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By Seamus Harper
With the nation rebuilding and
moving  on  from  the  recently
ended war against the nation of
Stormholm,  things  have  been
brightening  up  for  Novashan.
The spring has brought a new
vigor  to  the  people  of  the
Principality, as more towns are
engaging  in  local  recreations
such as field  tourneys,  spring
festivals,  and  village  wide
feasts.  Many  towns  are
rebuilding  the  damage  caused
by the Stormlord’s malevolence,

turning  the  page  on  a
dark  chapter  of
Novashan’s history. Trade
has even begun to pick
up  between  Novashan  and
Nardmyrr,  reinvigorating  the
ravaged Wyndover.
Along with the revitalized spirit
of  the  common  people  of
Novashan, a strange occurrence
has swept the country. The odd
creatures that have been seen
over the past few months have
been taken as a positive sign

of a renewed Novashan. Some
have seen the creatures as a
sign of revitalized fertility in the
land, others see it as a sign
that the magic of nature has
returned to the people of the
Principality.  However  it  is
viewed,  the  commoners  and
serfs have taken to viewing the
strange animals as a blessing,
even  attributing  a  superstitious
view  to  the  animals.  It  has
become the fashion to view the
taming of the animals, using of
their resources-such as milk and
meat-and wearing their hides as
a  sign  of  good  fortune  and
prosperity, raising the spirits of
the common folk.

However, with all this renewal,
the people cannot overlook the
few  threats  that  still  loom
throughout  the Principality.  The
rise of Xandrick the Fallen and
his Broken Arrow, the threat of
the  undead  in  what  has
become known as the Cursed
Forest  in  southern  Autruche,
and  the  tension  building  in
towns  such  as  Fennor  that
have reached a dangerous level
of  unrest.  These  real  threats,
along  with  the  concern  over
what role the rebellious orcish
group, know as the Cro-Kindre,
will  play  in  the  future,  and
maintain an air of worry amidst
the reborn revelry.
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Spring Brings Rebirth in Novashan

A
Warriors

Winter’s Respite
By Percival Mason
According to a most reliable source whom is beyond reproach,
an eldritch and powerful fellow invited a number of remarkable
individuals, including a Count, a former Baronet (now titled as a
Reeve?), a dozen lesser nobles, guild Masters/Mistresses, and a
few less than savory individuals to attend an outdoor garden
party at his reclusive estate - in the middle of the winter!
Though a great many of the invited guests were simply aghast
at the idea, several accepted the invitation despite their obvious
misgivings, including my anonymous source.  One might suppose
that the curiosity alone was enough to entice them or perhaps
not wanting to appear unfashionable.  
As they sat  down at  the great  oaken table to eat,  "the
Stranger"  subtly  nodded at  his  comely  chatelaine,  raised  his
stout tankard and with his accented baritone voice uttered a
handful of common words in an apparent salutation, within a
mere matter of moments the snow disappeared, and the garden
was filled with aromatic flowers in full-bloom, exotic singing birds,
and the warm breeze of a summer’s eve.
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Though  a  dark  cloud  still
exists  over  sections  of

Novashan, the predictions of the future appear to be brightening
for the Principality.

Hear the call of the warm sweet wind,
As the sound of the revelry draws you in.
It flows through your blood, the song of

the land,
Enter the arena, broad sword in hand.
Hear the horn, the sides collide,
Heroes are born, feel the pride.
Banners rise, song fills the air,
smiles abound, free of care.
Around the fire the stories are told,
of special times, and days of old.
The meat is ready, the wine is served,
Good  fight,  good  times,  good  food

deserved.
I hear the call of the warm sweet wind,
How I long for the old way once again.

Silvermane
Framed Again
Anonymous
Through  the late  spring  and

midsummer last year, a group
of  bandits  were  ‘taxing’ the
roads  in  the  name  of  the
Silvermane  Company,  claiming
that  the  funds  were  going
towards their  arms and armor
so that they may better protect
the  people.  At  first,  when
people  believed  that  the
excessive taxing was to supply
protection from the bloody night
of  the  summer  solstice,  they
didn’t  complain  as  much.
However, when the heavy tolls
continued to  be enforced well
after  that  time,  the  people
began to  complain.  Only  then

was the bandit crew shown for
what they truly were.
Once  exposed,  a  trap  was
laid  to  apprehend the  bandits
lead by  Marcus of Silvermane.
Alas, the trap did not succeed
in  capturing  the
bandit  leader.
However,  so  many
men in his charge
were killed that he
has not been seen
again until now. As
this  new  spring  comes  full
swing, so is his new reign of
terror. The one fact that is still
somewhat comforting is that he
never kills any of his victims,
only robs them of all but what
they  need  to  survive  their
travels.
There is still one more thing
that  is  very  disconcerting,  the
leader  of  the bandits may in
fact  be Marcus  of  Silvermane
gone  awry.  Members  of  the
Silvermane  Company  have
assured  the  people  that  the
bandit  leader  is  a  fraud;
however,  their  description  of
Marcus is very similar  to the
witness’  descriptions  of  the
bandit  leader.  Additionally,
members of Silvermane confirm
that  the  Marcus  they  know
hasn’t been seen in close to a
year. 
So  the  question  remains:  Is
this bandit leader truly the real
Marcus gone rebel?

