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y all appearances,
GuildMag's had a
quiet year so far.
The success of
our last issue, The
Annual 2015, has spurred us on
to make a physical GuildMag
issue a yearly occurrence, which
means that we'll be releasing
our 18th magazine The GuildMag
Annual: 2016 very soon. This
year's Annual will be bigger
and better, and physical copies
will be available for pre-order
from 28th November 2016
for delivery before Christmas
- more information will be
available on guildmag.com
nearer the time, so stay tuned!
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Join us as we journey into Elona, Land of the Golden
sun. Is this where Season 3 is heading?

For now, though, we present
to you our Elonian-inspired
Issue 17. The community has
been awash with speculation
about where Season 3 and the
next expansion will take us; to
the Crystal Desert and Elona,
or perhaps somewhere else
entirely? Elona has yet to feature
in @ GuildMag issue, so we're
remedying that with this one!
We've put together a magazine
that encompasses all that was
great about the Land of the
Golden Sun from the original
game, and what you could look
forward to should we ever get
to visit the golden continent
again. With Nightfall having just
celebrated its 10th anniversary,

WRITERS

EDITORS

now seems like the perfect time
to unearth the desert's hidden
treasures. In “The Scourge of
Vabbi”, Starconspirator explores
the evil deeds of Palawa Joko,
and in “A History of Nightfall”,
lore guru Draxynnic uncovers
the dangers of the revenant's
Legendary Demon Stance. As
always, we've also included a
myriad of community art and
fiction, plus many other articles
just waiting to be discovered.

Got feedback on this issue? We'd
love to hear it; send us an email
at contact@guildmag.com!

Happy reading!
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AHISTORY
OF ELONA
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229 DR /7 29 AE

The Primeval Kings consolidate tf
over Vabbi and the Desolation.
bury their rulers in the Crystal C
Queen Nadijeh forms the Suns
Guard, which later become t
Order of the Sunspears.

25 DR // 1 BE
The Margonites, worshippers of
» MyAbaddon who ruled the Unending

_—Q Ocean, begin to settle along the
coastlines of Elona.
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374 DR // 174 AE
The Forgotten withdraw to

Crystal Desert.

-5 DR // 205 BE

The first human settlements
appear in the valley of Elona
and the islands of Istan.

200 DR // 0 AE
The Exodus of the Gods and the fall of Abaddon
leads to the collapse of the Margonite
civilization as they accompany their god
into the Realm of Torment. Creation
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524 DR // 324 AE
First reports of Corsair acti
in the coastal regions
around Elona.

0 DR // 200 BE
The first Dynastic Kings come to
power, ruling Elona from the
City of Fahranur in Istan for 4
over 650 years. ‘




eir rule
They
esert.
pear

720 DR // 520 AE
he

Istan is resettled.

652 DR // 452 AE
The Scarab Plague begins. First reported in
Fahranur, it spreads across Istan. Rule of the
Dynastic Kings ends. Reports claim that
insects erupt from boils on the victim's
skin; despite blockades, Corsairs
ferry citizens to Kourna and
spread the plague.

783 DR // 583 AE
Admun Kolos' Great Dynasty collapses
and the Shattered Dynasty Era begins.
The Pretender Wars erupt as
people vie for power. Paragons
and dervishes first appear.

656 DR // 456 AE
The Scarab Plague ends. The
Great Dynasty is established g o

by Admun Kolos. i

840 DR // 640 AE
The three modern provinces, Vabbi, Kourna,
and Istan, emerge from the Shattered
Dynasties. The Sunspears maintain
the peace while defending from
outside forces.



1074 DR // 874 AE
Clanmarshal leadership of
Istan and Vabbi is restorec

912 DR // 712 AE
The first Great Corsair War
begins.

a
b 1062 DR // 862 AE
-‘ Joko's war reaches a stalemate against Kournan
rebels led by Turai Ossa. Ossa challenges
Joko to single combat at the Battle of Jahai
and wins. Joko's body is sealed beneath
a stone plinth and guarded by the
Order of Whispers. Turai Ossa is
named King of Elona.
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957 DR 1/ 757 AE
Palawa Joko builds his Bone Palace
in the Desolation and begins
gathering an army of undead.

1099 DR // 899 AE
The Great Fortress of Jah
is built.

1068 DR // 868 AE
Searching for Ascension, Turai Ossa
leads the Great Pilgrimage into the
Crystal Desert. He names his son,
Kunai Ossa, Warmarshal before
leaving.

1
1060 DR // 860 AE
Palawa Joko invades Elona ’ _
and captures most of the Wibirgy

1100 DR // 900 AE
Amaki Voss becomes th
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1216 DR // 1016 AE
The Second Great Corsair War ends.
Seamarshal Matoha defeats
Lady Glaive’s Armada. Istan’s
maritime strength grows.

1140 DR // 940 AE
Cantha’s isolation leads to the closing
of their embassies in Tyria and
Elona. The Corsairs are left to
dominate the sea.

1275 DR /7 107

Nightfall. Warmarshal Varesh Ossa attempts to
free the fallen god Abaddon, opening a door
into the Realm of Torment. The Sunspears,
aided by Palawa Joko, stop Ossa and
destroy Abaddon. Kormir becomes
the Goddess of Truth, absborbing
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1188 DR // 988 AE
The Second Great Corsair

War begins.

1335 DR // 1135 AE
Palawa Joko and his rebuilt army retakes Vabbi
to rule all three provinces, isolating them from
the rest of the world. Joko destroys the
Order of the Sunspears, driving them
out of Elona. Some abandon their
oaths and serve as part of the
Mordant Crescent.

WRITTEN BY
STARCONSPIRATOR



Elona belongs to the undead.
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With Joko defeated, his undead
armies retreated back to the
Desolation and the Bone
Palace. Yet despite his defeat,
he could not be killed; instead,
his body was broken and
sealed in a tomb beneath a
stone plinth. Afterward, Turai
Ossa assigned his elite guard
to the task of watching over
this tomb - giving rise to the
Order of Whispers.

In the wake of Joko's rule, Turai
Ossa was given the title King
of Elona and the survivors
rallied behind him. But Ossa
obsessed over the gods.

The Warmarshal eventually
departed for the Crystal Desert
seeking Ascension, leaving
Elona behind to rebuild.
Palawa Joko remained trapped
under his plinth, unable to
effect any change for hundreds
of years and he faded into
legend. However, in 1075

AE (1275 DR), as Abaddon
attempted to break free from
his own prison, Palawa Joko
once again found his way to
the world of the living.

When Varesh Ossa discovered
the rituals necessary to bring
about Nightfall and release
the fallen god Abaddon, her
actions also weakened the
bonds that held Palawa Joko.
Although the Sunspears
worked against Varesh from
the moment they discovered
her plans, at every turn she
outmaneuvered them. Finally,
Varesh’s quest took her
through the Desolation to the
Mouth of Torment. With her
goal in sight, the Sunspears
desperately needed to catch
up to the Warmarshal and
stop her. However, with its
poisonous sulphur sands

and hordes of undead, the
Desolation proved too great
a barrier for the mere mortal
Sunspears to cross. Their
frantic research led them to
only one possible source for
aid in crossing the Desolation
- Palawa Joko. Even consulting
with the centaurs of the area,
who had once been enslaved
by Joko, yielded no other
option. The Sunspears’ only
chance to catch Varesh and

stop Nightfall was to convince
the undead king to help them.

Hoping to find Joko, the
Sunspears sought the
monument that marked the
place where Turai Ossa had
defeated him, where Joko's
tomb lay. Once free, Joko
fled and the centaurs and
Sunspears had to recapture
him before they could discuss
crossing the desolation.
Although the centuries of
imprisonment had weakened
Joko, he was still able to

lead the Sunspears to the
Desolation and reveal the
only way for mortals to cross:
riding inside the giant Junundu
Wurms that lived there. With
Joko's help, the Sunspears
were able to tame the wurms
and enter the Desolation,

but Joko's aid did not come
free, nor cheap. Despite the
centaurs’ warning not to
trust the undead king, the
Sunspears allowed him to go
free.
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This decision to free Joko in
order to save the world from
Abaddon would later prove
devastating to Elona. Some
might argue it was short-
sighted, others that it was a
necessary exchange, even a
bargain.

Free from his prison, Joko
began immediately to retake
his kingdom and rebuild his
army. Because their goals
were compatible - clearing
the area of Abaddon’s minions
and reaching Varesh - the
Sunspears found themselves
aiding the undead king as he
reestablished himself. The
work began with retaking the
Bone Palace from Varesh’s
rearguard. In order to do

so, the Sunspears subdued
several of Joko's generals,
returning them to his service
or destroying those who would
not. In the process, they were
warned again, this time by the
Order of Whispers, not to trust
Joko. Fearing that the Scourge
of Vabbi would return, the
Order began preparations of
its own to counter him - but
they knew Joko could outwait
them if he had to.

In the meantime, the
Sunspears continued to aid in
the rebuilding of Joko's army
as they consolidated their
position and cleared a path
through the Desolation. With
the vestiges of his army once
again under his command,
Joko reasserted his authority
over the Desolation and

reestablished his seat of
power. Aided by the Junundu
Wurms and Joko's forces, the
Sunspears cleared the Bone
Palace of demons before
moving on into the Desolation
and to the Mouth of Torment.
With Varesh’s forces cleared
from the area, Joko turned
his attention to rebuilding

his kingdom and plotting his
return to power over all of
Elona.

Other than the occasional spat
with King Thorn - continuing
their rivalry even in undeath

- little was heard from Joko
after his release. For sixty
years, he gathered strength
and renewed his forces,
reestablishing his power base.
Then, in preparation for a new
invasion of Vabbi, he dammed
the River Elon, diverting its
water toward the Crystal
Desert. Facing a devastating
drought and accompanying
social unrest in addition to
the undead army, Vabbi

soon surrendered. After the
province fell, Kourna and Istan
followed.

With little opposition, Joko

set out to destroy both

the Sunspears and the
descendants of Turai Ossa.

