Oifty=rirst Pay of Autumn, 1498

I am Jorever, I am the Jand. My beginnings are [ost in the darkness of
the past. I was the princess turned warrior, I was the daughter who gave
everything. “I was more than any father could have hoped for.

I did what no man could, <[ did what no woman even dared to even think,
‘I thundered across the [and for my family's honor with the wrath of a just
goc[dess, but the war years and the ki[[ing years have worn down my soul as

the wind wears stone into sand.

Seventh ay of Autumn, 767

Most people walk through life and do not realize that they are already dead.
Ohey slouch along with blank faces and empty evyes, trudging forward
towards their deaths and each step they take [eads them only closer to their
graves. Qhey simply do as they are told and when ] ook at them [ see only
corpses. Clt is only perhaps one in a hundred who have the spark of life
within them, who have the will to shape the world to their will.

And ij" these other peop[e, s[oucﬁing housewives or [azxz men, move on[y
towards death, making no mark on the world othim than the marker above
their grave, what does it matter when and whime they meet their end? CIs
it not the right of those with the true spark of [ife, the true will to rise above
their station, to make use of these other [ives, oJ‘ their deaths? Qﬁey will die
either way, but a woman with a true will, can giw those deaths meaning,
and can create a better world for those who are yet to come. CIs this not
virtuous? C[f they exist at all, is this not the will oj" the gods?



Oirst Pay of Spring, 768

oor yéars this world has shown me nothing but ugliness—hate, suffering and
death.'G)he persistent dark cloud of war hanging over my lands,

(ver since my father fai[ec[ to bear any sons, [ took it upon myse[j' to honor
the {(Don 5arovich name, and don armor instead of a dress. °I have [ived
for years shrouded B\Z the horrors oj" wayr, while my younger sister is being
courted By princes, I have taken it upon mxzse[f to lead my fathers army.

“ only know death and despair, never feeling the warmth of a man, but only
the cold touch of death. ((Ip until today.

Cedric is his name; a simp[e Fla[j'~ orc, born oj" a orcish father and a human
mother. (Born without [ands or titles or names worthy of mention. But all
of that falls away in light of his kindness. It is not only that he is beautiful in
face and body—although it cannot be denied that he is surpassingly handsome.
(No, Cedric is not on[\z [ove[\z to look at, but he shines with a ﬁer«z spirit that
([ have never witnessed before. As a ha[f~ orc, he is both a savage and ci-
vil, he is c[angerou.s, but controlled and cautious. Qhe princes that /[ have met
have a[waxzs tried to ﬂatter me with their hollow words, but he is different.
(His orcish nature makes it so he understands strugg[e, he respects strength,
and he has seen the horrors of war. All of that combined with his pure joy-
fie is ever}zthing that one could want oj" a man, ever«zthing that one could
want oj' a husband, <[ J‘ee[ that ¢[ have been searcﬁing all of my [ife, without
rea[izing that ¢[ searched, for Cedric alone, that he alone can ﬁ[[ a void
within me that “I never recognized but always felt. And ‘I knew as soon as
I met him that I would give anything, even ij" it be this kingc[om, to be with

him.



oorty-Fifth Pay of Summer, 768

I ride again for war, to [ead my father's armies. and pray that this will be
the [ast one that will bind these lands together under my father's name and
under my protection. But I ride now with a new purpose as well.
Cedric. ‘I see his face when ‘I close my eyes, and ‘I know that I ride to
war to ﬁna[[\z be with him, to keep our future safe, to start a new [ife with
him. His favor rests always beside my heart.

(Never have I put much stock in prayers. {People make this world for
themselves, and receive on[y what they ﬁght to earn and ﬁght to keep.

(But when ¢] remember now that Cedric is praying to Hoar for me, [ feel
that I am invincible. ‘I know that a [ove as strong as ours will not easily be

snuffed out, and that ‘I will return to him when this war is over.

Seventy-hird ay of Winter, 768

Of all those in the valley of (Barovia, one shines bright above the others,
Only one man is truly worthy to sit by my side. “I would call him my King,
my god, my [over. And vet, he calls me friend. When I [ook into his eyes,
the\z rej’[ect another name; death, He sees in me the end oj" [ij"e, the death oj"
the agec[. He reflishes in his \zouth, like Ivanka, [ike all peop[e [uck\z enougﬁ
to spend their youth as carefree as she has. ‘I have grown old of body and

spirit, and Cedric can see it.



Eighty-Trirst PDay of Winter, 763

OMen have afways [oved CIvanka better than me. rather, the court

princes, even the servants, (Men [ove ¢Ivanka because she is careless, and
that is because, [ike a puppy, she has never witnessed the horrifying,
tantalizing darkness of war. She has never sent men to their deaths, has
never faced her own death as it rode her down on the back of a dark
destrier, has never seen the [ight go out of a warrior’s eyes as their corpse
slides from the blade of their sword, Soldiers go to war and they become
stronger, or they die. And Cedric does not know that when the darkness
fa[[s and all is [ost, when the wolves are at the door, he needs a woman 6\3
his side (ke himse[f, one who has seen the bleakness oJ‘ war, not a damsel [ike
my sister. (But one who can fight with him. (But instead, he chooses
Clvanka. And she will die, and then he will die, and ¢ will survive to mourn
both of them alone.

