Chronicles of the Last Guardian

Volume 27:  


Xander Grutuuli is my name, and this is a continuance of my previous journals and documented escapades.  Though volume 26 isn’t yet complete, I have decided to begin this blank novella with new entries.  Yes, I know, completely unlike me to not finish whatever it is that I’ve started, but my reasons are many.  I have left the preceding volumes in the safety of my colleague, Sulev Daekazu, and should be out of harm’s way for a while.  If for some reason these entries leave my presence, please return these to her.  If anything were to happen to me, I would like for her to become aware.  She can be contacted in a village called Lughnassad, at the base of the Mishra Mountains.  Her current residence is at the south end of the Neroli Road, and this small village is about twenty-five miles northeast of Plira.  Reward will be offered for said return.  


This entry marks my departure from Lughnassad, where I’ve spent the best part of my later years.  Twenty years to be exact.  Twenty plentiful years.  Twenty years of reserved tranquility, unlike the years before that.  That’s why I am eager and excited about the upcoming adventure, for I haven’t ventured far from that village.  Not that I regret it, but I hold fast to my oaths, and keeping watch over the young one hasn’t provided much escape from this mostly-dull town.  At least it’s given me some rest and quiet.  


I guess I shouldn’t get too ahead of myself.  I’ve been in charge of keeping watch of my friend’s son for the last twenty years.  I’ve known the child for longer, ever since Zephyrus and his wife reared Greg.  I’ve known Zephyrus for much longer than that, about 145 years longer to be exact.  The early ventures we’ve had; words cannot describe.  The wars we’ve seen.  The horrors.  The magical diablerie.  Most of that is a secret; not even the family knows of our previous encounters; of our connection; of our endured friendship; of our horrific experiences; of the boy’s heritage; of the neighboring land’s true magical nature.  That’s the main reason I’ve been documenting my doings.  Twenty-seven volumes later, and I may have the chance to return to my home-land, though, not without reinforcements.  Maybe I’ll run into Zephyrus as well, and hope things have changed on Auren.  


Though most of this has already been stated in the previous journals, it wouldn’t be harmful to regurgitate them.  Who knows how often I’ll re-read my entries.  They give me hope.  Give me reason.  Give me inspiration in times when most needed.  


I’ve been with Zephyrus a long time, and have known him since the wars.  He, in fact, saved me from a dragon-marked.  The armies yielded much bloodshed, and Zephyrus spared the addition of my blood, which no doubt would have spilt over the land of Auren.  I’ve seen his abilities, and they are amazing.  As one of the “dreamings”, he has shown his extraordinary abilities, and they are even present in his son.  Lucky for his son that the Inspired Ones aren’t around in this world.  Masquerading as a human, his son doesn’t know the full extent of his abilities.  His powers.  But his destiny in magic has already been witnessed, as he’s been involved with the schools of magic.  


Before a magical skirmish brought us to this world, I had been engrossed in mass pandemonium, as the five houses of the dragon-marked fought their furious battle.  Magical mistake.  Hmmm, I can’t believe I still call it that.  I would like to believe that it was, but the truth is that the war required our inquisitive services in finding the “vanished ones”.   But our journey was inevitably our folly.  The “vanished lands” we’ve found, al-right.  The “vanished ones?”  Well, they apparently vanished yet again.  Separated from the lands that harnessed and nourished them.  The lands provided them with the necessary powers for battle.  

 I just can’t believe that no one in the cities of Chram and Plira have ever addressed the bizarre nature of their magically inclined towns.  Isn’t it apparent that all the magical hotspots reside on top of those hills?  So out of place they look to me, it’s just a wonder why no one has addressed it.  But, that will be for another time to tell.  In short, me and Zephyrus escaped the wrath of the wars, but not before the wrath also brought forth the legions that we tried to desperately escape.  The four sites that brought us forth, also brought forth those warriors.  And magical arsenals they brought forth as well.  It was only the great catalysm that spared us.  Brought those beasts to our level.  But not without costs, for all our secured sites lost their magical auras for maintaining their altitude.  Many skeletal remains existed and provided proof of our battles, but much like the wink in time, all supporting evidence was lost.  And both of us would have been lost too, if not preserved in time.  


