
Hello there, friends and kin, Brynnen Elessar here, recounting the goings-on at 
Lakestone Enclave. Usually, I'd draw our tales, but today's events demand the 
clarity of writing, transcribed by a friend as my voice echoes forth. 
 
Here’s how the story unfolds: 
 
We, ever ready to help where we could, stumbled upon a twist that altered our 
quest's course. A spectral caribou, all transparent and singing a song of 
otherworldly notes, arrived delivering a vision. Turns out, it’s the same spirit from 
the ancient Trial of the Four Dangers. Its message, initially cryptic, spoke of our 
culture and history—a warning we grasped later. Meanwhile, our waters turned 
white, tainted by crystalline, which is related to migrating elementals stirred by 
volcanic activity. 
 
We've had our fair share of visions, mind you. One painted a peculiar tower, 
more akin to witnessing real events than a mere dream. And prophecies, 
especially on All Hallows’ Eve, stirred our spirits. My comrade, ever diligent, has 
notes on these more detailed than I; expect updates soon. 
 
Almost missed the Bellmorn soldiers! 
 
One day, we met these Bellmorn warriors trespassing our forested domain. To 
put it bluntly, they fancied our land under their banner, meddling with our ways. 
Then poof, vanished into thin air, cue the spectral caribou's return. A warning, 
mayhaps, against threats to our culture and heritage. 
 
And thus, our tale finds its pause. There’s certainly a feeling of foreboding here, it 
seems like something big is coming soon. 
 
Brynnen Elessar, chronicler, bids you well. 


