Himo was born and raised in Newhome. Per the marriage contract that was agreed to at his parent's births, any male children would go to his father's family for rearing (Elven marriages aren't like humans - families contract at birth based on status and place within the elven community. Married couples rarely actually live together except during the Rites of Procreation).
 
Himo's father, Aust Amastacia, was of the Al'athor Kiannan i'Shathor (Shining Minds and Blades) class while his mother, Valanthe Liadon (Silverfrond) was from the Simcule anna'Thianasan (Puisant Collectors of Thought (essence distillers)).
 
Himo was like his father in looks: small and lithe of body but possesed of a wiry strength and high endurance. His black hair is worn short so as not to impede combat, with the usual elven temple braid woven with the colors of his Class (purple and dark green). Himo's large, green eyes veritably sparkle with the fires of focused mental energy.
 
Aust raised Himo in the family compound, training him from an early age in the Nathianta Kianno i'Tantri ka'soral (Rituals of Mental and Bodily Purity). Though technically married to Drusilia Amakiir (Gemflower) of the Siabantha klas'Kianna (Seers of Thoughts), the Telepaths Class, Himo has not yet fulfilled his duty to the contract. Himo is Klalana'sabartha (Child of the Sun) or gay. Even so, he will be expected to fulfill his marital duties at some point in the future. To not do so would bring great shame upon his family and Class. While there is no stigma in elven society on being gay, they are not excused from their Natural Imperitive.
 
When he came to maturity and chose his name, Himo was well aware that there really wasn't much work for him in Newhome. The city is very well protected and outsiders were rare - most non-elven traders being confined to the Trade Center miles to the south of the city. He was given permission by his Class Master to travel and learn what he could of non-elven ways. It is considered the only true way to know ones enemies - walk amongst them for a time.
 
It was with this outlook that Himo undertook his first adventure...

(1) Enter into a contract as a sell-sword with a non-Dwarven caravan transporting a variety of mundane trade goods north to Fort Drake along the Ravine Road. Your contract provides for food and a basic level of medical care from the caravan's apothecary should you become injured, a flat fee to be paid upon the caravan's arrival in Fort Drake and an even percentage of any "spoils" the caravan manages to acquire while traveling. 

(2) Serve as a member of the retinue of a high status female of your mother's caste who is traveling to the "Oracle of the Lake" found deep within the northern expanse of the Hillclutch. Her purpose is to seek guidance on a number of undisclosed matters. Your mother has arranged this as an opportunity for you to potentially increase your status within your class through demonstration of your skill. You have been promised no material reward nor will anyone look down upon you or your mother if you decline the offer. 

(3) Take up with a band of 'explorers' you met while wandering through the Trade Center while trying to decide what to do. They claim that a specific print of the famous "36 Views of the Onyx Pyramid" series is actually a map that leads to the true tomb of Geladanium, the Gnomish creator of the series. According to them, his tomb within the Temple Mount in Melanthetis is in fact a false tomb and does not even contain his remains. They believe that the true tomb will also contain the fabled "Lost 37th Print", supposedly his greatest work and fabulously valuable to any number of wealthy collectors. You, of course, have never heard of any of this, though you are familiar with the series of prints in question.

Your party leaves Newhome a few weeks before the winter solstice and travels towards the setting sun on the Great West Way. 11 days later, and after some uncomfortable encounters with Dwarven caravans, you reach the outskirts of Antionium. You visit Antionium as one of the Matriarch's personal guard. It's the first time you have seen or been in a city that large. You are impressed and scared at the same time. Your party leaves Antionium, continuing along the Great West Way and enter the Hillclutch seven days later. Almost immediately you are beset by bandits. Your party manages to repel them with minimal problems. Two days in, your party is attacked by a troupe of Baboons. The battle would almost have been comical, were it not for the death of one of your compatriots. The appropriate prayers are spoken, his family is informed via mindspeak and his remains are cremated on a funeral pyre. 

