place – a few buildings that have collapsed on themselves, and a well with black, bad smelling water. I decided not to poke around the buildings, and I am going to leave here as soon as the sun is up tomorrow.
Unknown Ruins

Just off the Imperial Southern Highway, Meldanen Empire

Morning, 1435 Rebirth 2
What a horrid night? I do not think I slept much, as I was hearing jungle tigers around me all night. I finally had to move to one of the remaining walls so I could put my back against it. I was quite scared, even though what I was hearing was more grumbling over the cold weather and not that they were hungry.

6 days from the unknown ruins
Imperial Southern Highway, Meldanen Empire

Evening, 1435 Rebirth 8

I feel as if the tigers are following me! Every night, there are growls, and every day I see movement in the bushes. I have my bow at the ready, but wish there was someone else here.
The Tiger's Tavern
Trikala, Meldanen Empire

Evening, 1435 Rebirth 9
Hahm inzor! The winds kept the tigers off my pace today, and I made the town in good time. It is surrounded by a wooden palisade, which the innkeep says keeps the tigers out. Traveling alone in this part of the empire is not recommended, and I only got through as the tigers are not as active yet as they normally are during the spring and summer. There is word that a trade caravan should be coming along soon, heading along the highway for some bit. I think I will wait until I can travel with them. This road is just far too dangerous to travel alone.
The Tiger's Tavern

Trikala, Meldanen Empire
Noon, 1435 Rebirth 11

They expect the caravan sometime this afternoon. Yesterday was nice, since I had the opportunity to watch their tradesmen at work. Their big trade is in fur pelts from the tigers. I must admit it was relieving to see the pelts hung to dry after having been chased by them for so long.
I asked how they catch the tigers, and they showed me one of the traps. It's this big metal cage, with a power stone somehow cast into the metal. The cage itself is baited with food. Once a tiger gets in, it sets off the spell, which is used to alert the fur trapper that the cage has something in it. Then when they go to get the cage, they send several people out to get it, in case there are other tigers. When I asked what they do if they catch a pregnant tiger, or a mother with kids nearby, they kicked me out of their shop, saying I was too young to know!
Rotten boalsha! So I spent the rest of the day wandering the town. The palisade was interesting to look at. I even got a chance to get up to the platform above the gate, but I could just barely see over it. There's only a few farms around here, but they get a lot of their food from the tiger meat.
That made me think twice about the stew being offered for lunch, but the smell was quite good.
Two Tails Inn
Thysdrus, Meldanen Empire

Morning, 1435 Angels 8
At last, beyond the tigers, and an even more interesting place to look around. I have never been to a city by the sea before! And Thysdrus, it is built on a cliff near the sea. Even so high up, there is this part of the city that is down at the sea, with the docks, and a path that winds up the cliff, though some light cargo is actually hauled up by ropes and lots of people.

The people on the ropes though, I am told are slaves... criminals, and other less desirables. I had heard of slaves from some of the guards when I was young, and even saw a few on the caravans that would pass us on the road. Father does not like slave trade, or so I heard him once talking to the caravan master, that to sell a man makes him no better than a cow. I told Mother this, and she asked me who would do the boring jobs that required hard work. She laughed when I said that they could do my job.
Yesterday, when I watched those people on the rope, I could not laugh. I can understand this being punishment for a criminal, but not for someone who has never done a violent thing in their life. It certainly makes me worried that I might break some law I know nothing about and wind up here.
Today I'm going to the Defender's Guild to see if there is a caravan heading out towards Loamburrow. The Tinker's Guild does not send people out on caravans, so I suppose I will need to make my living with the crossbow so long as I travel.
3 days out of Thysdrus, Meldanen Empire

Evening, 1435, Angels 11
A strange calm seems to have taken over the weather, though the caravan master says that this is likely an omen that there will soon be a bad storm. So far, the trip has been quiet, with little to keep me interested. Maybe a storm would be good.
12 days out of Thysdrus, Meldanen Empire

Evening, 1435 Angels 20
Curse my hand for ever writing that! This road is in lesser repair than the highway, and so when the big storm hit, it was not long before it became impassable. I cannot count how many times a wagon would get stuck, and we had to stop and pull it out before moving on. We finally had to stop and let the roads dry a bit, that they were that bad. And the winds... goodness, it was as if Death were trying to scoop us up into the air.
We will be late getting into Sinope, they say. Better to get there alive and in one piece than lay buried along the road in mud. I am far happier being alive and well.

Outside The Stag Lodge
Sinope, Meldanen Empire

Evening, 1435 Innocence 9
What a trek this was. We seem to have gone higher up, which means I got to see some new plants and trees. There are a few more animals here, those that tigers haven't eaten or scared off, though they aren't much for conversation as they are far too busy looking for food it seems.
Sinope itself is the smallest town I've been in... perhaps more a village. There's no room at the inn for all of us, so I am staying outside. I do not mind much – I have stayed in too many inns lately. I did not realize how much I miss looking up at the night sky, or hearing the swaying of trees in the breeze.

Waterbor is not far off, they say, and I have seen the occasional bands of Dosem going out along our trail, passing us. I wanted to join them, but I do want to see something of Loamburrow before I move on. Maybe even get some suggestions on where!
2 days out of Sinope
Meldanen Empire

Evening, 1435 Innocence 11
By the winds, I must be getting closer to Gladefel! Every day, I see more and more of my kinder moving about, on the road and in the fields. Soon I hope to pass into the lands of my mother. Perhaps I will even find some from her family who have returned home!
The Dancing Shrew

Waterbor, Loamburrow

Evening, 1435 Innocence 16
I feel as if I have come to a home I never knew!

My mother has often spoke of the stories that her mother told her about Loamburrow, the place where she had been born and grew up. To find that it is real is reassuring, as is the presence of other Dosem here. I feel normal walking outside, and even many of the buildings are built to our height. Things seem so much smaller here, but so much more alive and right.

