JOURNAL OF EMIL DORNE

Day 1 – The road started off smooth and flat, but gradually rose in gentle incline upwards into the unknown.  It has been long since I traveled, and even longer since I’ve felt my heart beat in thunderous anticipation.  It has always been a calling to throw myself into the unknown in the hopes of coming out on the other side stronger and wiser.  Today I remember just why the road calls.


The sky looks dark to the West and I hope it can hold the clouds up long enough for me to make camp at nightfall.  In ill omen, the flies are biting Abix a bit too often for his liking, and he’s begun taking it out on me with an increasingly jilting stride.  Trees are few in the plains here, and in case of rain, I hope to find one for Abix’s sake as well as my own.  He’s cranky enough without waking on the wrong side of a wet bed.

Night 1 – With great luck I’ve stumbled upon an old inn just in time to beat the worst of the rain.  We are both soaked already, but this place appears solid and we should be able to dry off before we sleep.  This inn appears to have been abandoned long ago for some reason, and it would take quite the repair to get it back to form.  Never the less, I didn’t set out to find a fixer-upper.  There are rooms upstairs, but I fear leaving Abix alone and out of ear-shot.  I suppose a bar is as good of a place to sleep as any.

Day 2 – Last night was NOT the most pleasant I’ve had.  The wind blew strong, and the constant dripping of water nearly drove me mad, although I remained dry.  Strangely, it wasn’t the howling wind or pounding of the water that stole my sleep.  There is something about this place.  A quiet murmur, or an oddly timed creak of age that lingers just long enough to catch my attention, happen all too often.  I’m glad to be leaving Inn Hell, and the weather is now in our favor.  We are taking the Eastern fork of this path, which by my reckoning will take us directly to the wood.

Day 3 – I am somewhere Southeast of Devarnish and trees are popping up more often.  I hope to reach the hole sometime soon, but I know not how long it will be.  My hopes are still high, and my provisions are holding up quite well (aside from the bottle of wine Abix and I put away two days back).  Assuming our luck holds up, many old questions shall soon be answered.