Three days later, your party enters Last Stop, a small trading town wedged into the valley at the top of the small pass that crosses over the Greenblood Hills. Your party rests there for three days. During that time, there are numerous sightings of a pack of forest wolves that come atypically close to the settlement. Keeping an eye out for the wolves, your party sets out for the Oracle of the Lake, heading northeast through the Hillclutch along well traveled forest trails. After three days, it becomes fairly obvious that the party is being trailed by the same pack of wolves. Conversing via the Nodes in Newhome, the party decides to set a trap for whoever is obviously controlling the actions of the wolf pack. The trap essentially involves significant members of the party pretending to get quite intoxicated on a patch of psychoactive herbs that was stumbled across while foraging for food. 

The trap is only partially successful, in that the person responsible for controlling the wolf pack takes the bait and attacks in the dead of night when he thinks most of the party is passed out. Unfortunately, in the chaos, the Druid responsible for the attack manages to slip into the tent of the Matriach and attempts to kill her. What follows is a battle unlike anything you've ever seen, as the full power of Druidic magic is unleashed against a considerable bastion of Psionic might. 

Ultimately, the Druid (a half-elf) is defeated and taken prisoner and the pack under his control is dispersed. In his ravings as a prisoner it's clear that he belongs to the sect known as the Dawn Druids. They believe all Kin should be forcibly returned to a prehistoric way of life and in particular hold the Elves partly responsible (as well as all Mages and Druids not of their sect) for the horrors of the early years of the Libaeum. It's also pretty clear that his mind is totally unhinged, though he does repeatedly claim to have alerted his compatriots who are coming to rescue him. Concerned that there might be some truth to what the insane Druid is saying about a rescue attempt, the party breaks camp in the middle of the night and sets out to make the final two-day push to Oracle as quickly as possible. 

During the battle it also becomes fairly clear why the Matriarch is going to the Oracle. Known to be a Psion of considerable skill and power, it is clear during the course of the battle that her ability to control her power is greatly diminished and dangerously out of control. Her secret uncovered, she discloses to the party that she is suffering from some sort of unknown Psionic malady and is hoping that the Oracle can provide advice on what to do. 

One day later, your party does indeed encounter a small coven of Druids. The situation is a bit tense at first, but the Matriarch's subtle skill with diplomacy prevents more bloodshed and reveals that while he does indeed belong to their Coven and only came because he was raving to the other Coven members connected to the same Node that he had been captured and was being tortured by a cabal of evil fleshcrafting Elves. The Coven apologizes to your party, takes possession of their wayward companion and offer to pay reparations to the family of the party member killed by the Baboons. They then escort your party the rest of the way to the Oracle. 

The Oracle of the Woods has an unearthly beauty to it. The placid body of water is surrounded by wizened moss covered cypresses (quite rare in these parts) and the warm hot spring fed waters create a hazy mist that hovers motionless above it. This mist is so thick in fact that while it's barely possible to see the general outline of the weird stone edifice of columns and angled roof that occupies the center of the lake, no other details are possible to discern. 

There are a number of different groups that are here to talk to the oracle, as well as a few other Covens. There is also a significant Node here, which the elven and half-elven Coven members all seem to be tapped into. Using a psionic power that allows her to temporarily disconnect herself from her primary node in Newhome but maintain her ability to re-connect to it within a finite period of time, she connects to the local Node and apparently has a short but interesting conversation, the details of which she never relates to the party. 

After a few days of quiet contemplation, it is finally the Matriarch's turn to speak to the Oracle. As instructed by one of the Covens, she gets into the small wooden boat inscribed with strange and alien sigils by herself, dressed only in simple clothing, carrying no metal or dweomered items of any kind and carrying a small sack that the Coven gave to her the night before and told her to keep close until she met the Oracle. As soon as the Matriarch entered the boat and sat, it smoothly begins to move out from the shore and towards the indistinct structure without any obvious method of propulsion. As the intervening distance expanded, she becomes more and more indistinct until all but the outline of her form vanished into the mist. 

She returns several hours later, looking concerned and somewhat shaken by her experience. After a hearty supper, she relates her tale to the party. Apparently, the Oracle's island had all the feel of not being part of this world at all. She could not hear or see anything of the outside world other than the faintest of darkened outlines projected onto the uniform gray mist. 