Of course, that also means there are plenty of halflings running around as well. How their feet escape injury and pain, I cannot say, and their manner of homes is rather interesting, if dirty. But I know from Wellhaven that their skills at tending their fields is to be admired.
I am glad my father suggested I head to this place; I have word that a group of Dosem on Walkabout plan to leave for Alexandria tomorrow. Imagine, the capital city of an empire! Well, at least one that lets people in, unlike those who live in the Dark Forest. I cannot wait to see the wonders!

Temporary Camp

7 days out of Loamburrow's borders
Late Evening, 1435 Greens 13
I have a new friend!

This strange yet colorful bird flew up to me and landed on my shoulder as we made camp. It was the strangest thing I have ever seen, certainly without me enticing the animal there in the first place, and stranger still that even now, at night, he has not left.

He – or she – is the cutest little thing, even now as he sleeps. A green, round feathery shape, exploding with color on his head and breast, and an orange beak. He is little different from other birds I have talked to. Still, I love his colors! Perhaps he will travel with us for a bit. I suppose if he does, I should give him a name, or ask if he has one.

The others seem to think he is a good omen.

Temporary Camp

15 days out of Loamburrow's borders

Evening, 1435 Frolic 1
I have named him Kithien, in honor of my grandfather. He continues to go along our journey with us, and I have taken to giving him some of my spare food from time to time.

Tonight we are camped with some new friends. They travel the same road as us, and are off seeking their own adventure they say. The biggest of them wears armor that is tinted purple. It looks quite amazing. It was also damaged at the shoulder, so I offered to tie it up with some spare leather strips I have. He was quite grateful, and they in turn shared some of their food with us.

A few of them make me worry though. They don't say anything, and they look quite pale. I asked about them, and their leader said they were fine. They still make me a bit nervous. Kithien doesn't seem to care for them either.

Stout Fire Lodge
Clupea, Meldanen Empire

Evening, 1435 Frolic 3

Our purple friends have gone on without us. They decided not to spend the night at the town, though they did pass through to get provisions. Tersaf and Mertl went on with them, as they seemed quite enamored with their group.

I am becoming worried at my spending, moreso that I am now feeding Kithien as well as myself, so I think Alexandria will be a good place to start looking at earning some new money. They tell us we're about two or three months, though that's at a human walking speed and not the shorter stride of a Dosem. I already miss the Dosem-sized rooms of Loamburrow, but it is good to be about again.
Temporary Camp

Outside of Potaissa, Meldanen Empire

Evening, 1435 Frolic 19

Dreadful, absolutely dreadful. We found of what happened to Tersaf and Mertl. We passed them working at a farm on our way to town, and learned that their human friends had used them as a distraction to steal from the town's general store. They weren't able to escape, and were sentenced to hard labor for their crimes.

The town itself is in an uproar and quite untrusting of our kind, so we camped well outside the town. Our supplies will just have to last until the next village, or perhaps we can scrounge things up from the road as we go. I wish we could take Tersaf and Mertl with us – they had no idea that those despicable humans were using them to steal.
The Crossed Roads Inn

Carrhae, Meldanen Empire
Morning, 1435 Flourish 9

It seems we are splitting up again. Here, the roads diverge – some want to take the road north, having heard stories of Tek Andron, while I and Nanai wish to continue to Alexandria. Given how we are treated by the Imperials as mere children, I suppose I cannot blame them, but Tek Andron itself is a conquered realm run by the Imperials, so what difference is there between these two destinations?
At least Kithien is still with me.

13 days out of Carrhae
Meldanen Empire

Evening, 1435 Passion 2

So dry and hot! And here we travel through plains. I already miss the shade trees – say what you will about the Dark Forest, but the trees there are so nice when there is nothing. Kithien has taken to flying above us as we travel, to stay cooler. I envy him, and what he gets to see while he is up there.

A caravan that passed us told us there is a village 2 days out, but that the village is mostly those of farmers who have been hit hard by the lack of rain in this area.

2 days out of Apamea

Meldanen Empire

Evening, 1435 Passion 6
Of all the rude things to do to travelers! Once we arrived at the town, we passed this old lady sitting by the town well. She started screaming at us, something about "false gods" and "heathens" and next thing we knew, there was a crowd in front of us with all manner of sharp instruments, advancing on us!

Well, we certainly left that village quickly! They did not seem interested in continuing after us when we left. I just wish we weren't low on food and water.

6 days out of Apamea

Meldanen Empire

Evening, 1435 Passion 14

Bless Kithien! Just as I was worried we would not be able to continue on, he found a nearby river and led us to it. Or really, he left for it and we had to follow him lest we lose him. It is not a healthy river, as it is quite low, but there is enough water to be had to fill our waterskins.

The Crimson Barroom

Campona, Meldanen Empire

Evening, 1435 Passion 19

Just one more month! They tell us this is the road to Alexandria, and that as well traveled as it is, we should find no troubles along this road. Neither of us can wait, we're so excited!

The Wailing Wall
Alexandria, Meldanen Empire
1435 Evening, Glory 16
Alexandria! They should have named this place Massive!

Such big walls, grand buildings, and lavish homes! It as if these people need to build big because of some other shortfalling. Like manners. I bumped into someone – purely by accident – and before I could apologize, the person was screaming for a soldier. Apparently they thought I was trying to rob the person, and for the longest time, the soldier seemed to be preferring the citizen's story. But then after proving I hadn't taken anything, I was fined and let go. Imagine, having to pay for my own freedom for doing nothing!

I decided to sleep outside the city tonight, lest I find more troubles, and some of the other Dosem did the same. They have not come out yet, so I assume they have found room in the city. The rest of us have set our camp at this "Wailing Wall", named such because it is where many of the poor stay when they cannot remain in the city. I feel sad for the people here, many living in pitiful conditions. You would think the people in the city could live with a room or two less!

