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The Faculty of  Daeva and Daemon

The Daemon, or Demon, is one of  
the greatest threats to all living crea-
tures. A cruel and evil creature, the dae-
mon appears to want nothing less than 
dominion over all things, if  not the out-
right destruction of  all life. We of  the 
Cold Dawn know this better than most, 
as our home, Veridia was ravaged and 
taken from us by daemonic hordes. Ve-
ridia is a realm on the world of  Hayat 
Ghallaya, and few of  our people es-
caped the horror our land became. No 
one knows for certain how it began, or 
the fate of  our home now, but perhaps 
we can sift the facts from hysteria, and 
by speaking to the few survivors, gain 
some important knowledge, to safe-
guard future worlds.

It is my belief  that the Daemons 
found a foothold on our world through 
possession. Some wizards, through ig-
norance or some dark desire for power, 
attempt to summon daemons from 
their dark realm. This creates an open-
ing that they can exploit, and should 
the wizards control slip for just a mo-
ment, the monster can take control. It 
is not only wizards that bear this risk 
though, as anyone dabbling in powers 
they should not, or just those close by, 
could be taken, as I have personally 
seen. The only answer then is to cast 
the Daemon out, or destroy the vessel, 
sending the spirit back to its home di-
mension.  

Once the daemon was in control and 
safe, it worked a great ritual, and a por-
tal was opened to the Deamons realm, 
from which emerged the hordes of  hell, 
fl ooding our home in an orgy of  blood 
and fi re. It is to my everlasting horror 
and despair that the Knights, for centu-
ries the chosen protectors of  our land, 

should let something like this happen. 
Although we fought valiantly, in the 
end the hordes could not be stopped. 
While the lesser daemon can be fought 
and overcome by an exceptional knight, 
or group of  warriors, it takes far great-
er power to defeat a greater daemon. 
Preparation, powerful relics, mighty 
workers of  magics and faith combined 
can achieve such things, but we were 
defeated from within.

The unit i was attached with was 
tasked to hold a small fort, from which 
we could open portal, to allow us to 
evacuate as many people as possible to 
escape the slaughter. When the assault 
came, the ground shook like thunder, 
with thousands of  daemons charging 
across the land. The portal was hurridly 
opened, too huridly as it turned out.... 

Though we were a bare hundred 
warriors and priests, we vowed to sell 
our lives dearly. For the fi rst hour we 
did, the Deamons broke against our 
thick walls. This did not stop them for 
long, as they employed powerful mag-
ics to blast a hole in the side for them 
to pass through. The ordered was giv-
en for our brave Knights to form up 
and hold them as long as they could, 
while we tried to shepard more people 
through the portal. Again and again 
the Deamons broke against our shield 
wall, but for every minute that passed, 
more Viridian blood was spilt. Then 
it happened. A greater daemon waded 
into our ranks, splitting the wall asun-
der. We fell back as orderly as possibly, 
but in the end barely ten warriors and 
I made it through the portal before we 
collapsed it behind us.

This was how I ended up on Orin 
Rakatha, as a member of  a war torn, 

leaderless band of  refugees. Being of  
the highest rank left, I took command 
of  the men, and we set off  to fi nd the 
people we have sent through before us. 
Something had gone wrong with the 
portal though. The others were no-
where to be seen. It was almost as if  

the portal has shifted or moved, and we 
had somehow been scattered through-
out the realms. We didnt let this stop 
us however, we set off  to reunite our 
people. In the beginning, all was well, 
but as hours turned to days and days to 
weeks, my men lost hope and men lost 
their lives. We battled through strange 
lands and faced strange enemies and 
our numbers dwindled, until i was 
alone in a strange land.

I confess i had a crisis of  faith, railing 
at our Gods, cursing them for the fate 
that had befallen our people. I thought 
my time was at an end, but i was fortu-
nate, the fi rst piece i had had in many 
a month. I was taken in by a small kind 
communtiy, and made to feel welcome. 
Of  course, this didnt last, i had not 
seen the last of  tragedy, but that is an-
other tale....      

A Demon Study by Tiberius Rak, transcribed by Lady Carys Patrova

Hate your handwriting? Suffer from fat fin-
gers? Grammar make you grimace? Do you 

need something written down? 
All forms of letters**, Wills, docu-

ments, and certificates undertaken at 
reasonable prices by an experienced, 
Academy trained, Scribe.  Leave word 
with the Misthaven Academy Field 
Centre and we’ll get back to you! 