When the Matriarch first entered the small square platform under the column supported roof there was no other occupant. She called out to the Oracle a number of times to show herself, and after nothing happened she turned and began to head back towards the boat. It was then that a voice spoke directly to her mind without the intercession of a Node and bade her to come closer. The Matriarch turned in the direction that the voice seemed to come from (for it felt as though it had one, even though it was also clearly telepathic in nature) and the Oracle was standing there, draped in a number of heavy floor length white veils that completely obscured her features. The Matriarch was fairly certain she was a female based on the general proportions revealed by the way the veils hung. 

The Matriarch moved close to the Oracle and it seemed to study her intently for a few moments before instructing her to sit, again entirely telepathically, and indicating a cushion with an outstretched hand wrapped in white cloth. The Matriarch sat on the indicated cushion and the Oracle smoothly and silently (for she made only the faintest noise of fabric on fabric when she walked) sat on the other. Between them, a small and jagged hole in the exact center of the floor emitted a warm and heady smelling wisp of fumes. To the matriarch's right sat a diminutive wooden table again carved in those alien sigils and on the table was an unadorned clay pitcher of water, a mortar and pestle, a small clay cup, several clay bowls filled with brightly colored powders and a carved wooden spoon also inscribed with strange sigils. 

The Oracle mindspoke again and asked for the bag the Matriarch had been given. She proffered it and from the bag the Oracle gently removed a number of different herbs, which she promptly placed in the mortar and began to grind up. This continued in silence save for the sounds of mortar on pestle until the mash of herbs was added to the clay cup. To this, the Oracle then added water and several spoonfuls of the colorful powders, which she then stirred slowly with the spoon, exactly six times one way and then seven times the counter. The Oracle then handed her the cup and bade her to drink. 

Expecting a murky and foul concoction of grit and pulped bitters, the Matriarch was surprised to instead see water of the purest quality, nearly transparent in its clarity. She drank the full cup in a single draught (the taste, she said, could only be likened to what she imagined starlight to have) and immediately began to full a dull but not unpleasant warmth spread out from her mouth, throat and stomach. The Oracle then mindspoke again and bade her lean over the fumerhole and breath its vapors in deeply. The Matriarch did as she was told and she said it was as if time itself slowed and softly came to a halt around her. That is the last thing she remembers before she found herself sitting calmly in the boat already half of the way back to the shore. 

Though she does not remember what she and the Oracle spoke of, or if they spoke at all, whatever knowledge was imparted remains with her. Namely, that if she does nothing she will die within the year. That if she wishes to live she must seek out the Great Node found in the remnant ice at the top of the Drako Badlands. That if she is to live, many spirits will have to be traded in turn. And finally, that before she dies she will become a danger to everyone she knows and loves unless she stills the waters of her mind. 

After relating her tale, the Matriarch retires to her tent to meditate on what she has learned. The following morning, she gathers the party and relates her intentions. She is going to return to Newhome and prepare for her death. She is quite certain that the Oracle meant that many would die in a quest to reach the top of the remnant ice, and she believes that no single Elven spirit is worth that price. She believes that she understands what the Oracle meant regarding "stilling the waters of her mind" and when she returns to Newhome she will undergo a chirurgical ritual that will remove both her psionic abilities and her ability to sense and tap nodes. 

The party is dispirited to hear this, but after much discussion and thought, they come to understand her reasons and praise her for her selflessness.

Himo now has a decision to make. Will he:

(a) Join with up with a Coven of Druids (Elven, Half-Elven and Human) he befriended while at the lake and go up with them into the Drako Badlands a few days north to hunt down some Drakes that have been troubling the Hillclutch of late? 

(b) Return with the Matriarch as far as Antionium and then enter the city on his own? On his first visit there, the Matriarch pointed out a particular establishment that she frequented when she was his age and also casting about for her fate. Apparently it has traditionally been a place where people who are "out of sorts with the world" as she puts it, tend to congregate and find comradeship. 