The locals here – as throughout the land – are devout followers of their god, Meldan. I have not thought of this much, but being here at the capital, I do not understand why a god would show such personal interest in running an empire. Such things are best left to the winds, and to men born and raised to do such things. Still, I must admit that their devotion to him is admirable. Still, I find that the Winds are far more a reliable influence, such as the gust of wind that seemed to push me away from the other Dosem I have met.

Both of us have run short of coin, so for the time being, we'll stay here to earn up enough for wintering here. Nanai says she's going to try to see what work she can get, as she has some knowledge of carpentry. Given the size of these buildings, I think she has much to learn from this place. I will be spending my winter here working at the Tinker's Guild, where I expect to be quite busy!

The Tinker's Guild
Alexandria, Meldanen Empire

Evening, 1436 Innocence 5

I've decided where I will go walkabout this year. This talk of Ildarys has me curious, so I plan to learn more from the sailors tomorrow, and perhaps book passage to this Thistledown City. Nanai says she's learning too much about her work and herself to go. Maybe I'll find myself on Ildarys.
Just outside the Tinker's Guild
Alexandria, Meldanen Empire

Evening, 1436 Innocence 6
The ship leaves tomorrow! I am so excited! The captain says it will take us three weeks with fair wind.
I must hurry and pack the rest of my things... When I tried to pack my backpack today, I found I had bought so much stuff, it wouldn't fit. Certainly Kithien's cage did not fit! So I have bought a 'barrow and marked it with my special mark. With a big enough tarp, I think I can keep everything safely in it, or at least tied to it for the trip. There are so many other people on this boat! I cannot wait to talk to them!
And Ildarys, such a name sounds like I will find great adventure there. Or perhaps I will find myself there – and maybe learn more to life than being a tinker. I've always had dreams of becoming known for my craft, though they hard to remember them now - they were always vague at best. But I've also had dreams of being something more than a tinkerer, of being able to become more than I am now. I never did much of anything to make them happen when I was with my family. I had to be what they needed me to be, and I suppose it was good. But that doesn't mean it is all I have ever wanted to be. I still have those dreams.
So many other people have dreams too. They speak of this strange rock called "ebony", one that is seemingly magical yet not, and that it is a land of opportunity, where one can amass great wealth in mining ebony ore.
Riches for them, and adventure for me! And now to dream of the boat, and the trip that awaits!
Four Flags Inn

Thistledown City, Meldanen Empire

Evening, 1436 Greens 5
At last my faithful book, I have you back! Of all the manner of arriving, I had never thought that this would be in the breeze, but at the same time, I have met strange new people.

I arrived on the two-masted raker Lowenn's Wake yesterday, and was treated to an even busier harbor than Alexandria. With no room at the docks, we had to be taken ashore by longboat and our things brought to us.
Being in a new place, I decided to stay at an inn for the night. This human boy – shorter than I am, a rarity – offered to take me to an inn his father owned, for a small fee. A charming lad, and well mannered, so I agreed, intending to have him fetch my things – it was a long wait for the cargo from the boat, and in a place that seemed even bigger than Alexandria, I felt I had best get a room before they were all taken.

So I was taken to the Four Flags – a fine establishment, and with a caring owner, I might add, as I soon found out I had been taken by a thief, and that my things were now lost. I was living on what coin I had with me, and little else – even poor Kithien was with my things, though he finally made it out of the cage and somehow – I have yet to ask him how – find me.
The winds blew favorably on me, as I met these two strange people – speaking in a tongue I have never heard before, as if like cats fighting. But they were so helpful, and aided me in not only searching for my things, but also took me to see the truthsayer and get the whole mess straightened out.

For a cost, to this man named Adren. I am not pleased to be in his debt, but my father told me that an honest person should always pay back what they owe. I had thought to maybe settle down in the city and work off the debt, but both he and the lady – her name is so long and it almost sounds like sneezes – are traveling. I suppose this means my walkabout is not yet done!
Four Flags Inn

Thistledown City, Meldanen Empire

Evening, 1436 Greens 6
It was a quiet day today. My 'barrow was not stolen overnight, and everything I had yesterday is there today. Sajioshi showed me some of her things – a pretty painted fan, and this odd sword that is some sort of family heirloom. She and I took it to a weaponsmith in the city to make sure it was okay. He did a good job of checking it too.

Adren is up on the stage, playing a harp. He isn't too bad at it.

Four Flags Inn

Thistledown City, Meldanen Empire

Evening, 1436 Greens 7
We leave tomorrow, as guards for a caravan leaving the city, towards the east. I was glad to see that there is a Defender's Guild here, but seemingly far more important than they were out in the Imperial lands near Wellhaven.
East of Thistledown City, Meldanen Empire

Evening, 1436 Greens 10
Goodness, what a start to this trip! We have been ambushed by bandits, though I was afraid at first to fight back. I almost forgot that I was supposed to help guard this caravan, not hide within it like I would back home. I think the others were upset with me, moreso that I was trying to recover some of the heads of the arrows shot at us and the horses. Why should a dead horse care if my hands are in its body? The poor thing has died, so why not get the arrow heads back and perhaps one day fire them back at the bandits? It would only be fitting.

We also met this man named Castus, a very serious and unfunny man. He seems pompous and stuck up, but he is trying to find a friend of his who is lost. I could not help but think of Saji and Adren helping me when my things were lost, so I do not mind helping him so much now. It turns out the same bandits who attacked us had this cave down at the sea. I figured out a way to get down there, only we walked into a trap and barely escaped with our lives!

Further East of Thistledown City, Meldanen Empire

Evening, 1436 Greens 11
Strange things in this land, but I have made friends with Adren's servant, Jordan. Adren treats him much better than I thought a master would his slave.

