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Forest Grows Over 
Night

by Shawn Guster

As night fell upon the barren 
area known as the Bayomal 

Divide, guardsmen posted on 
the northern border 
of Brisbane reported 
no unusual activity, 
but as the night con-
tinued, strange lights 
and sounds filled the 
divide. By morning, 
the barren land was replaced by 
a thick lush forest separated from 
the northern border by a mile of 
green and inviting meadows.
These were the events of the ear-
ly part of the fourth month. The 
local marshals have given orders 
to all guards and loyal citizens that 
none shall enter the forest until it 
may be further studied. Current 
speculation is that the Fae have 
some hand in these events, and 

local superstition has assisted in 
keeping curious individuals from 
entering the forest against the 
standing order. The forest con-
tinues to dance with strange light 
at night, which continues to raise 
questions as to the purpose of 

such a forest. 
Until scholars have 
finished studying 
the forest, only 
speculation and 
conjecture can be 

made about the full extent of this 
mysterious wonder, yet one thing 
is certain: many see this as a posi-
tive omen 
for a fer-
tile new 
begin-
ning.

By morning, the 
barren land was 
replaced by a thick 
lush forest...

Mysterious Return
by Murdoc MacPherson

The items stolen last month 
have been returned. The 

items were found in the curator’s 
office yesterday morning, as if 
they were never taken. Curator 
Cedric Thistledown is baffled. 
“It’s as if the documents simply 
vanished for a month,” said This-

tledown. “Either we have a very 
cunning thief or perhaps there is 
more going on than we know at 
this time. The investigating is still 
ongoing but there isn’t much hope 
of a discovery.” The reward for 
information regarding this strange 
occurrence is still posted. Please 
contact any guardsman of the city 
of Brenn if you have information.

Forest Grows Over Night
by Shawn Guster  1

Mysterious Return
by Murdoc MacPherson 1

A Statement of Hope
by Lorras Lannister  2

A Prisoner’s Account
by Hiemdal Throst  2

Three Cheers to the House 
of Cellis
by William Templeton 3

Visions of the Future
by Lapis Lazuli  3

Tales of the Forest 
Dwarves Part 2
by Cavin Benbow  3

Basol, a Grand City of the 
West
by Richard Firekiln  4

Light in the Darkness
by Fenric, Druid of Novashan  
   4

Yengeth River gets a New 
Town
by Snivel Quickfeet  5

The Elven Books
by TUG   5



2

Our World
politics and current events

A Statement of Hope
by Lorras Lannister, Count Lithcrag

It has just reached my court that over the winter, 
the people of Autruche saw a new Baroness 

appointed to look after them near the mid-of-
winter. Unfortunately, due to the harsh snows that 
plagued both southern Autruche and northern 
Lithcrag, word of this happy event did not reach me 
until this week past.  
I have never had occasion to meet the new Baron-
ess in person, but what few things I have heard of 
her fill me with hope that the troubles that have 
plagued my northern neighbors may be quickly put 
to rest. My herald, who met with the Lady this sum-
mer last, reports to me that she is kind, thoughtful 

and polite. I have high hopes that the antagonistic 
relationship that has plagued Autruche and Lith-
crag can be put aside and that together, the Bar-
oness and I can work for the betterment of all of 
our people.  
 My wife and I extend our hands in friendship to 
Baroness Kali, and extend also an offer to visit us 
in Lithcrag at her earliest opportunity to cement 
what I hope will be a strong friendship.  
 I look forward to a new era of peace and prosper-
ity between our people. 
    In hope of peace,
   Lorras Lannister
   Count Lithcrag

