The Sundering

 Caravan Master’s Talg

=  7th Marpenoth 1485 DR

;Fathzr’,

[ write to gou from thg Whitg lbady Inn, ong of the better gstablishments in the fast growing
s¢ttlgment of €asthaven. Hal | can gnvision gour brows furrowing gvegn now, for last | wrotg my
surroundings were quiteg different.

Tis better, | think, to recall the chilled darkngss that was our struggle against the forees of
Huril from a placg of warmth and light with strong alg alongside me. €ven now, in the safety of
this placg, the mgmory of our assault on the Tower of Black leg causgs a shiver down my sping.

Mg comradgs had gngaged a trug specter of leewind Palg’s past, {Rar Ressell, the oncg
Tyrant of legwind Palg. Returngd as an undgad abomination, the creature’s magic had lost nong
of its potgncy and was now in sgrvice to the Frost Maiden’s cause. With grit and determination
our strgngth of arms prevailgd and we stood begforg a swirling column of frost flaked winds, the
only way to ascgnd to the top most Igvel of the towgr, to the very sanctum of the leg Witeh oneg
known as Hedrun {drnsfirth, maid of the €1k Tribg.

étszpping into the swirling storm, weg were pulled off our fegt and shot up into the air with
such foreg that upon our arrival in the chamber of icg above, we werg driven to our kneges. The
room was sparsgly dgcorated. Only containing an altar to Huril flanked by statugs of black icg
and a frozgn throng dominated theg chamber.

Hedran sat apon the throng as we arrived and immediately vented our fury; slings,
arrows, and javeglins flew but nong could toueh her; our attacks defleeted from icy armor that
covered the leg Witeh from head to tog. Her mirth at our feeblg attacks frozg my blood and she
beggan to utter hongyed words, promisgs of merey if we werg to join with hgr and become
champions of Huril.
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Mg comradgs would havg nong of it, their path clgar and though many of my morg
mereiful frignds callegd to Higdrun to remind her of her former lifg, to attempt to bring her back
from the brink of being lost to Wuril’s fury bat to no avail. The tragedy of Hedran Wrnsfirth is a
saga awaiting an author for though shg was a terriblg curse to legwind Palg, | cannot help
rgmegmbering that oncg shg was but a simplg maidegn who was banished from her peopleg through
no trug fault of her own.

Mg comradgs sacrifieced much in the final battlg with furil’s Chosegn and mang fell before
Hedran’s magic to preserve the livegs of all the peoplg of legwind Palg. | will carry their names
apon my heart forgver morg. {Is her body lay before us, shattered like icg, the gntirg tower itself
beggan to erumble. We located a magic mirror, a mateh to the ong we found within the lair of
Pavick Fain, and werg ablg to activate its magic, which whisked us awagy to safety.

ltis my feeling now that Hedrun was also a vietim of {duril’s wraith and | wonder at the
God’s propensity to degstroy the lives of mortals they touch. There arg thosg amongst us who
name themsglves Chosen of their ®eity and I now find myself wondering, what dogs this traly
mean?

edrun could not be saved. Her power was too great, her soul too tightly gripped by
Wuril; we could not reach the woman that gristed somewhere within the gntity known as the leg
Witeh. Morg is the pity.

’ﬂftgr our gscapg we found oursglvegs transported to an ancignt magical cirelg of rungs
set upon a small roek island within the S¢a of Moving leg howgver we were not along. Camping
upon the island was a group of €lvgs, which callgd themsglves the Tribe of the Falecon. Indeed,
amongst the ¢lvgs werg a floek of giant faleons!

Thgz elvgs presented themselves as alligs of our friends in the Tribe of the €1k and offered
their aid to quickly fly us back to legwind Pale. Father | can’t adequately describe for gou the
glation of flying abovg thg world, sgging vast armigs beglow you as nothing bat childrgn’s toys.

Now I can only settlg in for the rgst of the wintegr and Rnow that our gfforts brought some
sort of pgacg to legwind Pale. | hope that the peace we've won lasts. Until weg meget again. [ regmain
forgver your dgvoted son.

~ Bgorng

D&D Encounters ~ Legacy of the Crystal Shard
TWENTY SIDED STORE