This morning, they questioned the bandit we had killed yesterday. The dead speaking may come to surprise of some, but to one who can understand the babble of animals, it does not seem that far fetched an idea.
We met a caravan coming back, and were told that the Red Fists were in the area, a mercenary band of orcs. Mercenaries wandering the land? For what?
The Wandering Woman
Haldyen, Meldanen Empire

Evening, 1436 Greens 14
Apparently the bandits who have been attacking us are part of a band led by a human man called Gor. We ran into some trouble at Haldyen because of this, but I did what my debt to Adren called for and stepped forward to help him in his time of need, for which I was not needed.

Still, there are times I truly think Meldanen laws are stupid. If only they did not have so much sway over the lands, that a Dosem could truly walk free.

At least this gave me some time to talk to Saji. She is a strange woman who believes in a god that makes her give out lots of gold to people who need it. It is an odd but interesting behavior. But that also describes Groshall. I did not think I would come to like one of his kind, but he seems to have good intent.

The Wandering Woman
Haldyen, Meldanen Empire
Evening, 1436 Frolic 13
I met a new friend today, a very young elf lady. She was a caravan guard for one of the other caravans. She's very nice, and not quite as stuck up as most elves I have met.

Other than this, it has been a very uneventful series of days. No bandits, no dead corpses talking, and not much to do or see that I haven't seen elsewhere on Thistledown. Perhaps I was wrong in expecting an adventure?
Four Flags Inn

Thistledown City, Meldanen Empire

Evening, 1436 Frolic 17

Those who would protect the weak are always those who fall first to danger. 

Castus said that at dinner tonight after some thing or another I said angered him. He is a little full of himself, but his goals are good. I much prefer the companionship of Adren and Miss Saji though - even if her people are even more confusing. 

I disagree with him. If you are a good guard, and know your place and duty with the rest of your companions, you do not fall first to danger. If you are a good tinkerer and know your goal and your trade, you do not fail with mistakes. You triumph. Perhaps, in a way, this is why we did not suceed in our goals back in the cave by the sea. Everyone was working with their own ideas in mind. 

I know that my goals do not match theirs right now. They are heading out to their meeting, but do not acknowledge the danger - that the guards are looking for murders, that armor and weaponry are dangerous to carry in this city, and that they may very well be courting their own death not from these Vorem but from the very people they hope to protect. 

I too wish to see this murdering band stopped, but not at that cost. I will not go with them. I will wait until they leave, give them a little time, then follow. As small as I am, and with my appearance, I might appear to the guards to simply be a child lost in the city, or perhaps not even be a matter to trifle with. While I cannot wear my armor, I can at least take my dagger, and perhaps if I talk to Kithien, he may be willing to aid in some way. Far better for one of us to be outside of the meeting, in case things go wrong and help must be summoned. Have to keep the reputation of those who would protect the weak not falling first to danger.

The Broken Path
Ontrose, Meldanen Empire

1436 Flourish 4
It is truly dangerous times for those of certain birth, and perhaps had Fate been kinder I might have found myself among people not saddled with such burdens. I had thoughts of staying behind in the city and plying my trades there, and perhaps had I done so I would have been safer... but perhaps not. It is ironic that the man we aid in finding those who killed his friends is the one sought by the Voremites, and moreso that in trying to rid the world of one of them, he would be the one to save my life. Brief though it was, I still remember the blast of heat, as if I had stepped into a circle of forges stoked fiery hot. 

Unfortunately, it seems attacking those turned by evil is not a task suitable for my crossbow. Constant companion though it has been, there is little it has been able to accomplish against the leaders of such foes. If my bolts have not simply scraped or bounced off his armor, then his shield has served sufficient to block them. I can only hope that having deserted his armor that our next encounter may be more favorable, and perhaps more profitable. As part of my debt to Adren, I provided him five crowns to compensate for those he paid to Castus as part of our deal with those who provide us information on where Gor can be found. This debt I gladly shoulder, but not so much that which I create when I resupply myself with bolts. Having recovered a few heads, I will need to make effort to find suitable shaft and fletching to be able to make my own replacements. Of course, having to buy a replacement string is also something that is rather annoying to one's purse, but is of great importance when one finds themselves in battle with broken bow.

With luck, tomorrow's travels will put me in better spirits within matters of combat.

The Wandering Woman

Square of Cups

Haldyen, Meldanen Empire

1436 Flourish 9

Gor and his bandits have been taken care of, but at great cost. Cerowain and I were injured in the battle, quite greviously, but were healed as much as possible. I tried to provide some insight as to why we should ask Gor to join our cause -- apparently he resorted to banditry because his people were merely victims in the price gouging the mining up north has caused. At least that's what Castus told us he said. Personally, given the difficulty we apparently had in beating him, I think his being sent off to serve a sentence as a slave only means that down the road we will need to be vigilant for his presence should he opt for revenge. 

Did he deserve punishment? Certainly. But not to the level that the Imperials enacted. Is it fair to do that to one who was acting in his people's best interest? No. And I am apparently of insufficient voice for my suggestions to take hold. I despise bandits, but at the same time, I applaud his determination. So, something else I have learned on my walkabout is that the surface does not always reflect what lies underneath.

It seems dour for me to say that, but the truth is there. The boy-thief Marcos is a good example. And much as I did not want to see him terribly punished, I say the same of Gor. Is thievery as a means of survival wrong? The others seem to think yes.
I cannot help but to think back to Tarsis, and watching the slaves labor on the ropes. Is this Gor's fate, to spend the rest of his life in toil just because he wanted to feed his family?

And how soon until one of us violates some strange Meldanen law and winds up in the same predicament?
1 Day Outside Thistledown City

Ildarys, Meldanen Empire

1436 Flourish 17
If there is one thing measured to give Dosem fright, it is to lose one's coin while on Walkabout. After everything I have been through with thieves – even well-meaning ones – I feel like I need to scream. It would be one thing if this were a group of Dosem – I could see someone needing to borrow some money, and I would not be as upset were that the case. But being otherwise, I feel as if this entire place is crawling with thieves out to rob me of every last copper.