**Love letters written and composed at double the normal rate. 
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THE BALLAD OF SOREN WOLFSBANE
by Guthix Wolfsbane, his son

A wolf once walked in human skin
Who lived as ruler of his kin.
In age of peace he hatched a war,
For time to sing forevermore.
The wolf king sought the Dragon lands
And risked the rising of the clans,
For in his heart there grew a fear
That the shores of Fenris lay too near.

Far o’er the North he led his force
Of sword and axe and armoured horse.
The armies ploughed across the isles
Where bodies lay in flaming piles.
When all seemed lost there rose one man;
Young Soren faced his broken clan.
Within him courage born anew,
The words he spoke aloud were few:
“Behold our sacred ancient lands;
Our fathers rest beneath its sands.
So long as I still draw one breath
I shall defend these lands ‘til death.”
The shattered warriors took heed
Of one man’s pure, defiant creed
And in that fleeting moment found
The bravery to turn around.
So Soren led that mighty charge;
Two forces clashed: one small, one large.
And somehow, by the will of Gods
The Dragons rose against all odds.
The battle’s bloody end in sight,
No wolves would howl that glorious night.
And there amongst the countless dead
Stood Soren with the Wolf king’s head.
He sought not power, wealth, nor fame,
His only honour was his name.
So tells the tale of one great man:
The Wolfsbane of the Dragon clan.

The Faculty of  Minstrels and Mummers

Burden
The whispers of  an ancient soul. Seep through the cracks of  our tormented will.
A sickness born from a home so distant, a hunger becoming more persistent.
The mantel of  responsibility weighs heavily, but it is one taken on readily.
And a price is paid each passing day, on that becomes ever harder to pay.
A choice must be made a path he must take, to die a hero or slowly fade.
But which to take he does not know, and ever louder the whispers grow.

Solitaire
Walk along the paths of  old, far from ancient city’s hold
journey into darkest night, were shadows of  old sing their plight
deep within the forest gloom, hidden from the light of  silvery moon
there you shall fi nd me as before, resting here ever more. 

Poems from the heart of  a mage

Scion
Chained in darkness, lost from sight
lord of  peril, sire of  might
a demon rests with angel fair
the fruits of  passion soon to bare
a child born, a soul tormented
a lovers heart soon lamented
your hidden destiny soon unfolds
the sleepers eyes do unfold
deep within your lonely heart
you see the end, you know your path... 
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The Faculty of  Enigmatic Linguistics
An Introduction to Elder Futhark

Having spent a fair time residing in Orin Rikatha, of  the more intriguing mysteries of  its peoples I have encountered is the 
old runic forms of  the people of  the Halls of  Asgard. From their northern homelands they bring with them a rich culture. 
But of  most interest to me is the ancient language bestowed upon them by their gods, the runes of  Elder Futhark.
Origin of  the Runes. 

In this ancient culture, the cosmos is thought to be composed of  9 worlds, all linked by the branches of  the world-tree 
Yggdrasil. At the base of  the world-tree is Mímir’s well, the well of  knowledge. It is told that Odin, the chief  god of  this 
northern culture, made a sacrifi ce of  an eye to Mímir in order to drink of  the well in his quest for wisdom. Having drunk 
from the well, Odin perceived the runes at the bottom of  the well. In order to discover the runes Odin wounded himself  
with a spear and hung himself  upside down from a branch of  Yggdrasil while groping in the waters of  the well, known as 
the ritual of  threefold death. Having continued the ritual for nine days and nights, Odin grasped the runes and pulled them 
from the well, gifting the knowledge of  them to the world of  men.
The Runes

The mysteries and meanings of  the runes are great, and thus this introduction will merely introduce their phonetic values 
as a written language. The runes are ordered in to three families; Frey’s ætt, Hagal’s ætt and Týr’s ætt respectively.

by Lucivar Yaslana

Simply come up with a witty 
and/or clever caption to go with 
the image, displayed to the left, 
for your chance to win! 

All submissions should be made, 
in writing, to Willow of the Acad-
emy.

The winning caption will be de-
cided by our panel of esteemed 
judges.

