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Theory Questioned
by Albert Helmenstein

The process of “Evolution”, 
through which single-celled 

organisms slowly developed over 
billions of years into exponen-
tially more sophisticated forms of 
life, has inexplicably culminated in 
local Salsbury  resident Mitch-
ell Szabo, leading evolutionary 
theorists reported Monday.
According to baffled sources within 
the scientific community, the exact 
same mechanisms responsible for 
some of nature’s most spectacularly 
ingenious adaptations have appar-
ently also produced a 35-year-old 
clerical assistant who has only worn 
clothes that actually fit him a total of 
five times in his adult life.
“The identical processes that 
have given us the remarkable cam-
ouflage of the stick insect and the 
magnificent plumage of the bird-
of-paradise have, it would seem, 
also given us a man who cannot 
scramble an egg,” neighbor Ann 
Goldwyn said. “Despite evolu-
tion’s emphasis on the inheritance 
and replication of advantageous 
traits, a man walks among us today 
who sweats profusely in any 
temperature and has forgotten his 
own shoe size three times.”
“Mitch poses a real challenge to 
the whole notion of survival of the 
fittest,” Goldwyn added in refer-

ence to the biological triumph who 
has never held a job for longer 
than four months.” He’s turning 
evolutionary theory on its head.”
Indeed, theorists said Mitch is 
perplexing on multiple fronts. For 
instance, in studying his weird, asym-
metrical gait, researchers have been 
unable to discern any particular lo-
comotive advantage he has over the 
more effective and less stigmatizing 
forms of self-propulsion exhibited 
by other bipeds. Researchers 
have also failed to determine how 
the development of the nuanced 
communication system of language, 
itself a product of humanity’s unique 
capacity for abstract thought, 
ultimately led to Mitch’s strong 
preference for the term “exsqueeze 
me” over “excuse me.”
Some have reportedly even be-
gun to wonder if the phenomenon 
of Mitch necessitates a modifica-
tion of evolutionary theory.
“It’s a given that natural selection, 
mutation, and genetic drift have 
interacted in some elegant way to 
create this man who smacks his lips 
pretty much constantly and still lis-
tens to the minstrel known as Papa 
Roach,” Professor Dan Robbins 
said. “And yet, paradoxically, that 
seems impossible considering all 
the undesirable qualities evolution 
is supposed to filter out.”
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Heroes
by Lothtarn Bluequill

Hello good people of our wonderful and beau-
tiful realm. Tis I, here again to bring you news 

of great courage and valor. The bandits of Cross-
roads have been defeated and now await justice. 
It is my only regret that they can’t dance at the 
end of a hangman’s noose once for every soul they 
hurt during their time on the wrong side of the law. 
But as much as I would like to see such, it would be 
wrong, and we as a people would end up no better 
than they are. These criminals shall get a fair trial 
and if found guilty hung by the neck till dead.

Now I bring to you the heroes of Crossroads. If you 
see them walking through your town I beg you to stop 
them and thank them. If you see them in your local tav-
ern then buy them an ale, or just give them a soft bed 
to sleep on for the night as they travel through.
Our heroes are:
Squire Laveer and the Silvermane Dragoons
Please show these wonderful individuals how grate-
ful we the people of Novashan are and give them 
the hero’s welcome they deserve.

Added Robbins, “I mean, did you guys see his 
new haircut?”
Despite initial efforts to understand how the Sals-
bury native came into being, one researcher told 
reporters that even a modification of evolutionary 
theory might be insufficient to account for Mitch.
“I know this is controversial, but we have to con-
sider the possibility that we are wrong, “ said Victor 
Siles, another evolutionary theorist. “Nothing we 
currently know about ancestral origins, nor fully 
mapped genome can account for the presence of 
someone whose residence smells that much like lo-
cal cook, Chef Boyardee’s creations.”

Creationists, meanwhile, have been surprisingly muted 
in their celebration of a man whose existence would 
seem to disprove so much of evolutionary theory.
“It’s great that Mitch has been so disruptive to the 
evolutionist camp,” Jim Moore from the Temple of 
Singular Light said. “But quite honestly, there’s 
no way we can explain him in terms of a perfect or 
loving creator, either.”
“We’re just going to sit this one out,” Moore added.
When approached for comment, Mitch himself 
shrugged and asked if he’d be getting any money 
for this interview.