(c) Return to the Coastwood with the Matriarch and then take up with some brave spirits in your party who have quietly told you that they intend to secretly strike out from Newhome for the Great Node mentioned in the Oracle's prophecy, tap into it once they get there and then return home with the connection in the hopes that the Matriarch can cleanse her mind of her malady.

The party rests at the Lake for an additional week and then prepares to leave. During this time you meet with the Matriach, who retreated to her tent shortly after telling her tail and has hardly been seen since, and explain your plan to leave the party and enter Antionium. She seems to be more lost in thought than usual but gifts you with a wry smile and a hint of knowing humor in her eyes. The attendant that has been at her side since her seclusion thanks you for being courteous and then hustles you out of her tent. Your new friends make one last ditch to enlist you in their Drake hunt but you make it clear that you have other priorities. One of the Elves in the Coven mutters darkly that you'll learn much about the other races and that you won't like what you discover. The following morning, with heavy hearts and bulging saddlebags, your party begins the return trip to Newhome. 

The intent is to head southeast through the Hillclutch at a slow and restful pace and meet up with the Great West Way somewhere around where it leaves the forest. The first day and a half of travel is uneventful for the most part, but it becomes quite clear by then that the Matriarch's condition has significantly worsened since her visit to the Oracle. Her attendants explain to the party that since her visit to the Oracle she has had a much more difficult time maintaining control over the Potential she wields and that what control she retains is rapidly dwindling. One of the warriors, visibly angry about this new development, demands to know if it is the Oracle that caused the Matriarch's condition to worsen so quickly. Attempting to soothe the angry Warrior's temper, the attendant quietly explains that the knowledge the Oracle imparted to the Matriarch simply weakened her resolve by stripping her of any hope for a happy outcome. The attendant goes on to explain that Newhome has been apprised of the situation and that the best Chirugen in the Coastwood will be waiting for her when she returns. Furthermore, the Matriarch's worsening condition mandates that an alternative route to Newhome is now necessary. 

At the instructions of the attendant and leaving behind only the Matriarch, her attendants and a small retinue of warriors, the party sets out into the surrounding forest in order to find the nearest grove of Holly trees. Several hours later and near dusk, you have the supreme pleasure of being the Elf who finds the needed copse of trees. Using the faint and rarely used trail you followed to the grove, the party arrives and sets camp in the surrounding area. An extra watch is set out for the strange and unnatural creatures that tend to be more common around groves of Holly. Every member and mount of the party gathers under the dense cover of the grove's interwoven branches and Elves familiar with the incantations and movements begin the ritual that will bodily transfer the entire party to the Feywild. 

This will be your first visit to the place that you have heard spoken of in so many of your people's folk-tales. The Feywild is a plane of life and growth and it is thought that Natural Imperative originates there before flowing through the Material World and on to the Shadowfell. That is not to say that the Feywild is merely a place of bright sunlight, intense colors and head swimmingly strong smells. Death is as much a part of Natural Imperative as birth, as are disease, disaster and poison. Even more, one could argue that nothing represents Natural Imperative better than the eternal contest between predator and prey. Thus, with the ritual completed and your mind crowded with a thousand different possibilities of what the Feywild might be like, you twitch your mount's reins and exit the grove. 

Your first thought is to wonder if the mystical ritual had failed, for the forest outside the grove looks exactly as it did when you entered. Then, your heart skips a beat and you truly see what's around you. The emerald green of the leaves. The dark cinnamon brown of the soil churned by a passing horse. The whispering hiss and ponderous creak of the forest as the breeze causes it to sway to and fro. The small chinks of blue sky, like brilliant sapphires, seen through holes in the forest's canopy. And the smell. Like nothing you can describe. Warm, rich, powerful and any number of other words that fail to come to mind as all thought is etched away by the sensory onslaught. 

With a start, you come to your senses and realize that you were very nearly bewitched by the place, in the manner that all the folk-tales you've ever heard claimed that it could. Looking around, you notice that many of your compatriots were likewise caught unaware and with a wry chuckle you check your nearest companions to make sure they haven't been lulled into utter senselessness. 

