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Age Long

By Seward Silvermantle

Reprint from June 995

What is Age Long?  It is a holiday usually 

celebrated both by Elves and Orcs.

What Happens on Age long?  Elves 

and Orcs attempt to kill as many of the 

other race as possible during the course of 

the shortest night of the year.

Why did Age Long begin?  In 

ancient times the orcs claimed as their own 

the longest day of the year.  On this day 

the orcs would feed on their favorite 

delicacy, elves (they would do it at any 

other time of the year, but with more vigor 

on this particular night).  Hundreds of 

elves would be devoured each year on the 

Summer Solstice.  Once the Elves caught 

onto the trend, they began to free their 

kindred from the jowls of the orcs.  After 

thousands of years, the “holiday” evolved 

into an exercise of population control 

concerning the orcs.  

An important point that we 

humans don’t often consider is that only 

two hundred Elves are born each year 

(roughly).  Twenty thousand orcs are born 

each year.  

Is there anything good about Age 

long?  Speaking from a truly conservative 

viewpoint, I am forced to say yes.  The 

truth is thousands of orcs are slain this 

night.  Orcs that breed much like rabbits.  

Orcs, that if not controlled, would overrun 

us all in less than twenty years.

There is a philosophy that teaches 

about two opposing forces called good and 

evil.  If this theory is true, orcs are a close 

thing to evil.  They are bloodthirsty and 

war-like.  This is fact, and not simply my 

opinion.

The simple truth is, without Age 

Long, the orcs would procreate and overrun 

us with their numbers.  This is a very real 

threat.  Those of us who are old enough to 

(remember) at the beginning of this 

century when the orcs ravaged their way to 

the gate of Maelcor itself!

Does anything threaten the future 

of Age Long?  Yes, the new trend of 

political correctness overwhelming the 

youth of human and Elven nations could 

mean the end of the tradition of Age Long. 
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Experts agree that with the absence of 

animosity toward creatures such as orcs, 

we (humans and Elves) will cease to exist.  

There is not enough room for all of us, and 

orcs are by far the most aggressive race.

The youthful politically correct 

movement wants to invite orcs and other 

creatures over to dinner.  This is like 

inviting a crocodile to bed.  These people are 

so green that they forget and have not yet 

experienced the ferocity of the orcish race.  

They forget that at least one of their 

ancestors have died at the hands of an orc.

Please excuse my harsh tones, 

nothing infuriates me more than 

stupidity.  

Though I have not the heart to 

participate in, and that right should be 

reserved for elves, Age Long is only one 

wall separating us from war and 

extinction.  Those who are familiar with 

my many other writings and works know 

that I have no flair for drama.  Orcs are a 

very pressing concern for us all.  Always, 

they should be considered.

Masquerading…

By Lothtarn Bluequil

It has come to my attention that there are a 

group of adventures are going around 

masquerading as the heroes Aria, Dravin, 

Gailin, Tarnahil, Graywolf and Fenaric. It 

is this false group that has been 

committing the murders in the small 

farming villages around Crossroads and 

Ilveresh. No one knows the true names of 

these villains but they must be stopped. If 

anyone knows the real names please 

contact your local guard caption there is a 

reward for any information to their 

capture. 

To the real heroes whose names have 

been tarnished by these acts I apologize for 

any trouble you have faced. I also ask your 

forgiveness but I must warn the people to be 

on the lookout for a group claiming to be 

Aria, Dravin, Gailin, Tarnahil, Graywolf 

and Fenaric. These villains need to be 

stopped and brought to justice for those 

they have killed and the heroes whose 

names they have tried to sully. 

Yardsmuth Retaken

By William Tyr
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I hope our readers will forgive the rather 

incomplete nature of this article, but we 

rushed it to press with what information 

we could gather and not all of the facts 

may be presented here, and some may be 

incomplete or incorrect, as we have not had 

direct access to his Grace, Duke Cantor, or 

other officials at this time. 

What we do know is that at dawn, 

on Tuesday the 10th of May, a band of 

individuals believed to be led by members 

of the Order of the Thistle snuck into the 

city through a previously unknown breach 

in the sewers.  They then made their way, 

apparently on orders from His Grace, to the 

western gate of the city, which opens onto 

the bridge.  

