@m@mmmmj the end of time b near, and the watld i
at ith breaking paint. O bo my brathel would hauve ub

x
believe. Qﬁ
cgam,m&ﬂ'?@t a metry play and became the cMetraes and
HMeraines of yore! Solue the tiddle of the fated Elemdael,
dave the waorld fram a shatteted maon, and save all of
lanthia from doom under a bhattered maon.

We look forward. to entertaining you with thik tale that
jportends the final days of Elanthia ab we know. i&. Ue will
to. the ending off auh warld.

@’m in JSong and Laughtet,
Chalen

Within the stone, Elemdael slumbered,
Waiting for the World to end.
When two and three, Elemdael will wale,
The Shattered Moon to fend.

To zet me free, Elemdael answered,
This riddle you must contend.

No sound but sight, no matter day or night,
A swound of force it leaves,
It cuts the flesh, the motion smooth not thresh,
Bound to the hands of thieves.

(O0C MNote: The sbove riddle 1= yours to solve at the appointed time.)