The column gathers itself and sets off through the verdant forest. The riders at the head take up an ancient Elvish travel-chant, giving the rest of the party something to fix their sense on besides their surroundings. Your mind settles into the monotony of travel, one part of your mind on controlling your horse, another focused on keeping watch for threats and the third idly spinning out random thoughts and ideas, most of which center around Antionium and what you may find there. Thus, with another start, you realize that the sun is near to set and dusk rapidly descending. Several hours of travel have gone by in what seemed like a moment of time. 

This is, of course, exactly the effect the attendants had hoped to take advantage of with their plan. One of the peculiar effects of the Feywild on creatures from the Material World is that they do not become tired and thus do not need to rest or sleep, nor do they become slowed down by the weight of their burdens. With the need for rest obviated and the pace of the mounts no longer hampered by the burdens they carry, a trip that took twenty eight days from Newhome to the Oracle, not counting prolonged stops, will by the attendant's estimates take approximately ten on the return. 

The Feywild is generally concordant with the Material World and with the season there being that of the Sirocco, the moon can be expected to provide plenty of light to see by during the brief periods of night. Additionally, the party is provisioned with a goodly number of torches and lamps should artificial light become necessary. Though the Feywild is quite dangerous, particularly so around full moons, the sheer size of the party should scare away all but the most persistent of creatures. Your mind does have a bit of trouble adjusting to the idea that when all is said and done, a journey that for you took a total of some fifty odd days will, from the Material World's perspective, have taken nearly one hundred and forty. Most of that time, the last one hundred days, will have from your perspective taken only ten. Wee Monsoon will be well underway by the time the party returns to Newhome. 

And thus, your first excursion through the Feywild unfolds fairly uneventfully for the most part. Day runs into night and back into day. You never feel the need to sleep, nor do you feel the need to eat and you're fairly certain you could hold your breath for as long as you want. Nevertheless, the more seasoned travelers of the Feywild among your group encourage you and the others to eat and drink, explaining that while you do not need sustenance while traveling the Feywild, it is best to continue to remind your body how to take these things in. 

It is on the fourth day of travel through the realm of life that the party first encounters a serious threat from one of its denizens. The creature is encountered during dusk and the first indication of trouble is when the normally loud and raucous sounds of the lesser inhabitants utterly cease. It is then that you hear a series of strange and low keening noises coming from some distance off in the forest. The column comes to a halt and all noise ceases as everyone strains to hear more. Slowly, the sound becomes more and more distinct and eventually resolves into a haunting melody woven by several sets of reed pipes. From what you have heard in folk-tales on the matter, there are very few Kin native to the Feywild, the primary being the coy and elusive race of creatures known as the Eladrin, of which very little is currently known. No, most creatures capable of Kin-like thought within the Feywild are the unpredictable, untrustworthy and frequently sadistic beings known collectively as Fey. 

Strategy is quietly and quickly passed down the length of the column from the Captain, the oldest and most experienced warrior in the party, and that now may be the time to use the Mithral and Amalgam adorned arrows given to every bow-wielding member of the party the night before entering the Feywild. The column spreads out a bit, regroups according to strategy and then waits, collectively holding its breath. It does not take long for the source of the melody to reveal itself as three Satyrs, their horned and bestial forms back-lit by the setting sun and the reddish glow of their eyes faintly visible despite the glare, tread into view with their peculiar bobbing gait from the thicker underbrush beneath the crest of the ridge top the column has been traveling along. 

As if they weren't aware of the party's existence until just now, their three part melody haltingly sputters to a stop and they lower their pipes, fixing your number with their burning ruddy gaze as the crouch down on their haunches. 

"We don't recall giving your kind permission to travel on our ridge," rumbles the largest Satyr of the three, surprising you with the deep gravelly texture of its voice. Satyrs are commonly portrayed as having high-pitched goat-like voices in the telling of tales they play a part in that you've heard. 

"Your scent will linger in the air and on the ground and scare away the game for months to come," intones the second and smallest of the three on the right.

