RAPLED IN A CROOK OF THE CHIONTHAR

ANP OFTEN SWAPPLED IN MIST, S4LLLRS

GATE CLINGS TIGHT TO THE GRANITE BLUFFS \
THAT CHANNEL THE RIVER. THE CITY GREW FROM |
PIRATES’ PORT TO FARMERS' FORT TO THE
BUSTLING URBAN CENTER IT IS TODAY.

THE CITY'S STONE HAS
SOAKER IN THE BLOOP OF
ACCLAIMED HERCES AND
TERRIBLE VILLAINS ALIKE.
ALONGSIPE ANP ATOP
SUCH STAINS,; NOBLES ANP ||
COMMONERS, RICH ANP j
POOR,; HAVE LAZEP ANP
SWEAT, RULEP AND BLED,
AS THEY'VE PLAYEDP OUT
THE STORIES OF THEIR
LIVES—MAKING BALPUR'S |
GATE A PLACE OF HISTORY
AND HOME TO LEGENES.




I DON
KNOW WHO SENT
you, BuT You
WONT GET AWAY
WITH THIS! A

STAY BACK

THIS MooN
ELF KNOWS HOW
TO FIGHT!




OH;
THANK THE
GoOrs/!

MY NAME'S
PELINA; AND
I'M—
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