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  To Tina, you wrangled my thoughts into one, and gave me the encouragement to finish them.  


   


  Linda M. Crate


  I'd like to dedicate this to all of my roleplaying partners through the years who helped collaborate and make stories that I will never forget, but especially to Caryn whose character Takashi inspired my poems "i have no regrets" and "i don't want to die." 


   


  Patricia Harris


  To each soul who wonders if they are enough. You are a fantastic tale all on your own.


   


  Serena Mossgraves


  To the adventurers who inspire everyone around them. Don't ever stop taking chances.


   


  Jennifer Elliott


  I dedicate The Violent Blossom Tavern to Raz, for giving Calypso life. To Patti for giving her written world a home. To J.D. Astra for showing me Calypso could have two worlds. To Sonja for giving Ektra a home. Thank you all for helping me give the world life. 
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  A Night of Memories 


  By Kenneth Walker


   


   Tonight was supposed to be a quiet night of celebration. Kelvin and his companions had been adventuring for a very long time. They had decided to settle in this small, but active village that sat at a crossing of many of the trade routes that wound through the region.


   


   He and his friends had decided it was time to settle down. Darius was going to start a school of magic. He, Jhessail, and Grabza had discussed hiring themselves out occasionally as guards to the many caravans passing through carrying trade across the land. But, they had all decided they were done chasing whatever new ‘evil menace’ was terrorizing the people. It was time for a younger generation of heroes to step up to solve those mysteries. Kelvin had been 


  doing this even longer than his friends realized and was ready to retire, healthy and in one piece. 


   


   “Excuse me.” A voice said as someone bumped into Kelvin about waist high. 


   He looked down and before he could say anything, the person (who was of a race Kelvin had never seen before) had moved on, balancing a serving tray in one hand and seemed to be handing a bracelet to a human woman sitting at a nearby table. 


   


   “Kelvin! Come here!” His friend Grabza called out to him. Grabza was a member of the DuShat Clan. Even though he was born Elvin Nobility, he had always seemed more at home in a pub, than in a mansion or any other finer establishment. While Grabza was more of a ‘bull in a glass shop’, Jhessail was all grace. Like Grabza, Jhessail was from a noble Elvin bloodline. Jhessail and his brother Jassan had been raised far from the Elvin Homeland. His father belonged to a special order of Elvin Knights that combined standard fighting techniques with dance and music. His mother was a fabled Elvin Minstrel. They had traveled the world protecting the innocent everywhere. They had been tasked to protect Elvin people away from the homeland. Jhessail’s parents took that to mean that they protected all, not just the elves they came across. This was passed on to both their sons. Between the two elves at the table sat Darius. Darius had been studying magic all his life. He had gotten to know the DuShat Clan while studying magic in the Elvin Homeland. One day while leaving, Grabza let Darius know he was leaving him and they had been traveling together ever since. 


   


   Kelvin replied “Okay.” 


   


   He could hear Grabza’s voice plainly over the din of the pub.  “We were staying at the Countess’ palace. She apparently had a thing for Noble Elves. Jhessail was easily able to get an invitation to a banquet she was hosting.” 


   He stopped to take a drink.  “Jhessail comes walking in with Belar sitting on his shoulder, as usual. Everyone has this look on their face.” Grabza stops to imitate a look of shock on his face. “When they bring out the main course, which is roasted fowl. Everyone was afraid to eat. They didn’t want to offend the Countess’ honored guest. 


   Kelvin remembered that night well. What Grabza was leaving out what that while he and Jhessail were eating fine food in the dining room. He and Darius were down in the Palace’s Dungeons, freeing the young maidens the Countess was going to sacrifice at midnight to continue the Eternal Youth Spell she had to recast every 50 years to stay young. 


   


   Just as he was going to force his was through the crowd and take his seat, Kelvin noticed the diminutive server that had bumped into him earlier. Again, he was handing some jewelry, a ring this time, to some sitting at a table. They say old habits die hard. And as old as Kelvin was, this was especially true. In his head, he began working through different scenarios that would explain the small waiter’s actions. Was he a fence for the local black market. Or, maybe a forger shopping his wares, a con man trying to bilk money from the guests. But, he could be just what he appeared, a good Samaritan simply bring back something he had found to its owner. 


   “This is not a night for such thoughts” a voice in his head said. 


   


   Kelvin laid his hand on the hilt of the sword at this side. “I know Shadow, we have been together for so long, I think you understand my thoughts better than I do. Anyway, Grabza sounds like he is starting to run out of wind, We had better sit down before Darius starts his show.” 


   


   Kelvin sits down as Grabza bellows for something to drink. These nights at the tavern often times have a dual purpose. They are mainly for the four friends to get together and remember old times, both good and bad. But Darius also uses the time to low key advertise for his new school of magic. He will do a few tricks, remarking how “easy” they are to learn. Most of what he does is simple. But, Darius has uncovered a couple of true students through this. First, he makes the contents of Jhessail’s mug glow. Next, he makes Belar’s squawks come from 


  Jhessail’s mouth. 


   


   The server that Kelvin had been noticing since he got there had stopped and was staring wide-eyed at Darius’ tricks. A voice from across the bar called for the server’s attention, the bartender look like he was about to crawl over the bar and physically drag him back to the bar and get some drinks that needed to be served. The server finally realized it was him that was being yelled at, and went to pick up the patron’s waiting drinks. 


   


   Kelvin accepted his almost spilled drink from the server. He was paying more attention to Darius trying to make Jhessail sit on Belar’s shoulder instead of the other way around and almost dropped the cup in Kelvin’s lap instead of setting it on the table. 


   


   That was another good thing about this community and its people. Most would be, at the very least, afraid if not down right resistant to an exotic creature like Jhessail’s Fire Falcon familiar. They wouldn’t allow it in their homes or businesses. But, no one had ever said a word or try to make Jhessail leave the bird outside. 