Was it just a few days ago I spoke of tolerance for those who stole to live? And now I contemplate all manner of violent thought against those who steal for other purposes.

Yet am I not myself a thief? The very wagon I have now, taken from the compound of Gor, as with the horses and feed. Some say these are the spoils of war, but I cannot help but wonder where he got them from, or really, who he stole them from. For that matter, one could say I stole Kithien from his home.
Does that make me a thief, or a thief-by-proxy?

Northern Caravan Camp

Trebarius, Meldanen Empire

1436 Passion 11
A month ago I was worried that I was a thief. Now I wonder how much of a burden I am to my friends in battle. Yesterday marks yet another occasion that I would have died had it not been for their intervention. At the same time though, my actions helped bring about the fight that wounded us, and even killed some of us. Had it not been for Petreus, they would likely still be dead.

I still cannot relieve my mind of the sight of that village. An innocent farm, with people working the rich land to feed themselves and others – good work – yet destroyed from above and below. The verm we found raiding the buildings very nearly carried off two of our group, and would have taken Adren had I not lept to his assistance. I am but a poor warrior with a dagger, and while I did not land any telling blows, I seemed to gain their attention, which lessened the number that Adren had to deal with. He insists he would have been fine, a matter which I wholy find false.

The true troubles began when we found the hole leading beneath the earth. I was very nearly swallowed up by it, and poor Jalen, attempting to rescue me, fell in himself. While I recovered, he fought off the ants as best he could.

Somewhere in all of that though, I feel like I had been somewhere else, talking to someone. I can't remember who, or what was said, but just that I had promised something. And maybe that was true, as I was not about to let Jalen's gallant effort go to waste. Even so, with the best of intentions we were beset by giant ants.

The others seem to blame me for that event. Somehow I think they are right. It seems everywhere I go, bad luck seems to follow lately.

I was only trying to help when I fell in, but I think the others cannot see beyond the trouble I caused today. Today I will see if I can provide less dangerous help and mend armor that was damaged in battle. It has been so long since I have worked metal, that I hope that doing so may help me regain the strength and courage I had when I set forth on Walkabout.

Temporary Camp

Trebarius, Meldanen Empire

Morning, 1436 Passion 13
A great evil stalks the land to the north today, I am told, seeking this foul banner that we recovered from the Voremite house. It was a tough battle to be fought, and while we were victorious, it was still a vicious fight, and one I had little to contribute to. I must find a better way to make use of my crossbow – I am far to accustomed to using it in the open lands alongside the Imperial Highways than in the confines of a town or close battle, and usually from up high on a wagon top than on the ground. I fear to fire lest I hit one of my companions.

Though Castus and Miss Saji tell me there is nothing to fear in this fight, I cannot help but think they are being overconfident. The power that this banner has, this pure evil...
I find I do not want to think about it, but I must. They tell me that to win the battle, you have to be confident that you will win it. We may just, with the aid of these strangers. Among them there is one who seems to hide something from us, so I am not sure I fully trust her, but the others seem to be capable fighters. The Imperials are also forming their army and defenses to fight this great lord of evil.

In the midst of all of this turmoil, it seems fate continues to dog me with thieves. This self-admitted one helped in our battle at the Voremite house though, so I am far more inclined to trust her. She also seems to be something of a reluctant thief, stealing as some hidden desire in her breaks forth. I hope that perhaps over time, maybe we can cure her of this ill.
I must go, as they are speaking of the plan of battle. Oh, if only I felt less ill myself!

Temporary Camp

Trebarius, Meldanen Empire

Evening, 1436 Passion 14
We had hoped to defeat the Faceless at Trebarius... and we were wrong. To our credit, we put up a ferocious fight, but then like that Vorem priest in the clearing that one night, everyone was running away in total fear. 

Everyone but for Miss Saji, and one of the people who helped us in the attack. Had more of us been able to resist the fear and help her, we may have won, but there was little she could do. Her bravery in doing so though was remarkable, and reminds me of the stories that my father would tell me of Gaelsam and his quests. I just wish the others could only follow such an example. After the battle we fought had ended and we were all back together, many people didn't go to help the Imperials or our allies in any way. Deziriel even got herself killed in some meaningless duel. 

Miss Saji may have strange ways, but she always seems to do what is right. The Faceless is out there, and there are still other treasures he seeks. I am not about to let this happen, lest my family fall prey to his evil, but cannot do this alone. If I am to be bound to someone, to help them in their quest, then I would like that person to be Miss Saji. I have not said so much to her, just merely hinted that if she is going to continue the fight against the Faceless, that I would like to help.

There is talk in the camp of returning to Thistledown City. I would rather stay here and help rebuild what the Faceless tore apart, but the city offers us the chance to rest, recover, and find the path that the Faceless is on once again.

It also may help us find a way to be better in battle against the Faceless next time – no doubt we will encounter it again. My own performance in the battle could have been better, but considering the circumstances, I am glad I escaped with my life, if not my pride. And having survived seeing the enemy, that makes us among the few on Thistledown who have some inkling of what we must fight, and possible ways to do so.

I do hope the people who stay to rebuild Trebarius have the best of luck. There is much work to be done here.

The Four Flags Inn

Thistledown City, Meldanen Empire

Evening, 1436 Passion 18
We leave the city tomorrow, and I am glad that I took opportunity to stock up on all manner of things I am sure to find useful now that I have the wagon and forge, the list of which is on the previous page. It set me back serious copper, but so does paying for repairs and new items when I can craft them myself.

Tomorrow, we head back to Trebarius, though this time on foot. Should take us no longer than a week.
I have an urge to make a ring. It has been so long since I have worked on a piece of jewelry, and were my mother here, she might likely scold me for that. One should never fall out of practice with their craft, and now I have all the means to practice and more.
Traveler's Rest Inn
Trebarius, Meldanen Empire

Late Night, 1436 Glory 4
Th boalsha Saji! She trickses me! Mess with Kith!