A Prisoner’s Account
by Hiemdal Throst

For the first time I, and many others, have re-
turned to our beloved Norsica since we were 

taken from it all those cycles ago when the Storm 
Lord’s army attacked. I remember the villages burn-
ing and the women and children screaming in terror 
as man-like beasts, bearing the Blue Lightning 
Bolt of their master took us away. Many of us 
died in the raids, a far better death than was felt by 
those of us who were taken 
away in ships to be whipped 
and broken down, to be used 
as slaves to do the Storm 
Lord’s bidding. Those of us 
who refused to bend to his 
will were killed. Eventually, we kept quiet, our fight-
ing spirit beaten out of us. We were no more than 
cowering dogs, and even now I feel the shame of it.
The seasons melted into one another, and we were 
kept moving so often that we lost track of how long 
we had been on the road. Some of us tried to keep 
a record of all whom we lost on the way, but it was 

eventually abandoned. Every day new prison-
ers were added to the slave camps from all over 
Novashan, to fill the spaces made by those who 
dropped dead from exhaustion, or were killed for 
the sport of our captors. All hope of liberation had 
faded from our grasp. 
Until that one day when we heard a familiar battle 
cry descending upon the camp on all sides. I could 
hardly believe my eyes when I saw a handful of Nor-
sican warriors charge into the camp to engage their 

foes in glorious battle. 
I remember one young 
warrior who bore a mark 
across one eye. His 
roar was as fierce as 
his fighting skill, swing-

ing his sword through the air and carving a path 
through his enemies. Truly it was a sight to behold. 
I would personally like to take a moment to speak to 
those brave warriors and offer them my thanks, for 
not only saving my life and the lives of many oth-
ers who were rescued during the Uprising, but for 
rekindling the fire of hope in our weary spirits.

His roar was as fierce as his fighting 
skill, swinging his sword through the air 
and carving a path through his enemies.
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Three Cheers to the House of Cellis
by William Templeton of the documentation house 

in Yardsmuth

Upon this the 3rd day of the 4th month of the 
1009th year of the Time of Man, Lord Sir 

Aeracon Morinar, Head Master of the Royal 
College of Heraldry does honor to the House of 
Cellis by granting unto them an award of arms. The 
House of Cellis is known for their hand crafted 
fabrics. Not a Noble that visits the capitol city of 

Yardsmuth has not seen their works and not taken 
note. From the brilliant table cloths of the great hall 
to the softest bed sheets that 
could grace ones cheek, the 
House of Cellis creates only 
quality. From here forth let it 
be known that the House of 
Cellis show proud their coat 
of arms; Argent, in saltire, two 
crochet needles Azure.

Visions of the Future
by Lapis Lazuli

Earlier this year, a woman came to us who claimed to see the future. We sat down and conducted an 
interview and documented a few predictions for the upcoming year. These are a few of the ones 

that stood out for us here at the quill. 
	•	 The	azure	shadow	will	become	death,	the	wild	plane	will	cry	for	the	victims	of	the	stalker;	the	
monster will be reborn from the blood of innocents.
	•	 The	truth	will	be	left	behind	and	never	found	out	because	stones	will	be	left	unturned	by	
the pack of wolves.
	•	 The	tomb	of	martyrs	is	occupied	once	again	with	a	pure	soul,	only	the	light	that	follows	all		
hallows will reveal the candor.
	•	 Foxes	will	run	the	rabbit	into	a	hole,	fulfillment	will	be	sought	and	found	by	the	clever	hound.

Who knows what the future holds... all we know is that this woman seems to be a bit loopy. 
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Tales of the People
writings for the people and by the people

Tales of the Forest Dwarves
A Serial Adventure

by Cavin Benbow
Part 2: Awakening

 As the blackness began to fade I could tell there were figures around me. I could feel a slight tug 
around my neck, someone was pulling on my medallion. 
 “…e can’t just take it from him, it’s not ours.”
 “It’s more ours than his.”
 I opened my eyes, fighting the dizziness, to see myself surrounded by short figures. Their skin was 
each a different color, many of them quite odd. It fit the legends, I knew immediately who they were.
 “Oh dear oh dear, it’s really much too powerful to leave in the hands of a boy,” mumbled the 
purple-skinned figure.
 “Wow! Forest Dwarves!” I exclaimed as I sat up.
 The Dwarves scattered in all directions, my sudden consciousness startling them.
 “Wait! I won’t hurt you please!” I called after them as I stood. 
 I gave chase to the shortest of them, the one with skin an unnatural shade of pink. As I chased 
he pulled a small vial from a pocket and quaffed the contents. A moment later he made a great leap high 
into the treetops. Nearly so high I could not see him, but not quite. He seemed to have stopped, the leap 
must have taken much effort. 
 “Are you scared of me?” I called up into the tree.
 The dwarf shook his head.
 “Can you talk?”
 The dwarf nodded.
 “Do you want to say something?”
 The dwarf pointed behind me and shouted “Look out!”
 “Look out?” I turned around to see several of the other dwarves coming my way, being pursued by 
an Ogre. Several of the dwarves darted around me, into holes that had just opened in the tree, but the 
largest dwarf, with dark blue skin, didn’t change directions quite quickly enough. As he plowed into me I 
was thrown into one of the holes with him. Daylight faded as I fell, the hole closing behind us, and before 
my fall finished, we are left in darkness.

