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Heraldry and You
by Dwyer Gaspar Fortunato 

esquire
Cadency Marks

In today’s installment of Her-
aldry and You we are going to 

bridge the subject of cadency 
marks. You may ask, what is a 
cadency mark? Well cadency 
marks are awards that are added 
to an individual’s heraldry for 
deeds of valor, honor, service, 
or courage.  Usually these are 
awarded by the crown and to 
individuals that already bare 
arms, though this is not always 
the case. For instance, the 
Valorous Order of the Raven is 
only awarded to commoners. In 
essence the award automatically 
grants the individual arms. 
Cadency marks fell out of 
general use a few genera-
tions ago, sovereigns opting 
to award noble title and rank 
to those deserving, but in 
recent times the tradition has 
been revived.  King Lawrence 
awarded cadency marks only 
a handful of times, and the 
Order of the Raven only 
once. Valend III has brought 
the tradition back into style, 
awarding over a dozen ca-
dency marks in the last few 
years. Now Even the crown 

of the northern princedom of 
Novashan has gotten into the 
spirit of things granting ca-
dency to the Prince’s subjects 
for their deeds.
But back to he marks them-
selves. To the untrained eye a 
cadency mark will look like any 
other bit of heraldry, but with 
a little study you will be able to 
identify men of honor and those 
who have done heroic deeds 
from there arms. Today we will 
look at two cadency marks: The 
Valorous Order of the Raven 
and the Crown Service award. 
The Crown Service award is on 
a roundel argent a lozenge vert 
displayed in base sinister.  The 
crown service award is given 
to those who have been in the 
service of the crown for over 10 
years and have gained recogni-
tion for their works.  For in-
stance Helga Greenmantle was 
recently awarded the Crown 
service award for her long years 
of service (more than 40) in the 
mantle and for her efforts to 
rebuild the mantle library. 
The Valorous Order of the 
Raven is on a canton argent a 
ravon sable.  The Valorous Or-
der of the Raven is the highest 
award given by the crown, and 
it is only given to peasants and 
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Our World
politics and current events

Toxins on the rise
by Lapis Lazuli

What happened to the days that toxins were 
illegal to use on the streets? Those days 

are long gone… Now you see children carrying 
around pockets full of hallucinogen toxins and love 
toxins to get the things they want. They’ll even 
use them on their own family.  Why aren’t toxins 
illegal? Well that’s because it was proclaimed you 
could use them in defense of your barony! What 
kind of bull crap is that?! I got something to tell 
you all, toxins…. Are BAD! Yet almost ANY-
ONE can get a hold of them… I walked down the 
trail to crossroads the other day and got stopped 

by four different people trying to pawn off toxins 
to me like they were fine jewelry.
Really, this needs to stop and I’m going to peti-
tion to the Duke himself to make them completely 
illegal for any purpose. If you wish to join in with 
the petition please come to crossroads and sign 
your name on the copy of the proposal that I’ll 
leave with the innkeeper of Oasis. Please let 
your voice be heard and sign this to let the duke 
hear our voice to stop letting criminals sell or use 
toxins without repercussions!
Questions? Comments? Want to cut me down? 
Well too bad, deal with it!

The views and opin-
ions expressed by 

our freelance writers 
do not necessarily 
reflect those of the 

Mystic Quill.

Baron Thordrun 
Joins the Barba-
rous Cause With 

the Lord of Beasts
by Snivel Quickfeet

If mine own eyes had not 
burned this sight into 

my subconscious thought then I myself would 
not believe what I am about to impart onto you.  
Baron Thordrun of the Barony of Tarridear 
has joined with forces with Bearskinner.
It was just a few dawns ago when I would see the 
banners of the forces of the dwarves crest the 
slow rolling hill country here.  The proud foot-
men marching in step in full regalia caused the 
very ground to shake and their deep throated 
horns announced to all in front of them that a 
force not to be taken lightly approached.  Within 
their ranks was a carriage that bore the insignia 
of the Baron of Tarridear and when it came to 
a stop and the door swung wide there was to 