Make heads all dizzzzy, make Kithin all differeten!

GAH! (unintelligible scrawl)

Temporary Camp
Somewhere a few days out of Trebarius, Meldanen Empire

Morning, unknown date
I cannot begin to describe the strange goings-on of the last few days. Only that what I have seen of Miss Saji's behavior makes me wonder if she is perhaps the one I should be following, or if I should be striking out on my own again. Especially after the strange dream I had. I watched myself die, rotting away into dust. Is this a sign that I have lost my way on the Walkabout? And am I fighting the right enemy? Am I fighting Miss Saji, the Vorem, or am I fighting myself?

Firdnax di brushays

(Battle the madness) 
batagna fashe dus

(that is in your sleep.) 
Topras je'erie h'sang.

(Proud warrior leads.) 
Mors mershas ors Onori
(Hope floods from the Wilds.) 
Jal dus.



(You fly.)

Traveler's Rest Inn
Trebarius, Meldanen Empire

Early morning, 1436 Spirit 6

Coming back to Trebarius helped me make up my mind. The Legions are acting only in response to Vorem, and not to counter him beforehand. Those I travel with are the true people who fight Vorem and seek to end the quest of his underlings to cause harm to all. I may not approve of Miss Saji's ways or behavior, but she is of the right birth to lead this fight.

And there is far more that I can be doing other than bemoaning that fact. I have been thinking over what we have seen of the Vorem, and I think I will want to talk to some of the merchants. The Vorem may have been getting some of their things from elsewhere, but there is certainly much they could have bought in town.

Evening, 1436 Spirit 6
Purple. The answer to my questions is purple dye. The Vorem bought up just about every drop of it in the town to dye their armor! Tapestries being sold have none, and the general store is out as well. Such dye is hardly a frivolous purchase, as it is quite hard to come by. To have an entire town out speaks to me, saying that the Vorem here have a large purse. But as they are not seemingly robbing caravans or plundering the mines, who is providing them with their coin? Who could afford such an expense, and more importantly, why?
Mysteries I hope to answer soon, with the help of Karila and Cerowain. Miss Saji has managed to get tangled up in a mystery of her own. Murder! Imagine, such a foul deed being done after the bloodshed of the recent battle here. Hasn't there been enough death in these lands?

Inn of The Wench

Orlander, Meldanen Empire

Early Morning, 1436 Spirit 14
Such rough terrain. I truly feel sorry for my horses today, not only for the rough trip they have had, but for the fact that after having them for so long now that I still have not Named them.

I continue to work away on this ring that I have started. It is taking much longer than normal, simply because I had to focus on steering rather than filing on the way here. It feels good to work on this ring, even if it is a bit crude. Still, one does what one can with the situation handed to them, right?
The ring also helps me keep my mind off things. I will likely work on it today, if only to try to bury the memories of the dream last night. I have not thought of my sister Uynasia in some time, and suddenly last night I thought of her. Terrible things, things that I take to mean that she has fallen into darkness and death as her way of life. 

It seems to be a theme lately, as I also worry about this murder that Miss Saji seems to be determined to solve. Has she forgotten the threat posed by the evil Faceless? Is this truly the right time to be investigating murders? And what if the murderer decided to strike at them to prevent his or her discovery?

Demesne of House Tanarii

Six hours west of Trebarius, Meldanen Empire

Morning, 1436 Delight 1

The tower of Tanarii. The last time we were here, there were many unpleasant memories. To come back is scary. To find Yllmari here is even more frightening. I have to admit some curiosity to their strange ways, but I also have much to fear from them. How different is taking ebony from the ground compared to iron? To them, I must look like a rapist's accomplice.
There is talk of the Yllmari letting us into this strange other-tower, that there is a piece of the Vorem's armor or something in there. I wish it could just be left there – what harm could it be doing? Instead, everyone wants to go in and get it. And I'm still sitting here with the Shakes from the Orcs, only to have to see myself dying in a worthless battle because we have no way to stop the Vorem from taking back the pieces we have.

So I went off by myself a bit to try to calm down. And I talked to myself, or at least the thoughts of myself. I have always been afraid to die, and the Shakes I've had ever since the ant fight are that fear coming to the surface. But the others have fought far worse things than I have, in far more deadlier battles, and yet they do not show their fear.

I promised that I would help fight the Vorem, to defeat the Faceless and keep Thistledown safe. And with that promise came a reasonable expectation of death, but not to know where or when it would be. Just that if I were going to pick this fight, I should not be expecting special treatment or that it should be an easy fight. I have been a tree, seeing the oncoming winds and worried that my trunk would break.

If I am to fight, then I must be the tree that bends in the wind, without breaking. People are going to need to count on me, and I need to be able to count upon myself.

Demesne of House Tanarii

Six hours west of Trebarius, Meldanen Empire

Morning, 1436 Delight 2

It is not enough that we risk our lives in defeating the Vorem, but now we must give up years of it? The hands I look down on now are older than they once were, with an extra ache or pain, all from the riddles and imprisonment in that magical land. Hands which I raised against a woman of clearly noble and honorable birth. I cannot help but fear the wrath I may have pulled down on myself.
I can only console myself with the hope that the wood I recovered will be useful for some purpose, and that perhaps we will finish our task of defeating the Vorem before our shorter lives come to an end.

Ancient Ruins

Six days north and west of Olander, Meldanen Empire

Morning, 1436 Delight 3
The morning's preparations for travel were interrupted by a message from one of those we fought alongside with at Trebarius. Apparently one of their number, a powerful mage, has been absorbed by some sort of abhomination, and they need our help to stop it.

No sooner have we dealt with one battle, and another, then the winds force us into a third! If only I had gone with my friends back on Jolatra, and had never set foot upon this cursed island!
Ancient Ruins

Six days north and west of Olander, Meldanen Empire

Morning, 1436 Delight 4
When you are in battle, my old friend told me once, you have to keep your head on level. I did not understand, and said to him that my head seemed attached to my body well enough. 