In a sadistic twist, he ordered
his forces to bring any Ossa
descendant to him, forcing a
number of them to serveas
his generals - living or dead
made no difference to Joko.
For over a hundred years, Joko
worked to drive the Sunspears

from the land. Those who did
not perish fighting the undead
king left Elona, wandering
foreign lands, passing down
the teachings of a barely-
remembered Order. Some
Sunspears did remain in Joko's
Elona, choosing to serve as
Joko's knights in exchange for
power. These fallen Sunspears
form the Mordant Crescent.

In the intervening time, Elonian
citizens have also fled the
Scourge of Vabbi and today the
Land of the Golden Sun is as
sealed off as the Dominion of
Winds, having very little contact
with the outside world. Joko's
kingdom shared borders with
the Elder Dragon Zhaitan's area
of influence, which brought
the two undead armies into
contact with one another for
years. However, now Zhaitan

is gone and Joko remains the
unchallenged ruler of the dead:
The only humans to still have
contact with Elona are agents
of the Order of Whispers, but
few details regardingjokao's
kingdom are publicly known.

Palawa Joko will likely make
another appearance in the
future. Perhaps the Pact will
seek his help with Kralkatorrik,
the Elder Dragon awaiting us
nearest Elona’s border. We
may also meet him once again
when the exiled Elonians follow
their prophesied leader home.
Regardless, we should always
remember the undead king
cannot be trusted.
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ARISTORY OF
NIGHTFALL

reetings, empty

heads in need
of filling, it is |,
Professor Blorp,

here to warn
you of the threat that these
so-called revenants may
be unwittingly bringing to
our world! While | remain
perplexed as to why Gixx
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saw fit to place my important
message at such an early
hour in the fourth day of

the Priory’s symposium on
revenant magic and what

it could mean, allow me to
congratulate those of you
who chose to forego studying
firsthand the aftereffects

of excessive intoxicant




consumption in order to
receive this warning! Your
presence here may well lead
to making the difference
between success and disaster
for all our efforts!

Since Rytlock Brimstone’s
return during the Maguuma
campaign in the Mists, we're
suddenly being inundated
by a flood of soldiers calling
themselves “revenants”.

These revenants invoke the
powers of legends of the
past to grant themselves
magical abilities, and, some
say, hear the voices of those
legends in their heads. Some
of these legends, such as
the philosopher Ventari,

the dwarf king Jalis, and the
dragon prophet Glint, will

be well known to any of you
who have paid the slightest
modicum of attention to
Tyrian history. However, some
of you, who might have slept
through your classes in the
history of other lands, may
be blinking at unfamiliar so-
called legends like Shiro and
Mallyx and asking yourself:
“Should we be worried?”

The answer, as those who
actually paid attention

to the histories of lands
outside your own little patch
would know, is: Yes, you
ignoramuses, by the Eternal
Alchemy you should! These
two were nothing less than
the lieutenants of the greatest
threat to Tyria before the

awakening of the Elder
Dragons! And those foolish
revenants are willingly inviting
them right into their minds!

It all started over thirteen
centuries ago when the
bookah gods decided to break
the magic battery of the Seers
and introduced magic into
the world on a scale not seen
since the last rise of the Elder
Dragons, supposedly as a gift

to make life easier for the
races. Naturally, the surface
races did what bookahs

with more belligerence than
sense usually do with a new
toy and started killing each
other with it. One with a little
more sense than most, King
Doric - of the kingdom that
later fragmented into Ascalon
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and Orr - recognised that this
was quickly turning into a
scenario of mutually assured
destruction. Leaving glaring at
the charr across the northern
border behind, he fought his
way back to Arah to persuade
the gods to reduce the power
of their gift.

Those so-called gods that
were present at the time
agreed to do so, but Doric
paid the price for their
mistake, with his lifeblood
being used to seal the
Bloodstones in their current
separated state. However,
the god that had been
responsible for distributing
magic in the first place,
Abaddon, wasn't present
when this decision was
made. When he found out,
he responded by throwing a
massive hissy fit and declaring
war on the other gods. To
cut a long story short enough
to fit within your limited
attention spans, this resulted
in magical devastation on a
level not seen since the last
rise of the Elder Dragons.

This included boiling away
the inland sea that once
separated Tyria and Elona
into a parched desert.
Abaddon was trapped with his
surviving followers in a hellish
prison-dimension called the
Realm of Torment. The other
gods were so ashamed at the
destruction that had been
unleashed that they chose to
leave Tyria rather than stay
and risk destroying the place
the next time one of them
throws a massive tantrum
over, | don't know, stubbing
their toe or something.

However, the gods did
know that knowledge of
Abaddon could allow him
to retain influence over
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our world. So, before they
left, they made a half-
hearted attempt of erasing
references to Abaddon that
could be stumbled on by
mortals before abandoning
the problem for future
generations to deal with.
But it apparently slipped
their miniscule minds that
even that early on human
civilisation had left a bunch of
ruins and tombs around the
place, and some of those
contained scriptures of
Abaddon. Whoopsies!

One of these places happened
to be located in the city of
Fahrunar, the first human city
on Istan and once capital of
the Elonian empire. While the
city still stood, it seemed that
even the bookahs knew better
than to go poking around in
there and stir up something




they shouldn’t. This injunction
even survived the Scarab
Plague where the Primeval
Kings that ruled there were
eaten from the inside out

by insects whose eggs had
contaminated their food
supplies. Even after Istan was
resettled, stories of plagues
and curses from the ruins
discouraged bookahs from
going there. This changed
two and a half centuries ago.
Kormir, then Spearmarshal
of the Sunspears, decided
that her curiosity was more
important than letting be
what had been wisely left
alone for over a thousand
years. Warnings of danger
were for other people...

an attitude that I'm sure
many of you can relate to.
Stop preening, you in the
middle row - that was not a
compliment!

Her excavation awakened
the Apocrypha of Abaddon, a
construct inscribed with
texts of Abaddon. At this
stage, Kormir realised she'd
made a colossal blunder and
took steps to contain it,

but it was already too late. A
visiting Kournan delegation,
ostensibly on a diplomatic
visit but actually stirring up
pirates in order to weaken
Istan for future invasion,
happened to contain secret
cultists of Abaddon, including
Kourna's leader Varesh

Ossa. Before Kormir and

her Sunspears were able

to destroy the Apocrypha,
the cultists were able to
access it and learn what they
needed from it. Only they
knew exactly what that was,
but given the events that
followed, it evidently involved
the summoning of demons.

In response to the wave of
demons that started popping
up all over the place, Kormir
abandoned Istan to cry for
help from the heroes that
had defeated Shiro and the
Lich Lord in Cantha and Tyria
respectively, leaving the
investigation of what was

happening in Istan to her
junior commanders. These
commanders uncovered the
Kournan conspiracy,

but were themselves
implicated for killing the
Kournan general Kahyet in
the process. When Kormir
returned, they were being
tried for murder, their
defence resting on proving
Kahyet's guilt. Kormir
immediately ended the trial
by fiat and began preparing
Istan and the Sunspears for
war.

Her master plan was to strike
directly at Varesh’s capital, the
Moon Fortress of Gandara.
Naturally, this was exactly
what Varesh expected, and
the Sunspears were led into

a trap where Kormir was
taken prisoner as her soldiers,
and her eyes, were eaten by
demons. Only a few survivors
escaped into the surrounding
countryside with their tails
firmly between their legs.
Showing an unusual amount
of sense for bookahs,
however, these survivors
found an underground shelter
where neither the Kournan
army nor the demons could
find them. From there,

they built a resistance from
oppressed Kournan villagers

“CRESCENT STREET"

Concept art of the inner streets
of Gandara, the Moon Fortress.
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and the enslaved Veldrunner
centaur tribe of southern
Elona.

However, the Sunspears
realised that they did not have
the forces to take on Kourna's
military, and needed to enlist
the aid of Elona’s third
province, Vabbi. With the
assistance of the Order of
Whispers and some corsairs
with a grudge against

Kourna - it's apparently okay
to collaborate with pirates
when it's the Sunspears doing
it - the Sunspears were able
to rescue Kormir from the
execution block before using
a secret tunnel to bypass

the Kournan fortress of Jahai
and make it to Vabbi. On

the pretext of pursuing the
Sunspears, Varesh reinforced
her army with a second wave
of demons and invaded
Vabbi.

The Sunspears found that the
Vabbian self-styled princes
were too busy sticking their
heads in the sand over
Varesh's intentions - or the
fact that she was slowly
turning into a demon herself
- to heed their warnings.
Naturally, Varesh took this
as an invitation to rampage
at will through Vabbi's holy

sites, tearing new holes in the
walls of Abaddon’s prison.
She then took her demonic
army and hightailed it to her
real objective - the site within
the poisoned sands of the
Desolation where Abaddon
had fallen, and where the
barrier between Tyria and
the Realm of Torment was
weakest.

Thanks to those poisoned
sands, the living Sunspears
were unable to pursue
without finding a safe way
to cross. In a genius move
that clearly had no chance
of rebounding on their
descendents whatsoever,
the Sunspears decided to
awaken the lich king Palawa
Joko from his prison and
ask him nicely if he could
give them a way. With a little
arm twisting, Joko agreed,
teaching the Sunspears how
to tame Junundu wurms
that could carry them safely
across the desert - if you

call riding in the mouth of a
semi-domesticated desert
wurm ‘safe’ - in exchange for
the Sunspear’s assistance

in rebuilding Joko's power.
Between the Sunspear-
controlled wurms and Joko
being all too happy to settle
scores on Turai's descendent,
Varesh's rearguard was
overwhelmed, and the
Sunspears caught up with
Varesh as she was performing
the ritual to open the Mouth
of Torment.
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Despite Varesh completing
her transformation into a
demon the first time she was
killed, and coming back at
the Sunspears with a wave
of reinforcements from the
Realm of Torment, she was
defeated. However, she

had achieved enough that
the energy released in her
defeat tore open the Mouth
of Torment, sucking the
Sunspear bookahs inside.
Fortunately, instead of being
pulled onto the dinner table
of an army of demons, the
Sunspears appeared in

one of the last remaining
strongholds of the Forgotten
jailors who had, for centuries,
been failing to keep Abaddon
and his minions contained in
the Realm of Torment.