When there, they stormed the 

gatehouse and threw open the gate.  Our 

sources say that they sent a predetermined 

message to His Grace's men, at which time 

a handpicked company of men, whom we 

found were all volunteers, stormed the gate 

and held it while the remainder of His 

Grace's men could relieve them.  

In the first few bloody hours of 

fighting, the Duke's men managed to 

capture the neighborhoods near the gates 

and secure a foothold.  Sir Bishop Dracus 

of the Order of the Scepter seemed to be in 

command of those troops within the city, 

following orders sent by His Grace from 

his camp outside the walls.  The fighting 

for the rest of the city took the better part of 

the following week; the armies of the 

Shadow did not quit the city until 

Wednesday the 18th, retreating in good 

order across the bridge to Allowen and 

forming up with the soldiers already 

besieging that city.  They immediately 

began constructing fortifications on their 

side of the bridge, obviously hoping to hold 

the Duke's forces within Yardsmuth as 

long as possible while they pursue the siege 

of Allowen.  

However, with the enemy pushed out 

of Yardsmuth, it has been easier to get 

men across the river in small numbers and 

a number of loyal troops, mostly scouts 

and trappers loyal to the Crown, have 

infiltrated Autruche.  

The Black Riders Fall
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By Jebb Smithe

On the first day of June, a force of men in 

black and gold struck south from the siege 

of Allowen to take the town of Sorvan.  

Almost three-hundred men marched south 

to assault Sorvan, accompanied by two 

flights of dark wyverns.  

At first, the defenders of Sorvan 

were not overly worried - Gray company, 

expelled from Fennor by Shadowtaken 

sympathizers, had gained the city only 

days prior, and re-armed by the ample 

stores there, had more than enough men, 

with the CIty Watch and militiamen, to 

stand off 300 men.  Early in the day, 

however, the black wyverns took off, loaded 

with men, and flew towards the northern 

gatehouse.  

The men of Gray Company 

resolutely stood their ground, though they 

knew it would likely mean their deaths - 5 

wyverns and 30 men could easily have 

swept the gatekeeper clear of defenders - 

until providence intervened.  The wyverns 

and their broods were no more than a 

hundred yards from the gate when they 

came under attack from above by men 

mounted on winged horses!   Seven of the 

riders harried the Wyverns with Javelins 

and lance, and while they were not 

successful and bringing any of them 

down via injury, they forced them from the 

skies.  

Seeing that they would not be able 

to quickly force the issue, the men in 

black and gold retreated to join their main 

camp at Allowen.  

The men and women riding the 

horses - i was told later the magnificent 

animal is called a Pegasus - landed upon 

the gate, but unfortunately none of them 

spoke the common tongue.  They remained 

for several hours, making sure that the 

men in black and gold had truly retreated, 

before taking flight again, heading south.  

Dragons

…. From the Journal of Janos Farstrider, 

copied with permission of Helga 

Thorgrimson, Lady of Cay. 

… I’ve never really liked Dragons. Sure, 

they are part of the natural world and as 

such is worthy of respect and study. 
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Actually, I’ve long held that we Elves are 

likely to blame for them. They bear too 

many human foibles (greed, rage, want as 

opposed to need). Dragons have all the 

smell of Walker-spawn to me, self-

important elves fusing magic into natural 

creatures and all the arrogance and avarice 

that comes with same. 

Regardless of my theories, however, 

they do exist. Luckily in my long travels 

I’ve not had to interact with many. They 

tend to keep to themselves and, as I’m not a 

bard or adventurer driven to delve into the 

dark places searching for wealth or fame, 

our paths have not crossed. I know many 

of the legends, but I tended to eschew 

telling them overmuch to my daughters as 

other fathers do. In truth, when you 

consider the effect they have on the world 

at large their “evil”, or at least wanton 

destruction and hoarding, is a tiny 

footnote on the pages of history. They are 

colorful villains, no question, but my 

thought has always been to use said tales 

to prepare my daughters for the world 

around them, and chances are very few of 

them will ever interact with a dragon. A 

selfish lord, a greedy craftsman, a jealous 

husband… these are the sorts of villains 

that I used in my story when good needed 

to drive off evil to allow said young people 

to sleep filled with heroic dreams AND a 

lesson that might help them later in life.