He tried to explain it to me, using the battle I had nearly died in as an example. With all that had been going on, I had lost track of where the enemy was, and as a result, he was able to get close to me. My father, who was nearby and overheard, agreed. He said that a good tinker must never let the whole escape your attention for the details you were focused on. A missed crack in a pot, putting a hole too close to the edge of something leather, and a work could be undone.

My father always made sure he saw the details but knew the big picture. He listened to rumors, knew how much he had of any given supply, and for a brief while, even lists of where we were able to make the most money. 

While my father taught me to be able to write down these words and numbers to see later, I also learned to watch people, at work and in combat. Some of my friends, they could watch people move and know what they would be doing, but I seem to be limited to just seeing what they are doing now. Sometimes it does not work well for me, such as in the dormitory battle, when I thought I could get behind the priest and attack him. 

I can only hope this is was not another such occurrence. I was surprised that the enemy has crossbows, and am more surprised that they are firing so quickly, and with such force. There were also a number of them. We tried to move against them, take them down, but they moved quickly away from us, and then I suspected they were moving to come around behind us, much as I tried to come around behind the undead priest. 
Given the situation, my thoughts ran like this:

I have not been able to contribute much to battle here. These things do not fear my bolts, nor suffer much from them, even if those bolts are on fire. From what I see, things could be going much better as well -- Miss Saji is in trouble, and casting magic is a problem here it seems. 

It is my observation, by what I can see and hear, that things are about to get worse as the wind falters in our favor. The archers clearly seek our unprotected backs, and the zombies are difficult to kill. I must decide now what to do: move to aid Miss Saji against zombies, or try to stop these skeletal archers. 

If I move to help Saji, the archers may get past and shoot us from behind, but if I move to stop the archers, Miss Saji might fall... and with her, our hopes for a solid victory... 
But the tempest did not end there. Below the ground, there was far worse to be had. A crossbow is a useless weapon against a skeleton – for what has it to fear of being penetrated by an arrow? It has no insides to tear or bleed out and just keeps coming at you.

By the luck of the winds, I had the ring of weapons on. If I could not fight with my bow, I would fight as a tinker does, with hammer on metal. A poor weapon, for someone of my size and strength, yet it was all I had. I was even able to hold my ground for some time.

And then I nearly died. Had it not been for Xavier – winds bless his soul – I would have fallen in battle again. Even now, I still have the Shakes. We rest here, leaving my mind to wander among the horrors I have seen and heard – undead animals ripping into each other, undead squirrels – the squirrels, who I malign their conversation muchly, who I found I missed dearly when their undead selves began hurling flaming nuts about.

And then there are the horrors that my eyes have been should not be put into words. No man or woman, be they human or elf or dosem, should ever have to witness such evil.

Ever.

Winter's chill touch graces the cursed lands here. I have never looked forward to winter with such gratitude in my life.

Tinker's Guild

Thistledown City, Meldanen Empire

Evening, 1436 Whispers 13
Three months have passed since I last wrote in this book. I have tried not to write, knowing full well that my last entry would only serve to remind me of the horrors up north, and of the toughest week of my life. But I cannot allow myself to live only in that moment. I must move on.

I have kept myself quite busy these three months, working at the Tinker's Guild during sun-up, and honing my social skills at sun-down. I felt the need to be with people – real people, not undead, and after a year with Sajioshi and the others, without them as well. And since all on my mind were the horrors – horrors I would not wish to even inflict description of to others – I have learned some manner of patience in listening to what is being said around me instead of talking.

Miss Saji – or I should say, Sajioshi, as she has made it quite clear she dislikes the shorter form of her name I so love – Karila, and the others speak of traveling to Tenjidoan, the land of Sajioshi's people. When the spring comes, that is. While I would enjoy seeing her homeland, the things she speaks of there with walls and the Darkening only bring up dread and fear in my soul. I have talked to Alarien, and she feels much the same way it seems.
The Vorem and his minions must be stopped – of that there is little doubt. But there are many ways to fight him, and one of those ways can be just to keep my ears listening for talk in the city. Where the Vorem rear their head again, I will be there to listen for them, and warn those who can best take action.

And maybe in spring, I'll Walkabout again. For now, I am only too happy to enjoy the warmth of the fire and camaraderie of work.

The Four Flags

Thistledown City, Meldanen Empire

Morning, 1437 Thawing 18
I am here, with my friends of the last year for what may be the last time. Sajioshi and the others have been talking about their plans to head east, to her homeland, and soon they will be looking at the docks for passage by ship.

It was a hard thing, telling Sajioshi that I could not go with them, and I suspect the same of Alarien. A part of me hopes that she has not taken this as a show of cowardice on our part – even if it is, in a ways. I assured here that I would remain vigilant here, on Ildarys, and make sure that the Vorem threat would not dare raise its head again. And I maintained my pledge to come to her aid should she ever call for it – for a strange woman of strange ways, her goal to stop the Vorem is one I fully support.
Telling Karila was harder. In a ways, she has been something of a sister to me since we met at Trebarius, and I have seen her change from a frightened, flighty girl to someone who has great potential, and if I have had a hand in that, I thank the winds for crossing our paths.

Aside from the talk of travel, there is also words of war on the lips of the Imperials. Rumors of armies being assembled and sent into battle elsewhere, not on this isle. I hope that this does not mean that the Vorem will return here, finding less of an obstruction to their plans.

The Four Flags

Thistledown City, Meldanen Empire

Morning, 1437 Dawning 6
They are finally gone, and we are left behind. May the winds bless their journey with fair skies and fast sailing.

The Four Flags
Thistledown City, Meldanen Empire

Late Evening, 1437 Rebirth 3
Raynor jokes that he should paint me as a mascot for the inn instead of the four flags, that I am so often there. I did not have the heart to tell him that it was nostalgia keeping me there, as opposed to the food, drink, or his company – though to be fair, his is a well-kept and restful place. It is odd, looking up as I write, to not see Sajioshi by the fireplace, supping on her alcohol, or Karila, trying to keep her hands away from snatching the purse of the man sitting next to her.

