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Prince Duncan and His 
Bride Tour Novashan
 by Alexandria Cunningham

A chance meeting between 
Prince Duncan of Novashan 

and the, at the time, Lady  Iyleina 
Radveshi some two years ago, 
has as of late November, resulted 
in the long awaited marriage of 
the beloved black sheep of the 
Belthshazzar clan.
Princess Iyleina and Prince 
Duncan, ruler of Novashan, 
met at an official function in 
Valvendenn back in the Spring 
of 1007.  Although the meeting 
was dismissed as ‘a formality’ by 
many on lookers, it apparently 
led to something entirely else.  
The Princess, niece of Count 
A’Loric Lavode and Countess 
Llira Lavode of the County of 
Dzurmyre, is considered a good 
match to His Highness.  Their 
wedding, although the subject 
of much gossip in Narrdmyr and 
certainly of great importance 
to Novashan, was a small 
affair.  The thousand or so in 
attendance dined and socialized 
the night away on the Radveshi 
estates and lands.

After a month in seclusion at an 
undisclosed location somewhere 
in southern Narrdmyr, the royal 
couple announced that they were 
heading north - all the way north 
- to the wilds of the famous lands 
of Novashan.  Princess Ilyeina 
apparently was excited and 
enthusiastic to see first hand the 
former elven lands.   “How bad 
can it be?” she was overheard 
asking one of her guardsman.  
The guard, a wise and learned 
man, for certain, found himself 
suddenly remembering an undone 
task, and begged her pardon to 
attend to it.
The entourage reportedly 
traveled off road for a great 
portion of the journey, guided 
by none other than the Prince 
himself.  With the royal couple 
and their retainers and stewards, 
traveled eight Knights, each 
hand selected for the journey 
by the three Belthshazzar 
brothers, Prince Duncan, Prince 
Kenneth and his royal majesty 
King Vallend III. 

Continued on page 2
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Sir Lachlan Kedrison, a retired Knight of the 
Gauntlet, would not say anything about the selection 
process or the journey ahead but did go on to say 
that he was honored to have been picked to lead.

Diligent sources confirm that Prince Duncan 
met with the barbarian leader Bearskinner in 
private counsel. Bearskinner and his people were 
one time allies of the Prince, having aided him in 
long struggle against the Stormlord.  What they 
discussed and any decisions made at this meeting 
are unknown.  Closely watched by the knights, 

Princess Ilyeina made the acquaintance of a 
tribeswoman and children.  It was noticed that as the 
Princess departed the barbarian settlement, a string 
of carved wooden beads encircled her wrist, where 
once there was an amethyst and jade bangle.

Although the Prince was not known to have met 
with any of his long-time allies and acquaintances in 
Novashan, not even his former Regent, Aeracon 
Morinar, it has been reported that His Highness 
left behind his scepter of office with the keeper of 
the privy seal, Regent Drakensberg. The eight 
knights that accompanied the Prince have also 
stayed behind in Novashan. 

Prince Duncan and His Bride Tour 
Novashan
Continued from page 1

A Declaration of Intent
 by His Excellency, Loras Lannister, 
    Count Lithcrag

Since the end of the Storm War, we have been 
living in troubled time.  The War in the south 

has drawn much needed troops away from their gar-
risons, and left those of us here in the north, particu-
larly, open to banditry and raids by the nonhumans 
that infest the lands once claimed by the fallen 
Stormlord, Kalak.  It is only this southern conflict 
that has prevented our noble King and his brother, 
Prince of our sister-realm of Novashan, from doing 
what must be done and moving in force to crush the 
infestations troubling our lands.  
And so it falls to those of the peerage to take up 
the challenge to do what must be done, and provide 
security and peace for the citizens under our care.  
Whatever the expense, it is our solemn duty to see 
that our people have the opportunity to grow and 
prosper in safety.  It is a duty that many in our King-
dom, and to be sure, in Novashan as well, have long 
been lax upon, basking in the safety provided by 
the House of Belthshazzar, and few of the peerage 
have had to face the days we live in now, where the 
safety and security of our citizens is again primarily 
OUR responsibility, and not that of the Crown, for 
at least the duration of this time of crisis.  