The Tower
Maiden of

Yardsmuth
By Seamus Steadyhand
The sounds of  wailing could
be heard all through the dark
streets  of  Yardsmuth  as  the
piercing cries of the woman in
the  tower  went  on  and  on.
Every night the wailing can be
heard. For the past months it
has  gotten  worse  and  worse
and  the  mad  woman  of  the
tower calls out.
It has gotten so bad that the
Lord of the Guards has tried to
put a wooden shutter over the
window to the streets, and the
guards now wear wax in their
ears to block out the wails of
the mad woman.
When asked, the Captain said,
"she's like that the entire time
she's  awake.  She  wails  until
she is so weak she falls to
the  floor  sleeping.  Then  she
wakes and begins again".
What  the  local  townsfolk  in
Yardsmuth  now  call  the  Mad
Woman of the Tower, seems to
be  the  mother  of  a  former
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Knight  of  the  Thistle  whom
betrayed  her  and  left  her  in
the tower to gain his freedom.
Her wails at this have caused
quite a stir in the marketplace
nearby,  and  the  local
shopkeepers  have  begun
complaining  that  it  is  hurting
their  business  to  have  her
going on all day and night.
"It's  a  bloody  shame,  and
creepy  to  boot",  said  Angus
Drummonder, a local potter. "On
and  on  she  wails  about  her
damn son, and why he left her
in the cold stone room. It's a
ruttin shame and spooky".
There  seems  to  be  some
confusion over the incident as
the Knight DarKhan, who claims
to be the voice of the Prince
himself  lets  this  fellow  former
knight  walk  free,  while  his
mother  is  locked  in  the cold
stone  prison  of  Yardsmuth.
Many  freemen  are  calling  it
preferential treatment because of
the former  knight’s  connections
with  Sir  DarKhan,  and  his
station as an Armiger  to the
Thistle.
"Bloody  knights  and  such",
said Magus MacMoorcat. "They
think  they's  above  the  law.
They thinks that they can do's
anythin and gets away with it".
He done left is own muther in
the link cause he wanted to be
free. If that's noble, thens noble
is lies".
The  Novashan  Quill  has
learned that the Duke of Llymir
has  placed  Leveer  Silverleaf
under arrest and has sent him
to Yardsmuth to await trial at
the hands of the Court.

The last  this  reporter  heard,
Leveer  was  traveling  with  Sir
DarKhan  and  was  under  his
protection.
The Novashan Quill will report
on  the  situation  as  it  is
ongoing  over  the  next  moons
and  we  will  investigate  more
into this strange event.

Trouble on the
Docks at
Siracusa

By Nikolas Sapphire
Trouble  shook  the  docks  of
Siracusa  late  one  night  last
month, as two bands of men,
both  cloaked  and  shrouded,
fought  for  supremacy  a  long
the  docks.  Magical  detonations
could  be  heard  by  witnesses
from  halfway  across  the  city.
Though known as a rough and
tumble place, ("The Tarn of the
North")  Siracusa  is  not  know
for this kind of violence. Quick
action on the part of the Town
Watch  saved  several  buildings
from  burning  (apparently  set
ablaze  by  magical  warfare).
Many  dead  bodies  were
recovered,  but  all  were  non-
descript  and  it  is  unknown
which  side  they  were  fighting
for. The survivors of both sides
disappeared  into  the  night
before the Watch could arrive.
Requests  for  information  from
Jonass Brimblade,  Harbormaster
of  Siracusa,  are  still  awaiting
reply. More when we know it.

Strange Times

By James Touchstone
There  have  been  quite  a
number  of  people  wishing  to
inform the writers of the Quill
of strange happenings occurring
as of late.  Many are nothing
more than apparent rumor, but
some  eye  witness  accounts
have  been  reported  as  well.
Take  for  instance  Jack  Fox,
local farmer near Sorvan.
Farmer Fox speaks of a time
last  summer  when  he  came
across  a  curious  little  cobbler
sitting under a tree beside a
lightly traveled path.  He was
busy at work making shoes and
paid no attention to Jack until
he called out a greeting.
"Now,  I  know  there  was
something queer about this little
old  man  because  his  face
looked old and weathered, but
his eyes twinkled as a child's.
Not to mention the fact he only
stood  as  tall  as  my  belly
button!"
Jack  goes  on  to  say  that
after  some  polite  conversation
about  the  weather  and  how
nice the shoes the little man
was  working  on  were,  it
occurred to him that this small
man might be a leprechaun!
“My Grandfather used to tell
us boys a story about the 'wee
folk'  and how they were rich
because  they  made  dancing
shoes for the Fae.  And how
they would hide their stash of
gold  in  crock  pots  or  little
chests and bury them in fields
or under trees.  And if  you
were  lucky  enough  to  come
across one (because they are
very  shy)  you  should   'grab
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hold of ‘em and make 'em tell
ya  were  the  treasure’s  hid.
But,'“He would warn,“‘…don’t take
your eyes off of 'em or he'll
vanish and you'll be left empty
handed.'   "  So,  I  took  a
gamble and leaped on him and
pinned  him  down  until  he
confessed he was one of the
wee folk  and agreed to take
me  to  his  buried  treasure.
Now, I won't tell you where he
led me, but I will tell you that
he  didn't  make  it  easy.
Anyway, when we finally got to
the place I had to mark the
spot  with  my  stocking  (I
needed  to  get  a  spade  for
digging) and made him promise
not to move it.  I didn't worry
about  him  lying  about  where
the  gold  was  hid  because
everyone knows that Fae don't
lie!    So, I ran back to get
my spade and a wheelbarrow.
When I returned, what a sight!
Stockings  as  far  as  the  eye
could  see!!    There  was  a
stocking on every bush, every
weed,  and  even  every  low
hanging  branch!!    I  haven't
found that gold yet, but I have
been able to get through this
past winter by selling stockings."
If you have been witness to
strange events, please seek this
reporter  out.   We  are  very
interested in seeking out truth
and keeping readers informed.

