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				Many years ago I received a message from a dear friend we said goodbye to way too early. She said,

				”You need to get yourself together.” 

				Taking in many human strays, she taught us both young and old alike through creativity, imagination, and love. She displayed herself in the many colorful sculptures of creatures she created.

				It took many years, I hope we can now carry on your teaching through imagination.

				Every time a new character graces the pages in Ogles-forte, we think of you, Jaye. We love and miss you.
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				"The land upon which we dwell was wrought from beauty, love, and truth. It is a gift to be cherished, for it shall return in kind to those who bestow their care upon it. Creatures of two legs and four alike shall abide together in harmony, and all shall find their place be-neath the sun.

				Know this: there are two borne of the same blood, whose fates are entwined with the destiny of this land—they shall watch over Oglesforte, guardians of the realm. They have walked its ancient paths, and shall yet remain, as sentinels of all that is and all that shall be."

				 - Excerpt from The Chronicles of Phanesium

			

		

	
		
			
				The cycles of life resemble the granules of sand that slip through an hourglass. When freshly turned, we cannot perceive the speed at which the sand descends, each grain waiting to be buried by the next. Though the flow remains constant, there is an illusion that it quick-ens as the bottom fills.Life’s cycles do not truly slow down, nor do they hasten as more moments pass. Cherish the time you have in the present, and do not worry—the hourglass will always be turned again to begin anew.
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				The Bridge

			

		

		
			
				Steffeen had been away from his home in Dryyvonhes-te for many more cycles than he had planned. He set out to gather enough Natreniza root to last through the shorter spells of cold. Searching the vast forest along the River Maad, both north and south, he harvested enough to endure a few full cy-cles. Unless he made another trip before the cold season set in, he would need to use what he had gathered sparingly.Boiled down into a thick, sticky paste, Natreniza root burned slowly. When ignited, it would heat his cottage for long periods without flames or smoke. The other Noetii—the residents of Dryyvonheste—relied on Steffeen to gather for them as well. He knew the deep forest better than anyone; after all, he spent most of his cycles on one journey or another, returning to Dryyvonheste only during the cold season. Rarely did he trav-el west of the river. With so much land yet to discover on the northeast side, he chose to cover as much of that territory as he could before changing direction.
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				Steffeen was deliberate in his tasks, focused on his intent until nothing remained unfinished. Although the Noetii thought of him as a loner, when he was home, he cared for everyone. Whether gathering root for warmth, doing odd jobs for the villagers, or helping during harvest season, Steffeen watched over all the Noetii.Dryyvonheste was a small village nestled deep in the woods northeast of the great River Maad. The Noetii were farmers who cultivated Gruuffot, a plant of many uses grown specifi-cally for their community. Once harvested, it could be ground into a powder similar to flour, dried and woven into strong twine, or prepared as a fine source of nourishment—a tasty side dish indeed. The river provided Wamacoomb, a large fish that could be cold-smoked or eaten straight from the fire. The Noetii were not known for their hunting skills, and little was known of their clan throughout Oglesforte.They considered themselves a self-sufficient people, rarely leaving their region in search of discoveries, content with the old ways taught by elder Noetii and passed down to the pres-ent. The rest of Oglesforte was a mystery. Many had heard whispers of what lay beyond the River Maad, but whispers were all they had. The Noetii knew they could not cross the 
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				river. The one bridge that connected the two sides was not only in disrepair but also heavily guarded. Tales were handed down to every Noetii of the Great River Troll. For many cycles it had been this way, and with those tales came questions.In all of Noetii, only one to their knowledge had traveled be-yond the village and farmlands. He spent as little time along the river as necessary. Steffeen had, in fact, seen the river troll—but wisely chose never to encounter it.As he gathered a few bits of root to take to the elders in the vil-lage—enough to keep them warm until he could gather more—Steffeen sang a happy song he had learned at an early age, making his way along the path. He stopped suddenly when he heard a familiar voice calling from behind.“Popie, Popie, how wuus yer travel?” a young voice sang.He turned to see Heidaline running up the path. With a loud chuckle, he waited for her to catch up.“Aye, Heidaline, it uus so good ta see you, ma child. Look at you, ogbhean (Ohg-van), yer growing so tall,” he laughed.They hugged before continuing into the village, Heidaline chat-tering all the way. She was very close to Steffeen, calling him 
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				Popie, though he was not her true grandfather. Steffeen had no children of his own, but all the village children had adopted him as theirs.Their first stop was a cottage belonging to the eldest woman of the clan, Morinnia. She always looked forward to Steffeen’s visits, whether he was delivering something needed or sam-pling her freshly baked breads and cookies. Morinnia believed there was always something worth sharing.She greeted them warmly as they entered her cottage. Round-ing the corner into her open kitchen, Steffeen took a deep breath, savoring the delicious aroma that filled the air.“Mm mm, you did it again, Morinnia, aye you did. It smells wonderful. What are you baking this time, hmm?”He spotted a tray of cookies on the counter and reached across to grab one—only to jerk his hand back as a wooden spoon came crashing down beside it. Steffeen bellowed with laughter“Now you don be comin into ma kitchen after all this time in the forest and just start ta grabbing an eating everythin you find lying around.” Morinnia smiled. “Come on here”, she reached out pulling him forward to greet him properly, with a hug.
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				“The cold is coming, ya know. Were you able to gather the root?” Morinnia asked.“Aye, although I’m afraid I will need to return to the forest in the next cycle to gather more. I don not think what I have will last, naw, not through the cold cycles fer our families.” Steffeen responded.