But I am oft asked about them and 

I HAVE had the occasional dealing. I recall 

our final march against the Dark. Now as 

I write this I really don’t remember exactly 

WHY we were doing what we were doing, 

officially. Legend will likely turn us all 

into heroes but in truth my brothers and I 

were merely along to find our brother 

Gomja. He had gotten embroiled in the 

whole affair with finding Signs and 

gathering Items and waking Sleepers and 

all of that. Certainly I had one of said 

artifacts but as I had already used it to 

kill, I put it into hiding and rather tried to 

ignore the encroaching Darkness. However, 

as usual in such things the act of 

avoidance almost ALWAYS leads one to 

become embroiled. Now, as I said I had 

blissfully avoided most of the fairly rote 

prophecy- following and Item of Power™ 

gathering, but friends and comrades had 
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and in such interactions they had contact 

with an old Dragon of considerable power 

named Meg. Now, I am told she was a 

champion of light, seeking to aid my 

comrades to repel this Dark corruption. I 

did not see any of that. What I saw was 

said dragon bent to the service of 

Corruption. 

As a group, the Malecorians I was 

traveling with were finally marching on 

the seed of Corruption, the villain Lareth. 

I’d only met the man in passing once and 

we’d enjoyed a comfortable parley but even 

I knew that our only chance to stem this 

horde was to face him again and use this 

gathering of Items of Power ™ and the 

prophecy to smite him. To that end we were 

jumping from portal to portal as created by 

these items to track Lareth to his seat of 

power. (Yes, there is a lot of power in this 

story but you have to understand, I’ve 

never been involved in power of this scale 

before in my 800+ years of life. 

Seriously, these were events to shake the 

roots of the earth, and I count myself 

deeply unfortunate that I had to become 

involved. Mostly because this power would 

taint me for the remainder of my days, 

infusing me with might I should never 

have had. But that is a tale for a different 

day)

Standing before the third portal 

was the dragon Meg, jet black and 

dripping corruption. Fellows who knew her 

said that sadness filled her eyes. For my 

end, I did not spend a lot of time looking 

at the eyes. From the onset, she proclaimed 

herself as an obstacle needing to be slain. I 

consider myself wiser, and less greedy, 

than most and I knew this was merely a 

ruse. This dragon WANTED us to fight 

her. My friend Riley recognized that, in 

truth, all we needed to do was get past her 

to the portal on the other side. It was far too 

small to admit the dragon, so should we 

escape we could bypass the dragon 

completely and hope that, in defeating 

Lareth, she would be washed clean of 

Corruption and could resume that heroic 

mantle my fellows said she once wore. 

However, I may have mentioned 

that I was part of a brotherhood and said 

brothers just happened to be fiery, short 

lived human tribesmen who loved to battle. 
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So while I was picking my way around the 

dragon to leap through the portal, they 

charged. Not to be outdone, the Alendarian 

knights who accompanied me, and their 

squires, and their relevant hangers-on, 

equally charged, not to be outdone by said 

tribemen. I am told a raucous melee 

ensured, with black fire being thrown 

about whilst men in armor fruitlessly 

hacked with axe and sword whilst being 

speared on the wing-claws of the corrupted 

dark dragon. Even as non-combative as I 

was, I too was getting buffeted about, with 

my friend Riley (who is a wolf, by the 

way) protecting my flank with her claws. 

She and I saw a quick opening and leapt 

for the portal and safety…

… only to find out that the portals, 

while to us a shimmering hole in the air, 

were one way. We passed through the 

portal, untransported, landing not-very-

lightly on the grass of the other side, and 

FAR too near a hind leg of said Dragon. 

Now as I said, this was really my first 

REALLY close encounter with a great 

Lizard and words just do not encapsulate 

just how massive they are. Take this leg for 

example. If you bound myself and my 8 

tribal brothers together into a circle with 

thick twine, said circle would be roughly 

the same around as the ankle of this Dark 

Dragon. So you might get a sense of my 

panic when said hind leg and foot rose, 

then came stomping down on me. Riley 

got her paws up and raked the underside of 

said foot full on with her claws, allowing 

me to role and her to only get mostly 

squished. Unfortunately we were too dazed 

to see the tail coming for us. 