There, the Sunspears learned
that, due to the one-size-fits-
all containment policy of their
so-called gods that lumped
the innocent in with the guilty,
their actions in opposing
Abaddon had contaminated
them with knowledge of
Abaddon. Hence, they too




were doomed to be trapped
in the Realm of Torment
upon their deaths if Abaddon
wasn't destroyed. Hearing of
an old temple of the Six Gods
that had been sucked into
the Realm of Torment, the
bookahs pushed forth into
the hell-dimension, hoping
that if they invoked the other
gods in the Realm of Torment
then the other five would get
off their collective laurels and
finally clean up the mess they
left behind.

It was there that they met two
of the generals of Abaddon,
both of which had caused
chaos in different parts of
Tyria three years before -
Vizier Khilbron, who was
responsible for the Cataclysm
and thus partially responsible
for that whole situation with
Zhaitan and Orr, and the Shiro
Tagachi that you may have
heard some of these revenant
morons speaking so glowingly
about. After cutting those two
down, the Sunspears, led by
Kormir, knelt as bookahs do,
and asked for help from their
mommies and daddies.

Here, reportedly, the voice of
Lyssa gave them an uplifting
speech about how the power
was in them all along and
sent them away with nary a
pat on the back. Miraculously,
a handful of bookahs then
managed not to muck it up
any further and proceeded to
slay the fallen god. Realising
that you do not just simply kill
a god and walk away without
the god exploding in your
face, Kormir decided that one
of Lyssa'’s cryptic utterances
meant that she was supposed
to replace Abaddon and
leaped into the nexus of
power left by Abaddon’s
death, absorbing the energy
and thus becoming the sixth
bookah deity.

That wasn't the end of it,
however, as the remaining
generals of Abaddon’s forces
led an insurrection against
the new goddess, seeking
to overthrow her and claim
her power to become a god
instead. The leader of this
effort, and thus presumably
Abaddon’s successor if they
had succeeded, was none
other than the demon lord
Mallyx the Unyielding. Yes,

| can see those of you that
aren't trying to pretend

you haven't fallen asleep
recognise that name.

S0, as you can now see,
these two entities that these
revenant ignoramuses
willingly allow to possess
them were the lieutenants of

a being that the bookah gods
considered so dangerous
that anyone who even knew
about him was consigned

to an eternity of torture
upon their deaths, simply to
prevent that knowledge from
contaminating the rest of the
Mists. Sure, the revenants
claim that they're in control...
but how do we know they are
really? How do we know that
these ghosts of Shiro and

Mallyx aren’t simply letting
their puppets believe that
they're in control, while
waiting for the opportunity
to carry out schemes that will
wreak unmitigated havoc and
destruction across Tyria?

The simple answer, bookahs
and geniuses, is that we don't.
We've just recently seen the
Pact all but annihilated by
those who believed that they
had free will until the moment
their true master whistled

and they set on their former
friends like the warhounds
they were made to be. We
cannot afford to be blindsided
yet again by a betrayal that

a half-blind ettin could see
coming a mile away.
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or many Guild

Wars 2 players,

the continent of

Cantha to the

far south is the
be-all-end-all of potential
expansion content. However,
expansion content only works
as well as it fits into the story,
and right now, Cantha doesn't
have much of a place in the
expanding narrative. That isn't
to say ArenaNet won't ever
be giving us a new continent
to explore, though. With

BY

Kralkatorrik residing in the
Crystal Desert, and with the
recent defeat of Zhaitan, the
continent of Elona might just
be where we're headed!

The key to unlocking Elona

is the Crystal Desert. We

will eventually have to face
Kralkatorrik and when that

day comes, we will most likely
do so on his home turf in the
Crystal Desert. But what might
prompt us to fight Kralkatorrik?
Why should he be the next
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Dragon on the chopping block?

Well, he simply connects nicely
with the cliffhanger at the end
of Heart of Thorns. With Glint's
egg infused with a significant
amount of Mordremoth’s
magic, the newly hatched
Aurene has a very real
possibility of bearing some sort
of connection to Kralkatorrik, a
remnant of its mother’s origin.
Furthermore, Glint had strong
ties to the Forgotten, and it
was the Forgotten, through the
will of Glint, that constructed




Tarir. The Forgotten were
known to reside within the
Crystal Desert before leaving
Tyria, and there is no telling
what answers lie in that arid
wasteland for both the player
character and Aurene.

So we have just cause to brave

the desert, but what might

we find there? Well, first and
foremost, there's Kralkatorrik.
Kralkatorrik's residence in the
Crystal Desert creates an
interesting connection to
Elona: that of Palawa Joko. You
see, the charr and Ascalonians
aren't the only ones dealing

Concept art by Doug Williams,
depicting one of Joko's Awakened
army.

H “AWAKENED HORSEMAN"

with Kralkatorrik's pesky
crystalline minions. In the
southern reaches of the
Crystal Desert, the powerful
undead lich, and tyrannical
ruler of Elona, Palawa Joko's
armies are also at war with
Kralkatorrik. Which brings

us to an interesting dilemma
that will ultimately dictate

how we go about exploring
Elona: do we enlist Joko's aid
against Kralkatorrik, forming
an uneasy alliance (as we did in
Nightfall), or do we take him on
as a second enemy?
Strategically, it would be
prudent to at least attempt
the former. Palawa Joko,
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now supreme ruler of Elona
for several hundred years, is
undoubtedly more powerful
than ever before, and would
prove to be a formidable ally
against the Elder Dragons. On
the other hand, if the Pact were
to attempt to fight both Joko
and Kralkatorrik on the same
front, chances are Kralkatorrik
would come out the victor and
both the Pact and Joko would
suffer debilitating losses.

However, now that we're
“friends” with Joko, the issue
still remains: how will we go
about exploring Elona? There
needs to be motivation to

do so, a plot device driving

us toward Elona. Well, that's
where Joko comes in a second
time. Back in Guild Wars:
Nightfall, we formed an alliance
with Joko in order to defeat
the much greater threat of
Abaddon. However, we made
a mistake. After defeating
Abaddon, we left Joko to his
own devices, naively assuming
he would just chill in the
Desolation forevermore.

Fast forward 250 years, and
he has conquered all of Elona,

bloodline. For all we know,
Kralkatorrik could be the
only one stopping him from
invading Tyria.

This is where it gets very tough
to justify passage to Elona.

If we ally with Joko against
Kralkatorrik then promptly
turn on him and free Elona,
that's going to seem rather
treacherous of both the Pact
and our player character.

However, it would also seem
strange to simply stand by and
let Joko's oppression go
unchallenged. ArenaNet'’s

There needs to bel...] a plot device driving us toward

Elona.

crushed the Sunspears, and
assimilated anyone of note
that could potentially resist
him, including all known
members of the Ossa

writing team would need to
work very hard to make this
part work, but it is possible.
The key to spinning this in our
favor is having Joko make

PAO] GUILDMAG#17 | EDITORIAL - Delivering Elona

the first offensive move.

With Kralkatorrik out of the
way, he is free to expand his
empire into Tyria. Rather than
having the Pact, the “good
guys,” betray Joko, why not
make Joko be the betrayer?

It makes sense: he's power
hungry, ambitious, psychotic,
and deceptive. It's a move that
would give us a valid reason
to move against him and, in so
doing, enter Elona.

So we've entered into a
dubious alliance with Palawa
Joko, used our joint efforts to
destroy Kralkatorrik, and now
Joko has turned on us and
intends to bring the continent
of Tyria under his control.
Now we've got an expansion
on our hands! Not only do we
get the green light to enter
Elona, we have just cause to
travel through it in its entirety.
Palawa Joko occupies the
whole continent, including the
island of Istan to the south,




and overthrowing Joko

would require travelling to
Vabbi, Kourna, and Istan and
undermining his influence in all
those locations, before finally
marching on the Bone Palace
in the Desolation.

Our story is still pretty
barebones, though. The
overthrowing of a tyrant is
pretty standard fare as far as
fantasy stories go, particularly
in video games. ArenaNet likes
to implement impactful events
that change the entire world
significantly in their narrative,
and the storyline outlined in
this article opens up just such a
change.

By themselves, the Pact simply
lacks the necessary forces

to challenge Joko's armies
directly. Joko has spent over

a hundred years amassing
hordes upon hordes of undead
minions, and his conquest of
Elona has proven that he’s

a very competent military
commander. But where might

the Pact find the help it needs?
What force in Tyria could
possibly bolster the assault
against Joko enough to sway
the odds in the Pact’s favor?

The centaurs of course! Aimost
all centaurs in Guild Wars 2 are

utterly hostile in every capacity,
and they show extreme hatred,
contempt, cruelty, and outright
sadism toward other races.

However, we the players
have a trump card in our favor:
Palawa Joko's empire is built

Almost all centaurs in
Guild Wars 2 are utterly
hostile
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upon the enslavement, labor,
and mistreatment of Elona’s
entire centaur population. If
pitched to the centaurs of Tyria
correctly, this reality could be
enough to rally them against
Joko.

Now, at this point, forming
flimsy alliances with previously
hostile entities is becoming a
bit of a trend in this article.
However, an alliance between
the Pact and the centaurs
could potentially resultin a
peace accord between the
centaurs and the other races
of Tyria, and could mean huge
changes for zones in Kryta and
the Shiverpeaks. This outcome,
while quite bold, would

renew the community’s faith

in ArenaNet’s ability to bring
massive, permanent changes
to Tyria while also introducing
plentiful new content.

The material discussed in
this article is honestly a bit
much for a single expansion.

Realistically, the defeat of
Kralkatorrik would occur over
a season of Living World, and
then Palawa Joko's betrayal
and the liberation of Elona
would form an expansion
pack’s worth of content. With
Elona at our fingertips, who
knows what kinds of ancient
secrets and undiscovered
magic we could uncover that
might aid us against the Elder
Dragons?

Furthermore, perhaps,
somewhere in Elona, an
alternate solution to the
Elder Dragon problem might
lie undiscovered. With the
story of Guild Wars 2 going

in the direction it is, it would
be a shame to see Elona

get bypassed or ignored,
and hopefully ArenaNet has
plans to someday deliver that
content in a manner that will
leave us satisfied and itching
for more.