Study: Making Things Move
by Albert Helmenstein

Researchers at the Center for Studies in 
Useless Information released a study this 

past Monday showing a causal relationship be-
tween raising one’s voice, pushing people in the 
chest, and getting what you want more quickly. 
“These results certainly go against common 

wisdom,” said visibly bruised and flustered sociolo-
gist Renée Pfaff, who found that subjects in the 
so-called “jerk group” received rewards an aver-
age of 45 seconds faster. “Once we ran out of 
the rewards, the participants began shaking down 
our research assistants for coins.” The study also 
concluded that gratuitous swearing accelerated 
the process by as much as 40 percent.

Massacre at Willow Farmstead
by Murdock MacPherson

The farmsteaders at Willow Farmstead, owned by 
Masterfarmer James Willow, were all found dead 

a week or so ago.  They had apparently been dead 
for some time - they were found when a trapper, who 
goes only by the name of Esterhazy, stopped by the 
farmstead, where he was well acquainted with the mas-

terfarmer - to sell some skins and furs.  Everyone was 
killed in a brutal manner - even the women and children.  
The trapper, a Journeyman of long standing, said 
he thought the tracks (what few there were) were 
elven in origin, but refused to say so with certainty.  
Anyone with information in regards to this heinous crime 
should report it immediately to the proper authorities.  
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Labour of Love
by Justin Seymour

Four days after criminal organization called the 
“Upright Man” seized control of the Novo 

Mundo Resort, activities director Janet Puchesy, 
28, continues to make the most of the tense situa-
tion, bringing fun and creativity to the storage room 
where she and her fellow survivors are trapped, the 
hostage reported.
“Okay, gang, who wants to have a sing-along?” 
Puchesy said quietly, hoping to avoid being 
added to the pile of nearly 30 resort guests 
and employees brutally slain so far during the 
takeover. “Does anyone know The King Loves 
Me’? Okay, good, but remember to keep it 
down so they don’t get angry and club one of 
us unconscious again. Okay? Okay. Now, who 
wants to lead it off?” 
Puchesy, a Wyndover native, has made a living 
as the upscale coastal resort’s activities direc-
tor since her husband was brutally murdered in 
May 1003. Little is known about this faction 
of the Upright Man, other than that it is well-
armed and demanding the sum of 10,000gold 
from local authorities for the return of the 44 
remaining prisoners. 
Until they comply, Puchesy will continue to use 
her extensive knowledge of arts and crafts to raise 
the spirits of her fellow hostages. Today, Puchesy 
taught fellow captives how to weave friendship 
bracelets using locks of hair cut from the heads of 
the corpses stacked at the back of the room. 
“Okay, Gilberto, that’s looking very nice—much 
better than your last one,” Puchesy said, as she 
walked around the room checking on the progress 
of those coherent enough to join in the activity. 
“Margaret, you’ll need to stop your hands from 
shaking... Emilio, you have pretty steady hands. 
Maybe you could help Margaret out.” 
Continued Puchesy: “When we’re done with our 
bracelets, we should put our noggins together 
and brainstorm a way to cover up the stench 
coming from the bodies. Remember, there are no 
bad ideas.” 
Puchesy admitted that she has had a hard time 
keeping some of the hostages focused on group 
activities, especially when captors arrive with food 

or pull one of the women out of the room, only to 
drag her back in, nearly catatonic, hours later. 
“Okay, everyone, relax—it was only a food 
drop-off this time, and we should be happy 
about that,” Puchesy said. “Let’s have some 
smiles instead of crying. Everyone’s still here. 
So, whose turn is it to eat? Hands up if you 
ate yesterday. Some of us who ate yesterday 
aren’t raising our hands. Stan? Thank you! 
That wasn’t so hard, now, was it?” 
While she said she believes that it’s important to 
keep the group unified, Puchesy tries to facili-
tate closer ties by breaking detainees into smaller 
groups based on common interests, such as crafting 
weapons to fight the captors or curling up against 
the wall while staring off into space. 
“I’ll be over there to check out the progress on your 
conch-shell knife in a second, but it’s my turn to 
lead charades,” Puchesy said. “Now, can I remind 
everyone not to make the answers so grim this time? 
If I see one more person trying to act out ‘living hell’ 
by pointing around the room, I swear we’ll go back 
to playing 10-word story.” 
Puchesy said she attributes her survival to her 
positive attitude, as well as to the fact that she 
was teaching a pottery class at the time of the 
attack, and was therefore not wearing her work 
uniform and lanyard. 
“I was super-duper lucky that I was dressed 
in common clothes, since our captors cut the 
throats of all the resort employees,” Puchesy 
said. “But then again, my Mom always said that 
luck doesn’t just happen. You have to make it 
happen. Well, I’m just happy to be alive and help-
ing people—knock on wood!” 
Even in the face of the tragedy, Puchesy said 
she intends to keep doing what she does best, by 
scheduling and overseeing guests’ activities, even if 
she no longer has access to her supplies. 
“Helping people forget their troubles and have 
a good time is what I was trained to do,” Puchesy 
said. “I only wish we had more room to do our 
morning stretches, and that I had my clipboard so 
I wouldn’t need to scratch out the days’ events on 
the wall with a rock.
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You Thought Everyone Forgot
by Justin Seymour