The Early
Growth

by Rolfe Farmer

Ye fields and gardens should
be  sprynging  forthe  from  thy
ground.  Through the dressyngs
of leaf and branch the green
sygns  of  lyfe  shall  be  made
apparent.   Chasyng birds and
squyrrels shall be less, though
do not falter in ye duty to thy
crops.  This season shall prove
fruteful,  and  all  of  Novashan
rejoyce  for  ye service  to  thy
lords.
Ye pots  of  refuse  be good
for the makyng of fertile earth.
Dyspose  of  ye  wastes  from
anymal, ylfshae and man alyke
mixed with soyls from ye fields
and make healthy mixtures for
ye  fields  to  feed  upon.
Raynes have been good,  and
as thyne stars do read, shall
continue.  In one months time,

spyces  and  herbs  of  some
varyeties be rype and ready to
harvest.  Tyme to sharpen ye
sickles  and  scythes  for  the
harvest.
Be  sure  to  tend  to  ye
lyvestock,  see to wounds and
clean hooves.  Make sure thy
grasses are green for feeding,
and excess corn and wheat be
used as feed if old.

Stories from the
Dream Tree

Anonymous
It’s been over two years now
since the end of the Sapphire
Awakening  and  the  growth  of
the  Dream  Tree.  When
Haydrynn was released from the

horrendous disease that harmed
so many a person and elf, he
set a seed in the center  of
what used to be the Bayomal
Divide. From there, in the midst
of  solid  rock  and  bare  land,
wildlife  sprung  up  into  a
flourishing wilderness. All across
the  Bayomal  Divide  now,  the
forest is slowly growing in.
At  the  heart  of  the  divide,
where  the  Dream  Tree  first
brought the Fey back from the
Neutral Plane from their battle
with  Roland,  something  seems
to be stirring a bit.  Although
no  one  will  convey  what
information  and/or  rumors  are
being shared amongst the Fey,
there are quite a few that are
coming  and  going.  The  only
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words that have been heard on
the winds are “the other Fey…”

To the Being formerly
known as Xandrick Olanov,
 I say to you, Pretender, that if it was

truly  ever  your  intention  to  return  His
Grace  to  his  rightful  station,  then your
should have his body prepared and then
returned into the care of those of us who
are living,  and would return his  soul  to
his body gladly.  

 By  grandstanding  over  his  fallen
corpse,  you  do  nothing  more  than
dishonor everything that His Grace lived
for,  whilst  mocking everything he  ever
bequeathed to you.  By your very words,
you deny his last wishes for those of us
who were his family, and instead revel in
hypocrisy - living the 7 Sins you accuse
others of exhibiting.

 Your  ascendance  into  Death,  serves
no  other  purpose  than  to  provide  an
outlet for your selfish Wrath. 

 Despairing  of  being  left  behind  by
your  Lord  and  Master,  you  become
increasingly  bitter  and  Envy the  power
to make lasting change, which was not
left in your own hands. 

 Your Lust for glory and accolades and
the deep desire to belong to a "Moral"
Knighthood  has  blinded  you  to  the
duties  you  have  sworn  to  serve,  for
better or worse.

 Greedy  for  the  return  of  your  One
True Master, you abandon your Oaths to
Prince  and  Lands,  preferring  the  more
selfish path of serving your own interests
despite the ultimate costs.

 Slothfully  you  continue  to  sit  in
Winterfell,  all  the  while  knowing  that
there  are  many  who  would  offer  their
own lives to return His Grace to life.  You
are  more  content  to  point  fingers  and
cause dissent within the very lands you
swore to protect.

 Your only choice left to you is to bring
Mythindor out into the light,  where his
spirit can make the choice to return, or
to remain in the lands of the Dead.  You
fear  his  choice,  Coward.  If  he  chooses
not to return, what have you left to live
for?

 Your Pride is your undoing, Being Who
Answers to the Name of Xandrick.  You
are no Mythindor.   It  was not  given to
you the Power of Choice.  By your very
existence,  you  have  already  failed  He
whom in life you served most True.  And
that is the saddest fact of all.

 Bring me his body, Xandrick.  I will see
he  is  taken  care  of,  whatever  his
decision.  I will await you one the Bluff
overlooking  Winterfell  for  three  days.
You have until  that time to make your
choice.  May the Spirit of Mythindor help
guide your hand.