Looking at its compatriots to the right, outstretching a claw and then flexing the wicked looking claw at the end of each finger to the full extent the third scornfully adds, "And we will have to contest at great peril with other eaters of flesh who challenge our territory, drawn by the sweet smell of the thin Elven blood we will spill into the dust if you do not give us what we want." 

The Matriarch, 20 paces from the middle Satyr, flanked by an attendant on one side, the Captain on the other and with the bulk of the Elven swordsmen behind her, asked in return "And what is it that you want, Fey?" Her words were thick with defiance and contempt. "We are willing to make a reasonable trade and have much to offer." 

The three look at one another for a moment, as if considering the Matriarch's words. "A third of your horse-beasts for us to feast upon and a third of their riders for us to take our pleasure from." is the response of the Satyr on the left, his hand grasping his member on the last word as if to underscore his point. Portrayed as notoriously sex-obsessed and nearly the embodiment of male lust in every tale, you had often wondered if real Satyrs would live up to your expectations when you finally encountered one. As the goatish creature began to move from merely grabbing his genitals to active manipulation, all the while leering at any Elf that would make eye contact, you considered your expectations met. 

Mirroring the beast's earlier actions, the Matriarch, her attendant and the Captain looked at one another and seemed to briefly consider the Satyr's offer for a moment. Then, they turned back and the Matriarch fixed the now wildly masturbating Fey with a gaze like a tempered blade. "No." and at the same time from the warrior, "Attack!!" 

In the gray and dwindling twilight of the now set sun, the battle between the Satyrs and the column of Elven travelers is fast, brutal and without mercy. As if it knew what the Matriarch's answer would be, the middle Satyr unleashes himself upon the column before the Captain can finished his battle cry and is rapidly closing the distance between itself and the elderly elf on horseback, his right arm raised up, sharpened claws fully extended and ready to deliver the Matriarch a killing blow with a single downward slash to the left. 

The attendant and the Captain act as one and move their horses between the onrushing Satyr and the Matriarch. Their spatha's upraised and their bodies between, they frustrate the beast's attack, though a glancing strike of the deflected claw cuts a gaping wound across the breast and abdomen of the attendant. 

As one, the archers let loose with their arrows. Some fly wide but others, including yours, find their mark within the flesh of the attackers. As you feared, the supernaturally tough hide ablates much of the force of the impacting arrow. Your hand reflexively reaches back to your quiver and you feel around for the touch of cool metal. Your next arrow will be one of those adorned with Mithral and Amalgam. 

Her face taking on a look of concentration far deeper than any you have seen until now, the Matriarch acts. For a moment nothing happens. Then, as your mind rings faintly with the sound of unleashed psionic Potential, she releases her carefully shaped Dweomer and the bronze spathas of the Elven Swordsmen burst into incandescent green flames. As the Matriarch releases the Dweomer, she clumsily wheels her horse around and maneuvers it further behind the column, her face knotted up in a rictus of shock. 

With a roar, the clump of swordsmen split into three smaller groups, one heading to either flank and the third swarming forward and around the middle Satyr. On the flanks, the other beasts strike. The leftmost roars and brandishes his claws, his still engorged phallus bobbing to and fro to match his stride. Selecting a bowman seemingly at random he jumps, knocking the terrified Elf to the ground and begins to tear at the hapless Kin's belly. So intent is the horror on savoring the screams of his victim and the rich smell of its entrails and blood that he seemingly fails to notice the encircling band of swordsmen. On the right, the other Satyr attempts a similar maneuver but stumbles at the leap, instead crashing into the side of the horse, knocking mount and rider over, snapping the rider's neck and the process and tangling all three up in a pile of twitching and thrashing flesh. Grimly, the other group of soldiers surrounds it as well.