Even now, more than 20 years after the humili-
ating childhood incident took place, every-

one still gleefully recalls the time you got sick and 
projectile-vomited right in the middle of your fifth-
grade class, sources reported Tuesday.
While you believed it to be a small, inconsequential 
event, all but forgotten about by those involved, 
sources confirmed that everybody still vividly re-
members every single detail about that embarrass-
ing day, from the frozen look of horror on your pale 
face, to the pungent stench of semi-digested tuna 
wafting through the halls.
“Oh, yeah, definitely. The kid who barfed all over 
his desk,” said a former fifth-grade classmate of 
yours, who can still instantly recall the disgusting 
guttural sound you made moments before becoming 
ill. “Of course I remember.”
“Pukerman,” he added, referring to an old pejora-
tive nickname you thought had long ago faded 
from everyone’s memory. “We used to call him 
Pukerman.”
Despite having grown into a mature and responsi-
ble adult with a rewarding job and fulfilling home life, 
you will reportedly always be remembered as the 
chubby little kid who stood up from his seat midway 
through social studies class, muttered something 
about not feeling so good, and then suddenly 
puked all over himself.
According to sources, every image—from your 
failed attempt to run to the bathroom in time, to 
your teacher’s frantic cries for more paper tow-
els, to the way some of the vomit splattered onto 
neighboring desks and chairs, sending the entire 
classroom into a mass panic—remains as clear in 
the minds of people today as it did more than two 
decades ago.
In fact, some classmates, including that girl you 
used to have a crush on when you were 10, will very 
likely never forget the sight of you crying and bab-
bling incoherently while your teacher attempted to 
clean off your face with the sleeve of your shirt.
“It went everywhere,” said another former class-
mate of yours, who you had always just assumed 
had stopped talking about the embarrassing 
incident ages ago, but who instead continues to 

bring up the now 23-year-old story, laughing just 
as loudly and just as cruelly as he did back then. 
“And it was purple. Really dark purple,” added 
the man who will never see you as anything other 
than a walking punch line. “You could tell he had 
had grape drink for lunch.”
The time you threw up in fifth grade, includ-
ing how you tried to stop the cascade of vomit 
with your hands, causing the contents of your 
stomach to suddenly spray in multiple directions, 
remains an indelible memory for more than just 
your classmates.
Even your seemingly kind and empathetic 
school nurse still talks about how strongly you 
smelled of vomit when you walked into her of-
fice, and how she had to hold her breath to keep 
“from passing out.”
“We used to laugh about him all the time,” said the 
now 74-year-old woman, who despite momentary 
lapses into senility and dementia clearly recalls how 
gross the whole thing was. “The janitor used to sigh 
loudly and pretend to grab his mop every time that 
fat little kid walked by. It was like this little joke be-
tween the two of us. We had a bunch of really mean 
jokes about that pukey kid.”
Unbeknownst to you, the time you threw up during 
fifth grade has also played an important role in the 
lives of others over the years. Two former classmates 
of yours, who are now a happily married couple, first 
hit it off about six years ago after spending an eve-
ning laughing and laughing about how the vomit even 
somehow managed to get in your hair.
In addition, another witness that day, a longtime 
depression sufferer, opted not to take his own life 
late one night after fondly recalling how you had to 
wear clothes from the lost and found while waiting 
for your parents to pick you up.
According to sources, an estimated 372 people 
are chuckling, even as you read this, about the time 
you projectile-vomited during class.
“Puke, puke, barf, barf, puke,” you might as well have 
said in response to the shocking news, as that’s the 
only thing that defines you as a human being, and 
would be all anyone would be thinking about as you 
talked anyway. “Barf, retch, puke, retch, barf.
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The views and opinions expressed by our freelance writers 
do not necessarily reflect those of the Mystic Quill.