CAPTION 
COMPETITION
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I’m fading from this plain, I can feel the life node shattering, I wanted to say from 
the bottom of my very existence that I’m only just hanging on because of the effort 
the vagrants made to keep me alive, that the last of my life magic was spent on the 
life of an Ent child that was brought into existence because of the Vagrants. You are 
true worshippers of life and I cannot leave this place without letting you know how 
loved you made me feel and how the impact you have had on this plain is truly unique 
and immense. Thank you, dearest Vagrants, maybe one day, somehow I can repay you 
for your kindness and determination.  - Owl

READERS LETTERS, PERSONALS, AND FEEDBACK

To my dearest crow, I got to see so 
much of  you in September. I’m so happy 
you were the one that stayed safe and 
didn’t disappear, into that nothingness 
like your oddly shaped sister. I made 
friends with your vampire friend, who 
said I didn’t have to marry him, what 
a lovely influential friend to have, but 
how can I be surprised when you are 
already besotted with him yourself  and 
the date you had with him was positive-
ly filled deadly delight. Parting is such 
sweet sorrow dearest crow and I can 
not wait to behold you once more in the 
new year. 

Forever yours, your loving servant, 
Nyx

The Void has taken another fi ne Crimson Warrior. Our ranger 
Rocinante gave his life (in this world) when he entered the Void 
in the Ritual Circle doing what all rangers do… reconnaissance. 
Always up front to see what dangers were coming, or positioned 
on the fl ank taking a terrible toll with his bow. 

Warriors of  Crimson Winter salute Rocinante and remembers 
him well for his bow skills. He shared his bow craft, training new-
comers to Orin Rakatha regardless of  their faction, race or creed, 
and was even known to correct his enemy’s posture - a true perfec-
tionist – before defeating them in a bow duel.

Up close he was fond of  the surprise attack, as more than a few 
of  the Horde have discovered… for a short time, anyway!

Others will remember him for his hunting and distilling skills. 
Chasing dragons for their blood to brew a warming, spiriting draft, 
and ranging far to fi nd Orin Rakatha’s fi nest snow to melt into an 
equally refreshing.. er... Alcoholic beverage.

A toast to Rocinante – Blood and Snow! 

Ask Sister Ann
Sister Ann takes questions from all and will do her best to give you advice on your troubles, if  you 

wish to ask Sister Ann for advice, please speak to any member of  The Forgotten and they will put 
you in contact with her.

Dear Sister Ann, I’m having a bit of  trouble with some unrequited love. I am a god amongst men and I often parade 
about in tight leather so am used to quite a lot of  female attention, however recently a young orc has fallen for me and 
now believes I’m his wife. He isn’t taking no for an answer, what can I do? – R 

Ohh young love dear, it’s a beautiful thing. Have you considered that you might actually 
have feelings for this orc, but are too afraid to admit it? Marriage is a sacred thing hun 
and if  you can fi nd someone willing to spend the rest of  their life with you, you should at 
least try to see if  it could work. Even if  this orc is slightly confused as to your gender. At 
the very least you could present them with a token of  your leathery goodness.  – Sister Ann

Dear Sister Ann, my sister has forbidden me from seeing my nephew after 
I attended his birthday party and made all the children cry. I understand the 
black robes, face mask and skull cane could be quite intimidating for them but 
I saw far worse things when I was their age. How can I get my sister to accept 
this is who I am and it’s not just a phase? – T R

Well dear I would never tell you to try and change who you are, however if  you are seri-
ous about wanting to see your nephew I might suggest toning the image down a bit whilst 
visiting. Perhaps swap the skull cane out for a less…interesting design, maybe add some 
delightful facepaint just for special occasions. Switch the black robes for some more colour-
ful ones, there is a sale on at PrimeOrc. Would you consider wearing a fez? – Sister Ann

‘ello Sister Ann. I have troubles knowing who I is you know? I spent all my 
life acting like other creatures and things and now I no know who I am. I likes to spend time hiding in my chest and 
dancing like a bird in front of  Crow but I need to know who me is. So how I do that? – M 

Well deary maybe that’s exactly who you are, the impersonator. There’s nothing wrong with a bit of  dancing even if  the lady Crow 
wasn’t too impressed with it, you know she has a temper sweetie. As for spending all that time in your box, well I too spend a lot of  time 
in a box, it’s more of  a booth than a box, but you’re more than welcome to come discuss all that murdering and looting you’ve been getting 
up to anytime. – Sister Ann



Misthaven Academy Journal, Fire Day, 5th Planting Moon, 4 AC Page 21

An Ode to Noodles
So much has happened… I’m not sure 

I even know where to begin. However, 
in my bones I know two things from our 
last journey that must be recounted. 
First, for the first time as Cap’n of the 
Reliquary, one of my crew has gone on 
his last great voyage. And also… We 
lost… By all the divines and gods of all 
the planes… We lost.