With Honor,
Dame Felicity Ashenwood, 

Baroness of Autruche

In Service to
H.R.H. Prince Duncan Balthshazzar

His Grace Sir Kieran D’Kalin
His Grace Sir Mythindor Wanderlust

His Excellency Sir Rillen D’Cather

The Story of a
Criminal

By Dame Felicity Ashenwood
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There once was a man who
earned an honest  living doing
honest work. A Soap-maker by
trade, this commoner pulled his
wagon  from  town  to  town,
selling his wares and making a
living.
One  day,  a  Prominent  Man
about  the  lands,  recently
elevated in rank, and proud of
his  stature  in  the  community,
organized  a  band  of  armed
men  to  clear  some  monsters
from a nearby cave that had
been taken over the winter.
This  prominent  man  ran
across the soap-maker on the
trail, and ordered him to give
up his cart for the good of the
lands.  “But  Good  Sir,  if  you
take my cart, I will be left with
no way to make a living,” says
the Soap-maker.
“Then follow us for Glory and
Reward,”  says  the  Prominent
Man, “I will reimburse you for
your  cart,”  and with  that  the
cart was taken, and the Soap-
maker was left  to decide his
fate. With little other choice, he
followed the Prominent Man to
the cave.
As  the  band  of  adventurers
entered,  the  Soap-maker  was
told to guard the cart, and the
entrance to the cave. When a
few monsters attempted to flee,
the  Soap-maker  was  able  to
defeat  them  and  claim  their
armor.  Seeing  this,  the
Prominent  Man said,  “Put  the
loot  in  the  cart,  Soap-maker.
Everything will be divided fairly
at the end.”
Finally  with  the  battle  being
over, the party left the caves

to return to the village. As they
traveled,  the  cart  broke along
the trail. The Soap-maker cried
out  in  alarm.  “My  cart!”  he
said. “It  is broken! Good Sir,
would you please reimburse me
for my cart so I can depart to
return to my work?”
With that, the Prominent Man
said,  “Foolish  Soap-maker,  I
owe you nothing. Your cart was
defective, and did not serve its
purpose.”
The Soap-maker  replied,  “But
surely  you  will  give  me  a
share of the treasure you found
in  the cave,  Good Sir?  That
would be enough for me to be
able to repair my cart.”
“You  did  not  earn  it,”  the
Prominent Man stated callously.
“When did you fight? What did
you  contribute?  No,  you  best
be on your way, commoner-of-
the-defective-cart,  for  there  is
nothing for you here.”
Thus, stripped of his only way
to make a living, Ephraim the
Soap-maker made his way back
up the road.

Warrants and
decrees

In regards to the creature known
as Xandrick:
Be  it  known  to  all  loyal
subjects of Novashan that from
this  time  forward  the
Abomination  known  as
“Xandrick” is to be considered
an Enemy of the People and
is  hereby  sentenced  to  be
destroyed. To that end, he is
to  be  given  no  harbor  by

anyone loyal to the Throne of
Novashan. In recognition of his
years  of  faithful  and  loyal
service to H.R.H. Sir Xandrick
Dmitri  von  Olanov  is  to  be
taken  into  the  care  of  the
Temple of Novashan. All efforts
to resurrect him will be made
at the expense of the Crown.
Should  resurrection  fail  Sir
Xandrick  is  to  be  given  the
utmost  honor  in  death  and
remembered as a Loyal  Hero
of Novashan.

In regards to the Fugitive Lucas
Draxx:
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Be  It  Known  To  All  Loyal
Subjects  of  Novashan,  the
fugitive known as Lucas Draxx
is to be considered treasonous
and
irredeemable in
the  eyes  of
the  Crown  of
Novashan.  He
is  hereby
sentenced  to
death.  Anyone
found
knowingly
giving  harbor,
aid,  or
sanctuary  to
this  man  will  be  named  as
Enemies  of  the  People  and
shall  be  subject  to  his  fate.

In regards to the Criminal Leveer
Silverleaf:
Beholden unto  all  know that
Leveer  Silverleaf  has  been
arrested,  detained,  and  awaits
trial  in  the  matter  of  the
Prince's Law. 

In  regards  to  the  Redeemed
Ephraim of Ordu:

Let  it  be  known  that  the
Commoner  named  Ephraim  of
Ordu has served his sentence
of death, and has since been

released,  to  be  henceforth
considered  a  citizen  in  good
standing  within  the  Barony  of
Autruche.
Ephraim,  long-time  companion
of  the  Criminal  Poe,  turned
himself  in  last  moon  to  Her
Excellency Baroness Felicity with
the  assistance  of  Juchin  and
the Ordu, and was repentant. “I
was just tired of running,” he
was reported to have said.
When  questioned  about  the
death of  Sir  Xandrick  Olanov,
Ephraim  stated,  “Xandrick
threatened  my  tribe  and  my
people;  the  men,  women and
children  of  Everyn  and  Ordu
with death. He struck us first.”

Sir  Xandrick  was  alleged  to
have  arrested  a  member  of
Everyn earlier for a crime, and
was giving warning to the rest

of the group that that behavior
would  no  longer  be  tolerated.
Reports  state  that  Sir  Riley
witnessed Sir Xandrick engaged
in his last living battle, but Sir
Riley could not be reached for
comment.