Tales of the People
writings for the people and by the people

My Studies of Dragons
by Ciruelo Cabral

~ The Young Earth Dragon ~

Bay Earth Dragons might easily be mistak-
en for large lizards, like the spotted lizard, 

which is very common in some parts of the world.  
Newly-hatched dragons measure some twenty-
four inches in length, and their wings – encased 
in sacs – look at first glance like typical lizard 
markings.
Baby dragons’ tails are not segmented: if caught, 
they are not able to shed them like other reptiles.  
Thanks to their relatively large size and tremen-
dous agility, baby dragons are able to elude preda-
tors such as foxes, badgers, and birds of prey that 
would otherwise devour them.
At about eight or nine months, they are the 
size of large dogs, now able to tackle animals as 
large and fierce as wolves.  They hunt and eat 
foxes and mountain goats, as well as stray sheep 
and calves, but always in moderation to avoid 
discovery by humans.  This behavior is instinc-
tive in young dragons, 
whose intelligence has 
not yet developed.  
Their nocturnal habits, 
their caution, and their 
extreme timidity make it 
very difficult to observe 
young dragons during 
this period.
When dragons enter 
adolescence, at around 
the age of two, the 
fathers cease their 
vigilance and the young 
dragons are gradually 
left to their own de-
vices.  The adolescent 
dragon has already 
attained a considerable 
size, which makes cam-
ouflage difficult.  At 
about this time, their 

wings begin to unfold and their intelligence be-
comes more acute as the proverbial cunning of 
the species starts to manifest itself.  The young 
dragons begin to hunt, devouring everything 
they come across, from flocks of sheep to men 
and women.  In the early years, adolescent drag-
ons are usually proud fighters, with little inclina-
tion toward poetry and magic, which is how they 
can wreak the greatest havoc.
When they reach the age of four, the young 
dragons fly to the Council of the Dragon Fa-
ther.  Here they will live for a couple of years to 
learn social customs and be initiated into the art 
of magic.  When this period is over, they receive 
their secret names.  Now they are ready to 
settle down, either independently or as dragon 
pages to adult males who will take them under 
their tutelage.

Appearing Next Quill
~ The Social Organization of the Earth Dragon ~
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The views and opinions expressed by our freelance writers 
do not necessarily reflect those of the Mystic Quill.

Message from the Editor:

Due to the difficulty of travel into and out of Tarridear, the Mystic Quill has just recieved the following 
articles all at once. Though some are less than current, we felt it important that they be made available.

Rout
by Hammond Eveshear

It was a trap.  I don’t know how they knew to expect 
us, but they did.  I haven’t seen another of our men 

for almost two days.  The confusion was unbelievable; 
the officers were all dead or missing in minutes.  Ev-
eryone just ran.  I took a wound to the side; thankfully 

its not infected.  We just ran.  Sir Kyle hasn’t been 
seen.  I thought I saw him go down in the fighting, sur-
rounded by his men. Blackmantle got away; drug away 
from the fight. He was trying to reach Sir Kyle.  
 We’re finished.  I only hope I make it home in time 
to get my family away. 

Besieged
by Hammond Eveshear

The only good news in the last few weeks is that 
Sir Kyle surfaced alive.  He was badly wounded 

on the field, but Squire James managed to carry him 
from the field and get him to a horse.  Master Black-
mantle and Sir Kyle got in a few days ago, just a day or 
two ahead of the Baron’s army.  A lot less of them out 
there now, but still more than us.  Squire James just 

made it in a few hours ahead of the dwarves with the 
last of the refugees.  Sir Kyle ordered the other towns 
evacuated, and everyone who couldn’t get free to come 
here.  Only way he could protect everyone, though at 
this point, I don’t think any of us will live to see the years 
end.  I can’t fault Sir Kyle, though.  He’s always done 
right by us.  I don’t know how he’s gone on as long as he 
has, with his wife and unborn killed.  Maybe he will see 
us through this yet. 