GUILDMAG#17 | EDITORIAL - Delivering Elona




T awole o dariness, L{\w%'sw we o The wrid groind, 1T stared iwto fhe
ou\o{ss anove wme. A gaum'\\'\a,r s’\%\j \A./\{ /Wcre, X iéw'\s%eé and warped Srom
vl\ub’\’ aL t‘CV\AC\«_\A\OCFCA. j,wg’YcouA o%\ /\’\A(’, c,\cour zwre, ’\’\A'\(,‘L, c\'\r’\’ (,\OU—AS ’\’F&NC\\CA
Loross oemudtied sl i EaEE sl ol Sl e Lo bet Rrom o Yleodied sun.

1 1{@\& wo’}’\i\w; woX Ahe heaX oé Ale ACSCVY, nor ’&nc rofdenon whick T \%
T‘AO\L%\A ww‘m\o gfo /Y\nc vJor\A) V\A\{ W\'\wé 'g(’,\* O’Y\ACNJ'\S(’,, S’Yru«({é\'\w Ao A/(/(/C‘X’V Ahe
(/\&/\Ls’\’r_o'_\?.\no\o'\b of Alhe dariness. This wa sk home - so ow had T 9 here?
“Daddyr”

A /aung g:’r/‘s ‘(A/oc A/?fé‘ﬂ/fé‘o/ écﬁrc me.

T saf wp, startled.

Four children ran past, playing wnder /f/te_mommg sun. My village.. my home.

oy The kallucination e ws quic\\y ws o had come. T ﬂrwg(%\cé Ao wmake sewse

of what 1T had scen, ’\'\/wu,%\/» M Aoo soon Ahe wmewory o§ \oe%uu Xo Sade.
Con vuscé, RYiows  akd alowe, T kad Xo wncover where T was. As ¥ood wp,
1 Sebr o NCR%M a,%au\ws’Y W \/»'\'\7, wnd ?rcsseé wy hand au%uws’Y Ahe W o o
suord AlakX c,\u.w% Ao wy \leather el 14 \ooked orA'\Mur\{ aond wM.AorweA, /W.ow%\:»
s\AM? CM\»%\A Ko Ve of wse should & Ye weeded - wot Ahat T wwew ow 4o On
Wy feet were swple \eatlher sandals, Fhe s¥rasps Weathered and Aorw, and T
wore wy awmilir \inen %urwas: \oc'\%c Xrowsers Wik o AercacoPra shick, Both
Were dirtied and r'x’\?\?(’,é. |

%wruc\{'\v& ’\’\A-c ;wrrou.wéiw S, ‘g'\(’,r(,(’, \o\ou(,‘L Aentoacles ’\Dro’Yru.AcA 'grow\ /\’\A-(’,

cownd, Wisting Aheie way /Wrou.%\/» Khe \andscape. Qand dunes and Fall rock
%Orwaﬁ'\ows swrrowkded wme, rwwvﬁ\w% s Sar_as the e could see and \Cow’\w%
only one BB o i Ui B conld wah: Socwacd] T e distance, o S ot
efhereal voice cried oud. TX sownded e o Joung . i\, /\’\A.ow%\/» T cowldnt Ve
swre T had even heard Muﬁ\(m - Alis pPlace % ed Fricks on Ahe senses, and
scemed Sar aw o gro\m oy rca.(i'(w 1 \rew, Qu /hw% one f{m \ocgorc Alhe 0’\’\~(’,r)
b \!)C%auvu Xo wove Sorward o Ahe WI\CROWR, whsSure og what avited we hwt
defermned Ao Sind owt 1§ wo’W'\w% else.

A wasX lowg heSore T encowntered amother creature. As T walced Surther
rom where T had \oe%u.w) Alhe distand woises grew W Srequency wnd s’Yrew%’W.
aleill screams and Aeef\? mw\\o\'\w% couls echoed %Wrow%k Ahe rocks amd seX wy

wmikd racing. T Aried 4o g;e,e,\ Sor \Mf? \Aca,r’Y\oc*wY, Sor some reasswramee Ahak

1T was s’h\% e, bt Ahe numbness rewmained. Awé'a.,s T &d so, oAl wmanner

o Ae'\?rawcé creafures ewfered Wy /Y\Aou.%\ﬁs s I Aried 4o Picture what Ahe
sownds feould ?ossi\o\\[ \oc\ow% Yo, Bur when T san one OQ Ahew ikl wmy own eyes,
netling kad even come close. From w rocky clif§ ahove wme juwmped o \arge
kellisk creature wmade of Yone and esq:oscé lesh, 14 \anded on Four legs, s
X\ herween @s legs and bowe spiLes runkin “he \ew%*f\/» of s spwe. 1A efes
Were \arge Vuk \AO\%OVJ) and Srom s wowth /&»c creafure s\o\o\ocrcK \\ee sowme
dewonic wockery of o dog IAs stench Silled wmy nostrils Ahe acerid scent o
roring flesh stinging Ahe Vack of wy Alhroat. 1 refcked, A (/\Aer%ﬁé, and T



Sound w{sc\%‘ wnadole Ao wove, siwmp\y s’hur'\w% wro Ahe dead cs{cs-og Wy doowm,
T‘»'\s s where wy \;& would cwé, "Eour 'grow\ kowme. Would amyone wiss.wme?

”jﬂscf/t,/ .. 6O screamed o woman, her voice ‘f:-’//fng my head.

gdécw\{, Wy wmind was clear. Wiklowt /W'wduw%, T dodged 4o Ahe r'\%M, Alhe
dewon's S?K‘LCA \C%s bhrushin w%ou'\ws’\’ Wy arwm e ow/&ﬁw Ace'\?. The wWouwnd
das grisly, fe¥ strangely, Yhere was \derle blood amd T Felt wo PaAR. The

creafwre s’\’o'\r\?c FLKIRG A Aurne or o second aewpt. I \new what

: \WA /\’g-'-.\oe Aowc_ T\«'\s a,\oov\,\'\ww\"\ow vJou.\A no¥ Xa\ce we, ot now, <Al (/FO\M/\*-CA,

Ny rca/'c,\/»eé down odnd ul'(WArevJ Alhe Slocd \wuw%'\w- ‘gro\M \M\{ WaasY, X was Koo
\o\% Ao afracl \Aca,é—ow, so Ahere was only one o’(é\/»(’,r oY:'Y'\ow. IX conred and
o\/»a,r%eé win, Yhis Aime s w\ouw%\eé ’\’ow%u.c Mbw%'\w% com The side of s
wowt . As«{ékc creafure came closer, T once agan dodged 4o Ahe side, Alis
Tiwme /W»ru.s’hw% Wy sword Fowwrds . The wmetal wmet s §ﬂu-%(’ﬁ, rewéiw% /Y\nrou.%\«
dead Slesh wnd bowe o Ahe creatures Slank as & dacted ?ws’Y wme once
wore, T4 howled w pain, cruwmpling on s side, ’N'(V(,\A'\w% ihd sHrw gling. \Aus’“w%
wo time, T scramvled Qrow Ahe &k over A6 where Ahekicreafure (écu{ a,wé,
%w/\’\wcr'\w% Wy s’Yrcw%’W, ?\ww%cé e culo ’\’\u‘ow%\/» s skewll (/F\LIA(/\A-\I&% e Vone
and penelrating wsde WWe o vwibe /Y\A.row%k butrer. T leX go o Ahe” suord,
aL/VLA o rCW\D\wC% C\M\O(’,AACA {78 /Y\:»c creafwre. T4 was over: T was alive. 6\1,* AL
had daren o e w c%o\xux%c. A wave 0§ cwmotions ora,sl\»cé over we; o Year
\)c%ww Ao gorw w Fhe corner og wy eye, and 1 fookced owEing AWE Su-rrou,VLA'\w%S
Phee wore. 1. woshebhored adould ™ Bver wake ¥ owt o Kl ?\M,c_? Aro\mé
me, Yhe world grew darker shill ws Ahe sun KeansSormed Ko an ou\o~{ssa,\ Waek.

\A\m{ wme? \A\M{ %uml? wWhere...

..'i:
T

itas
:

¥ v
Y
w

"\fow should woX kave dowe Ahat» come o s\,xa,r'\?, Semimine voice Srom belind,
"T‘wﬁ 'FC’Y wWas wot Jours Ao Aes’h—o\(,‘*

T spwn crownd Ao Sace her, Wy efes wmeeting et Slash of \or’\%M purple
\'\%M and Kle rou,%\/» s\'»aw‘?e o5 i v o, _

Vercing screams filled +he Morning air.

‘Not PLEASer _

“T’'m éeggwy you, dont tfake-”

ot harmates Cunl” _

”jos_ef/t./ .. 600 screamed the /oung Woman whoSetord bm[ore me with brown
hair ahd feary eyes. :

My.. m wife, g

”ffﬂsc? / Ffuo/ her!” she écggea/ .coééfng.' e ;

T [ooked ?A/s”f her 1[4/06 and ot ontdithe desteuction aeoind us. Black smoke
bellowed inteo the air as huts bumcaé and nnocent w’//%crs [y S/A/ug/t/fcma/ on
the blood-stained sand Hellisk monsters Hook (e after /f')fc; +their br.’g/«f purple
bodies and worn metallic armownr clearly not of this world Tﬁaug/t human i
544/775, the resemblance ended there. And then T 570%/1%0/ her: 74/{4/ @ young
irl” with [ong, dark bhair,“strewn over the shoulders' of one of the eton s il
%c[n i W G ST N w’//pgc, 7 g/a/noea/ A the Joung woman before me.
//Cr mau/fé wa s ofeﬂ, A.//tc/ /tcr é/ue e/c,c greu/ u/{a/cr as 546 &/u//’&/tfa/ Acr 5.’0/6.



She {é//, /Hfz/ess, and in Hhat instant L brushed 774/5* her and ran No tfime
o grieve. Not wow..

" '%iw see Yhew
e \'\%M \oc(éa,vu Xo &Ac, ind s place Ahe dexails of Ahe huwmanod were
revealed.

One of them. Demon... from my memory...