WINTER’S RESPITE, Cont…
As  soon  as  the  feast  was
over,  the  wintry  landscape
returned as suddenly as it had
arrived, along with the host and
his entourage.  When I inquired
as to the names of those in
attendance and the approximate
whereabouts of the estate, my
source  became  rather
disoriented,  as if  struck  dumb
by the questioning itself and fell
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In all wisdom and foresight

Good Prince Duncan
has seen the need

To strengthen the peoples of Novashan
Even in this time of peace.
Therefore, by noble decree,

Militia training will be provided to the people
In all major towns.

 
In the town of Illverash :

At the 11th bell, before midday, every second and
third day of festival, Survival Training will be provided
to  hone  and  polish  skills  needed  in  wielding
weaponry. 

Need a job? Want some coin?

Join the Baronial Guard!
Now recruiting new members. Training, pay, and meals provided.

-or-

Baronial sponsored road-building and repair work projects currently being done - invest an afternoon, reap the rewards!
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into a deep slumber unable to
be roused.
A reward is being offered for
any  further  information
concerning this event.

Age-long
by Seward Silvermantle
reprint from June 995
What is Age-long?  It is a
holiday  usually  celebrated  both
by elves and orcs.
What  happens  on  Age-long?
Elves and orcs attempt to kill
as many of the other race as
possible in the course of the
shortest night of the year.
Why did Age-long begin?  In
ancient times the orcs claimed
as their own the longest day of
the  year.   On this  day  the
orcs  would  feed  on  their
favorite  delicacy,  elves  (they
would do it at any other time
of  the  year,  but  with  more
vigor  on  this  particular  night).
Hundreds of
elves would
be
devoured
each  year
on  the
summer
solstice.
Once  the
elves
caught onto
the trend, they began to free
their kindred from the jowls of
the orcs.  After thousands of
years the "holiday" evolved into
an exercise of population control
concerning the orcs.
An  important  point  that  we
humans don't often consider is
that only two hundred elves are

born  each  year  (roughly).
Twenty thousand orcs are born
each year.
Is there anything good about
Age-long?   Speaking  from  a
truly  conservative  viewpoint,  I
am forced to say yes.  The
truth is, thousands of orcs are
slain on this night.  Orcs that
breed much like rabbits.  Orcs,
that  if  not  controlled,  would
overrun  us  all  in  less  than
twenty years.
There  is  a  philosophy  that
teaches about h two opposing
forces called good and evil.  If
this theory is true, orcs are a
close thing to evil.  They are
blood-thirsty and war-like.  This
is  fact,  and  not  simply  my
opinion.
The  simple  truth  is,  without
Age-pong  the  orcs  would
procreate and overrun us with
their numbers.  This is a very
real threat.  Those of us who

are  old
enough  say
this back at
the
beginning  o
f  this
century
when  the
orcs ravaged
their way to
the gate of

Maelcor itself!
Does  anything  threaten  the
future of age-long?  Yes, the
new  trend  of  political
correctness  overwhelming  the
youth of both the human and
Elvin  nations  could  mean  the
end of the tradition of Age-long.
Experts  agree  that  with  the

absence  of  animosity  toward
creatures  such  as  orcs,  we
(humans and elves) will cease
to exist.  There is not enough
room for all  of us and orcs
are by far the most aggressive
race.
The youthful  politically correct
movement wants to invite Orcs
and  other  creatures  over  to
dinner.  This is like inviting a
crocodile to bed.  These people
are so green that they forget
and have not yet experienced
the ferocity of the orcish race.
They forget that at least one of
their  ancestors have died and
the hands of an orc.  Please
excuse my harsh tones; nothing
infuriates  me  more  than
stupidity. 
Though I have not the heart
to participate in, and that the
right  should  be  reserved  to
elves, Age-long is only one wall
separating  us  from  war  and
extinction.   Those  who  are
familiar  with  my  many  other
writings and works know that I
have no flair for drama.  Orcs
are a very pressing concern for
us all.  Always they should be
considered.

Agelong  will  be  celebrated  on
Friday, June 20th, 1008.
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An Open Letter
to the People of

Illverash 
by Lydnyw Salahter
Reprint June 996
My blood begins to boil and
my body grows restless, for the
celebration of life
will  soon  be
upon us.   With
each  passing
week,  the
anticipation builds.
The  days  are
growing  longer
and warmer,  the
great  solstice
approaches.   I  can  feel  the
irresistible urge welling up within
my soul.  It is an instinct as
old as time itself.  It will soon
become  and  insatiable  lust.
The hunter will soon overcome
me.
There are those who condemn
us for what we do.  You call
us murderers.  You are slayers
of merchants and traders.  We
simply  rid  the  world  of  a
pestilence.   Do you  condemn
the wolf for killing the deer of
the hawk for killing the rabbit?
No!  You accept these as a
part of the natural order of life.
I  say to  all  of  you,  "so  is
Agelong!"  It is a tradition as
old as the races of elves and
Orcs.  Many  elves,  and  half-
elves, could not resist its call
even  if  they  tried.   Do  not
attempt  to  stop  us  for  you
cannot. You would have better

luck  preventing  the  tide  from
coming in.
So come, all of my brothers
and  sisters.   Join  me  after
sunset  of  the longest  day of
the  year.   Join  me  in  our
inherent  destiny  and  help
cleanse the world of as many
evil orcs as you can.  Join me
in the greatest of all holidays,

Elvin  or
otherwise.   Join
me  in  Agelong!
Those  of  you
who  can
disapprove,  try
and stop us.