To be continued…
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Basol, a Grand City of the West
by Richard Firekiln

Basol is a grand city indeed. It lies upon the 
cool shores of the Emerald Sea in amongst 

the southern foot hills of the Westhold Mountain 
range of the Princedom of Novashan. As a little 
boy, I used to run up and down the sandy shores 
in my bare feet while I almost allowed the water to 
soak the bot-
tom lines of my 
drawers. As a 
man in love, I 
would dance in 
and amongst 
the moonlit waves with my lovely woman to be, lifting 
her at the appropriate times so as to keep her feet 
from getting wet. As a man with a family, I would 
take my boy running up and down the beach where 
I would let him beat me by inches until he grew to 
a size when that was no longer his weakness. In as 
many moons as I can remember since the Storm-
lord’s invasion, I have not known peace in my home 

town. My wife passed on just before the wars and 
for that I thank the powerful moonlit night. My boy, 
a man himself, defended the city walls to his dying 
breath. I suppose I was lucky that the Ogres did 
not have the time to carry him off like some others 
and I was allowed to bury him properly next to his 
mother. With the movements of the Stormlord’s 
forces at rest in the midst of the current bid for the 

top position, I will take this time to bid all 
of you to look up at the starlit night and 
remember those that have fallen. Re-
member not only those that have died for 
this freedom but those that have raised 
them and those that have loved them. 

Remember so that when the time comes and the evil 
bears down upon you, show it no merry and give 
it no quarter. Slay it until its last breath be heard 
and cast it down into the unmarked trenches. For 
I remember the sand in my boyish feet, I remember 
the touch of a beautiful woman on a moonlit night, 
I remember the love and warmth that only a child 
can bring an old man on a cold night and I stand the 
walls of Basol. Let the evil hear me!

Remember so that when the time comes 
and the evil bears down upon you, show 
it no merry and give it no quarter.

Light in the Darkness
by Fenric, Druid of Novashan

This winter I have traveled far and wide, on the trails 
and off, to hamlet, village, and city everywhere 

I go I see the same expression, fear. The winter was 
especially harsh but I do not speak to you of weather, 
I speak of the plague of undeath that is burning its way 
across the realm. He who is called the Ebon Lion has 
been leading his forces in a bloody swath of destruc-
tion and terror. Many nights have been filled with the 
terrified screams of his victims and their loved ones. I 
have personally seen him and members of his so called 
“court” cut down those near and dear to me. I know that 
icy grip that holds your heart in the cage of horror. To 
this I can only say one thing; No more.
No longer will dread hold the reins of our destiny. No 
longer will we be slaves to things that go bump in the 
night.  I say to you all, young and old, mighty and meek. 
Do not run. Do not hide. Do not cower in terror. 
Instead stand firm and blaze with your own fire. Do 
not get me wrong, I am not asking everyone to take 
up swords. We all have talents and skills that we can 
apply from the smallest act of making sure everyone is 
fed or clothed, to smith blades to be used against the 

