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The Journal of Glaneas
It is with great anticipation that I begin this new volume of my travels. I am told that the
Northern Island is host to wondrous beings of a most exotic nature. I have made
preparations for my journey, all of my affairs are in order and my estate will be cared for
until I return, triumphant in my explorations of the unknown with tales to astonish the
Society. That old pompous fool Makneez will have to eat his words!
What follows will be a collection of my findings. I shall take every care to chronicle every
detail that I find. It is my fervent hope that generations of future scholars will benefit from
my work. Now I dare waste no more time writing, the day is young and there is much to do!
Glaneas, Explorer of the Wilds





Ash, Mite Glaive







Sky-Branch,Dryad Nano



I've finally made contact with a mite. I am embarrassed to write that it took me several
hours to figure that the gentleman with whom I'd been conversing at the inn where the
boys from the last village had directed me was in fact the creature whom I have so long
sought to find. His name is Ash, and he is agreeable to further travels together.
I find this a most satisfactory turn of events, as it would pain me to delay my travels even
for the opportunity to study. Ash has already saved my life; a group of cutpurses were
eavesdropping on our conversation and took me to be a much wealthier man and
surrounded us outside. Ash was able to forge his body into a weapon, an ability that will
likely prove handy in the months to come.







It seems that my entire journey will be one of happenstance and random fortune. Ash and I
happened up a a dryad as we were attempting to make a fire following the death of our sphere
of warmth. Our chosen tree turned out to be a woman, and one who was not pleased at our
attempt to procure firewood. There was the briefest melee before I was able to resolve the
situation with a few sweet words. The lovely dryad maiden is named Sky-Branch and insists
upon joining our expedition. While she is more pleasant to look upon than Ash, I do find her
prohibition on our taking any firewood from the forest to be most uncomfortable. It looks as if I
will be shivering through the night until we can find someone to revived the sphere of warmth.
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The strangest thing happened last week. Ash was engaged in a rather heated philosophical
discussion with a local merchant when suddenly his countenance sagged and his features
deformed slightly but enough to startle the merchant into chanting superstitious litanies.
Without a word Ash turned and began walking out of town. I followed him for some distance
before I lost him. He returned to our room at the inn just this morning, claiming not to know
what I was talking about. I'll have to keep a sharp eye on him...



I haven't stopped running for days. I'm not sure how far I've gone, but I can't escape the
sight of that thing. It's more than want to remember, but I have to get this on paper in case
they find me. The guides that I hired are dead. They were good trackers but poor runners.
I'll never forget that look on Ash's face when he turned and saw me in the cave. Please,
whoever finds this, get the word out about them; we can't trust the Mites!





I'm not sure how long I was under, and I can't see how I managed to survive to be brought
to this place. I'll be forever grateful to Sky-Branch that she found me, although how she
managed is beyond me. It's most extraordinary, but it seems that a population of Dryads
has grown a village. Parts of it look man-made but a close inspection reveals that even the
shingles on their buildings are really leaves.

The locals have been helpful. I have bits of charred wood with which to write and draw, and
they supply me with a thin bark for this journal. I eat very well; the local fruit is simply
beyond my experiences back home.

I haven't seen Sky-Branch since the day I awoke. She mentioned something about a
penance for bringing me to this place. I hope very much that she is well. The locals always
look at me with something like a mixture of pity and contempt, I hope to leave this place
before the latter surpasses the former. I do not think that they want me to go. I can always
promise secrecy but something tells me that I won't be believed.

I must leave this writing for now. Despite my unwelcome status the locals are throwing a
feast tonight. Apparently we are to enjoy an exotic fruit called the “Lethe.” Perhaps a full
belly and happy conversation may help me find a way out from my predicament.









Glaneas,
Human Jack
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