It is with a heavy heart that I say that not all of my fel-
lows have risen to this return to our ancient duties as 
well as they could have.  Most of my fellows have done 
their best in uncertain times, and most have proven to 
be equal to the task.  One, however, has not.  Sadly, 
Baroness Felicity Ashenwood has failed to secure 
her defense against the dangers in the world. Her 
people live in constant fear of attack from bandits, 
monsters, and worse.  So much so that some of her 
people have gone into open rebellion because of her 
inability to protect them from the depredations of 
people who should be there to protect them.  
Over the last year, Autruche has become a nest 
of monsters and brigandry, and the dangers from 
Autruche have spread to other lands.  Brigands 
based in Autruche have raided into my lands, 
sacked caravans flying my colors, and assaulted and 
insulted my Herald.  I can no longer sit idle while 
this lawlessness persists.  As of this day, the 30th 
of January, the year 1009, I have issued orders to 
my captains to secure our border with Autruche.  
All the troops I can spare have been sent to my 
border with Autruche, all of the roads and passes 
secured, and pathfinders sent into the wilds to track 
any brigands seeking to break past. Any and all 
traffic from Autruche into Lithcrag will be stopped 
and searched, and all caravans leaving Lithcrag and 
heading into Autruche will be given a substantial 
escort of my men.  

Continued on page 3
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Those men will be under orders to defend those in 
their charge to the death and to pursue brigands or 
monsters with determination and run them to ground, 
regardless of where they are found.  Survivors will 
be returned to the nearest Reeve to see Justice 
done, but I will no longer tolerate this instability nor 
allow it to affect the prosperity of my people.  
It pains me so accuse another peer, but I cannot in 
good conscience sit idle any longer while all we have 

worked for is thrown down due to the incompetence 
of one person, even if she is a peer.  I strongly urge 
His Excellency, Rillen D’Cather, Count Shadow-
glen, to step in and take the strong measures need-
ed to secure peace and prosperity for his people 
in these difficult times.  If this lawlessness persists, I 
will have no choice but to take action to preserve the 
peace.  
In hopes of peace,
Loras Lannister, Count Lithcrag

A Declaration of Intent
Continued from page 2

Malcor a safe place to live
 by His Honor Brandal Adam Balaxam-
awalajafacarasavamazakatagadanapahayaq II

Well with all my years I can nah remember a 
winter like this last one.  The Eastern lights 

just a brighten up the sky with beautiful greens and 
yellows, yes this is the time of year I just wanah take 
out my canvas and brush and make last fur ever iffin 
yah knows what I mean.  But alas, it never stays fur 
long, at least the Bogen Valley snow that is. 
Now I was able to get this letter out ta yah all during 
the white flag event brought on by the people who 
was goin war against the pup folk round ere.  Now 
I can nah say that there has been much need of the 
courts as the pups seem tah be takin a liken bitten 
the heads off people and well that just dosenah 
leave a man in the right frame tah be standin court 
without a right proper head and all.  Besides my mop 
buckets got a leak in it so I donah feel like moppin 
up everytime a headless body goes and leaks blood 
all over the floor.  Seams them folks aint be havin no 
respect for a mans clean floor round ere.
Yesterday seen some keen action as Sheriff Jeeves 
brought a man intah town that had gotten by the 
pups and demanded tah see the man in charge.  Now 
Jeeves knows that I hates surprises and with my best 
dress still bein in the ol wash pit down by the river bed 
well you might say I was caught a might bit off guard 
by the whole pompenstance whoha.  But after a dab 
of mythinseed in my hair and a rub of jessem in my 
teeth or vice versa as the case may be, I headed down 
to the court house tah see what was up.
Now I can nah be telling ah lie but the court house 
has seen better days.  Especially since the window 

on the west wall broke after I kicked ol green out it 
for pissin on the floor again.  It seems however that 
the man was from the shire of the black or some non-
sensical whim like that and he had the right granted 
to him by the Lord of that place to be taken me in 
tah custody for crimes against the people.  Well 
now, I didnah think I could laugh that loud or that 
long but I almost fainted from that one.  As I rose 
up from behind the table where mah chair had taken 
me to the floor, out of breath and hands holdin my 
sides, I noted that the man had taken this convenient 
time tah run off with the words from that darn old 
fool yellin I’ll be back trailin behind em.
Now its not like me tah be all doom an gloom but if 
yah happen upon the man that be runin off on me, 
smack em up side the head and tell em that we’ll be 
ere when he decides tah come back.  Until then, 
keep your hat with your head, your boots mud side 
down and your court dress pompted and sprizted 
cause Maelcor just ain’t a good place to live, it’s 
where the Honorable Brandal Adam Balaxam-
awalajafacarasavamazakatagadanapahayaq II lives.