The creafure stood Faller Ahan we, slender and \wmost %ru,cgw\. ghe - no
& - wore w ronze wetallic mast AhaX covered ws Sacve. Alwmost iwse -
e, Yright sowrces o \'\%M shone Srom siv ede holes w Ahe wmasis whricate
Acs'\%w, & wielded o sWeeping sc,xﬁ\/»e w borh hawds, and s \oo&{ das covered
\o\( ri’\?’\?(’,A, e once-ornadfe, roes Ahak swept Srom os chest Ko trs Seer T4s
shoulders were lefF wicovered, s\'»oul'\w% pure purple energy w place 06 flesh or
aony wormaley.

)

Qease.. where am 170 T asted, wot Aruly Cnowing what 4o eypect. T didir
doud & was here Fo Gl we, hof T had wo’Y\A'\w% (f,a\sc.

The dewmon Aibred os head shightly, and, shll clwtcling &s weapon, Yhegan 4o
lawglh, A Accy, ancieny \uw%\% /Y\;{aﬁ cawme érow\ \oe{ovcéé s gcv;\fa,\c go%rv\,\ aond
led wy Wikd.,

Muia - hold on! T was running, feet founa/{ng +the ?A//’&AC(J growﬂc/ ws the sun
wrned down on me. T stumbled as my sandafs gave way beneath me, the
5”fm/775 érokcn, éu-/fj o/m/ not TC&// =L grun/feo/ d/ﬂ.c/ ./,m/h‘/meo/, 4/(4405’% /féerc,

die will be wibh Her once GIAR,”  Came Kle demon's voice.

(:\:{ /Wou%Ms eared once wore.

//uAVLA" \{ou, ’FFO\I-\ACA ’\/\A,C ’Fo“lcr Ko AO S0 £ {7
Jhart did ot mean? Who's it fulling ahoct? O \‘m

Y

WWHAT 1S HARRENING > T :C\\(’,A, wkanle Fo corfmin.. andtihking amnfwmore.

S\A\ACFC)S M ? That ol \A&Z{WCV&CA) didnt @2 You ook \ﬁr( %A\A(L;\I/ did Jou
02l 5"

Nou \»Jors\n’\’\? Salse %oés. Their \ies, Aleir '\Mo\crc:pwoc... Ahey did Alis. THeY buil

Alis place | o7

f

[\}0} Ja/t"f /1'5"1‘/6/(. ﬁfﬂk

/‘fa/fa/ /ﬂ// on /fAc grﬂunaé Aer Kﬂccs\our/é'a/’; wp Ao Aer oAc;"f’ A//ta/ Aer hair
hiding her fear. My sword struck the demon’s fabdomen, and i howled T roffed
backwards, é?f/ﬁng the grauna/ hardias i sw. s s/ta/rfcnca/ ,ca/’f/t@ round Ffor

]‘.
|



@ rcna/fng blow T g/a/noco/ back at the poor gfr/j- she was m/j[e, s /mg s

this Ahi g was_stopped The screams from Ahe village bebind me had cease

- dend i@l a{//’/tcm, most [ikely. With renewed vigour, T looked at my encmy.

e Weapon g/fs”fcnca/ w Ahesun as the creature éroug/«f it back wp +o s )
chest, longing o dirty the blade with my blood Sword extended T oﬁwrgea{
determined Fo end this wightmare. The 5/{./,{/% moon crescent came From a/bovc,

but :hs’hha/ﬁvi[/j blocked the attack, moving the sword o parry. The so/f/te
deflected off # and T saw my chance. (J?éﬁ /fgé/fnfng reflexes, T wimed
s Ahroat and thrested, the hlade connecting with the ethereal eneryg and
cméea/a/fng Hself a/cc?. A wmeffled u/ﬁf.c?cr, and the demon Hell where H stosd I
bad dome # We were sate

(7

«Cool. ‘fou Al o were ‘Qaur\M(’,r could Acgeaﬁ one og s servamnts?» I \oc%ouw
3 o \a,w%\A. G, Ahe sounds co\m'\w% ioround we.

el rC‘MCW\\OCr. T \C\\\CA {ou,_ \fou,,,, \{ou, s\wu,\é \oc Aca_A(“
X is wot T who is Aca.A) ’SOSC’F\A.“

The demon’s so/féc g/fm”enea/ n the sun as the creature éraugﬁ/f At back wp
+o s chest

This memory.. As.. +he same.

Sword extended, T a/uurg@o[ determined 4o end +this m’gé/fmbre, The slcin
moon crescent came From ahove, bt T was 4oo late] The blade buried Hself
deep in wy shoulder, and Searing pain shot through my éaa//, T was A//‘d{// sed
With shock, uwable o do Mt/féi/tg hut accept m/fb*c, T feH my'se { [ifted
‘J'C’om the grou/m/ blood /fr{ok/fng ol sl my arm and boo/” wial. AR el Ao ik

winst it o —f;,oc the sky T stared wp art the clear azure, before o
glimmer of /.‘g/«f against oé{//fng metal turned evcr/fﬁfng black.

.
e

"J/ayefwo“?c Ale \l'\s'\ow-\"(;wécé. \\\
,,V@/}%t%k i Liest Tt has 4o be wiliEl

i
40 Lell 4o wy{ \nees iﬂ'&\%’\?’\’ ﬂ sl

"W%\ng\\ comes, Toseph. ddon rises, and {omr gum'\\{ shall witness & |

e’ dewmon wnnounced, as 9@ Kurned Srom we and \oe%ww Ao walle aua.

T saf Alhere, weeping, lost, Thedw L Ale KYears, another shape appeared before
me: o foung girl, ?w«& dary hax %\kxém% her Sace. G o

Daddy?r






Swapping legends refreshes your
energy to 50; if you're above 50, you'll

In a raid squad, place yourself in a separate
lose any bonus energy.

group with the chronomancer to ensure 100%
uptime on Facet of Nature for them.

Vengeful Hammers will toggle off if they collide

with a wall. Demon stance (Mallyx) is better in
this scenario. Using a sword? Wait until your auto-

attack finishes before using Precision
Strike for maximum DPS.

It has been too long, allow me to act

% THEHERALD

Mist Scrim
Obtained through character A
creation biography option.

Herald’s Shoulderplate
[]YE SCHEME Awarded for fully unlocking
herald elite specialisation.

Banded Coat
Available on the Trading
Post.

Dragonhunter’s Gauntlet
Awarded for fully unlocking
dragonhunter elite ;
specialisation.

Heritage Legplates
Hall of Monuments reward -
original Guild Wars required.

Grasping Dead Greaves
ISR - oungeon armor

reward. 180 Shards of
Evening Zhatain.

Chaos Weapons
Black Lion weapon skins.




RAIDS
% // F,;‘a’%_y Sword/Axe

N Staff
J Herald Invocation
@O0 2/3/1 LS 211

N Devastation

X% D/3/1

Skill Rotation

) Maintain Facet of Nature

& Don't interrupt sword auto-attack
#; Precision Strike on cooldown

) Facet of Elements -> Elemental Blast
# Facet of Light
= Facet of Darkness

4 Swap to Jalis before energy reaches 0
"2 Vengeful Hammers

%4 Swap to Glint before energy reaches 0

FRACTALS & DUNGEONS

Got a chronomancer in the party? Follow the raid
build.

> / =Y Same traits &
) &;‘,’ ) weapons as raid build
Skill Rotation

™ Facet of Nature -> One with Nature on cooldown
8§ Don't interrupt sword auto-attack
7z Precision Strike on cooldown

) Facet of Elements -> Elemental Blast
* Facet of Light

= Facet of Darkness

® Facet of Strength

«+' Swap to Shiro
% Enchanted Daggers
“~ Impossible Odds & sword auto-attack ONLY

#ZSwap to Glint
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GUILD SPOTLIGHT

KNIGHTS OF THE ROSE CITY

BY FERIALYN

hey come

from different

backgrounds

with their own

stories and lives,
but the players who compose
Knights of the Rose City have
this in common: They're aged
18+ adults who live in or
near Portland, Oregon, and
frequently step away from
their keyboards and rigs to
mingle with their guildmates in
real life, whether at a local bar

:»‘*-

or city staple.

Enyalmo, one of the guild’s
officers who has been a
member for around eight
months, said Knights of the
Rose City is essentially “a casual
hardcore, Portland-based guild
that focuses on hanging out
with friends both in game and
real life.”

Leader Fyasco, who started
[KPDX] in spring 2014, said

pASE GUILDMAG#17 | GUILD SPOTLIGHT - Knights of the Rose City

the group began with eight
close friends who were local:
“I thought it would be fun to
have our own little guild.”

“Eventually, as our interest
and involvement in the game
grew, | started searching

for a Portland guild that we
could possibly merge with,”
she continued. “I was really
surprised that | couldn’t find
one since | had a feeling that
there had to be a lot of people




Knights of the Rose City [KPDX]

Leader: fyasco.2489
Size: 70+ members

Preferred game mode: PVE

Quirk: Nearly every member of
[KPDX] lives in or near Portland,
Oregon.

In-game contact: fyasco.2489

www.knightsoftherosecity.com

in the Portland area who places to eat, upcoming events “We've had people see our
played the game. or more. [KPDX] tag in-game and
message us. We've even
“Why not just make KPDX the And over the course of bumped into people playing
Portland guild, then?” two years, [KPDX] has only Guild Wars 2 in public places
continued to grow its ranks, and just told them about the

Having a location-based guild,  bringing together more people guild right there!”
she said, makes it easy to meet from the Rose City. While

compatriots with the same Fyasco said their greatest To keep that momentum
common interest: In this case,  recruitment numbers have going, the guild tries to stay
Guild Wars 2. But then players ~ come from the Portland active in area gaming events
can also turn to that common  subreddit, she also said people and conventions, according to
interest of living in the same have found them just by the guild's leader. Members
area, whether it's discussing Googling for a Portland guild.  of the guild ultimately fill out
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an application on the group's
website for the officers to
consider.

Fyasco says the guild’s age
range “is more like 21-45" with
most somewhere between
their late 20s and early 30s—
everyone is at least 18, though.
“Career-wise, we do it all:
Anything from students to
artists to software engineers!
You can't really pin down one
field.”