Bent over double in agony and trying to keep her innards from spilling out of the wound in her belly with her forearms, the attendant's now uncontrolled and terrified mount steps clumsily backwards. The Captain vainly tries to grab at the reigns but fails and the horse crashes into the Matriarch's mount, knocking the Matriarch to the ground where she rolls down the steep slope and into darkness. She comes to rest another twenty paces below, the greenish blade-light from above dimmed by the intervening brush and the glittering black of the Feywild's night upon the land. She convulses once and then again and then, with a shriek of horror and frustration the massive plume of Potential she's been struggling to contain bursts free of its mind built fetters. In a fraction of a moment, every combustible object with ten paces of her is burned to ash and then incinerated to dust by a pillar of white-hot incandescent flame. The now unprotected bedrock beneath her form groans, cracks and splinters from the heat and the plume of glowing cinders that was at one time lush and verdant forest rushes skyward to a great height before the glowing embers cool and fade from sight. 

The bloated heat from the pillar of fire washes over the battle like a storm wave crashing down onto a shoal and the Elves nearest to it are badly burned wherever their skin is exposed. For a moment, there is silence as both Fey and Kin gape in shock. You blink several times to clear the afterimage of the Matriarch's fire from your eyes and see that the Satyr on the right has pushed the thrashing horse and rider off and is now standing, its hide etched with the long smoking cuts of the ensorcelled Elven spathas. With a quick flick you let your knocked arrow fly and to your surprise and delight, have the pleasure of seeing it enter the creature's gaping mouth and exit from the back of its neck. The beast's steel clawed hands fly up to its mouth to grab weakly at the fletching and then almost gingerly reach back and feel the shaft and point of the adorned arrow jutting from it's hide. Then, it's eyes roll up in its head and the creature falls to the ground with a flat, fleshy thud. 

Its snarling features lit by flickering green blade-light and the Matriarch's pillar of fire and shrieking in rage at being thwarted and cut off from retreat, the middle Satyr lays into the Elven swordsmen with all they fury it can muster. With a vicious slash of its right claw it scrapes out a man's left eye and a chunk of the surrounding flesh. The Elf goes down, hands to his face, blood pouring between his fingers. With the left claw, it grabs the bright blade of another swordsman, snaps it in two with a flick of the wrist and buries the guttering upper half in the chest of the Elf to his left. Roaring again but this time in pain, it goggles at the seared and gaping wound in its left hand, the tightly grasped blade slicing through its hide like bronze never should. Then the remaining swordsmen close even further and roars of agony and shrieks of pain ensue until the Satyr goes silent with a long gurgling gasp. 

On the left, the gibbering, gore smeared but no longer engorged Fey capers back and forth easily avoiding most of the slashes the swordsmen make with their flame wreathed blades. Cackling at their inability to hit him with their weapons he hurls insult after insult, focusing mainly on the lewd acts he's going to visit upon their corpses after the battle. Then, and again as one, the remaining archers fire and the last Satyr goes down, a veritable forest of Mithral and Amalgam adorned arrows jutting from its hide. 

There is little celebration after the battle has ended. The wounded are tended to and the Elf whose eye was plucked out is reassured that the strange properties of the Feywild will cause it to grow back within a day. The dead, however, will not rise and they are given their rites, wrapped in blankets and slung over their mounts. They will be committed to the pyre as soon as the party again reaches the Material World. 

As soon as the flames die down and the rock is cool enough to walk upon, the Captain and the uninjured handlers enter the burned and blasted area, afraid of what they will find. To their shock and relief, they find the Matriarch laying flat upon the splintered bedrock. Naked as the day she was born and unconscious, but otherwise unharmed. When she comes to several hours after the column has again embarked, she gives a quick shout of surprise at being alive, asks if anyone was harmed and when told "not by her hand" you see her smile for the first time since before leaving the lake. As she happily exclaims, "I feel so much better now that I've got THAT out of my system." And, in truth, she does seem happier for a time.

For six more days, the party travels through the Feywild. Other creatures are encountered, other battles are fought but no more lives are lost. On the tenth day of travel, the party enters the Feywild correspondent of the Coastwood and by the end of that day the grove of Holly growing in the park at the center of the city of Newhome. Weary with travel and saddened by loss that has happened and loss to come, the Matriarch's retinue disbands and disperses back into the city. The group of Elves determined to find the Great Node approach you one last time, but you hold firm in your decision to travel on to Antionium. Before the Matriarch leaves for her appointment with the Chirugen, she gives each member of the party a token of her esteem. Many riches are bestowed. To you, she apologizes for not being able to take you to Antionium directly and gives you her ensorcelled spatha and a bag heavy with coin. She hopes the blade is as useful to you as it was to her and wishes you to return to Newhome someday, fate willing, and regale her with tales of your adventures. 