And that’s when we both started our new lives together.  Awakening form our hibernated slumber, eager to continue our fight for truth, we were both surprised by the inhabited cities around us.  With no threat of war looming around, and no way to return to our home lands, we both decided to settle down.  And that’s when he fell in love with the sorceress.  We both agreed to not mention our true heritage, or our escapades, and settled down with our alter egos.  


All that changed the day he talked to a ship mate.  Believing that threat might still be present, or maybe the hope of returning home, he set on his journey.  I had to stay, however.  We both agreed that his son, Greg, once aware of his true nature, would become the target of those in this world.  No doubt filled with fear of the unknown.  But I knew that he’d find out soon enough.  A well… time for the adventure to begin.  

Gregory Leblaque

The Deep Mists

Welcome!!  You are about to venture into a world of mystery, a world of intrigue, and a world of deepest secrets.  This campaign is set in a world of my own doing, and one that combines the resources and available inspirations from a variety of campaign settings.  From the deepest forests of the Forgotten Realms to the deepest creation forges of Eberron all possibilities are present in this world.  The traditional Grayhawk inhabitants are all present, and psionics are a part of this world as well.  Of course, what is considered common and known in this world is another matter entirely.  

Note:  You can click on the linked text for more information.  *Spoilers* contain more detailed information about events, but the characters (and possibly players) do not know of this “background” information.  The spoilers are not off limits (and provide a progressed level of closure to events); however, if a player (a.k.a. the player’s character) would likely abuse this information in game-play, then I would advise against reading them.  

Surrounding Province

This adventure begins in the Province of Kthen. Though the world is vast and plentiful, this province is a collection of lands that are self-sufficient.  The lands are extremely diverse in their geography, and range between mountainsides, tropical-like oceans, deep forests, hurricane regions, glaciered ice-caps, and foggy mists.  

A great ocean divides the two main land masses.  The closest distance from the West to the East is approximately 80 miles.  This would ordinarily make travels between the two lands less than two days, but a region of dangerous mists in its path makes detoured travels a bit longer.  These mists prove to be a hazard not yet beaten, and all those who’ve ventured into these mists have disappeared from existence, or met their ultimate end.   Immediately to the west of these mists lies a region that constantly encounters hurricanes during a season that never ends.  No single maritime vessel has been capable of passing this impassible wall, and lands further west have yet to be acknowledged to this region. 

To the immediate north of the hurricane region, lies a segregated peninsula.  This land is composed of a mountain region that stretches a vast distance.  The southern-most region of this peninsula is lower in elevation and mainly composed of hills.  Just as the region plateaus, one large sized hill dwarfs the surrounding landscape.  This hill is home to many inhabitants, and the city of Chram resides here.  This peninsula has access to the oceans, but the hurricanes to the south and glaciers to the north limits travel.  To the magical auras this land emits, travel to the west of the mountainside hasn’t been a priority.  It is not know, in fact, if there is any land beyond the mountains, so high and rocky.  

To the north of Chram lies the glaciers.  Due to the cold, and icy environment, travel to this side of the province has been low…unless, of course, you’re a pirate.  Though the glaciers make travel difficult, the pirates have taken a residency in within the icebergs.  There is land beyond the bergs, and the pirates reside in the Miscreant Municipalities.  The icebergs provide an excellent defense, and all ships who pass the region are vulnerable to this advantage.  Only those that pay the toll, and know the way, reach these lands.  All innocent passer-bys fall victim to these harsh paths and villainous inhabitants.  

To the immediate south of the glaciers lie the mists.  These mists prove to be impossible to navigate through, and it is said throughout these lands that the edge of the world resides in the mists.  All who have passed through have disappeared, or endured a horrible death.  The outcome of the venture is regularly seen in both Chram and Plira, and and the vengeful acts of the gods is commonly attributed to their deaths.  

To the east of the mists lies the rest of the known world.  Directly east of the mists lies a city full of energy and magic, yet cautiously and dutifully maintains its grasp of control.  The city of Plira is a booming shoreline port city, and itself lies on top of a large hill.  Magic is 

Chram

Plira

Mists

Glaciers