be no mistaking my claim as the Baron himself 
stood there for all to see.  Baron Thordrun 
walked forward as Bearskinner stepped out 
from amongst the beasts he had assembled.  
They met half way between the forces and I lay 
in anticipation for the stout dwarf’s quick and 
decisive strike that would end this insurrection.  
But, I could not have imagined that they would 
embrace each other as two warriors congratulat-
ing each other after a days worth of conquest.  
What brings these two together?  What lies 
and deceptions have been delivered onto those 
nobles that have not responded to my writing.  
The day ended with festivities within the beast 
Lord’s camp and the Baron returning from 
whence he came leaving behind several dwarven 
engineers to assist in the bridges final construc-
tion.  People of Novashan beware!  People of 
the Barony of Brisbane flee now before the 
bridge is completed!  The Lord of Beast has a 
new ally and now I feel no one is safe.

commoners. To be awarded this honor you must 
demonstrate valor above the pale, honor beyond 
reproach and must risk your own life for the life 
of your sovereign.  In my time at court I have yet 
to see this award granted by his majesty, and only 

once was it awarded by his father.
Well I hope that is enough to get you excited about 
the art and science of heraldry,
See you next moon.
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Tales of the People
writings for the people and by the people

My Studies of Dragons
by Ciruelo Cabral 

– Historian, Researcher, and Story Seeker

Lurking in hidden corners of the world are pow-
erful, mystifying, and beautiful creatures known 

as dragons. Dragons fill the roles of monstrous, 
terrifying beasts in fairy tales, but their own story is 
one that remains a mystery.

~ Prefix ~
Everybody knows what dragons are. They 
are enormous, fierce, bloodthirsty creatures 
appearing in many a bard’s story, functioning 
mainly to set off the bravery of the knights 
and adventurers challenging them. Dragons 
are obscure mysterious characters only in 
broad terms, little more than foils to enhance a 
hero’s valor. Dragons, though, are much more 
than this. They are intelligent and educated 
creatures who lead enthralling lives.
In my articles to follow in each subsequent issue 
of the Quill, I hope to draw you readers into 
a world within our grasp, yet beyond it at the 
same time. These upcoming articles will tell of 
my findings on many different types of drag-
ons, their habits, customs, and tastes, all with 
a detailed description of their physical attri-

butes and modes of existence.  I will also share 
the stories in my ancient findings that inspired 
famous legends dealing with good and evil.

Before my stories begin, I would like to make it 
clear that this is not an encyclopedia of dragons 
or and exhaustive study on dragon science, for 
such work would fill volumes. I am simply giving you 
the opportunity to hear some of the stories that I 
have heard throughout my obsessive story seeking. 
This will be a treat to anyone who admires and is 
interested in these beautiful beasts. Readers not 
acquainted with the charms and qualities of such 
bardic tales can now discover, and learn to appreci-
ate these fascinating creatures.

Appearing Next Month
~ The Physiology of the Dragon ~

Norsica Born Anew
- This excerpt was taken from the journal of Ryclin 

Baerson who chose to share this insight
edited with Baerson’s approval by 

Alexandria Cunningham

This past winter I returned for the first time to 
my homeland. I have not seen it since I left its 

shores all those cycles ago as a youth. The black-
ness of the Storm Lord’s vile touch has already 
begun to be purified by the land. Green grasses and 
fresh saplings are sprouting up quickly, even as we 
rebuild what was lost. The first settlement that has 
been rebuilt has been named Grimstadd, a haven 
for those that remain and named to remember those 
that were lost. Soon we will be able to plant crops 
of our own so that we will no longer lean on the aid of 
our neighboring kingdom of Novashan, of which we 
are grateful a hundred times over for having. My first 

concern has been to build a home for my family to 
live, and to fill the hole left by the death of my father. 
Now that the Spring thaw has come it is nearly 
finished and I will be able to move them in soon.
The brutal attacks by the Storm Lord, years of 
slavery, and the uprising that came during the end 
of the war, has unified the clans enough that differ-
ences have been set aside. Yesterday I witnessed 
a member of the Stag Clan bring hides to a family 
of the Gull Clan in exchange for a portion of their 
day’s fishing venture. It has been realized that it is 
foolish to continue past feuds when there are so 
few of us, and that it is only by working together 
that we will make Norsica anew and strong again.
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My Travels in the South
by Owen Lark