You head to the trade center south of Newhome the following day after briefly visiting your mother, relating your tales and thanking her the the favor. You look around briefly for the members of the band that tried to get you to join them before leaving for the Oracle but they are nowhere to be found. Taking up with a caravan headed for Antionium, you leave Newhome for the second time on a dark, humid, rainy and windswept day in the middle of Wee Monsoon nearly five months after you left the first time. The journey to Antionium is uneventful by your now experience informed standards if a good deal sweatier on account of the greater temperature this time of year, but the greatest city of the north is as impressive as it was the first time. 

You enter through the northern gates on the first day of Thunderheight, as the Wee Monsoon winds are dying and before the daily cycle of storm and thunder has really gotten under way. After you secure a room at a clean and quiet establishment near the cities largest market and entertainment district, you go out into the bustling streets. Your first task is to spend some of the coin you received from the Matriarch and improve the quality of your equipment. This you do, and in spades and you're quite proud of your shiny new equipment and parade around the city in it until one of the other folk staying at your residence points out that the fancy new stuff also makes you a prime target for robbery. 

After this, remembering how exciting it was, you spend the next several weeks attending every gladiatorial match held in the cities great arena. Partly, you just enjoy watching the combat even if it is senselessly brutal. It's also a great way to see a wide variety of fighting techniques, and frankly the sheer bewildering number of different styles is overwhelming at first. Eventually, your enthusiasm catches the eye of the Arena Master, and after some demonstration of your particular technique, he allows you to come and train with the other gladiators from time to time. 

During this time you make also make a number of new friends with interests similar to yours, as well as some very good friends with very similar interests. They all seem to have their fingers in an evershifting assortment of pots, and one of the favored past times is the recounting of their various tales. Your description of travel through the Feywild and the battle with the Satyrs is quite the favorite for a time, though out of respect you omit the part about the Matriarch losing control of her Potential.

Finally, with several potential paths already ahead, you remember to investigate the building the Matriarch pointed out to you on your first visit to Antionium. Expecting another seedy watering hole frequented by shiftless and disaffected adventurers, you are surprised to instead find a conservative and well appointed establishment inhabited mostly by rather serious looking Folk. They claim to be members of some sort of organization loosely affiliated with the local scholarly community. In a sense they're mercenaries in that they work for money, but on the other hand they do seem to enjoy investigating the unknown.

They ask how you found them, and when you mention the Matriarch they suddenly become much friendlier and open. It turns out that they're a religious organization founded on the main principle of the search for truth and lost knowledge. They indicate that they would love for you to join their organization formally, particularly "on the recommendation of the Matriarch" as they put it, but that you don't have to join them to work with them. Besides, even if you did want to join, they would want to get to know you first before allowing it.

So, Himo again has choices to make again.

(1) Travel with a group of your new friends to the southern end of the Greenblood Hills. They claim that they once heard a rumor that there is an ancient abandoned Dominion fort there, with extensive catacombs underneath where Ancestral Steel items can still be had for the taking if you can wrest them from the hands of the dark creatures that live underground there.
 

(2) Become a full-fledged gladiator in Antionium's Great Arena? Unlike many of the other gladiator's you aren't a slave. According to the Arena Master this increases your appeal with the crowd and it's generally amongst this smaller pool of free gladiators that the so called "city favorites" arise. 

(3) Join up with the "Brotherhood of Exploration" and travel with them on an expedition to the northern parts of the Neverrain Desert. A scholar from Antionium has some sort of theory involving the nature of the Hand of the Ghost Lord and has contracted with the Brotherhood to get him there safely, assist in his research and deal with any dangerous situations that may arise. 



