Campaign Journal

Players:  Matthew, Shaun, and Karlin.

Characters:  Leonard, Navilin, and Raziel.

September 18th, 753 – 


While attempting to get some ale from a somewhat suspicious bar tender, Navilin was attacked by a female assassin who was he suspects to have been sent by the armies of Falkonvia.  She burst through the doors of the small tavern, and came humbling towards him.  Strangely, she looked to have been decades beyond what Navilin previously thought to be her age.  Gray hair, weathered skin, and sagging muscles, it looked as though her life was nearly over, and yet just several months before Navilin had seen her young and healthy.


And then things only got weirder… instead of raising a sword, the assassin attempted to bite Navilin.  At first, her efforts were in vain, but as the battle waged on, and Navilin was unable to land any successful blows, the woman managed to get past his defenses.  She grabbed a hold of Navilin, and used what remained of her strength to lightly bite into his neck, merely scraping his skin.  She then released her grip, and fell exhausted to the floor.


But, this was not the end of the chaos.  As Navilin recovered his sword (which had been thrown into the tavern wall, much to the bar tender’s dismay…), another figure burst from the tavern doors.  The figure was a man, and appeared to be normal, all accept for one detail:  The right arm of this creature was at least twice as long as it should have been, with muscles that would worry even the most skilled of fighters.  Thinking this was another enemy, Navilin decided to prepare for battle against the beast rather than finish off the woman, but just as he started to bring up his sword, he started to feel dizzy.  The woman looked up, her face full of terror, and for the first time spoke.  “Oh no,” she said, “What has happened… oh please no no no.”  She then took one last breath, and slumped motionless on the ground.  As this happened, Navilin blacked out, and dropped like a rock.


The beast (Leonard) felt pity for the poor man, and decided to help him out, even though he wasn’t exactly sure he was the good guy.  All he knew was that the man was still breathing, and that he still had a chance to live.  So he took him to the porch of the town doctor, and put his bag of copper near the door, knocked, and ran off.  He wasn’t exactly sure what he was trying to accomplish, but knew somehow that it was good.  He walked back to his shack, and fell blissfully asleep.

September 19th, 753 –


Leonard awoke to the sound of someone pounding on the door of his small shack, and curiously got up and opened it.  To his surprise, three men stood outside, each holding a short sword.  Then one asked Leonard to come along with them.  Knowing where this would lead, Leonard lied to them and said he would, but to let him get his stuff.  The next the thing the armed men knew, Leonard had burst through the back of the cabin and ran off into the forest.  The three men attempted to pursue him, but quickly fell behind.  The men signaled the rest the village’s militia, and two of them managed to cut Leonard off in the forest.  Leonard reacted in the only way he knew how: fighting.  He killed the both of them before they knew what hit them.  Wounded and bleeding, he ran further into the forest, and spent the night under a tree.  

September 20th, 753 –

Leonard spent the entirety of the day searching for some kind of food, but to his disappointment, his efforts were all in vane.  Still wounded, and now hungry, he spent yet another night sleeping in the forest.

September 21st, 753 –