And that’s when the head exploded. 

Now I’ve been told since that the dragon ate 

one of our knights and said knight was 

wearing any number of arcane items that, 

in being destroyed during the chewing 

process, created a magical conflagration 

that destroyed Meg. I would not know such 

things, as the conflagration blew Riley 

and I through the CORRECT side of the 

portal and the relative safety of the other 

side. 

From this we can learn:

1) Dragons sometimes chew their food, 

and don’t just swallow as some 

stories would have you believe
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2) Had Meg not meddled, she might 

still have a head

3) Had we been smart enough to 

distract said Corrupt Wyrm, she 

might still have a head AND her 

normal colouring .

4) We would not have won had not 

said Alendarian knight not 

exploded. I know this because I was 

helping to patch wounds on the 

other side, myself near death, and 

all combatants were equally near 

death. That fight could not have 

gone on much longer

So, the stories you hear about lone 

knights bravely challenging said Dragons 

in their lairs to rescue some damsel or 

another are likely merely flights of fancy 

unless they end with…

“… and when the dragon tried to chew 

the heroic knight to death, the knight 

exploded, taking the dragon with him to 

the great Beyond”

Innocents Dead Due to Incompetence

By Mae Dovice

This is the story of not just one 

person who lost their family, their freedom, 

and, now possibly, their life. This is the 

story of many innocent villagers. 

Common folk who were forced into a life of 

crime as bandits by Robin the Mad.

I worked on my father’s farm for 

all of my life. Then, Robin the Mad came 

into the picture and took away most of our 

families. He told us that we had two 

options, do what he told us to or die. He 

would hold our families as insurance 

against our disobedience. If we went 

against his wishes, he would take them 

apart piece by piece before our eyes. We all 

share this story, this torture. We 

grudgingly took up arms as bandits. We 

were trained for months. However, 

everything would’ve been worth it to see our 

families safe again. Those months of 

training, the acts of banditry, and the 

awful images that haunted my dreams 

would’ve been worth it IF it hadn’t been for 

the final group we faced.

Robin the Mad was terrified. He 

told us to fight off this group coming to 

our camp. He screamed for us to attack 
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them as he fled on horseback into the woods 

and out of sight. Once it was realized that 

our “leader” had gone, as a whole, we threw 

down our weapons and raised our hands in 

surrender. These people might be able to 

help us. They didn’t appear to be any 

specific group as there were no consistent 

uniform, but we hoped that they would aid 

us in the rescue of our families.

The first indication that nothing 

good would come of these people was when 

one of them tried to be intimidating. He 

tried. He yelled at us to get on our knees. 

Many feared for their lives. Two tried to 

run. One escaped. The other was wounded 

and then beaten. I was furious. What right 

did they have to stop us from rescuing our 

families? What right did they have to 

command us like dogs? They said that we 

were to be escorted to Crossroads. We 

pleaded with them to aid us in saving our 

families. Many wanted to put their 

months of training at the hands of Robin 

the Mad to good and be a part of the rescue. 

Those of us who offered swords were not 

only refused, but our lives were threatened. 

They weren’t even trying to learn 

our tale. Our families were still in danger. 

I could not hold my silence any longer. I 

asked them how they intended to find 

Robin the Mad and our families if they 

didn’t know where he went. I was then 

laughed at by the same man who had 

attempted to intimidate us before. He 

apparently had a tracker on hand or was 

one, but if you don’t know what you’re 

looking for, no amount of tracking skill 

will get you anywhere. So I asked him 

what tracks he was looking for. He 

grinned smugly and proclaimed, “Boot 

prints!” 

At that point, I was certain that 

anyone was more competent than the 

group assembled in our camp. My distaste 

for them was clearly evident. A woman 

who seemed at the very least violent and 

more than likely cruel said she would like 

to question me alone and away from the 

group. I may be just a simple peasant, but I 

am no fool. I did not trust any of them. I 

told her that if she wanted to talk, we could 

talk right where we were. She laid hands 

on me and threatened me when I still 
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refused to willingly walk to what I can 

only believe to be my death at the hands of 

this woman. 