Greetings once again from the sweltering Bar-
ony of Marwood. The air is thick with the 

smells of smallfolk cooking, and I don’t just mean 
peasantry. I’m staying with Halen and Marnie of the 
Kingsford clan, in the halfling town of Lakeshire. 
The town is quaint, friendly, shadowed by the giant 
oaks and beech of the forest, and untroubled by 
the mystery of the local haunted castle of Foxcourt. 
The Kingsford clan have actually guarded the ford 
in the River Brae for the King since the time of the 
Ravenshunts, thus the name of the clan. The way of 

life is fairly simple in Lakeshire. The young folk fish 
and snare small game, the men tend to fields and log 
the woods, the ladies cook and clean… and guard 
the village, and make some weapons, wield magics 
like adepts and foretell the future with the stars. 
The Elders eat and smoke long pipes. The women 
of the village also patrol the area, and I think I saw 
one cheat me at cards. When asked about it she hit 
me with a chair and informed me that I was mistaken, 
which I clearly was. Not unlike my dear and beloved 
Cwm Pecl, where the men are men, the women are 
dangerous, and the sheep are above average. Until 
next month may the wind be always at your back.

The Night the Plague Descended
by Talwyn Gardecouer

It had been an interesting week back home in 
Corinth, which wasn’t really hard now that I think 

about how dull and monotonous life was back then. 
We had had a troupe of travel-
ing gypsies pass through, which 
had gotten most of the younger 
ones all excited. I couldn’t blame 
them; with their brightly colored 
costuming and faces lit up with smiles, it was hard 
not to be happy just looking at them. You must 
understand that Corinth is a rather dull little village, 
where the farming is good and life is simple. Aside 
from the rare goblin or orc that wandered in, we had 
little to speak of. This was a welcome respite from 
the daily grind, and everyone took advantage of it.
It was because of this, the bright and cheery fes-
tivities, that no one expected the sheer hell that 
ensued shortly after they departed...
It began with a loud knock on our door late one 
night, which was odd, but not unheard of. You see, 
my mother was well known for her herbal remedies 
and whenever someone took ill, they were quick to 
consult her, regardless of the bell. It was Mrs. Wyl-
lin and she was frantic, tears streaming down her 
face and a look of dread that sent shivers down my 
spine. I quickly woke my mother and helped gather 
her poultices and bandages. We hurried off to-
wards her house without another word, knowing if it 
was bad enough to get her that upset, there was no 
time to waste. What we saw when we got there...it 
will stay with me as long as I shall live. Her youngest 
sons, Dylan and Hector, lay there on their oaken 

dining table, their bodies covered with purulent 
sores that seemed to pulse with an unnatural vigor, 
giving off a discharge that was as black as midnight 
and reeked of the foulest kind of death. Around 
them stood their father Tobias and eldest sisters 

Rachel and Diane, the hor-
ror and sorrow in their faces 
unbelievable. I looked to my 
mother, hoping to glean some 
kind of knowledge of what we 

should do. However, her face was set like stone, 
her eyes seemed locked on something far off in 
the distance. Then she seemed to return, her eyes 
focusing on mine. It was then that I knew there was 
nothing we could do.
She turned to Mrs. Wyllin, a somber tone in her voice. 
“Lucille, you know as well as I do...with something this 
severe all I can do is ease their pain. Thats all...” as she 
pulled a length of bandage from her bundle.
Unable to speak, Lucille nodded as a wave of 
fresh tears spilled down her face. She buried her 
face in her husband’s chest as he turned to us, 
tears welling up in his eyes as well. He quickly shep-
herded his family out of the room so we could work. 
It was gruesome business, but we did what we could, 
and my mother left them a dose of a strong pain-
killer for the both of them for the morning. They 
thanked her and we hurried off home, wanting badly 
to forget what we had just seen.
The next morning came...and the nightmare grew...
That, however, is a story for another time.

What we saw when we got there...it will 
stay with me as long as I shall live.
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As We Sing It – As I Roved Out
by Azreal  

Chorus: With me too-rye-ah
Fol-de-diddle-dah 
Di-re fol-de-diddle 
Dai-rie oh. 

And who are you, me pretty fair maid 
And who are you, my honey? 
And who are you, me pretty fair maid 
And who are you, my honey? 
She answered me quite modestly: 
I am me mother’s darling.