Wanted: Freelance Article Writers
The Mystic Quill is looking for talented 

writers to submit articles for publication. 
Articles must be at least 50 words to be 
considered and will be chosen based on 

content and quality. Writers whose articles 
are accepted for publication will be paid 

1-5 silver depending on quality. 

For details on submission guidelines 
see page 10



4

Attacks threaten locals
by Murdoc MacPherson

Recently attacks have frightened the local 
people of crossroads. These attacks have 

been from what some witnesses have said, was a 
pack of wild dogs. The bodies found so far have 
been torn to shreds left with large chunks of flesh 
missing from the corpses. What’s odd about this is 
that the victims also were looted after each incident; 

also leading others to believe that there 
are actual people behind the attacks. 

So far the body count is up 
to 17, all of the victims 
have been merchants 
traveling north to 

Illveresh. 

Theft at Library
by  Murdoc MacPherson 

A reward is set for any information or the return 
of items stolen from the library of Brenn last 

week..  The items (two books, a map, and several 
scrolls) were under study by Cedric Thistledown, 
curator of the museum. The manuscripts, recently 
donated, were being deciphered and the informa-
tion they contained remains unknown. The donor 
has yet to be found. The items were noticed missing 
Friday morning after the guards were found uncon-
scious and tied up. Please contact 
any member of the Brenn Town 
Guard in regards to the reward.

Announcement
by Thadeous Krelimbee

The capitol city of Yardsmuth will see the opening of a new “Hall of Records”.  Regent Drakens-
berg announced that it was the Prince’s wishes during his latest visit that all the important docu-

ments of the lands be stored in a location where it could be accessed when the need arises.  This will 
include documents showing things like the laws of the Nobles, land deeds and proclamations as small as 
award of arms.  Regent Drakensberg went on to say that the Prince believed that documentation was 
the key to his Princedom’s prosperity.  All hail His Royal Highness Prince Duncan Belthshazarr and 
the Princedom of Novashan! 

Wydover Still Struggling
by Byerly Vorrutyer

Things in Wyndover are still very hard.  The 
town, once a prosperous stop on the trade 

routes between the Kingdom and the Principality, is 
still struggling to recover after the town was attacked 
and its people slaughtered by the undead menace 
known as Sir Metrion the Ebon Lion.  Though 
much of the town itself was left undamaged, as many 
as half of its people were felled when the foul crea-
tures stormed over the walls and through the gates.  
Led by a fearsome spectral warrior, the undead 
forces put to the sword any who stood and fought, 
and the cackling creature that felled the valiant Cop-
permantle led his mad brood into homes and dragged 
victimes into the streets to be torn apart. 
Given the tragedy that took place here, it is no won-
der that those few caravans traveling at the end of 
last year avoided wintering here, and few, if any, have 
made plans to stop here on their way north come 

spring.  Many of those who did survive have moved 
on, unable to live here any longer.  

Wyndover is in danger of becoming a ghost town, 
and perhaps the town did die last year, and it has 
only taken it this long to realize that the attack 
was a deathblow to the town that withstood all the 
Stormlord, Kalak, had thrown at it, 
and a dozen other minor 
and major incursions by fel 
forces.  
But all is not lost, for as I 
write this, a substantial garrison 
of men flying the colors of the 
Lannisters of Lithcrag has en-
tered the town, and it appears 
they are here to stay.  Perhaps 
the noble Count Larris has plans 
for this once prosperous part of 
his demense.  
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Storma, Son of Kallak
by Kendal Quickhorse

This winter has seen several strange and er-
ratic behaviors in the forces of the once great 

Storm Lord Kallak.  We are used to the raids in and 
about the cities of Valerdhut, Firwood and Epping 
Wood that surround the Epping Forest says Cap-
tain John of the Guard of Valderhut.  But when 
they did not come over the winter we sent scouts out 
to investigate.  What we found was internal strife 
and battles between the forces of giantkin and orcs.  

