The Journals of Vaylok

Introductions:


As these are to be the journals of my adventures please allow me to introduce myself, my name is Vaylok. Not that that name should mean anything to you but is the name of my birth and I am rather fond of it. Perhaps in the future you will recognize it, that is if I prove worthy of it being so.


 I was born on the third day of January in the year two hundred and thirty two after the Landing. For those of you unfamiliar with the term, “the Landing’ was the time when our settlement was formed. Legend has it that my people were the last survivors of an ancient kingdom far over the seas, driven from their homes by a ferocious invader. The last two ships made landfall in our bay and established what my people call simply ‘The Settlement”.  I shall speak more upon the histories of my people latter when I speak of my mentor.


To return to my tale, I was born the only son of Landra and Josiah, two young herders who fell in love, built their own home and settled down to raise a family.  For those not paying attention, that would be me.  It was as happy a childhood as any boy could ask for though there was little time for idle play. The Settlement, while stable has always been a challenge to maintain and improve. We face the sea to one side and the jungles to the other. There are myriad tasks to which a young boy may be set to keep him from mischief.


Now if you believe in portents and omens and such my birth was the first of eight in the year two hundred and thirty two, am occurrence which branded us as different. Perhaps we were blessed, perhaps we were cursed. We do not as yet know the answer but that is what the Elders said and that is why our fellow settlers call is ‘the destined ones’.


To understand the excitement over something as simple as eight births in one year you must understand more about our settlement.  Our people have undergone some difficult times of late. We have lost valued men to the storms at sea and fought the land to carve out an existence every year. As I gather by the old tales told to me by my mentor we are not a large settlement by their standard and as such each birth is a precious thing, just as each death is a sad and personal occasion.  In the years leading up to our births the population was stagnant. The elders read our year to be a special one and then with our eight births came the first small grown in several years. Not everyone has shared in the excitement our births caused. Some harbor jealousy over perceived special treatment, some simply do not believe is omens and portents. None the less I am the eldest of the eight and these are our tales from my point of view.


I think perhaps before I go any further I should take the time and parchment to introduce my fellow ‘destined ones’


The next eldest, after myself are the twins Angelique and Afina.  They are twins, both born on the twelfth day of April.  Afina is the eldest by a only a few minutes but this seems to have left Angelique with a bit of an inferiority complex. Perhaps this two is due to Afina’s…shall we say considerable assets that have been known to make many a settlement lad blush as she walks by.  Being a male myself I personally I don’t see a thing wrong with Angelique, they are both very handsome women. I guess it must be a woman thing.  Afina hast taken the path of a Totum Warrior, one of the rarer choices one sees. Her chosen spirit is that of the Bear, I expect she will one day be known as a fierce opponent, once she gets through cutting a swath through the young men that is.

Angelique has chosen the path of what our people call the unfettered.  She shows great promise with a blade, so I am told, but unlike myself she prefers flash and fancy footwork to a stand up fight. That is just fine with me as I would hate to see that lovely physique scared.


Next in line behind the twins is Sin. Sin was born on the twenty eight day of July. A scholarly man Sin has chosen the path of a Witch of the Winds. A noble if mysterious profession I can truly say little about. That said I do know that he was brought up by a woman known as Mama and of all things it has made him one of the best cooks I know.


Coming next is Killian. Killian was born on the third day of August.  He, like Angelique has chosen the path of the Unfettered. A quite man who keeps to his own business he is quite handy in a fight and an easy man to like. He has also been known to brew a very tasty beer.


After Killian is Luster. No, I must correct myself, I have used the wrong tense. I should say ‘was’ Luster.  Sadly she was the first of our companions to pass beyond the veil.  Born on the seventh day of September Luster was a young woman of ethereal beauty and grace.  She was too good for this world and alas the spirits called her to them first.  She was slain shortly before her sixteenth birthday and I am sad to say that I was there and could do nothing to save her.  She, myself, Kylen and Sin had gone into the jungle for a hike that day. When Luster dropped back to retrieve an item Kylen had dropped she was set upon by a foul Hag. She was enthralled and slain and the rest of us were forced to run for the Hag was too powerful for our then meager skills. It is a day I shall remember for the rest of my days, just as I shall remember the words the Hag spoke as she slew my friend “This one should have never happened.”