Watch  for
next  month
when  the  quill

will  have  more  stories  and
some interesting pieces on the
history  of  Agelong.   Please
submit  your  agelong  stories
to: Tannin Willenbotler, Editor
of  the  Novashan  Quill  (in
Yardsmuth)

Orcs baffled why
Illverash so
unfriendly

By William of Stonebridge
It  seems  Illverash  has  quite
the reputation among the races
as  a  place  that  is  most
unfriendly to those not of the
Uman  and  Ylfshae  races.  It
seems  that  visitors  to  the
hamlet of Illverash are soundly
and immediately attacked, their
belongings  ransacked  and

stolen, and their bodies left to
rot in the swampy earth.
"Grumphga  no  know  why
Uman's  want  to  kill  us  so
much  in  Illverash",  said  a
recent visitor, still  scarred and
healing  from  the  attack  he
suffered at the hands of some
Ylfshae outside Illverash.
Now, it isn't out of place to
see Ogres, Orcs and even the
stray Goblin on the streets of
Tarn or Hawk's Haven, but not
in Illverash. 
"They  are  nothing  but  racist
animals  there",  said  Ganatakra
the chief of the Broken Bone
tribe to the west of Illverash.
"They  take  our  crops,  they
claim our tribe land, they are
nothing  but  murdering
warmongers".
Now, on a recent trip to the
Broken Bone village of Gantraka
this  reporter  witnessed  first
hand  several  maimed  and
scarred Orcs. Tending the goats
in  the  outside  of  the  village
was Hamdaga One Hand; called
one hand because he lost his
hand  in  a  tussle  with  the
locals outside of Illverash when
he was looking for a lost goat.
"Me went to fine me goat",
said Hamdaga. "Me hear goat
in the woods, and went off to
find him and I meets me some
Uman's  in  the  woods  huntin.
They  chased  me  and  chased
me and chopped off me hand!
Me did nutin, me only look for
lost  goat.  Family  hungry  and
one goat a lot!"
When asked, he said he ran
to the edge of a river and hid,
then  as  he  tried  to  return
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home  he  saw  the  Uman
hunters  eating  a  fresh  killed
goat over a fire.
Now, there have been treaties
and wars with several of the
tribes of Orcs over the history
of  the  lands,  but  these  sad
beings can't figure out why in
times  of  peace,  with  treaties
with  the  Uman's  and  Ylfshae
that they are still treated in the
fashion they are treated.
"We  sit  the  log",  said
Shotaka, a Orc warrior of the
Broken Bone tribe. "We debate
long on log about what to do.
We try to stay peace, but so
hard  when  we  always  be
chased and always be killed".
This was a common sentiment
among most  of  the Orcs  we
spoke with in the small village.
Next month, we will continue
this segment with an interview
with the Goblin's of the Paka
Tribe in the north of Llymir.

Good Deeds
from the Green

skins 
By Siragon O'Cornally
Things  are  not  always  what
they  seem,  and  with  recent
events,  this  story  is  no
exception.  Reports from the far
south have revealed a band of
four  orcs  performing  random
acts of chivalry, and kindness. 
A  young  farm  girl  seemed
quite shaken up after her farm
was  attacked.   Interestingly
enough,  it  was  not  at  the
hands  of  the  4  orcs  seen

leaving the farm, but by the 12
gnolls  whose  bodies  lay
scattered  across  the  yard.  All
the young girl could say about
the attack was "but they saved
me".
Shortly  after,  another  report
was  taken  in  regard  to  a
merchant  caravan  being  saved
from a score of brigands.  It
was  made  apparent  that  the
same 4 orcs had defended the
caravan and brought justice. 
It seems that these orcs wear
some sort  of tabards, yet no
clear description has been given
to date. 
We do know that the leader
of the group goes by the name
Brug  Grorbag.  It  is  also
rumored that Brug Grorbag has
been seen wearing a white belt
of a Knight and another that of
a Squire.

A New Breed of
Lizard Men?

Recently,  farmers  on  the
outskirts of Brenn have reported
sightings of some rather strange
looking lizard-folk.  According to
locals, a pair of slender, white-
scaled  lizard-folk  with  long,
singular  horns  protruding  from
their  foreheads  was  seen
crossing  a  field  carrying
between  them  a  large  chest.
Some  speculate  that  these
lizard-folk are perhaps outcasts
due  to  their  abnormal
appearance and may have been
in the process of moving to a
new  swamp.  Others  are
concerned that perhaps they are

a new threat to the area and
may have been conducting raids
on local farms and villages. At
this time, there have been no
reports of any attacks made by
creatures  such  as  these,  but
locals are advised to be wary.
Do you have what it takes?

Can your household
withstand the test of time?