It took some doing but thanks to Kendrick of Law-
shield of the Kingdom of Narrdmyr we found the an-
swer.  It appears that Kallak’s son Storma took ill at 
the beginning of winter.  Rumors amongst the disor-
ganized ranks are that he has passed on and the bat-
tle for control of the Stormlord’s forces is on.  While 
this is good news to us as it will continue to give us 
a much needed reprieve form the attacks, I can only 
wonder what might be in store for our future should a 
new overlord rise up from all of this. One that shares 
the old Stormlord’s keen instinct for battle and the 
charisma to see it through.
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Tragedy in Pelain for D’Galie
By Fredrick Cavernwell

The winter months saw several feet of snow 
dropped on the city of Pelain and while 

the residence here just kept digging they could 
not see the danger that loomed before them.  
It was not the winter that they had to fear nor 
the snow but the spring and the snow melt.  As 
the mountains of snow receded to the warmth 
of the spring sun, the rivers of water that were 
produced caused mud slides that washed away 
almost anything in their paths.  The D’Galie 
mines of Pelain suffered greatly this past month 
when several of the mine shafts collapsed.  So 
far the reports have shown that 23 of the mine 
workers were either killed or buried alive.  One 
worker from Johanson’s Delvers who refused to 
give his name told us; “The D’Galie iron mines 
have just been unsafe as of late and the consor-
tium just cares about the money.  The workers 
would take it up with the Nobles but I fear that 
it is the new Countess Felicity’s money that 
is funding all of this.  I figure since some of the 
damage came when the water when down the 

ventilation shafts that they will close down them 
too.  I don’t be knowin where you grew up but let 
me tell you, when you go coughing all night and 
your snot comes out black that’s what we call the 
Black Lung and that’s what we be calling bad 
slow creeping death.”

Of Earth, Water, Fire and Air
agriculture, industry and news about Mother Nature

Extreme Cold Takes Its Toll
by Tola Ambersythe

Over the winter, temperatures reached all time 
lows.  To many peoples great dismay, a 

countless number of wildlife animals were unable to 
live through the harsh weather.  Farmers lost their 
sheep, chickens, pigs, and even their cattle.  Out 
in the wild, rangers and huntsman have been having 
a harder and harder time finding any live game.  It 
seems that all wildlife that was able to migrate south 
to warmer weather did, and those unable to migrate 
have been freezing to death.
As spring begins its approach, we can only hope 
that the animals will return, and for the weather to be 
ideal for the entirety of the crop season.  Maybe the 
Druids can help aid us before we run out of food.

Iron ho!  Where will you get your next shipment?
by Harrington Jentry

In the wake of the problems with the D’Galie mine of Pelian comes a new dark clouded challenge for the 
newly named Countess of the Eastwatche, the West March Trading Company is reportedly making a 

deal with Count Sir Loras Lannister of the County of Lithcrag.  The Knight of Flowers, so called for 
his brilliant display of colors upon his armor, is as shrewd a businessman as his father Count Tyrell Lan-
nister who was dubbed The Lion of Lannister by his peers.  The deal could mean that the iron ore that 
was coming north into Novashan could be disrupted.  We could not reach Marla Lannister, longtime rival 
of Countess Felicity, for any comments about the deal but we can only speculate what the future might 
bring for the Blacksmiths of Novashan.
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Time for “Spring Warm”
by TUG

       Winter has been harsh for our lands. Tribe 
has already started preparing for spring. Our new 
door is a symbol of our openess to the friends we 
share these lands with. Last season our tribe grew 
to the point of the true trading post and colony in 
which my cousin Mugabi was sent to establish.
          Looking forward to working with Darkon with 
many things that need to be taken care of. 

The seasons of 
peace together is 

cause for all to celebrate and 
the Spring Warm celebration in tribe 
is for all of our friends that work together 
in peace time and wartime for the common 
good of all the principality.
                                                                     TUG

Classifieds

Vosh Quilan of Tarn is back!  
New products to be released any day. 

Hurry as stocks may vary!

Can’t kill kobolds?
Goblins got your goat?

Try new “Darkon-in-a-bottle!”
We’ve captured the essence of Novashan’s 
greatest hero and made it available to you!

See Vosh Quilan, Tarn and Wendover

Coming soon to Ilveresh:

Action Dolls
Sponsored in part by Ma’s Tanning, 

Etiquette and Linguistics 
and

The Tailoring and Yeoman Corporation of 
Tarn

Each doll comes with handmade custom 
accessories.

Wanted: Freelance Article Writers
The Mystic Quill is looking for talented writers to submit articles for pub-
lication. Articles must be at least 50 words to be considered and will be 
chosen based on content and quality. Writers whose articles are accepted 

for publication will be paid 1-5 silver depending on quality. 