And while not every member
is specifically located in the hip
Oregonian city, all members
at least have ties or prior
residence in the city (screened
through the application
process).

“We definitely are pretty
Portland-centric,” Enyalmo
said. “We try to get as many
people as we can to hit up
local bars, cider houses and
whatnot. Being a part of that is
being a part of the guild.”

Knights of the Rose City have
also engaged in many real-life
field trips, including a guild
outing to an Escape Room
and the Oregon Museum

of Science and Industry for

its After Dark program. Of
course, experiencing life both
in-game and in real life means
the members of KPDX build all
kinds of memories. For Fyasco,
this is the best part:

“...The first time we had a large
group show up for some board
games, | was meeting a lot of
guildies for the first time,” she
said. “Everyone was getting to
know each other, having some
drinks, enjoying food, and

having a good time. It really
made me feel like a local guild
was actually going to work out,
which was really exciting!”

But that doesn't mean
everything always comes up
roses for these knights.

According to the guild's leader,
running a location-based guild
is a lot like running a startup
because it involves a lot of
energy to market the “product”
and try to ensure it reaches the
right set of people.

It also requires just a little
more creativity to keep players
involved.

“As a local guild, one of the
biggest differences is that we
often go out and do official
guild events IRL,” Fyasco said.
“Planning those definitely takes
time and energy, and | like

to make sure I'm constantly
planning new things for the
group to do.”

Despite these real-world
applications, [KPDX] still runs
into the issue of maintaining
an active and engaged player
base. Even though they can
meet up for drinks or go catch
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a movie, it can be difficult to
get people to remain active
and involved in the guild’s
doings beyond the guild's core

group.

The similarity in activity

issues ends there, though. As
Fyasco says, other guilds can
implement rep requirements
or kick inactive members to
overcome some of that bloat
in member counts. The Knights
of the Rose City chooses not to
do that.

As a local guild, one of

the biggest differences is

that we often go out and
do official guild events IRL.

“Our guild doesn't do that
because we're more of a guild/
meetup group hybrid. Our goal
is really to connect Portland
Guild Wars 2 players,” she said,
“and give them opportunities
to meet and game together

if they like, regardless of how
much they play or rep.”

In-game, the PvE-focused
group works toward whatever
they want, really. Right now,
that's raid progression and
gearing up.




“We're taking a crack at the
raids, but we haven't managed
to kill a boss yet, but we're
having a lot of fun doing it,”
Enyalmo said. “We're definitely
trying to help each other gear
up ... [because] people are
interested in gearing up and
trying to get through the raid.
That's one of the goals that
we've got, trying to get through
that. And just helping people
gear up in general and helping
people do whatever they're
interested in in the guild.”

That said, the guild in general
tries to help out its members
first and foremost, like a recent
slog through the personal story
achievements, which Enyalmo
said they undertook chapter by
chapter.

“Trying to further the goal of
each individual member would
be the closest we've gotto a
goal as a guild,” he said.

Meanwhile, Fyasco said she'd
love for players in Portland

“to know there is a local guild
here if they'd like to join.”
Reddit, Google and word of
mouth have done wonders for
[KPDX], but she said they're still
working out new ways to get

the word out about the guild.

Enyalmo, who found [KPDX]
when Fyasco's sister posted on
Portland’s subreddit, said he
expected them to be like every
other guild. He was pleasantly
surprised by what he found
instead.

“The friends | had normally
played with had stopped. And
there were these meetups
happening in real life,”
Enyalmo said. “l went to one of
those: We played board games,
had beer, things like that, and
it was fun.”

Our goal is really to

connect Portland Guild

Wars 2 players [...] and
give them opportunities to
meet and game together.

Future shenanigans like a
camping trip — and maybe

a jaunt to PAX Prime further
down the road — are
tentatively in the cards for this
year.

“[KPDX] offers so much stuff
beyond just the Guild Wars

2 aspect. It's really nice to

be able to go out and do

fun activities with the guild,”
Enyalmo said. “Really, it's the
people. Everybody is laid back
and there’s very low, there’s
not really drama. ... It's really
a big group of friends and
everybody's pretty chill and
we're just a fun group to hang
out with, both in game and
out.”

And it definitely doesn't hurt
that the guild seems to share
the same interests when not
in-game, either.

“I've always thought that the
Guild Wars 2 community has
been the best of any MMO I've
ever played,” Fyasco said, “and
to have a bit of that right in my
backyard has been wonderful.”

For anyone who might be
considering their own location-
based group, she also has
some advice.

“Post to your local area’s
message boards! Posting to
r/Portland is what really got
this guild going, but I've also
teamed up with other local
video gaming communities
and posted to their forums.
Chances are that there are a
lot of people in your area who
play and want to join. Other
than that, just be passionate
and engaged. Enthusiasm
toward building something like
this is really contagious.”
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n the first part

of this treatise,

| examined the
properties of the
Mists themselves
and outlined some of the
locations and divisions that
could be found there. In this
second part, | will look over
some of the non-demonic
entities that dwell in the Mists,
and how those entities relate
to Tyria, and possibly other
worlds as well.

FATE DEAD

As well as being a creative
force, the Mists also serve as
the home of the spirits of the
dead for many races. When

a sapient being's physical
form expires, their soul will
normally appear in the Near
Mists. This transition releases
a small amount of energy that
necromancers can harvest -
which is typically employed to
generate the ‘shroud’ effect,
allowing the necromancer to
gain many of the abilities of a
manifested spirit.

Most souls, however, do not
remain in the Near Mists for
long before moving on to a
new destination elsewhere in
the Mists. Humans have the
most complicated belief for
the destination of the spirit

- human souls that pass on
transition to the Underworld,
either by themselves or with
the aid of spirit entities called

‘Envoys’, where they are judged

by Grenth. Those deemed
deserving of punishment
could be subjected to one of
Grenth’s own imaginative and

often everlasting punishments

such as being fused into the
landscape of the Underworld,
or (at least before Abaddon'’s
fall) be cast down the Bone

Pits into the Realm of Torment.

More virtuous souls may be
sent to the realm of their
favoured god, or find their rest
in one of the more peaceful
regions of the Underworld.
The most worthy souls are
ensconced in the aptly named
Hall of Heroes.

The norn have a similar view;
earning the worthiness to
ascend to the Hall of Spirits
upon death is a life objective
for most norn, driving their
hunger for glory. Sylvari souls
are said to return to the
Dream, while the final rest for
the asura is to ‘become one

LORE - A'Study into the

with the Eternal Alchemy'... a
phrase that says much about
their philosophy while saying
little about the actual fate of

asura souls.

Modern charr society takes
little notice of the fate of their
souls after death. During

the period when the Flame
Legion was dominant, Titan-
worshipping charr found
themselves in the same prison
as those they worship (thus
disproving the claims by some
that they do not have souls!),
where most were devoured by
the demons in the Realm of
Torment. Some surviving charr
spirits, however, defected

by joining the fight against
Abaddon and playing a small
role in the death of the god
that had manipulated them.



Some spirits, however, do not
move on at all. In most cases,
this is either due to some
purpose that keeps them close
to Tyria, or simple confusion

- the souls do not realise that
they are dead, and therefore
do not think to move on. Such
souls may have a presence
only in the Near Mists, where
they can only be seen and
interacted with by those with
special abilities to do so,

but they may have a ghostly
presence in the physical realm
as well. Switching between
these states may be instinctual
for such spirits, depending on
whether or not they wish to
interact with the mortal realm:
Only the most powerful spirits
appear able to interact with the
mortal realm while remaining
completely apart from it.

There are some parallels
between this behaviour and
the mursaat, which could
reportedly make themselves
invisible to all but the
Ascended, but needed to
return to our plane in order
to fight. Research in Arah
indicated that this magic
involves going “out of phase”
with Tyria, a process they
undertook in order to hide
from the Elder Dragons; it is
unclear whether this is the
same as going into the Near
Mists or some other realm.

(Note that the legends invoked
by revenants are not believed
to be ghosts per se, but
appear to be copies of the
personalities and powers of
historical figures formed from
the Mists.)

SPIRITS
SPIRITS

As well as the spirits of the
dead, there are spirits of those
that were never alive in the
normal sense. Kodan tradition
speaks of a time when the
spirits were “wild,” and norn
legends speak of hostile spirits
- spirits of locations, seasons,
fire and darkness. It is likely,
however, that many of these
spirits are not directly related
to the Mists. It has been well
observed that in regions of
high magic, natural forces and
previously inanimate forces
can gain a form of sentience,
giving rise to elementals and,
possibly, beings formed from
other branches of magic such
as vaettir and nightmares. Such
spirits are probably simply a
manifestation of magic's life-
giving properties—as Magister
Ogden says, magic is life, and
thus it is possible that a high
enough concentration of magic
will give life to things that did
not have it before.

WILD,
COMMUNAL

However, the norn do have a
close relationship with another
group of spirits that do dwell

in the Near Mists: the Spirits of
the wild.

These “animal spirits” appear
to be another case of the Mists
replicating something from
the physical realm—however,
instead of copying individual
creatures, the animal spirits
are idealised forms that
represent that type of animal
as a whole. These spirits
broadly have the personality
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of the animal they represent,
and can also be regarded

as a ‘gestalt consciousness’
of all of the animals of that
type. However, they are

often much more intelligent,
and some spirits that have
close associations with

the norn have taken on
characteristics the norn
associate with that animal,
even if those concepts are
too advanced for most beasts
to comprehend. This may

be a reflection of the greater
capacity for abstract thought
by these sapient spirits than
the animals they represent,
and these characteristics
may be associated with that
species because the spirit has
developed them since reaching
sapience.

Such spirits have a symbiotic
relationship with the animal
they represent. If the
population of a given species
falls, the strength of the spirit
will also wane, and it seems
likely that their extinction will
also lead to the death of the
spirit. The reverse, however, is
not true: The death of a spirit
simply leaves the animals in a
weakened state, and the norn
believe that a destroyed spirit
will reform over the centuries.
Whether this is a resurrection
of sparks of the original

spirit that remained within
the animals or the birth of a
completely new replacement,
however, is unclear.

