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The first installment of the Darkthorne Chronicles

in the all new world of Ashana, follows a group of

unlikely heroes fated to save the world from the . | \M‘ \ gy
ultimate evil waiting in the realm beyond the

shadows.
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An ominous darkness intent on corrupting the world of Ashana lies in wait, just the other side of a

The

dimensional rift. Its agents take actions, stirring the attention of a few unlikely champions, who would otherwise
be strangers to each other and the rest of the world. Join Bastian, the feral Selece, as he ventures forward from
his indigenous homelands, in search of his people’s stolen relics. Read through his first adventure, to watch his
path collide with foes, turned friends, and align with unlikely companions to recover the stolen relics of the

selece people, and in doing so, uncovers a greater plot, fating them to save all of Ashana.

- About the Author

§.  5 Jay Roland is an up-and-coming author in the Dark Epic Fantasy genre
©with the recent release of best-selling novel “Shadow of the Soul Blade”.
The first of the Dark Thorne Chronicles.

Jay is a devoted, caring husband of 16 years to his wife Nyssa, and loving '\“'-‘
father to their five wonderful children. As a lifelong table top RPG gamer and ‘
storyteller across many platforms, he’s often found weaving intricate tales
of intrigue, or impending doom for his family and friends. /
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5} % During the day, Jay is a technology professional, leading teams and

7 departments to overcome unique technical and logistical challenges. But
now, after decades of telling stories around the gaming table, he has finally
decided to craft the first of many books to come.
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What inspired you to write Shadow of the Soul Blade?

Nearly twenty years ago, I created a new world for a new roll playing game with the help
of some friends. We built the world and completed the game, but never got it published. Ever
since then, I've been using that world to create campaigns and run gaming sessions. Eventually
new stories just started coming to mind, so I wrote them down. Over time, they strung together
into a larger tale, the results of which became this book.
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