The weather has finally become better for walking around again, and I have taken to exploring the city in all its wonder – even if it smells horrible. But even then, I see reminders – the weapons smithy, the docks, the forest. They all are reminders of times before things seemed to go so wrong.

Tomorrow, I will meet with Alarien. Maybe she would like to stretch her legs and take a trip to Trebarius to see how the wall progresses out there, or perhaps to some other place we have not explored on this island, such as the ruins the stable boy had mentioned to her.

Artisan's Gate

Thistledown City, Meldanen Empire

Early morning, 1437 Rebirth 12
At last, the roads are deemed passable by the caravan wagons. Alarien and I have renewed our membership in the Defender's Guild, and we are signed on to the caravan heading to Mordanen, and to eventually seek the ruins I have heard of and see what we can see there. Alarien says that Cerowain once made mention of them to her, so I imagine that her reasons for wanting to see the ruins may be more personal. The poor girl – both she and Karila did not take the death of Cerowain easily, and even I admit that I miss the man from time to time. I can only hope that the winds have borne his soul to restful peace.
I have heard interesting rumors that the caravans will be bringing back something unusual, but little more has been said, and the guard count on the trip up seems reasonable. They do not expect much in the way of banditry – I had to bite my tongue at that, given our work against Gor last year – and expect this to be a simple trip.

A simple trip – goodness, I can certainly use that right now.

Temporary Camp

1 days north and west of Thistledown City, Meldanen Empire

Early morning, 1437 Rebirth 13

I have seen bards perform before, but never have I traveled with one personally. I really should attempt to do so more often! Nanto Tripali – or Pali as he prefers I call him – is quite the interesting person to talk to. He is so full of stories and songs about places and people I had never heard of before. And he seems very appreciative of all the things I tell him – I have told him of my travels with Sajioshi, Karila, and the others. Like most who hear them, he was shocked to hear of such evil and its ambitions, but his reaction seemed more sincere than most. I think he might make a good ally to have if we have to fight more Vorem here on Ildarys.

Temporary Camp

3 days north and west of Thistledown City, Meldanen Empire
Late morning, 1437 Rebirth 18

Alarien is missing, taken sometime in the night.

None of the caravan guards know when or where she was taken, and there was no sign of anyone having broken into our camp last night. I know she's had problems with her brother before, so I wonder if he could be behind this as well.
I'm worried for her safety, and a bit worried about how I should handle this, but there is one thing I can do – head back to the Defender's Guild in Thistledown City and see what they can do. Surely a kidnapped member of the guild can be found, or at least looked for with more eyes than I and Pali have.

The Four Flags

Thistledown City, Meldanen Empire

Early morning, 1437 Angels 2

We ran into Alarien's friend at the Mason's Guild on our way into the city last evening. He was quite worried for her when I explained she had just suddenly gone missing, and he wanted right away to help out. I had to tell the poor man that if Alarien found the means to summon assistance, he would probably be the first she'd call, and that he should remain in the city. I didn't have the heart to tell him that if this was the work of Alarien's brother, that he might kill him just to spite her.

We meet with the Defender's Guild as soon as the fast is broken. I am sure they will be able to help find her! I only hope it is not too late!

Late Evening

The news is both good and bad. With the help of the guild, we were able to track down the Defender's stone and gateway there. Unfortunately, we found the stone, and many of Alarien's possessions, but not Alarien herself. All the mage could tell us is that she had arrived here by a gateway, and left by another.

Could I be wrong? Could she have been taken by someone else? I cannot think of anyone else who would want to kidnap her for, let alone what purpose? And now what do we do? The guild mage tells me there is little to be done to track a gateway that has come and gone.

Defender's Guildhall

Thistledown City, Meldanen Empire

Early Morning, 1437 Angels 4
At last, progress. One of the guild's mages suggested something they call a spirit link. I do not understand most of what they say, beyond that because I know her well enough, that there is a way to use that knowledge to help a mage locate her, and provide a sort of direction to get to her.

The trouble is, it is above and beyond what the guild is willing to do. I sense it is because she is not human, but they assure me otherwise. Without the guild help, I had to find a mage willing to not only detect the link, but take us to her. It has already been far too long and I fear for her safety.

The Four Flags

Thistledown City, Meldanen Empire

Late Evening, 1437 Angels 5

Vorem!
Oh, I only wished that I was dealing with Alarien's brother at this point, but the place which the spirit link had directed us to was the cellar of an inn. I was reluctant to charge in, certainly without the presence of those like Sajioshi or Castus, but in we went. I even figured out a clever way to do this without being heard.

It was a good thing, because almost immediately on entering, I saw something that made me scream. Something that was from our past, and not seen in some time: The tapestry of the Vorem. I do not think it was the real thing, insofar as it being a war banner, the Faceless reclaimed that long ago. Somehow the Vorem are involved in the kidnapping of Alarien, but why I do not know. I only know that this has become far more deadly an adventure than I had hoped for.

All I wanted was to go Walkabout in peace!

The Four Flags

Thistledown City, Meldanen Empire

Early Morning, 1437 Angels 6
I don't see that I have a choice in the matter of whether or not to keep trying to find Alarien. Too many have been lost to them already, and by far Alarien is one of the most innocent. If Sajioshi could battle against a Faceless, then surely I can handle a Voremite priest – if I am careful and put to use what I have learned.

Malinda – the mage who is helping us – will be by soon. This time, we will not gateway in, but walk. What threat could Vorem possibly perceive from our pitiful band? And that is how we will find Alarien and get her out.
And I'll be able to do this without having to call on help from Sajioshi or Castus or any of the others. It has been so long since I thought and did things for myself with no-one else interfering. Oh, how I have missed it!