Seventy-hird Pay of Spring, 769

[ have done what needed to be done. He will be safe. e will be mine.
‘I sorrow to cause him pain, but ‘I have known in my heart what must be

done, and ] have done it, no matter the cost. Just as I always have.

Orourteenth Pay of Summer, 769

My Cedric has fallen ill. And it seems that captivity has put a heavy strain
on his mind. ‘[ regret that it could not have been avoided, but ‘I know that
this was the only way.



“I called in mvy best doctors but they said that they could do nothing for him,
that his mental state is hopeless. I [Jrought them below and pressed them
furtﬁgiﬁ encouraged them to think creative[xz, but they can do nothing J"or

him. I must seek another solution. G)ime, as always, races against me.

ohirty-Sixth (Day of Summer, 769

q J’ounc[ the answer, Awa«z to save my Cedric, to keep him with me.

[ traveled to the edges oj" my [ands and found something [ost, something
hidden away, preserved in _Amber, magicks tﬁought too dark J”or any man to
know. Q)hese magicks held the secret, the secret ¢I needed to save him.
Aund, perhaps, in saving him, to save myse[f. QVQ youth and innocence have
been squandered, my chance to be loved 5iven for my peop[e, for my [and,
for my father. ‘I have given up bearing children and having a loving family
J"or notﬁing. On[y to satisf\z my father, a old, bitter man who himse[f alone is
responsab[e j"or not Bearing any sons, CIn that moment, <[ tﬁought ‘I was rigﬁt.
‘I tﬁought [ was a brave inc[epenc[ent woman, who did not need a J‘ami[\z or
a warm embrace. (But I was wrong. ‘Now at the end, I see what I have
9iven up, on[\z to satisfy my bitter old father.

[ have never feared death, but time, time has been a[wa\zs my greatest
enemy., Ohe years s[ip away j”rom me, and as a moment passes, ‘[ fook in
the mirror and realize that I have become old. After all that “] have done

for my peop[e, am [ not wortﬁxz of a measure oj" time, time to rest, time to be
[oved?



(Never again shall /I walk in sunlight, never shall ¢[ know true sleep, food
Will be but dust in my mouth. Holy ground will be forbidden me as well,

but the Igods have never done me much good for all that ‘I have done for my
[and and family. Why should ¢ care about these gods, for everything ‘I have
done, tﬁe\z have never smiled upon me, And what are these costs, any of

them, beside Cedric’s [ife, his [ove, for eternity?

Nread«z, my soul is forfeit. But, perhaps, with more blood on hands
already too red to notice any difference, ‘I will be able to keep him with me,

forever.

oorty-Second Pay of Summer, 769

[ knew my memory would hold forever, but ¢ did not know what horrors

it would hold. Gorever, !l will clearly see the sight of his body, [ying broken
and [ifeless on those rocks far below. I went to him, and as ‘I reached him,
the sky split open and I heard a dark voice. “G)he promise has been kept.”
Ohis is not how it was su.pposec[ to go{ CIn the halls oj' Cl@wn[oft, below, a
woman was giving birth, G)ywins are [uck«z, the elves say, and what could be
more pure of soul than children just brought into this world without having to
experience the cold, bitter and cruel world. G)wo of them, one for him and

one for me. Qheir lives for ours.

I did not even have the chance to bury his body. QQhe mists swirled down
and took him away, and as the\z did the\z closed in around me. [ could fee[
them tightening on my throat. (But I also felt something new, a power
coursing through my veins. Strength. ((itality. Youth. (Beauty. “No!”

[ shouted, and [ reached out and [ tore at the mists and as his soul tried to
ﬁoat away from me ‘] tied it down, ] tied it to this [and.



If I am trapped here, then so is he. ‘It may take me one year or a thousand,
but ¢[ will ﬁnd him and we shall be together in eternitxz. We will have all of
the time in the world,

Seventh CDay of Winter, 1028

‘[ have come to know my new [ife, as the years have passed 6\3, Wearing
down the [and, reshaping the world, but never touching me. C()ampyr is my
new name. Still I lust for a [oving [ife, and ¢] curse the [iving that took them
from me. @ven the sun is against me. It is the sun and its light that ] fear
the most, but [ittle else can harm me now. ven a stake through the heart
would not kill me, despite what some might tell you. [ut the sword, that
cursed sword that my father brought to this land! ‘I must dispose of that vile
weapon. I loathe it as “I [oathe the sunlight.

‘I have searched many years for Cedric. ‘I have found and lost him
countless times. Yet, time and time again, he eludes my grasp. Ohe memory
oj' his Beautifu[ face, those tusks, and his snow white [ocks haunt me, taunting

me, tanta[izing me. What would it take to ﬁna[[\z be with him forever?

Qong ago, my father rebuilt the walls of Castle Ravenloft. Now, I have
made a new home for myself, far beneath its walls. “I [ive among the dead
and sleep beneath the very stones of this hollow castle. I shall seal shut the
walls of the stairs that none may disturb me. CIf ever ‘[ fall, ‘I must return
to that c[reac[fu[ box, that constant reminder that [ife is not to be mine. ach
time [ fall, I am reborn, and each time my mind grows darker. ‘I must find

Cedric. “I must have him, or all has been for nothing.