undead hordes. Yes silver and enchanted blades seem 
to be the only weapons capable of harming the tougher 
undead but plain old steel works just fine on the sham-
bling masses. Do everything you can to be a light in this 
tide of darkness.  Some of you may think I am crazy in 
saying this. Perhaps part of me is. Although think of 
these facts: If we run, soon there will be no place to run 
to. If we cower and hide, soon there will be no place to 
find shelter. If we continuously think of only how to help 
ourselves and not our friends and neighbors, soon we 
will be alone against the horrors of the night. We must 
rise up and shake off these shackles of dread.  
Within every single one of us is a bastion of hope, and 
no matter how the agents of night try that hope springs 
eternal and that hope is indestructible. I look forward to 
seeing you all my friends and my countrymen standing 
with me facing down this dark time. Soon the tide will 
turn and this shadow will pass, but only if we bring forth 
the effort and stand firm, with fire in our hearts, justice 
in our blades, and hope in our eyes there is nothing that 
can truly stand against us. Remember this always.
-Fenric 
Druid of Novashan
Self appointed protector of hope. 
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Classifieds

The Elven Books
by TUG

This books are evil and should be 
destroyed.Now when i herd a good 

elven friend of my would not read this books 
or touch them well thin there is some thing 
not right about them.I remember a long time 
ago Lord Aeracon said to me good is good 

and evil should die well in this case it should be de-
stroyed now.I hope that this get to the prince so 
he can make a law on this.If you don’t turn the 
book or books in that you will be hunted down 
and lock up for a year and if you are fund with 
a cope of these books that you will be killed on 
site.

TUG

The views and opin-
ions expressed by 

our freelance writers 
do not necessarily 
reflect those of the 

Mystic Quill.

Do bandits, Orcs, and goblins 
have you down?

Are you tired of short swords?
Is your long sword not long enough?
Is a great sword too much to handle?

Perhaps then the bastard sword
 is the blade for you. 

I am willing to teach any with the desire to learn 
how to defend themselves with one of the most 
elegant of blades. Whether you prefer to swing 

one-handed or two-handed I can teach you how 
to keep yourself alive. I charge 1 silver for a half 

hour lesson. 

Come see Fenric in Ilveresh if interested.

Black and Blue from a hard 
night at the pub?

Wife got the upper hand in the 
usual argument?

Stand up proud and shrug that sucker 
punch with new and improved

Dust’s dust.

See Vosh Quilan, 
Tarn and Wendover.

Grey Haven seeks able bodied men to go deal with 
Brandal of Boggen Valley.  Pay will be in accor-
dance with skill and abilities shown. Those who 
wish to apply may report to Sergeant Evan Trey-

hurn of the Grey Haven Watch.

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 back page.

Yengeth River 
gets a New Town

by Snivel Quickfeet

One cannot think 
of the Stormlord 

without also thinking about 
the barbaric Children of 

the Spirits or the lawless Elves of the notorious Sil-
verbow. While we sit and speculate the importance 
of the meeting between Bearskinner and His Royal 
Highness, Bearskinner and his people are settling 
in and constructing a foothold in the country side. 
While there are rumors abound about this secret 

meeting, we can only wonder what is going on and 
what importance the new town may play in the upcom-
ing months. Along with the town it appears that a 
bridge over the river Yengeth shall be in order as well. 
Although not yet started, there is evidence of foot-
ers being driven in at each shore which will surely be 
used for at least a ferry if not else. Also not know to 
us is whether or not these people, these Children will 
give this town a proper name. From the safety of the 
east side of the river Yengeth just south of the elven 
town of Kuriamett, I will wait and watch these barbar-
ians. Know that they shall not invade past me without 
the free Novashan knowing first.
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Coloring Fun!



O U T  O F  G A M E
S e c t i o n

Freelance Article Guidelines

- Must be at least 50 words long
- 1-5 silver may be paid for approved articles.

- 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 char-
acter’s name will be listed as the author, and payment will be 

issued 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 gau-

ranteed that they will be published in the issue immediately fol-
lowing submission.

- Theme Marshals and game staff that are required to submit 
articles are not eligible to be paid for submissions.

Update: Classified Ads are not considered for payment.

Article Suggestions: 

- Anything from the following categories: politics, current events, 
crime, disaster, agriculture, industry, hunting, weather, nature, 

fiction, memoir, history, folklore
- In-Game or Invented Historical Figures

- Important happenings that occurred between events
- Fiction (short stories or written in installments)

- Character memoirs/anecdotes
- Editorials

- Character interviews