For details on submission guidelines 
see page 10
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Tales of the People
writings for the people and by the people

The Tale of Farester
by Alerick Von Bremen

 Sit friend and listen to the tail of Farester, Hero of the old ways.  Farester served the people well, 
and had never suffered defeat in battle but Farester Came from the clans of the north and did not believe 
in Learning and books.  Farester slew the giant lord GimTarik , drove off the Archmage bahl, and saved 
princess Lucinda from both the Dark lord of Dalneer and her own virtue.  After all this, Farester heard 
tale of a Necromancer named Ulandar.  Ulander was young, not famous or terribly powerful. He had only 
mastered a handful of spells and could only control the meeker undead, but he was one of the most brilliant 
and evil men of his time. Farester went forth to the caves Ulander was using to house his undead horde.  
Farester never returned. 
  Ulander later bragged that Farester never learned the powers possessed by the undead.  Far-
ester did not fear, he did not learn, and he did not survive. Ulander knew of Farester and dared not face 
him alone Farester would be wearing the bearskin armor of his fathers, as good as the plate forged by men.  
He would have the amulet of Arden, protection against foul magic. And he would have his bone spear, 
harder than dragon’s teeth.  First Ulander sent his skeletons to tear at his bearskins, then wave after wave 
of foul creature broke upon Farester and he laughed as he tore the weak unliving abominations apart. As 
Farester laughed Ulander smiled.  Farester fought past the hordes until he was standing before Ulander 
and but two rotting corpses. As he entered the small cavern Ulander cast a flask of burning liquid onto 
Farester. Farester simply cast his burning bearskins aside. Farester laughed again as the necromancer 
begged for mercy. One of the creatures rushed Farester, and with the effort a lesser man would use to swat 
a fly he ran the beast through.  Then the necromancer laughed. Faristers armor lay burning on the cavern 
floor, his spear driven through a corpse. Farester pulled his ancestor’s stone knife from his belt as the final 
abomination defended his master. The fight was quick, Faresters knife fell deeply into the slavering beast, 
as the creature’s claws found his side.  Farister knocked the beast aside and moved toward the now smil-
ing Ulander.  Farister’s armor had protected him from the claws of the undead, his amulet had prevented 
Ulander from using dark magic, and his skill had made short work of his enemies, but Farister knew nothing 
of Ghouls, or of poison.
 Farister passed into legend. Ulander became a scourge to the lands until other heroes in other times 
sealed away his evil. Remember friends to not fear the darkness, but learn of the night, and its dangers.

Tales of the Forest Dwarves
A serial adventure
by Cavin Benbow

Part 1: A new beginning
 After many years, and many adventures, I am finally freed of my long standing vow. So now I impart 
upon you readers the story of my humble beginnings, and the secrets that I have held for so long. 
 It began on a fateful day many years past, when I was but a humble page serving under Sir Tuxford. 
This day found my knight guarding a group of woodcutters in the nearby forest, and it found myself with his 
Squire Unwin. The Squire and I were riding on mule-back to meet up with Sir Tuxford and the woodcut-
ters, bearing with us the food for the midday meal. As usual, Unwin was complaining that his time would be 
better spent practicing his swordsmanship. 
 “Hmph, I’m wasting my time on this stupid errand.” Unwin complained from behind me. “I could be 
practicing my swordfighin’ instead of carrying lunch to a bunch of yokel woodcutters…”

Continued on page 9
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 “You’ll thank those yokel woodcutters this winter when you’re sitting by a nice warm fire.” I replied. 
A moment passed in silence, then suddenly my mule reared up and threw me and the saddlebags to the 
ground. The mule ran off into the woods as Unwin laughed. As I shoved Unwin for the slight, my medallion 
slipped free from my shirt. Unwin grabbed onto it to steady himself. As he righted himself it slipped from my 
neck, and Unwin got a good look at the object now in his hand.
 “A forest dwarf medallion?” he exclaimed. “I had something like this once, when I was four years old.” 
 “My grandfather gave me that! Give it back!” 
 We struggled for a few moments, Unwin getting knocked from his mule, and the medallion dropping 
to the ground. Unwin eventually got the better of me however and pinned me to the ground.
 “Admit it, you believe of forest dwarves!” he taunted me.
 “Alright I admit it!”
 “Forest dwarves, there’s no hope for you Cavin…” He shook his head as he stood up, releasing me. 
As he remounted his mule I retrieved my medallion from the dirt.
 “Come on Unwin, there aren’t any forest dwarves now, but they used to exist. Everyone knows 
that.” I rationalized.
 “Everyone knows they’re just fairytales.” he taunted as he began to ride away.
 “Hey! Wait up!” I called out as I lifted the saddle bags and ran after him.

