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Once upon a time, in a small village nestled deep
within the misty mountains, there lived a potter
named Ezra. Ezra was known throughout the
land for his exceptional skills in crafting beautiful
pottery, particularly his face jugs. These unique
creations were clay vessels with exaggerated,
grotesque faces sculpted onto them, often
serving as decorative pieces or talismans for
protection.

Legend had it that these face jugs possessed a
magical quality—a secret only known to Ezra.
Unbeknownst to the villagers, each face jug held

the spirit of a mischievous but harmless monster. Ezra had discovered an
ancient incantation that allowed him to infuse the jugs with a small fraction of
these supernatural beings' essence. The monsters, though quirky and playful,
meant no harm and brought good fortune to those who owned the jugs.

One stormy night, as the rain poured and lightning crackled across the sky, a
fierce bolt struck the village, hitting Ezra's pottery workshop. The force of the
lightning bolt seemed to awaken something within the clay, and an unusual
face jug emerged from the wreckage, unlike any Ezra had ever seen before. It
was larger, more elaborate, and radiated an aura of both mystery and power.

Ezra cautiously approached the newly formed face jug, marveling at its
intricacy. The monster contained within the jug, sensing Ezra's presence,
began to stir. It spoke in a deep, resonant voice, surprising Ezra with its
intelligence.

"Greetings, potter," the monster rumbled. "I am Gravok, a creature of ancient
lore. The lightning has granted me temporary freedom, and I am bound to
serve you until it fades."



Ezra, both amazed and curious, listened intently. Gravok explained that he
had been imprisoned within the jug centuries ago, as a punishment for his
playful antics. But now, fate had intervened, granting him a reprieve.

Over time, Ezra and Gravok developed an unlikely friendship. The monster's
mischievous nature brought a sense of joy and adventure to Ezra's life, and in
return, Ezra helped Gravok understand the changing world outside the
confines of the face jug.

News of the extraordinary face jug spread throughout the village, attracting
the attention of collectors and enthusiasts from distant lands. People traveled
far and wide to witness the remarkable pottery and experience the
enchantment that surrounded it.

Together, Ezra and Gravok continued to create more face jugs, each one
unique, bringing both artistry and magic into the lives of those who possessed
them. The village prospered, and the bond between the potter and his
monstrous friend grew stronger with each passing day.

As the years went by, Gravok's temporary freedom waned, and he retreated
back into the face jug, content with the memories of his time spent outside.
Ezra, now an elderly potter, carried on his legacy, sharing the tales of the face
jugs and the magical monsters within them.

And so, the legend of the face jugs and the potter who breathed life into them
lived on, captivating the imaginations of generations to come, as a reminder
that even the most unexpected friendships can bring magic into our lives.