Second youngest of our group is Kylen. Kylen is a fiery tempered young man who was chosen by Mystro, our settlements most powerful mage, to follow the path of the arcane. While talented and dedicated to his craft Kylen sometimes has been known to let his temper get away with him. It was he who suffered the most powerful loss when Luster was killed for he of all of us had the most intimate feelings for her. He hides his pain fairly well but for those of use who know him we can see his pain and know he still grieves. 


The youngest of our band is XXX. He is arguably the most quite of the destined ones. It is Salek of the Forest who has touched his life and led him down the path of a Greenbond, a soul at one with the wilderness and its creatures. XXX is often found in the wilds and I must say it is him I know the least about. But he is one of us none the less and it is skills at the art of healing that have kept the rest of us in good health through our youth.


Now that I have told you of my companions I must add my own chosen path to the mix to so that you may see us all as we are.  I have chosen the path my people call Warmain.  It is a rare profession among my people and in truth the only living man who follows the path besides me is my mentor and friend Morgan.  It was at the age of twelve when I first crossed paths with Morgan.  He has always been considered a bit of an oddity in the settlement, a keeper of ways no longer used.  His father and his father before him were the same.  It was Morgan’s’ stories of the old world that first caught my attention.  He told me tales of great cities and great armies led by men who made war their profession. Once it became clear to him that my interest was genuine he even began showing me what he could recall of what his father had taught him of the arts martial.  As I watched and learned and grew older I could almost see the armies of old and the great men who led them. I knew then that I could follow no other path; even though there was little chance my training would bear me the fruit of such experiences. Morgan is childless and at least through me he can carry of the traditions so they do not wither and die.


Well then, I have told you of the Settlement and of my companions of the Destined ones, I suppose now I should begin the tale itself. Here it begins, on the week before the raising of the roof of our new home together. That is the tradition of my people; build a new home to start a new life in adulthood and that is what we have done together by unanimous choice. Where will our tale end? That I do not yet know.

Chapter the First:


We have been spending most of our days working on building our new home. Angelique has been heading up the effort largely due to her ability as a stonecutter and her contacts with other artisans in the community. Myself, I have been dividing my time between the house, my duties as a herder for the settlements livestock and in study with my mentor, Morgan.


As I have mentioned before not all of the members of our community are thrilled with our prophetic label of the ‘destined ones.’ One of these is Torran, the leader of our hunters. A firm believer that we have had too much handed to us for what we have given in return Torran summoned us to his home to assign us a task. As Leader of the hunters and a village elder this is within his rights. 


It seems that a number of our gatherers have been having trouble in the fields near the swamps with Mud Dragons.  These lizards the size of big sheep have been around for years, but of late they seem to be appearing in larger numbers and venturing further from the swamps.  The Mud Dragons have a nasty poisoned bite that can make a man quite ill and possibly even kill one.  Since several gatherers have been attacked recently and one bitten rather badly Torran decided that they needed to be dealt with. Not wanting to ‘waste’ his own hunters he decided the task would be a good one for us to ‘cut our teeth’ on and provide some benefit to the Settlement.


To make a long story short, I believe we did just that, proving our worth even to those like Torran.  The seven of us traveled to the fields just in time to rescue YYY, one of the gatherers, from a small pack of the Mud Dragons.  We fought them off and slew three of the creatures, myself accounting for two of them. In the barging Angelique and I were both bitten and spent the next five days confined to our beds recovering from the effects of the poison.   People seemed pleased with our work and I was able to barter to have a scabbard for my sword made from the hide of one of the creatures. 


Were next will our adventures lead? I am sure I will soon have more to put to parchment. Until then.