 The void has swept over Orin Rakatha 
in a way that nothing else has done be-
fore it. Plagues, hoardlings, hell, even 
the dark wind was not as insidious and 
as destructive as the void has been. One 
by one it is turning out 
the lights. The nodes 
that anchor this world 
and empower us with 
the magics that we now 
need to survive, are be-
ing corrupted. Light, 
fire, ice… Maybe more 
that we aren’t aware 
of. All corrupted, and 
turned to naught but the 
dark. I seek solace in 
that those things that we 
as Keepers hold dear, 
knowledge and shadow, will not be cor-
rupted soon and so there is still hope, 
but it is dwindling. The situation was 
dire, but on our last night at the waysta-
tion, it became even more so. Creatures 
spewed forth from the void at the will of 
a dark priest of that place attacked us, 
and with them they brought a storm of 
lashing rain that soaked through to our 
souls. Many sought refuge in the wards 
of the tavern, however my crew and a 
few others braved the storm and the 
beasts to try and find a way to defeat, or 
engage these creatures and their mas-
ter, but to no avail. The wards around 
the tavern were smashed, and the ritual 

circle was sundered. Such power I have 
not witnessed in many moons, and nev-
er put to such an evil purpose. To sun-
der the circle means that some of our 
brightest hopes, weapons, and armour 
are taken from us. The wards around 
the Tavern have been remade, thanks 
to the peoples of the Aazadan, but the 
ritual circle will take longer to heal. 

 During that dark night, one of my 
crew was taken from us. He stood with 
us, and scouted outside the tavern to 
attempt to find a way to overcome the 
forces that assailed us. However, he 
was cut down by one of the beasts, and 

having given up his 
void crystal to perform 
a ritual that I could not, 
perished instantly. He 
was but a scrubwatch, 
but he was greater than 
any of us that night. He 
was what naught were 
prepared to be among 
the peoples of the 
Orin Rakatha. He was 
brave, where we were 
cowards. All of us, to 
a one, are cowards. 

In these days to come, we will require 
more men and women like Noodles. 
People who will stand, and be prepared 
to die for our plane, and our nations. 
People who will fight, no matter what 
the darkness holds, no matter the odds, 
and no matter the cost. Unless we do, 
and stand together as all the nations, 
we are all doomed to be consumed by 
the eternal hunger that is the void. We 
lost this fight, but for Noodles, and all 
the others, I will fight to win the war.

 On the first night of our next gather-
ing, we will be holding a memorial for 
Noodles. We invite any who wish to 
raise a glass to his name to join us on 
the 12th bell at the Reliquary.
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Word List
AESIR Members of  the principal pan-

theon
HUGINN One of  Odin’s ravens

ALFHEIM One of  the Nine Worlds, home 
of  the elves

HVERGELMIR Major spring of  Nifelheim

ASGARD One of  the Nine Worlds, home 
of  the Aesir

JORD She is the Earth, personifi ed, 
and mother of  Thor

ASK First male human JORMUNGAND The Midgard serpent

AUDUMBLA The primeval cow JOTUNHEIM One of  the Nine Worlds, 
home of  the jotnar

BALDR God and second son of  Odin, 
twin of  Hodr

JOTUNN One of  the jotnar (giants)

BESTLA Mother of  Odin LAUFEY The mother of  Loki

BEYLA One of  Freyr’s servants LOKI The father of  Hel and Fenrir

BIFROST A burning rainbow bridge be-
tween Midgard & Asgard

MAGNI Brother to Modi and son of  
Thor

BORR Father of  Odin MANI He is the Moon, personifi ed

BRAGI God of  Poetry MEILI Son of  Odin and brother to 
Thor

BROKKR Dwarven blacksmith, brother of  
Eitri, maker of  Mjolnir

MIDGARD One of  the Nine Worlds, the 
home of  man

The Norse Word Search Challenge
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BYGGVIR Husband to Beyla MIMIR Beheaded god of  knowledge 
& wisdom

