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Greyhaven baker seeks enchanter to enchant his 
dough to regenerate itself to help combat famine.  

Hope is Nourishment

Hope is something you can never afford to lose. 
With hope you always have a path towards peace. 
Whenever we get too stressed out and overwhelmed 
within our own life, we forget that hope. We forget 
that the sun always shines after a rainy day, and 
that this is merely a bump in the road. One finds 
immense peace in just knowing, deep within thy 
heart, that everything shall be well. With hope, 
one knows that whatever is seemingly terrible, is 
only temporary and that soon enough, things will 
be just fine. This lifts off all of that negativity 
from our entire being, and we feel better instantly.

Allow hope to guide your way
Your humble shepherd,
Divinicus 

The Mage's Dance

She lit the night in her glory.
Innocent, childlike joy shone from her eyes, her 
lips, her skin;
she made the flame nothing more than a dull blade 
at dusk,
a dusty copper on the side of the trail by 
comparison.

The mage's sole drummed out a pattern in the 
earth,
hands forming signs that the light understood,
tongues of flame singing the harmony to an 
ancient aria
that all know but few understand.

The fire followed her hands like a well-trained 
bird,
twirling about her head and between her fingers.



It played as she did, ducking behind her skirts to 
peer over her shoulder,
jumping out to the trees to return again, a ferret 
eager to share his findings.

It coiled around her at last,
spinning, laughing, a fare-thee-well hug
as much a thank you as a goodbye.
Then, with a whispered word, she was alone.

And still the mage smiled.

Wanted:

Verifiable information and/or proof of the existence 
of flying sea banshees.
Please contact Margaret Hawkins at your earliest 
convenience.



Wanted:
Any and all information about 
a legitimate and permanent cure for magical 
aging.
Seek out Tristana Hawkins in Ilvaresh.



Late last autumn, an Elven Knight of the 
Merciful Order of Silvermane, by the name of 
Leveer rescued my sister's husband from a life of 
forced banditry. Due to the onslaught of the 
Shadow army, times were getting tough and there 
was slim chance of making any kind of a living. 
Many of us were once hard working farm folk, but 
he and some others had fallen in with a batch of 
sour apples out of fear and desperation. Our families 
were threatened with brutality worse than death, 
so those who were unable to hide or escape had 
turned to the life of a bandit. 

Our hopes were restored when news arrived that the 
man who press-ganged them into service had been 
arrested. Though my brother in-law died from 
disease last moon, on his dying bed he made me 
promise to take care of his wife and only daughter 
(my sister and niece) and to give thanks to Sir 
Leveer and his Squire Drayven for the Silver coins 
that have helped us through these trying times. 
Not sure how we can repay such kindness, but we 
will strive to do so.

Butch from Brenn

I would like to share my appreciation to the jovial 
and brightly-colored Gypsy people I had the 
pleasure to meet in Ilveresh for aiding me in 
acquiring the plants and herbs that I require to 
restore fertility to the lands surrounding my home 
and perhaps one day, even my sight. In my old age, 
my eyes have lost much of the sharpness that they 
once had when I was younger, so much so that I 
had to have someone scribe this message for me.  So, 
it was quite a blessing to come across folks willing 
to give me a hand and to be my eyes, so late in the 
day. A nice young fellow named "Harold", offered 
to escort me out of town and we stopped by 
Vincenzo's Traveling Bazaar and he bought me a 
drink to wet my parched throat. Good things come 
to those of such a generous nature.

Galrien of the Green Grove