   Kelvin notices for the first time that the server that kept drawing his attention had a tail that seems to be able to work independent of the rest of his body. He would use it to move things like chairs out of his way and pick things up off the floor with it. In his long travels, Kelvin had never seen another being like it. And that was a bit of accomplishment considering that Kelvin had traveled beyond our physical plane several times. 


   


   This led to Kelvin reflecting on how he had met each of his dear friends. Having been born to a human father and an Elvin mother, Kelvin was used to being looked at as a bit of an outcast, not belonging to ether group. It had been decades since he had traveled with any companions other than Moonshadow when he met the first of his new friends. 


   


   He was about to leave the village he was staying at on move to a new one, when he saw a family of gnomes being chased out of the village by a half orc bullies. He knew he shouldn’t get involved and just keep walking and that it was none of his business. He would be outnumbered five to one and they each had two to three feet on him. But, he also knew that there were very few things he hated worse than bullies. Pulling the hood of his cloak back off his head, Kelvin stepped forward and in-between the gnomes and their attackers. Hoping to get them to do 


  more damage to each other than him, he moved in between them. He wanted to distract them and give the family a chance to escape.  One of the orcs started to swing at him when a small burst of flame exploded against the side of his head. They all began swinging at a bird that was repeatedly diving on them. 


   


   “Looking to get beat up my friend?” A voice said next to Kelvin. He looked to his side and a slender form had moved up next to him without him noticing. The pointed ears poking out of his hood told him it was an elf. And he was wielding what seemed to be a very finely made sword. The elf began to hum softly and began to move in and out of the collected creatures still distracted by the attacking bird. Connecting with each brute several times, but each time pulled back so the hit only lightly injured instead of causing permanent harm. Kelvin could do little but watch in amazement as the stranger moved among them with the skill of an accomplished dancer. Kelvin took a moment to insure that the family had escaped. Then he moved in to help the one that had chosen to aid them. They were soon able to chase their attackers away, several of them covering the small wounds that had been given them. 


  The stranger put his sword away and pulled back the hood of his cloak. Kelvin had been correct the stranger had been a Grae Elf. Grae Elves weren’t known for leaving the Elvin Homeland so seeing one there as a bit of a surprise. A rust-red colored bird landed on the elf’s shoulder. It was the bird that had attacked the orcs. He hadn’t ever seen one of them before.  “Well friend.” The stranger said.” Not bad exercise for the morning. Please, let me introduce myself. I am Jhessail and this is my companion Belear.” 


   


   “Why did you help me” Kelvin asked. 


   


   “Why, I imagine the same reason you stepped in. I hate to see the weak preyed upon. And no, I’m not calling you weak my friend. I saw them angling towards that family same as you.” 


   


   Kelvin and Jhessail talked for a while and they both seemed to sense the same thing about teach other. They both wanted to help people, but not necessarily make a lot of noise about it. 


   


   They soon began traveling together, quietly helping as many as they could. Kelvin was brought out of his reminiscing by the sound of a female making the dwarven 


  equivalent of a girlish scream. Grabza was flirting with the daughter of one of the leaders of the many caravans that pass through the area. Kelvin asked himself just how many times had Grabza chasing women gotten them into trouble. In fact, that was how he and Jhess met Grabza and Darius, running from a jealous husband. Again, Kelvin’s mind drifted into the past. 


   


   Kelvin and Jhessail had just returned the wife of a local town’s chief to her husband, after having been taken by bandits hoping to ransom her for some wealth. As they were being welcomed into his house by a servant, they heard shouting and the crashing of objects in another room. They rushed in, hands on the hilts of their swords. But all they found was the town elder and a young woman who appeared to be his daughter. And, he seemed quite upset with her. 


   


   “How dare you be seen at the Inn with one of THEM!” He bellowed. 


   


   “Daddy.” the girl said. “Just because he’s an elf, doesn’t mean he’s bad.” 


   


   “No daughter of mine will be seen with any of them. The are flighty and distracted, or superior and arrogant. Neither is appropriate for MY daughter.” 


   


   The girl stormed away, ending the argument. Once the girl was gone, they reunited the man and his wife. He paid them their reward, which they both knew would be spread among local families before they left the town. 


   


   As they were leaving the grounds, Kelvin noticed movement among the bushes near the gateway. He stopped and put his hand up. His main concern was some of the bandits might have followed them there and were waiting to ambush them. 


   


   “I didn’t know she was HIS daughter!” One voice expressed. 


   


   “Would it have mattered?” The other voice replied. “Your just lucky I had that invisibility spell ready. It got you out of there just in time.” 


   


   Kelvin shook his head, and gave Jhessail the all clear sign. It was just the girl’s paramour and a companion, a mage by the sound of it. Kelvin and Jhessail prepared to move on when the second voice spoke again. 


   “Listen, I know you miss your homeland and your family. So these little “flings” are an 


  attempt to take your mind off it. But you also didn’t approve of your families dealings with the other Elvin Families, as well as outsiders.” 


   


   “You're right.” The first voice answered. “I hated being used to spy on others for my father. I want to add to the world not take from it. Though I don’t mind “taking” from rich fools and giving it to those that truly need it.” 


   


   “Aren’t they an interesting pair?” Jhessail whispered. He placed his hand on his sword for a second, then continued. “They


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  Fantastic Tales


  by Patricia Harris 


                   
trying to find the right story 


  to weave the blanket of possibility, 


  a bard's purpose is to entertain 


  and I mean to reach legendary. 


   


  Telling fantastic tales 


  of adventure and fantasy, 


  I started onward, 


  expectations of adventure 


  finding me. 
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