And will you come to my mommy’s house, 
Tonight when the moon shires clearly (repeat) 
I’ll open the door and I’ll let you in 
And devil the one will hear us (Chorus)
 
So I went to her house in the middle of the night 
And the moon was shining clearly (repeat ) 
She opened the door and she let me in 
And devil the one would hear us (Chorus)

She took me by her lily-white hand 
And she led me to the table (repeat) 
Said, “There’s plenty of wine for a soldier boy, 
To drink it if he’s able” (Chorus) 

I got up and I made up the bed 
And I made it nice and easy (repeat) 
I picked her up and I set her down 
Said, “Lassie, are you able?”  (Chorus)

And it’s a there we lay untill the break of day 
And devil the one did hear us (repeat) 
Then I arose and put on me clothes 
Said, “Lassie, I must leave you” (Chorus)

But when will you be back again 
And when will we be married (repeat) 
When broken shells make Christmas bells 
We might well be married.(Chorus)(Chorus)

As we sing it – Star of the County 
Down

by Azreal  
Near Banbridge town, in the County Down
One morning last July
Down a boreen green came a sweet colleen
And she smiled as she passed me by.
She looked so sweet from her two bare feet
To the sheen of her nut-brown hair
Such a coaxing elf, I’d to pinch myself
To be sure I was really there.

Chorus

From Bantry Bay up to Derry Quay
And from Galway to Dublin town
No maid I’ve seen like the sweet colleen
That I met in the County Down.

As she onward sped I shook my head
And I stood with a feeling rare
And I said, says I, to a passerby
“Who’s the maid with the nut-brown hair?”
He smiled at me, and says says he,
“That’s the jewel of Ireland’s crown.
She’s young Rosie McCann from the banks of the 
Bann
She’s the star of the County Down.”

Chorus

At the harvest fair she’ll be surely there
And I’ll dress in my Sunday clothes
With me shoes shone bright and me hat cocked 
right
for a smile from me nut-brown rose.
No pipe I’ll smoke, nor horse I’ll yoke
Till me plow is rust-colored brown
Till a smiling bride by me own fireside
Sits the star of the County Down.

Chorus twice



6

My thanks to the merciful order of 
Silvermane

My name is Rose Fletcher, and I wish to write 
my thanks to my saviors whom I owe my life 

to, and the life I will now live. My family owned 
a farmstead not far from the town of Ilvaresh. 
Here we raised crops and lead a very simple life. 
My father and mother loved one another dearly, 
and loved us children very much as well. We were 
simple people who only wished to work for our 
living and be left in peace. Then one day, a group 
of men came and asked my father to give us over 
to them to be sold as slaves. My father of course 
refused, and it was sadly the last words he spoke. 
The men then started killing anyone on our farm 
that offered resistance. I was terrified and found 
my way into our storehouse to hide. The sounds 
of the screams of my family will forever haunt my 
dreams, and I still feel terrible for being so cow-
ardly as to hide. I have since been told that my 
living is a great thing as now some part of my family 
lives on. I will take some small measure of comfort 
in that, and I will work to be worthy of my life. 
To my horror, my tears and sobs that I was un-
able to stifle at hearing the sound of my mother 
being killed revealed my location to these de-
mons in the form of humans. One of them wear-
ing spectacles went into the storehouse, and 
dragged me out by my hair. I struggled with him 
as much as I could. It was then that I saw them, 
wearing red and black and coming through the 
gate of our farm. I was not sure at first who they 
were. Were they more bandits? Were these the 
people who we were to be sold to? I noticed that 
the humans were working alongside Ogres. Con-
fused and in shock from seeing the bodies of my 
family strewn about our home, I begged them to 
stop hurting me as they tied me to a post with 
intentions that I do not care to consider. One of 
them walked forward ahead of the others, holding 
a shield of the same color as their clothing. He 
wore the belt of a squire. And I know now, was 
an elf. His sword was already in his hand and he 
was very angry. I still did not know who these new 
people were or what their intentions were, but 
it became clear when he told the men that their 
party was over. The elf’’s comrades came with 
him, not all of them dressed in red and black, but 
all seemed equally angry at what had taken place. 