During the week of Agelong,
her Excellency,

Baroness Dame
Felicity

Ashenwood of
Autruche,

Chevaleresse
du Chardon,

…shall  bestow  a  great
honor  and  reward  for  the
best  historical  record  of
their  household  to  the
winning  house.   Get  your
quills  ready,  and  may  ye
all  work  such  great
wonders, the likes of which
all  shall  marvel  for  the
ages
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All hail

the Great Pog
Hellcatbane,

Stumperhumper-Ruler of
Cashews

Anonyms
Here is the account
of Great Pog. It was
the  middle  of
Autumn  when  some
unknown  being  of
evil sent to the town
of  Ilvaresh  a  pride
of  deamon  cats.
There  had  been
many  foes  sent  to
fall  on  the  swords  of  the
heroes of this  town for ages
but this eve, it was Pog that
would show his quality.
Now  Great  Pog  has  slain
Orcs,  Ogres,  Bugbears,  Trolls,
Gnolls,  Kobolds,  Shay’  dnar,
and Giants before; Never single
handed  however.  Now  the
bowels of the deepest darkest
places sent minions that should
have been too hefty a task for
Great Pog. He shall prove to
be a mighty warrior in spite of
himself. 
His  night  was  quiet  as  he
visited  with  the  members  of
humble  House  Chaos.  As  he
enjoyed  their  hospitality,  in
strayed many small  and what
would  seem  average,  fluffy,
cuddly,  kittens.  They  mingled
their way into the crowd. They
cruised  between  legs  rubbing
affectionately and purring loudly
in content. 

Suddenly  as  miraculously  as
they  appeared,  all  the  fuzzy
wuzzy  kittens  grew  to
monstrous sizes with gore and
drool dripping from their sharp
fangs. A score of them roared
with  ravenous  hunger.  Pog
stood  up,  cracked  his  neck
dramatically,  turned and roared

back as he charged
into  their  ranks.
None  shall  harm
those who mean no
evil towards others.

The  battle  that
ensued  as  I  was
told  was  epic
indeed. Pog tore in
with a zealous fervor

as each evil beast was tearing
his  flesh  to  shreds.  Still  he
fought  valiantly.  As  it  would
seem he had won the battle,
to soon,  for more fell  felines
dropped from the sky above as
if they had wings. Now every
diabolical  monster  was  ripping
more and more of Great Pog’s
life away. Yet so stalwart and
so fierce was his berserk that
after  the  next  few  valorous
moments,  Pog  succeeded  in
defeating his foes. 
Once  the  deed  was  done,
Pog collapsed into the healing
arms of the members of House
Chaos. He had saved all from
harm within the house proper.
Not a scratch was upon any of
them.  He  had  fought  and
nearly  died  warring  with
denizens of pure evil to save
all. Put him self in harms way
for innocents.

And thus is the tale of the
Great  Pog  Hellcatbane,
Stumphumper-  Ruler  of
Cashews.
Let the Bards sing his tale of
renown for ages to come. Oh
Great Pog of the Black Tooth
Clan.

More Caravans
Missing

By Byerly Vorrutyer
Three more shipments of iron
from  Taradyr  to  distant
customers  have  gone  missing;
two  of  the  shipments  were
bound  for  the  Barony  of
Brisbane  (the  cities  of
Tangelldin and Ypishwing), and
one for the capital. Both went
missing  without  a  trace
sometime  before  they  left
Taradyr,  as  none  of  the
shipments, due to pass through
Einseldin, reached that far. Half
a dozen other shipments from
Taradyr  all  reached  their
destinations.  Anyone  with
information  should  contact  Sir
Kyle Wrothchild of the Thistle,
who,  at  the  behest  of  the
Baron of Taradyr, has taken up
this investigation.
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Lady  Bridget
Montrose

Master Seamstress
I  am seeking  craftsmen and
women  to  learn  the  art  of
tailoring. 
Everything from your basics to
the highest of court garb. 
Cost  for  lessons  will  vary
based  on  current  level  of
craftsmanship obtained. 
Please  seek  me  out  in
Allowen if you wish to learn.

Seeking - cobblers, and those who
fear  not.   Come  to  Brenn.   See
Archibald  du  Sac  Velu  for  more
information.

Wanted:
Any  objects  of  interest
regarding  or  pertaining  to the
Wild Plane.  Please report to
Mibiny  Gates  at  the  Old
Hallows Inn in Brenn.  Reward
to  be allocated  depending  on
the value of object.

Ariana's Laundry
Selling a few wares here and there, will

be  at  festivals  on  Saturday,  I  do
commission  work  and  appreciate
appropriate  recompense  for  my  efforts.
Will  have  a  few  bodices  and  skirts,
several  different types of tunics, and all
commissions are  half up front,  equaling
the cost of fabric. Hoods are commission
only  as  the  color  is  picked  by  the
customer. Pants are commission only due
to my having to measure you to get them

right. Advice is free but bring a pen and
paper due to my extremely poor memory.

Scotian Rose,
The  evening  of  the

archer's lament was not as
dark as it seemed. Perhaps
the  bowyer  could  replace
your favorite quiver.
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Out of Character Submission
Policy

The OOC section of the Quill is meant to communicate with
the Kanar Populace, and is one reason the Quill is being
offered free of charge this year.  This section is an official
conduit for the Board of Director of KGE, but ANYONE can
submit  information  for  publication,  and  if  received  to
mysticquill@gmail.com by the deadline of one week before the
next event, it will be reviewed for inclusion.  Notices, ads,
campaign  documents  and  information  will  be  placed  here
impartially. Everyone has the opportunity to use this forum for
its stated purposes.  Any ideas, comments or otherwise not
originating from KGE staff in no way reflect the views of the
staff.  Enjoy! 