DAGR He is the Day, personified MJOLNIR Thor’s hammer

DAINN One of  the four stags of  Yg-
gdrasil

MODI Brother to Magni and son of  
Thor

DISIR Protective spirits of  Fate MUNINN One of  Odin’s ravens

DRAUPNIR Odin’s magic ring MUSPELHEIM One of  the Nine Worlds, 
realm of  fire

DUNEYRR One of  the four stags of  Yg-
gdrasil

NIDAVELLIR One of  the Nine Worlds, 
home of  the Dwarves

DURATHROR One of  the four stags of  Yg-
gdrasil

NIDHOGG A dragon that gnaws upon 
Yggdrasil’s roots

DVALINN One of  the four stags of  Yg-
gdrasil

NIFLHEIM One of  the Nine Worlds, 
realm of  ice and cold

EITRI Dwarven blacksmith, brother of  
Brokkr, maker of  Mjolnir

NIFLHEL The lowest level of  Helheim

ELJUDNIR Hall of  the dead in Niflheim NORNS Female beings of  destiny

EMBLA First female human NOTT She is the Night, personified

FAFNIR Dragon, and son of  Hreidmar ODIN One-eyed king of  the Aesir

FENRIR Mighty wolf, son of  Loki, father 
to Skoll & Hati

RAGNAROK Great battle to end the age

FORSETI Aesit God of  justice and recon-
ciliation

RATATOSK The squirrel of  Yggdrasil

FREKI One of  the two wolves that ac-
company Odin

SKOLL A wolf  pursuing Sol

FREYJA Goddess of  love, sex & beauty, 
brother to Freyr

SKULL The Norn of  the Future

FREYR God & twin brother of  Freyja SLEIPNIR Odin’s eight-legged steed and 
the child of  Loki

FRIGG Goddess and wife of  Odin SOL She is the Sun, personified

FULLA Virgin goddess and secret holder SURTR King of  the fire giants

GEFJON Goddess of  the land THOR God of  Thunder, Lightning 
and Storms.

GERI One of  the two wolves that ac-
company Odin

TYR God of  Law and Heroic 
Glory

GIMLE Where the survivors of  Ragnarok 
will live

URDR The Norn of  the Past

GLEIPNIR The bindings that hold Fenrir VALHALLA Hall of  the fallen warriors

GUNGNIR The spear of  Odin VALKYRIE The female servants of  Val-
halla

GYLFI The first recorded king of  Scan-
dinavia

VANAHEIM One of  the Nine Worlds, 
home of  the Vanir

HATI A wolf  pursuing Mani VANIR Members of  the second pan-
theon

HEIMDALL Watchman of  the gods VERDANDI The Norn of  the Present

HELHEIM One of  the Nine Worlds, the 
realm of  lost souls

VIDARR Aesir God of  Vengeance and 
son of  Odin

HODR Blind son of  Odin, twin of  Baldr YGGDRASIL The world tree that connects 
the Nine Worlds

HREIDMAR King of  the Dwarves, father of  
Fafnir

YMIR The first of  all the jotnar

Once all of  the above words have been found the remaining unused letters will spell out a Norse related question. Find the 
answer to that question and then take the completed puzzle, along with your answer, to the Academy tent before the end of  
the gathering to enter your name into the prize draw.
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All enquiries, submissions and requests should be made directly to your local Academy fi eld professor.

Introducing the Guild of Artificers
In association with the Faculty of Alchemists and Thau-

maturges, and the Faculty of Mystical Arts, the esteemed 
Guild of Artificers would like to announce that they are 
now accepting new applications from people wishing to 
pursue the finer arts of crafting.

The esteemed profession of artificer goes back thou-
sands of years but more recently numbers have started 
to diminish. In an attempt to counter this decline the Guild 
is making the historical step of opening our doors and 
accepting public applications instead of handling mem-
bership by invite-only.

All factions are welcome within the Guild of Artificers 
and no pre-requisites have been set. It should also be 
noted that, whilst the administration of the Guild will be 
handled by the Academy during the faction gatherings, there is no requirement for guild 
members to also be Academy members. They can be if they so wish though.

We will soon be starting classes in three different areas: Alchemist, Scribe, and Enchant-
er. Once these taster classes have been accomplished, students may choose to specialise in 
their chosen subject or branch out into other areas. We will also offer like-minded students 
the ability to delve into the topic of research allowing endless possibilities.

It should be noted that these courses are time intensive processes which will leave little 
time for other training. Therefore students that wish to excel as an artificer should not 
expect to master the martial arts, nor that of magic or ritual.

Further information can be found by speaking with Willow of the Academy.

Body and Organ Donors 
Save Lives and Further Medical Science!
Register now and make a difference after you die!
The Faculty of  Physical Excellence now maintains a list of  forward 
thinking heroes that wish to help others after they have left the mor-
tal realm. Add your name to the list so that parts of  you can live on 
after you die!
Organ donation is an ethical, morally correct, and an outstanding scheme 
to sign up to. This single act can help save the lives of  those you love, and 
anyway, you’re not going to need those bits when you’re dead, are you?!
Why wait! Contact your local representative today! 

Do you like to receive letters?
Do you like to write to people?
Do you want to connect to new 
people around the world?
Sign up to the Academy Pen Pals scheme 
and be linked with like-minded people 
that also with to trade letters.