Blackmantle’s Stand
by Hammond Eveshear

The siege is over.  I still can’t believe it.  Things 
looked hopeless.  We were barely holding the 

walls.  Then Master Blackmantle came around last 
night and asked for volunteers for what he called a “one 
way mission”.  We all knew what he meant.  I tried to vol-
unteer, but he wouldn’t let me go, on account of Greta 
and Samuel.  He said he wouldn’t care to take that 
burden to his grave with him.  All told, he must have got-
ten about seventy men, including all of his apprentices.  
They went out just before dawn, sneaking into the 
enemy cap as quickly as they could.  We could see 
them from the walls but only because we knew where 
to look.  They took out a few sentries and were deep 
into the middle of the camp before anyone knew they 
were there.  They’d all taken vials of naphtha with 
them, and flint strikers – Master Blackmantle had 
scoured the town for all of them he could find.  
The fires blossomed up everywhere.  They were 
aiming for the tents, mostly.  I’ve never hated any-
one like I hate those dwarves, but I’d never have 
wished that kind of death on them.  After they’d 

spread the fire as much as they could, the men gath-
ered on Blackmantle and charged for the Baron’s 
tent.  The dwarves had just started to form up 
when the men hit them.  Master Blackmantle led the 
charge, laying about him with his blazing spear.  It 
was easy to see him in the pre-dawn darkness.  
I’m not sure when the Baron’s tent started to burn, 
but it went up quickly when it did, fueled by Master 
Blackmantle’s magics.  Sir Kyle rallied a group of 
men, and prepared to sally forth to aid Blackmantle – I 
found out after that Blackmantle hadn’t told Sir Kyle 
his intentions.  The dwarves turned inward, fighting 
to get to their Baron.  Sir Kyle wasn’t in time to save 
Blackmantle, but the men drove the dwarves to rout.  
Early reports say that the Baron’s tent was entirely 
consumed and over three dozen bodies inside.  No one 
found Master Blackmantle’s body – or those of most 
of his party, and the few that were found were horribly 
burned.  A terrible price they paid to save us all.  
Sir Kyle is preparing to set off after the retreat-
ing dwarves, and I intend to go.  I’d had enough of 
fighting, but I can’t let the sacrifice of those men go.  
We have to end this.  
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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. 

For details on submission guidelines 
see back page.

Be it known
to all and sundry members of the Chivalry. Upon the mid of summer of the Year 
1010, the Tourney of the Midsummer Knights will be held within the confines of the 
town of Ilvaresh within the Principality of Novashan. This tourney will be d’amor and 

conducted afoot for the honour to be a Companion of the Midsummer Knight.
All members of the chivalry are invited to attend. More information will be 

forthcoming as the time draws nearer.
In service to Prince Duncan Belthshazar,

Sir Thomas Falconheart CMK
Knight of the Thistle

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 October, I will be studying at the library in Brenn.

- Ciruelo Cabral

Gehts Gets
Archeology and excavation

Looking to find something old?
 Or have you found someplace old?

Or perhaps, you are more interested in researching something historical?
We can help!

 Our experienced staff can help you locate, reveal and dig-up the mysteries 
of the past.

Located in crossroads, fees depend on services asked. Excludes tombs, of any kind, without express permission 
of the peerage. Life-threatening or potentially mutilating situations requiring necessary brute force not included 
in any contracts, we reserve the right to contract out protection for these situations. Life insurance available, if 
you excavate yourself it can be waived. Funeral expense not included. Situations requiring resurrection are not 

covered. Gehts Gets inc. will not be liable for any harm or damage caused to non-employes.



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

Freelance Article Guidelines
As always, the Quill is looking for engaging, well-written articles from players to 

publish. 
- 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.

- Submit articles to GM1 and Mystic Quill Editor for approval (gm1st@kanar.org and mys-
ticquill@kanar.org).

- Not all articles submitted will be published, and it is not gauranteed that they will be pub-
lished 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.

- Classified Ads are not considered for payment.

Submit Your Photographs to the Quill!
Each month we will be publishing Kanar-related photagraphs on the back page of the Quill.  
They can be new or old, bad or good as long they are high enough resolution to be recog-
nizable when printed in black and white. E-mail your photos in Jpeg format to mysticquill@
kanar.org. Be advised that photos may be modified minimally by the Mystic Quill editor in 

ordered to be prepared for printing. This may included lightening or darkening and cropping.