Articles Are Easy!
The Quill is always looking for talented writers and artists to

submit  their  ideas,  storylines,  and  artwork  for  publication.
Articles may be submitted as the Character you play, OR you
can use a pen name to write articles regarding current events,

Quill Staff
Editor-In-Chief Grace Martin
Typesetter Todd Martin

Contributing Writers:
Todd Martin Kelly Holden
Jesse Fiorini Jeremy Herpel
Robin Trombley David Angell
Grace Martin Jason Monarch
Nathan Niemi Toni Landeck
Kim Kyle

O CS
ut of

haracter
ection

Board of Directors
President Jonathon Sher
Secretary Josh Raymond
Treasurer Connie Blair
Representative Fred Sher
Representative Jen Gill

Bouncer Paul Moran
Building/Land Director Tim Schafer
Web Administrator Jesse Fiorini
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interviews, past history and monthly “Ann Landers” style series.
Please email any questions or entries to MysticQuill@gmail.com.
Articles may also be submitted to the Quill reporter on the

field on Saturday of the event, or to either of the merchant
shops in town.

Event Dates for 2008
May 16th – 18th

June 13th – 22nd
July 18th – 20th

Aug 8th – 10th

Sept 5th – 7th

Oct 3rd – 5th

Oct 31st – Nov 2nd

Nov 21st – 23rd
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These are the remaining dates for the 2008 Kanar events in
Milan, MI.  These events are open to the membership and
new players.  Three day events begin at 5pm on Friday and
end at 5pm on Sunday.  The weeklong event (June 13th –
22nd) is 10 days long, beginning on June 13th at 5pm and
ending on June 22nd at 5pm. 

BOD Meeting Dates
June 1st

July 6th 
Sept 14th

Nov 9th 
Jan 25th, 2009

These  are  the  remaining  dates  for  the  2008  Board  of
Directors Meeting for Kanar Gaming Enterprises.  If you have
any questions about times and places, keep you eye out for
them to be posted on our website at  www.kanar.org.  You
can  also  contact  the  Corporate  Secretary  at
secretary@kanar.org.

Be a Quill Girl or Man!
Now taking applications/nominations or suggestions for Next
Month’s Featured QUILL GIRL AND/OR MAN! Email your photo
and character’s bio to mysticquill@gmail.com.

Game Staff
Game Masters Dannie Blair

Jeremy Herpel
Dave Angell

Economics Marshall Chad Naugle
Monster Book Editor Jason Monarch
Mystic Quill Editor Grace Martin

Play Master Robin Trombley
Fighter Marshall Paul Moran
Cleric Marshall Brad Pace
Mage Marshall Kimberly Kyle
Rogue Marshall Jesse Fiorini
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The
Quicksilver

Armoury
Get  your  boffer  weapons
here!  There  are  lots  of
different  styles  to  choose
from  and  if  you  have  an
idea  of  something  send  a
sketch  and  I'll  see  what  I
can do. 

Prices  are  reasonable  and
turn around time is quick so
don't delay…  Put your order
in  Today.  I  also  make
custom  armor  in  steel  and
leather; call for more details
or email me.
Pat Marshall (517-425-9189)

armsman70@att.net

Old Stock Rampant
Mouse Latex
Weapons:

Great Swords - $120
Fantastic  LARGE  Latex
swords – these are the last

of my old stock, and there
will  be  no  more  available
after these are gone. Call for
more  details  –  we  will  be
bringing a sample to the field
for  you to try.  $120. Cash
only please.  Call us at: 
Grace Martin (810-516-7587)

toddmartinx@gmail.com

Post your ads
here!

Send your ads plus b&w
photos to

mysticquill@gmail.com
Deadline is One week
before the  event you
wish your ad run.

The Mad
Costumer

I  am  willing  to  commission
projects, and willing to teach if
you  want  to  learn  to  do  it
yourself. 
Laura Messer (734-658-8288)

LMesser@twmi.rr.com
(M-F after 5:30pm,  Sat/Sun till 10pm)

Leather Breastplate
for Sale - $100

Nice  Brown  Leather  Breastplate
for sale – new”ish” condition. Call
for more details – we will  be
happy to send you a photo, or
bring it to the field for you to
try on.  Cash only please.  Call
us at: 
Todd Martin (810-516-7587)
toddmartinx@gmail.com

Looking to Buy or
Sell?

Visit the Bazaar at
http://whitefoot.us/kanartalk/
For more armor, weapons,
clothing and consignments!

Ariana’s
Laundry

Selling a few wares here and
there,  I  will  be at  events  on
Saturday. I do commission work
and  appreciate  appropriate
recompense for my efforts. Will
have a few bodices and skirts,
several different types of tunics,
and all commissions are half up
front, equaling the cost of fabric.
Hoods  are  commission-only  as

V 16 V

http://whitefoot.us/kanartalk/
mailto:toddmartinx@gmail.com
mailto:LMesser@twmi.rr.com
mailto:mysticquill@gmail.com
mailto:toddmartinx@gmail.com
mailto:armsman70@att.net


The Novashan Quill

the  color  is  picked  by  the
customer. Pants are commission-
only  due  to  my  having  to
measure you to get them right.
Advice is free, but bring a pen
and paper due to my extremely
poor memory.
Arianareynard@hotmail.com
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