				Heidaline got excited, “Oh Popie can I join you this time? Please, please?” she asked jumping up and down.

				Steffeen looked at her with a big smile, “Are yae ready to take on the world, ya are? Aih, will need to ask your kin, Belunti and Chamae, and if they don’t mind, yae you can. It’ll be a short travel, this one, only ta gather root an come home.” Steffeen agreed.

				Heidaline quickly ran out the front door headed to her parents for the okay to accompany Steffeen on the gather.

				“Steffeen, you canna be gone long if you take her, ya know. She has her lessons here, and the cold will be setting in soon. She has no experience out there, yea?” Morinnia said

				“Aye, but she’ll be safe with me. Her lessons will not be interrupted with a short travel, naw. Besides, she’ll learn as she travels as well, yea, she will. Soon, she will need to know, after all.” Steffeen replied. “Now, may I?” He reached for a cookie.
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				She laughed. “Those cookies are going to start showing on you soon enough, yea know.”He patted his stomach as he took a bite. “Oh my, this is won-derful, Oul’ dear. What have you put in these, aye? They are so different—and delicious.”“What we have here, Steffeen, is a little of this and a bit of that, but mostly that,” Morinnia said with a laugh.“Here, yea can have a couple more for the trail. And be safe with her, yea hear? Now move along, I have things needing to be done around here.” Morinnia smiled as she escorted Stef-feen out of her cottage.As Steffeen was being pushed out of his second stop, the cot-tage of Laephina, Heidaline came running across the village center with a pack bouncing on her back, calling out, “Popie! I can go, I can go, Popie!”He looked out, smiled, and waited for her to join him.“When do we leave, Popie, when?” she asked breathlessly.“Oh now, careful, ogbhean,”—his nickname for Heidaline. “You 
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				will need your energy for the travel.” He stood straight and looked up to the sky, studying.“Well now, I see no reason why we canna leave now, yea. We have plenty of light left to get close to the river and set up camp. Are yea ready?” Steffeen asked. He looked up to see her father, Chamae, waving from his front stair.“Aye, Heidaline, it is very important you follow my rules of travel, yea understand?” Steffeen said with a nod as they re-turned to his cottage to collect his gear, which hadn’t even been put away. “Rule number one: never, ever leave my sight. Naw, never. The forest is beautiful, but it has its own way as well, yea. You must respect the forest and everything within.”After Steffeen said this, Heidaline calmed down and listened intently.“Like what, Popie? What’s out there that we have never seen?” she asked.“The River Troll comes to mind,” Steffeen said shortly.She walked quietly for the rest of the way to Steffeen’s cottage.
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				He gathered his pack, a couple of hand spades, and two woven baskets for the root. He tucked one tool into each of their side pouches, then draped the straps of the baskets—one over each shoulder.“Popie, I even grabbed some of Mumm’s biscuits,” Heidaline said with a big smile.“Oh, my child, you do have a lot to learn. Rule number two: pack lightly and save your strength. Aye, too much will tire you quickly. I will show you how we eat from the forest. She provides all we need. But I do look forward to Belunti’s bis-cuits,” he laughed.She grew more attentive, knowing the importance of every word he said. He was experienced and knew how to stay safe.They were approaching the edge of the village when Heidaline turned proudly toward the villagers watching and nodded a goodbye.Out of sight of the village, Heidaline was amazed at how the trees began to close in on them as they walked the path. The sounds of Dryyvonheste quickly faded, replaced by the sway-ing of trees in the breeze, the songs of birds high in the 