 My captors tried to surround them, and then the 
battle started. The elf killed one of them in a sin-
gle blow. Another elf, a lady wielding a strange 
looking white bow fired arrows into them. Anoth-
er man who seemed to be wearing all black sang 
songs that enchanted the ground and brought 
up vines to hold some of them in place. A young 
and handsome man with blonde curly hair mut-
tered words in a language I did not understand 
and summoned lightning to strike down the men 
who had murdered my family. Enraged by what 
had been done, they became my only hope. One 
of the bandits, injured and desperate came to 
where I was tied up. My fear made me delirious, 
and I watched as he threatened my life to the elf 
who lead them. The elf made it clear that the man 
would have taken my life in either case, but that if 
he did he would most certainly die. The elf ap-
proached and I knew I was going to die. The man 
who held me slit my throat, and I felt my life flow-
ing out of my neck. But in the instant that the 
blade crossed my throat, the elf struck down the 
man who did it with another blow, and knocked 
the woman who was helping him unconscious with 
a vicious punch from the guard of his sword. I felt 
myself starting to slump over, confused as to why 
the elf did not heed the warning, then he reached 
out with his hand and started to mutter words in 
magic, and I felt the life return to my body. The 
wound closed as if it was never there!
Though I was relieved to be alive, the carnage did 
not end there. The elf ordered the execution of ev-
ery one of the men who had done this. For being of 
a race that was known to be serene, the spectacle 
that was my family’s final moments seemed to have 
possessed him. He and his allies did avenge my 
family that day, and I thank them for it. I remember 
as he chopped one of the men to pieces, I cringed 
at the sight of his blood spilling everywhere, but 
at the same time I knew the man deserved it. What 
was even stranger, was the elf turned to me and was 
suddenly very kind, and gentle in his tone. He intro-
duced himself to me as a gentleman would. Squire 
Leveer Silverleaf he said was his name. I was 
trembling with cold, and he offered me his red cloak. 
He and his allies took care of me, and helped me to 
bury the bodies of my family. He sent me with one 
of his men to crossroads to be looked after. I un-
derstood he was going to try and find the men who 
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Classifieds

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. 

Wanted: 
Legends and stories of dragons to 
add to my collection. Those with 
unique or especially intriguing 
stories will be paid handsomely. 

During the month of June, I will be 
studying at the library in Brenn.

-Ciruelo Cabral

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

Tinctures, Learning to Colour Your World.
 Tired of seeing the world in Green and Blue?

Can’t figure out what to do with all those weasel pelts?
Then come to Ilveresh and get your heraldic lessons
On the eve the Saturday of the festival and see your

New world in Vert, Azure and Ermine.

lead those who did this and bring them to justice. 
Leveer gave me employment as the caretaker of the 
chapter house of Silvermane in Bannor Nogath. 
And kindly said I would be welcome to do this until 
I found myself a proper husband. I thanked him for 
his kindness, and accepted his offer. 
I write this now from that place in Bannor Nogath, 
to tell the people of Novashan that they do have 

guardians who ride these lands. I count myself one 
of them now, though my efforts are more to keep 
the place they rest in the winter clean and comfort-
able. I give my eternal thanks to those who saved 
me, and to the merciful order of Silvermane. 

Rose Fletcher
Caretaker of the Bannor Nogath chapter house 

of the merciful order of Silvermane

Young Men Killed By Guardsmen 
by Murdoc MacPherson

It is the sad duty of the Quill to report the unfor-
tunate deaths of three young men at the hands of 

the Ducal guards in Einsieldin. The three young 
men were apparently trying to deface the grounds 
of the Ducal keep; they were caught carving slo-
gans into the walls. The guardsmen who caught 
them, finding them in the dark with bars and chisels 
in their hands, mistook the young men for armed 
thieves and attacked, killing all three of the startled 
young men in an instant.  

Duke Canter issued a statement of public mourn-
ing but did not repudiate the actions of his guards 
- given that it was very dark, and the young men 
appeared armed and were trying to (apparently) 
break into the Keep, the Duke stated that his 
men obeyed their orders and would not be pun-
ished, but did say that both he and the men in-
volved regret the outcome.  
The Duke has offered to pay a small weregild to 
the families of the young men to help them in their 
grief. Our thoughts go out to all involved.



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

Congratulations Ari & Gabi!