While animals are often
represented by a spirit, the
same cannot be said of most
sapient beings. There is no
single Spirit of Human, for
example, or Spirit of Charr.

This can probably be explained
by the greater variability

within a sapient species. The
best candidate for a Spirit of a
sapient species, for instance,

is the Great Dwarf, which
remained a legend until the
dwarves completed a ritual
that attuned them all to a
single united purpose. In the
words of King Jalis, this made

it so that dwarves “were all the
Great Dwarf now.” Animals of a
given type also generally share
the same character, and thus
all bears can be represented
by a single Bear, and so on.
Most sapient species, however,
are more complex, and can
demonstrate a wide variety
between individuals within the
same species while bridging
the gap between species.

The mindset of a human
farmer, for instance, may have
more in common with a sylvari
gardener or charr rancher than
with human soldiers.

SPIRITS (- ACTION:
SIX, AND OTHER
GODS

This property of sapient
beings—where members of
different races with similar
philosophies have more in
common than members of
the same race with different
philosophies—may have
given rise in the lost human
homeworld to Six Gods. The
norn, perhaps more accurately,
regard these as “Spirits of
Action.” Essentially, instead of
forming a separate spirit for
each sapient race within that
world, it was the common
philosophies between
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members of different races
that were copied into the Mists
in order to form a spirit that
embodies that philosophy,
thereby creating the gods.
Thus, fear of death led to a god
of death, violence begot a god
of war, and empathy formed
into a goddess of mercy and
compassion.

The Six Gods’ known history is
one of struggle, which nearly
consumed Tyria and possibly
did consume their homeworld.
Many of the predecessors

of the current gods were
considerably more violent and
primal than those that humans
worship today—however, the
gods that represent gentler
philosophies (such as Dwayna
and Melandru, who also seem
to be among the most senior
members of the pantheon)
appear to have steadily won
the fight, taming or outright
replacing the personifications
of the more destructive

Death has been mediated by
Justice, and Knowledge by
Spirituality.

However, it must be
remembered that the Six Gods
(with the exception of Kormir
after she replaced Abaddon)
appear to be foreign to Tyria.
Some native races extant today
have their own deities, such

as Mellaggan of the quaggan,
Zintl and Ameyalli of the

hylek, and Koda of the kodan.
Many of these gods appear
analogous to the Six, leading
some to believe that they are
in fact different aspects of the
same gods that reshaped Tyria
centuries ago, although the
races claim they are distinct
(Koda, in particular, may be an
independent Spirit of Balance,
or may simply be the Spirit of
the Kodan in a similar manner
to the Great Dwarf). Certainly,
if these gods are distinct from
the Six, they do not appear to
have been able to influence the
world on the level of the Six
Gods before the Exodus.

It is possible that while in
the history of the Six more
destructive, primal deities
were progressively replaced
with more civilised ones, this
struggle worked out very
differently in Tyria’s distant
past.

Several scholars have
presented theories that the
gods and the dragons may

be analogous to one another.
Attempts to line up the gods
with the dragons directly have
failed: While it is tempting

to draw parallels between
Balthazar and Primordus,
Melandru and Mordremoth,
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Zhaitan and Grenth, the others
simply do not lineupin a
believable fashion. However,
there certainly are parallels
between the two groups
beyond each numbering six—
the Elder Dragons do seem

to embody abstract concepts
such as mind, death, and
elemental forces, albeitin a
more primal and destructive
manner than the Six Gods.

Furthermore, recent studies
into the All reveals that the
magic of Tyria is linked to six
different domains, each one
corresponding to one of the
Elder Dragons. Could this be
an indication that a set of six
“Spirits of Action” did once
form in Tyria's distant past? If
dragons were the first sapient
species to arise on Tyria,

then these spirits could also
have arisen in draconic form,
directly creating the Elder
Dragons we know today; this
would make the Elder Dragons
Tyria’s native equivalents of
the Six Gods, dwelling on Tyria
itself rather than in the Mists.
Alternatively, the nascent
spirits may have fallen victim
to opportunistic, magic-

eating dragons before they
developed the capability to
defend themselves, catapulting
those dragons into a position
of supremacy among their
peers after each dragon added
the proto-god's power to their
own.

Certainly, if there were any
gentler concepts among those
nascent emotions, there is no
sign of it in the Elder Dragons
that threaten all our lives.
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This first piece represents a moment many
MMORPG players are probably familiar with:
When you come across a new zone and take
on the adventure ahead. In this instance, the
zone is Dry Top. The artist, knight-mj, really
captures that impulse to charge into the new
and unknown (the upturned sand footfalls
are also a nice touch). While deserts and
wastelands can often be portrayed with a more
monochromatic color scheme (I'm looking at
you, Fallout 3), knight-mj doesn’'t shy away
from a more vibrant palette. The colors used
are mostly warm copper and orange tones
with some brown that noticeably bleeds over
some of the more saturated or cooler colors,
like a thin layer of dust whipped up by desert
winds. The background is mostly nondescript,
which is fine as it doesn’'t immediately steal
viewer focus from the subject matter, and

is done so under the guise of a brewing
sandstorm, while the edge of the rock face

Marjory Delaqua and Kasmeer Meade are

a dynamic duo that have fought and flirted
their way through the perils of Tyria; their
adventure into Dry Top is only a footnote in
their epic tale. That said, with a pair so in-sync,
it would only make sense that the couple that
fights together also accessorizes together. The
artist, Ependa, has a knack for these gestural
illustrations where, like the painting above,
they establish a thematic setting that doesn't
steal attention from the focus. Here more than
other places, the sketchy lines work well with
the location and its coarse blustery nature,

not to mention how the style accentuates
Lady Kasmeer’s discomfort. | would liken it to
plucking Glinda from Oz and dropping her in
the Dust Bowl of 1930s Kansas. Marjory, on the
other hand, is cool and composed, to no one’s
surprise. Her face is almost completely covered
but it doesn’t matter: Her posture does all the
talking.

creates the perfect visual guideline for the
viewer's eye to follow.

The asura’s outfit is not bogged down in
details due to the lighting and how it's dyed.

It serves to pin more focus on the teal glow of
the hammer’s magic (a very cool detail) and
the character’s pink hair. Ultimately, | spent
more time focusing on the character’s action,
location, and purpose than absorbed with the
character’s look, which is a success in my book.
Finally, I do have a couple small critiques. One
is that the hammer could use a little fixing as
it appears warped in shape and perspective as
it passes underneath the quaggan backpack.
Overall, it's a colorful piece that invokes the
delight of exploration, even if that place is

a sandy wasteland filled with devourers,
Mordrem, and Inquest.

Another detail | like about this illustration

is its layers. Marjory and Kasmeer aren't
immediately in front but are instead caught
behind a cactus and the sand whipped up by
Dry Top's frequent sandstorms, which (like

the painting above) is used as the perfect
means to keep the background terrain detail to
minimum. That said, | like that the landscape
shapes, while minimal, are true to Dry Top's
geological identity with its land arches, mesas,
and hoodoos that fade into the backdrop.
Ependa’s piece places us in a shared memory,
at least, for those who played Season Two of
the Living World. When I ook at this picture,
I'm not just looking through my eyes, but

the eyes of my characters as the three of us
investigate the wreckage of the Zephyrite ship.
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This is the second of Orangetavi's charr pieces
I've seen, and like his other art work, it bursts
at the seams with detail and expression. | can't
exactly say this is a desert-themed piece, as
the location is fairly ambiguous, but because
desert-themed Guild Wars 2 artwork is not

the easiest to come by, | thought this looked
dusty enough to make the cut. “Geoluhread” is
a portrait of one of Orangetavi's charr-acters
(*womp womp*) dressed horn-to-claw in some
of the shiniest armor. Right out of the gate,
similar to Ependa’s piece, | like the use of
layers of whorled dust to help create depth,

especially where the cloud in the back is darker

to provide contrast. The color palette isn’t very
saturated as the artist uses more earthy and
natural metal colors; even the background
silhouettes are covered in a sunny but sandy
haze. The gold of the shoulder pauldrons and
the sword adornments stand out the most,
which works out fine as my eyes are drawn to

the armor and weapons’ more intricate details.

On that note, there's a good grasp of texture
and texture lighting. Metal looks like metal
(polished or otherwise), leather like leather,
and fur—well, you get the idea. | even like the
hash marks around the horns, accentuating
the curves and serving to add or subtract light.
Finally, there’s the charr itself: The details in
the lips and creases around the muzzle area
really give Geoluhread this aloof but slightly
endearing expression, as if he's staring at
something. Maybe it's a comrade and they're
grinning at each other in the midst of a fight.
Whatever the reason, it's calm and inviting.
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For the final featured piece, we have “Crystal
Desert” by Uunimod. As a whole composed of
four main shapes of color, this piece exhibits
the most minimalist approach. Even the two
objects of the piece, the asura explorer and
the creature skeleton, while pretty descript,
are footnotes in the vastness that is the Crystal
Desert, threatened to be swallowed up by its
elements. In addition, | love the stark contrast
between the light-and-fluffy rolling sandstorm
and the dark-and-heavy blue of the empty
twilight sky. There is a somber tone to the
landscape’s emptiness, one that is magnified by
the lone adventurer—whose only companion
is the skeleton in the distance, a warning for
the unprepared. However, at the same time
there is also peace in that isolation. For any
wanderer, | imagine there is some serenity in
being left to one’s own contemplations and
reflections. There is also courage where the
asura, while small, stands firm in opposition to
the approaching sandstorm and possibly the
symbol of death itself.
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One of the smaller things | enjoy is where small
flares of one color's shape (say, from the dark
foreground) is blended a little into the sky, or
the lighter sand shapes, to represent small
tufts of sand kicked up by the wind. Other
good details include: the texture and depth of
the sandstorm that give it the look of a rolling
cloud, the tiny details on the asura figure, or
the subtle ridges and shifts in color to give
each shape and shade of desert sand proper
definition. Finally, | leave with a small critique,
which would be to reduce the strength of that
segment of dark line between the lighter sand
slope and the oncoming sandstorm. | feel it
creates a sort of false edge on the terrain that
can be defined just as well by the upheaval

of sand, much like the area to the right of the
skeleton. Beyond that, | can say that | sort of
lost myself in this piece.To create a sense of
immersion from staring at a work of art is no
small victory.
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“Whaddya see, Crusader?” whispered Greer, the charr to Rilana’s left, while slightly shaking
free the condensed mist that had slowly soaked into his rust-colored fur throughout their morning
trek. His massive armored body pressed hard up against a titanic tree trunk.