She called over the loud, useless one 

from before. He declared that he was 

Lieutenant Morgan of the Baronial Guard 

and he was ordering me to go with her. 

This man deserved neither my fear nor my 

respect. They threatened me with violence 

as myself and many others insisted that 

the tale could be told on our way to rescue 

our families.

An elf approached, sensing the 

inevitable conflict coming. This one did 

not seem useless or incompetent. He 

introduced himself as Crow and asked me, 

kindly, what I knew. My temper was still 

on edge, but I told him everything, all the 

while begging him to let me explain on the 

way to save our families. He told us that he 

could not allow us to come. We then urged 

them to send a party as fast as possible to 

the aid of our families.

We were escorted to Crossroads and 

were then tossed into several cells. It wasn’t 

until later that night when we were 

informed of the utter failure of the rescue 

mission. We were told that the remains of 

fifty to sixty men, women, and children 

had been found. They had been butchered 

and mutilated beyond recognition. Those 

who hadn’t been put to the blade had been 

burned alive. Not a single soul survived.

My rage has blocked out my grief 

for my younger sibs and my parents as 

well as for many friends that I lost. I may 

hang for what I have done, but I beg 

anyone out there to bring some justice to 

our families. I blame that group and 

Lieutenant Morgan just as much as I 

blame Robin the Mad. There used to be 

heroes in Ilvaresh. There used to be hope for 

folk who needed help. There used to be.
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OOC

Parking

To allow as many cars as possible to fit, 

please make an effort to park completely 

perpendicular to the driveway in the 

parking lot.

Field-wide Modules

The GM Staff would like to invite all 

players to join in the fun as NPCs on 

Agelong night, June 24th from 10:31pm 

until 5:24am.  The town of Ilvaresh and 

surrounding woods will cease to exist, and 

the field will become a series of orc camps 

and settlements several miles away.  

Anyone that is not playing their PC on the 

hunt during the Agelong Module is highly 

encouraged to play an NPC, and report to 

the Staff Tents for garb, make-up and 

NPC briefing at 9:30pm.  Only PCs on the 

hunt and NPCs will be allowed on the field 

from sunset until to sunrise.  The GM 

Staff apologizes for this disruption of 

normal roleplaying.

The GM Staff would like to invite all 

players to join in the fun as an NPC on 

Sunday, June 26th from 1pm to 4pm.  The 

town of Ilvaresh will cease to exist, and will 

be replaced by a battlefield many, many 

miles to the north.  Anyone not playing a 

PC on this undisclosed module is highly 

encouraged to play an NPC good guy or 

bad guy, and report to the Staff Tent for 

garb, make-up and NPC briefing between 

noon and 2pm.  Only PCs on the module 

and NPCs will be allowed on the field from 

2pm to 4pm.  The GM Staff apologized 

again for this disruption of normal and 

spectacular Weeklong roleplaying.

Sign-outs

Starting in January 2011, the deadline for 

turning in your GM Sign-out and Item 

Creation Forms will be 15 days after the 

end of each event.  The GM Staff members 

need the time between day 16 and the start 

of the following event to email responses, 

write modules, print tags, and brief NPCs.  

Anyone that does not submit a GM Sign-

out is assumed to spend a quiet couple of 

weeks in or near Ilvaresh.
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Player Banks

Players may make one withdrawal from 

and one deposit to their Player Bank every 

event.  

Eligible players may also make one 

withdrawal from and one deposit to group 

or unit funds every event.

Enchanting Materials

Raw materials for enchantment-grade and 

demi-enchantment grade items can no 

longer be purchased in Town.  This 

includes enchantment-grade steel, silver, 

and gold.

Many thanks to our contributing writers

Joe Guy

Travis Hamill

Craig Jarvis

Fred Sher

Joseph Lang

Matt Latham

Katie Rajnay

Feedback

If you have any questions, comments or 

concerns, please visit www.kanar.org and 

participate in the discussion on the 

Forums, or email the Boardmembers and 

Staff listed on the Contacts page.  We are 

available 24 hours a month, 7 month a 

year to help you with your KGE-related 

problems.
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