 Shortly thereafter we found ourselves at the woodcutters worksite. As we approached, we could 
hear Sir Tuxford shouting encouragement to the workers as he lay resting against a tall stump. It took only 
a moment for him to notice our presence.
 “Oh, where have you boys been? It’s an hour past lunch.” He said by way of greeting.
 “It’s Cavin’s fault,  he lost his mule.” Unwin answered, as I struggled with the saddlebags. As I 
opened my mouth to retort I tripped on a rock, sending the saddlebags flying, and loosing the contents of 
one. I immediately set about picking up the spilt food, but felt the need to ask a question.
 “Excuse me, Sir Tuxford. Shouldn’t you be keeping an eye out for ogres and things?”
 “Boy are you dumb,” Unwin butted in “there isn’t an ogre within ten miles of here.”
 “Oh yeah?” a gravelly voice answered from behind the surrounding brush.
 We all turned at the voice to see a hairy yellow-skinned ogre stepping through the underbrush. 
Soon more ogres appeared, coming out of the woods in droves. The woodsmen had already begun to flee, 
as has Unwin, but Sir Tuxford only moved far enough to retrieve his horse. Struggling with the ogres from 
horseback he called to me.
 “Cavin, Jump on!”
 But there were too many ogres between us, and I had no weapon. I spied a full haunch of meat lying 
nearby and snatched it up. I circled behind the only ogre between me and the open forest and swung with 
all my might. The blow dazed the beast for a moment and I took the opportunity to escape, fleeing deeper 
into the woods. I could hear the heavy footfalls chasing after me, and knew at least some of the ogres were 
in pursuit. In the distance I could hear Sir Tuxford shout to me one last time before the distance was too 
great.
 “Don’t worry lad, I’ll be back!”
 I knew this meant I was on my own, but I couldn’t blame Sir Tuxford, even a knight had his limits. If I 
could lose my pursuers I could wait for him to return with more men. 
 I ran. I ran for all I was worth. As I ran I slowly heard the footfalls get further behind, I was faster then 
the ogres, but my endurance was flagging. I knew that I needed to lose the ogres before I couldn’t run any-
more, and I just wasn’t running fast enough. But then an odd thing began to happen. Odd noises started to 
come from behind me, I wasn’t sure what the noises were. Some sounded like trees falling, others sounded 
like rope, whipping thru the air. With each odd noise the footfalls grew fainter. Curiosity got the better of 
me and I looked back, this proved a mistake however, for I tripped and fell down an embankment, I rolled to a 
stop and hit my head on the ground hard. Blackness took me.

To be continued…
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O U T  O F  G A M E
S e c t i o n

BOD Report        
Written by the BOD     

The bod would like to announce that the 
following position will be up for election and 
nominations must be in before April 6th 2009, 
nominations do NOT have to be accepted by 
the nominee but should the nominee accept 
the nomination they must submit an applica-
tion to the Board of Directors.

Position: President

The BOD would also like to announce that 
the odd year seat will be up for relection this 
year and nominations may be submitted for 
that position as well. Please have your nomi-
nations sent to the bod by the end of May. 

Freelance Article Guidelines

- Must be at least 50 words long
- 1-5 silver may be paid for approved ar-
ticles.
- We will be looking for articles that are well-
written, well thought-out, and entertaining or 
interesting to read.
- Article must be written “by the player’s 
character.” The character’s name will be 
listed as the author, and payment will be is-
sued to that character.
- Submit articles to GM1 and Mystic Quill 
Editor for approval (gm1st@kanar.org and 
mysticquill@kanar.org).
- Not all articles submitted will be published, 
and it is not gauranteed that they will be 
published in the issue immediately following 
submission.
- Theme Marshals and game staff that are 
required to submit articles are not eligible to 
be paid for submissions.

A letter to Mr. Jonathan Sher from the BOD:

Dear Mr. Sher,

 It is with the utmost respect that we, the Board of Directors, would like to offer our 
sincerest appreciation and humblest gratitude on behalf of Kanar Gaming Enterprises for 
your dedication and service to our organization.

 We understand that the rigors of life can place additional burden on our already over 
laden time and that our obligations often become relentlessly pervasive until it becomes in-
exorably more difficult to maintain the sharp dedication we once had. We tend to look at our 
volunteer obligations with less and less enthusiam until finally it becomes exigently cumber-
some to the rest of our lives. 

 That is why we have, with great deliberation, decided to release you from your obli-
gations to our organization and offer our heartfelt thanks for all you have done over the last 
year; and indeed for all your years of dedication. It has been a pleasure working with you 
and your efforts have been invaluable. You have shown us that if we simply make a little ex-
tra effort, we can move mountains. 

The KGE Board of Directors