Rilana turned away from the scope of her sniper rifle, hugging the jungle floor. “A group of
sylvari, not Pact by the look of them. They're camped around a pile of burning Mordrem corpses.”

Greer let out a muffled growl, looking up into the jungle canopy. “You think they killed
them?”

“The group is armed; I'd say it's very likely,” she replied.

“Mind if | take a look, Captain Bladewind?” asked a third voice.

“If it's okay with the crusader; it's her rifle,” the charr said.

With a coy smile, Rilana rolled over to her left, past her grenade satchel, gesturing at the gun
now flat on its side. “She’s all yours, lyone.”

The female sylvari to the engineer’s right, also lying flat against the mossy ground, shifted
into position while the human engineer quietly crawled and sat at Greer’s side.

lyone re-aimed the sniper rifle through the hole of a fallen tree. Its trunk was small by
comparison to most local trees and had eventually toppled along the ridge of an eroded bluff. In
death, it served as excellent cover for their scouting party.

“Still can't believe the fleet is going to deploy a scorched earth approach to the jungle.
There's so much life here,” Rilana said, adjusting the headband that kept her frazzled dark brown
hair out of her face. “If there were another way...”

The charr met the sullen gaze of the human'’s golden brown eyes. “The dragon'’s roots run
deep, Lana. Find solace in our history. It took decades for Ascalon to recover from the Searing, but
it did. Just like it will from the Brand.”

She looked away. “Maybe, but not all wounds heal. The Desolation never did.”

Greer raised a single wild silver eyebrow. “The what?”

“Just an old Elonian story my gran used to tell me and my father,” Rilana teased, shooing
his attention away with a bat of her hand before returning her attention to lyone. “How are things
going over there?”

The sylvari laid the rifle flat on its side. Her yellow eyes nervously darted about as she joined
the other two behind the large tree. Even her naturally pastel green skin appeared paler than
usual.

“They're Nightmare Court, all of them.”
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“There were a few Mordrem corpses strung up between smaller tree trunks covered with
burn marks and stab wounds,” lyone paused. “No sylvari worth a damn would string up any
creature to torture or use as target practice for personal amusement; it's not our way.”

The charr quietly chuckled, shaking his head. “I have no love lost for the slaves of an elder
dragon. Your obvious fear of the Nightmare Court aside, it might be worth finding out what they're
doing here.”

lyone began to slowly back away from the cover of the tree trunk. “Fear?” she replied, eyes
glistening. “They murdered my closest friend, my brother. | do not fear them; | hate them!”

Rilana slowly rose to a full stand, her hands raised in a guarded manner. “l get it, lyo. |
do. When one of my fathers was captured and ransomed by a bandit cult, | wanted nothing but
revenge.”

The sylvari dismissed the crusader’s plea, turning away from her two comrades. “It's not
revenge; it's recompense for all the lives they've ruined. They're monsters, and they won't be
leaving here alive.”

Before the other two could stop her, a blue crystal holstered on one of the sylvari's two
bracelets shimmered to life, launching her into the lower canopy with a burst of wind. With fairly
little rustling, she’d vanished through several layers of the tree’s leaves, sending a few fluttering
down to the jungle floor below.

“Blasted zephyrite magic! She'll give away our p—" Greer fell silent as Rilana stamped an
index finger over his snout. His blue eyes trapped in her iron stare.

“And so will you if you lose your head. Get in position for attack; I'll lock down their position
with the sniper,” she instructed, removing her finger as the charr regained his composure. Back on
the cold leaf-littered ground, the crusader propped and steadied the rifle with her right hand, left
hand in the back. A single umber finger laid on the trigger.

“This can't go unpunished, Lana. You know that?” he grumbled.

Rilana glanced up at her friend one last time. “If that's what you decide, fine, but forgive
me if | don't shed a tear for the Nightmare Court. Not after they played patsy for Scarlet Briar and
poisoned Kryta with their tower.”

With a grunt, Greer readied his single-handed hammer and shield as he ducked out from
the cover of the tree, stepping cautiously around the engineer’s legs. The eroded bluff was too
unstable for a charr of his size, and while he knew the fall wouldn't be far, it would make him an
easy target for the courtiers if they spotted him. Instead, the captain crept as fast as he could
through the dew-soaked ferns and bush-cover along the ridge towards a different fallen tree
that had toppled over the bluff's edge, forming a natural ramp to the floor below. An initial scan
revealed a possible safe climb to the top of the trunk, but as the charr proceeded to the back of
the open uprooted end, he found that the tree had been hollowed-out, carved. Greer paused after
his first step inside, unsure of the wooden tunnel’s stability. He took a few extra heavy steps into
the tunnel before making a small jump. Nothing. No vibrations, no jostling.

“Feels safe enough,” he mumbled before breaking into a jog. The rounded walls of the
wooden tunnel sat a couple of feet from him on each side, visible from light that streamed in
through the occasional hole carved into the tunnel’s ceiling. Without a second thought, he passed
through the the tunnel’s exit, claws gripping his weapons tightly.

On the bluff, Rilana kept a continuous aim on her first chosen target, a male sylvari with
cobalt skin. The engineer had already studied his sly cat-like movements around the camp. His
conversational gestures were a dangerous mixture of boredom and arrogance that told her he
was either foolishly overconfident or just deadly enough not to register the dangers of the jungle
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as a real threat. He was the group’s backbone.
“You. You'll do,” Rilana whispered as her finger lightly hugged the curve of the
trigger. Even in her narrow sights, she saw the flash of Iyone's first strike.

The male sylvari dropped as a vibrating black sphere sucked a couple of
unprepared courtiers into its pull. As they reached the core, it pulsed with a fiery orange glow,
setting the trapped sylvari aflame. The air filled with their screams before the core exploded
outward, whipping the two through the air before they joined the lifeless male sylvari in kissing
the cold, leaf-littered dirt. The remaining courtiers armed themselves just before the charr captain
barreled through the leafy overgrowth with a tenacious roar. His first target barely had to time to
lift her shield to block the sweeping blow of Greer’'s one-handed hammer. There was a loud “crack”
as the sylvari's defense splintered against the force of tempered Deldrimor steel, knocking her to
the ground a few feet away. Without a break in momentum, the captain charged the next courtier
with his shield, preparing to bash him aside.

The sylvari readied his slender blade as Greer approached striking distance. Like a serpent,
the courtier flowed around the shield blow, making a quick slash at the exposed underside of the
charr's forearm, protected only by a cloth jerkin. The captain howled in pain as the attack drew
blood. The two spun to face one another, squaring-off in a circular walk.

“You think a little cut will bring me down, whelp?” Greer spat.

“Not at all, but the bristle-burn poison will. Tell me, charr, have you ever been in so much
pain that you begged for the comforting release of death? No?” the courtier sneered as the charr
dropped his shield, arm numb. “This should be an exciting new adventure in suffering for y—"

In an instant, lyone appeared in a flash of lighting. The courtier’s sinister expression
vanished as the Pact recruit ran two curved metal daggers into his chest before sending a burst of
elemental lighting throughout every inch of his body, his corpse twitching erratically after it fell to
the ground.

The last of the Nightmare sylvari stood at the edge of the clearing, wielding a knotted
wooden staff with both hands. As her eyes met lyone’s, she dropped her weapon and turned
to run only to trip on the burnt corpse of a former ally. As she scrambled to stand, she watched
as the Pact sylvari wrenched her daggers free and started over to her. Before she could flee, an
earthy hand rose from the ground and caught her ankle. A second hand emerged and caught
her other leg, bringing her to her knees. Tears streamed from the courtier’s eyes as lyone stood
directly in front of her, hands gripped firmly around her daggers.

“Please! Please! | only joined the court because they made me; they threatened to do terrible
things to me, to those | loved. You have to believe me!”

“Recruit! Stand down!” Greer howled through his own pain.
lyone turned back to face the injured charr. “They don't deserve your mercy, Captain.”

“She’s unarmed, defenseless, and she’s surrendered,” the charr grunted, falling to one knee.
“You're better than them, lyo. You don't have to stoop to their level to avenge your friend’s death.”

A few seconds passed in silence. lyone stepped back from the hostage and dropped her
daggers, placing a hand on her forehead. She staggered just to keep balance. “I-'m sorry. | don't
know what | was... thinking.”

The earthen shackles dissolved and the courtier slowly rose to her feet, hands in the air, her
face a mixture of fear and gratitude. “Th-thank you. | promise, I'll go. You won't see me ever again,”
she said, backing away cautiously before breaking into a full sprint, vanishing into the overgrowth
to the east.

With an audible thud, Greer collapsed onto the ground, armored body writhing from the
poison. His vision blurred, barely able to see the recruit run to his side.

“Captain?! Captain!” lyone wailed, dropping to her knees to find the wound. She reached
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down to unstrap one of the charr’s plated shoulder pauldrons, but stopped as Rilana bolted into
the encampment.

“Don’'t move him! It'll just make his pain worse,” the human cried, nearly throwing her medic
bag down at the Greer’s side.

The engineer’s arrival brought the sylvari some ease. “Rilana! Thank the Pale Mother.”

“Thank her later, you're going to need to hold him steady while | give him a poke.”

e TN

i
S
w3
- el

-

FICTION - War Profiteers: Part | | GUILD




-Ii-h-ﬂ'ﬂ.r.

© GuildMag 2016. All Guild Wars 2 assets
© 2016 ArenaNet, LLC. All rights reserved.
NCSOFT, the interlocking NC logo, ArenaNet,
Guild Wars, Guild Wars Factions, Guild Wars
Nightfall, Guild Wars: Eye of the North, Guild
Wars 2, and all associated logos and designs
are trademarks or registered trademarks of
NCSOFT Corporation. All other trademarks
are the property of their respective owners.



