
Bloomstride is the Hallowmere name for the month of April.

It is the fourth month of the year, when winter has finally loosened its grip and the world begins to
move with visible life again. Fields soften. Roots stir beneath the soil. Rivers run stronger. Branches
bud. Paths once buried beneath frost become passable, though not always safe.

Bloomstride is associated with Yrselda, the Root-Crowned Matron.

Yrselda is the deity of growth, renewal, rooted life, bloodlines, planting, birth, and the quiet
strength of things that endure beneath the surface. She is not worshipped as a gentle spring
goddess in the simple sense. In Hallowmere, growth is not always soft. Roots break stone. Vines
claim ruins. Flowers rise from graves. New life often begins where something else has ended.

Because of this, Yrselda is honored not only by farmers and midwives, but also by families,
oathkeepers, healers, grave-tenders, and those seeking to begin again after hardship. Her month is
a time of planting, mending, naming, and returning to the world after the long inward silence of
winter.

In many settlements, Bloomstride is considered a month of vows. Families may renew household
promises. Farmers bless their first seeds. Healers gather early herbs. Some communities hold small
rites for children born during the month, believing they carry a strong connection to survival,
patience, and hidden strength.

Offerings to Yrselda are usually simple and earthly. A handful of soil. A braid of roots. A bowl of
seeds. A strip of cloth tied around a young branch. In older customs, a drop of blood may be
pressed into the earth before planting, not as sacrifice, but as a promise: life given to life, memory
given to growth.

Bloomstride is also a month of uneasy hope. The return of life does not mean the world is safe. It
means the world is waking. Things buried by winter may rise again. Old grief may find new shape.
Forgotten paths may reopen. What was planted in silence may finally break through the soil.

Bloomstride reminds the people of Hallowmere that life is not fragile because it is soft. Life is
powerful because it returns. Beneath every field, every grave, every forest path, and every
bloodline, Yrselda waits in the roots.
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