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				branches, the clanking of camping pots and cups on the back of Steffeen’s pack, and the rhythm of their footsteps.As she walked, Heidaline watched first one side of the path and then the other, not paying attention to what was in front of her. Suddenly she slammed into the back of Steffeen, who was standing still, gazing ahead. She stumbled back, embarrassed.“Shh, listen,” he said, putting a finger to his lips to motion for silence.He could hear water in the distance. The sound was faint, but he knew they were getting close.“Little Heidaline, you must watch as much in front of you as you do everywhere else, yea. You may run into something bigger than myself,” he laughed, patting her pack.She looked to the ground, knowing she should pay attention, but there were so many new things to see.“I’m sorry, Popie,” she said softly.Steffeen pointed through the trees. “The river is over that way. We should leave the path from here. We don’t want to get too 
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				close to the bridge, naw.”It seemed to be getting dark, though it was only the dense trees blocking the sun. Heidaline was experiencing new feelings. She didn’t know if she was scared or excited to be traveling, but everything around her felt strange. She watched Steffeen move carefully through the giant fronds of leaves, looking in and around each plant with caution.“Popie, I thought you said there was nothing to worry about out here. What are you looking for as we go through here?” Heidaline asked quietly.Steffeen stopped walking and turned to her. “Oh, ogbhean, this forest is a wonderful place, and safe as you will see. Naw, I’m not looking for something that can harm us—I’m making sure we don’t harm something. Come ogbhean, I will show you.”He knelt down and lifted one of the fronds. Underneath, tiny creatures worked vigorously, building a home on the sticky side of the plant. “Look. We are not alone. So we must take care not to disturb or hurt other creatures’ homes, ya see?” He smiled, pleased with his lesson, and stood again.The sound of rushing water grew louder. Steffeen knew they were close to a good camping spot, so he slowed his pace to 
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				give Heidaline time to enjoy the surroundings. “Heidaline, how are you doing, my child? Do ya need to stop for a rest before we reach our site?” “Oh no, Popie, I am fine—just looking at everything around me. I’m sorry if I’m slowing you down.” “Not at all, child. We can take our time now. Our spot is right up that way, yea, you see it?” He pointed through the trees.“Do you come this way a lot, Popie?” she asked. “Yea, I do. It is a beautiful river. Dangerous too, aye, very dangerous. The water rages, and there is only one way ta cross—that is the bridge. I am sure if I traveled much further north or south, I could find a narrower place. But for now, my little traveler, we stay on this side.” He smiled and moved along.Heidaline could see the white water crashing on the rocks through the clearing. She stood in amazement, staring at the roar of the churning river. Steffeen placed a hand on her shoulder. “It is quite spectacular, aye?” “Popie, I could never have imagined this. There is nothing like it.” Her eyes were wide with wonder. “Yea, let’s get ourselves settled in, then I will show you how to gather for our supper.”They stayed back from the river, a row of trees shielding them from the mist. Steffeen demonstrated how to lay out bedrolls, line up rocks for the fire, and hang packs from tree limbs so little creatures wouldn’t make new homes overnight. Heid-
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