
June 2012

My name is Caladur, and I am looking for my 
brother "Lisim". I was given a note by an 
"Anonymous" person and I was told not to look for 
my brother. I am asking that if there is anyone 
that might know the whereabouts of my brother 
"Lisim" to please discuss the matter in private 
with me. 
 
Sincerely,
 
Caladur
 
New Holtz bleeds red.
                The nightmare has now taken hold of the 
daylight.  Yardsmuth seems to be powerless to take 
back the ground lost to these red invaders.  After 
several incursions into the land around New Holtz 
only one thing becomes clear, whatever these 
creatures are they are here to stay.
                “I have never seen anything like them 
before in my many years on the front lines of the 
Novashan regulars.”  This said by a veteran 
Lieutenant in the Yardsmuth garrison.  “We 
attacked them using every tactic we could find 

and still they broke through our lines and routed 
reinforcements before they could rally.  Our boys 
fought hard and we slew them by the many but for 
as much as we took down it seemed that 2 took 
their place.  My unit was able to fight a retreating 
battle and fall back to where we could heal up and 
reform ranks.  I will say that if it was not for the 
unit of Green Thorns we would not have gotten a 
breather.”
                The Green Thorns are as yet an 
unidentified unit amongst Novashan but have 
earned a reputation from the banner they fly.  It is 
a white back ground with a green band of thorns 
across the middle.  Any information turned into 
the Mystic Quill on these individuals will be 
compensated.
                “It seems the darker their skin turns red 
the fiercer they are.  We ran into one that charged 
our lines.  He already had two dozen arrows 
sticking out of him which allowed me to rally my 
men to him.  I called him Needles as he reminded me 
of my mother’s knitting needle cushion.  We put 5 
spears in his chest and held him down while 6 of us 
hacked at him until he stopped moving.  One would 



think this would have been over quickly but it 
seemed like forever before he finally keeled to.”
                This brave man has since left to rejoin the 
ranks forming the lines between the old capitol 
seat of Yardsmuth and the once great library of 
New Holtz.  If you are brave of soul, stout of heart 
and good with a blade, then the garrison of 
Yardsmuth may be looking for another to join with 
them against this red scourge.  But beware if you 
travel alone for if you see these creatures they 
always travel in numbers. 
 
                                                By: Hamilton Yellowtree



Trading Swords for Plowshares
By Percival Mason

 
If in the times of the shadow, you and yours had 
taken to a life of crime or banditry, it is now time 
to return to the pens, fields, and mills. Hang up 
your swords and pick up your hoes. Tend your 
flocks, milk the cattle, til the soil, plant your 
seeds, mill the grain, and bake the bread. This is a 
call back to the lands. With the recent meeting of 
the Convention of Guilds, our wares and 
commodities are assured to make it safely to 
market.

If the fields and flocks are not your forte`, worry 
not, for many unskilled laborers and tradesmen 
and women are in high-demand. Crafters of all 
kinds are necessary for our towns to prosper and 
flourish. Have you the patience and insight for 
fishing- cast your lines and nets. Have you a keen 
eye for gems and jewelry- cut and shape them and 
set the stones. Have you deft hands- weave and 
spin the wool and put your looms to the making of 
textiles. We all have a place and a purpose. Even 
if you have no trade skill, as of yet, or no 
inclination to start one- you may still acquire the 
necessary ingredients so that those who are able can 
and will produce.
 
If you have strength of arms and wish to continue 
in a life of martial prowess- join the ranks of your 
local militia or town guard. Able-bodied men and 
women of skill with blades are needed to defend our 
towns in the absence of proper soldiers, who are off to 
war with the Lord of Storms in the North. Anyone 
still loyal to the Principality or not, this is a 
challenge to you! Wars are not won solely by the 
Noble commanders in the field of battle, nor by the 
soldiers alone, but also upon the backs of proud 
workers of the land.

 
 

Wanted: Dead or Alive - Joric Fizzlespell
By Percival Mason

 
He has sent unscrupulous assassins to wreak havoc 
upon the citizens of Novashan. There is no doubt as 
to his culpability, as he has left signed notice 
stuffed into various orifices of the corpses of many of 
the victims. The recent food shortages are likely due 
to in part to his agents sacking caravans of grain 
and slaughtering shepherds and their flocks. His 
very presence may curdle milk and cause cattle to 
be barren. We may never know the full extent of 
his heinous crimes. His tirade of vengeance is 
purported to be against some of the heroes of the 
land for thwarting his plan to subjugate the people 
of his homeland. Certainly, he would not have 
stopped with that and wishes to bring war against 
us and would have succeeded had it not been for the 
quick-thinking of those he now threatens. He is a 
coward and lacks honor. If he were a man of 
conviction, he would personally approach directly 
those he feels have wronged him. Instead, he preys 
upon the desperation of commoners to do his dirty 
work. I have heard word that he claims to have 
aided Richard Macon of Crossroads in defending the 
good people of that town. Just because he raised 
blade in his own defense, does not make him a hero 
of any sort. We all know that a clever tyrant will 
do many such things in order to try to shift popular 
opinion to their favor. None of us are able to forget 
the reign of terror and propaganda used by the 
infamous man of shadows. It is likely that he is 
actually of the race of Dark Elves that dwell deep 
in caverns, but has found some way to make 
himself appear in the guise of a man by way of 
forbidden magics, necromancy, and sorcery. If you 



know of anyone working with this monster or 
harboring him in any way, you should 
immediately inform your local constable or the 
nearest Knight of the Thistle so that they may be 
arrested and tried for their crimes. Joric Fizzlespell 

is a criminal and guilty of treason and murder. He 
needs to be brought to justice, by any and all 
means available.



There is a light around the corner

The famine has spread and continues to grow.  It has made many of us weak and ill.  Your belly's may 
not be full but your hearts and minds can be. 

‘Happy’ is a word derived from ‘happ’ meaning luck or chance. Most of us believe that happiness is a 
mysterious feeling that comes without reason, leaving as inexplicably as it arrived. Happiness is, in 
fact, living with a sense of fulfillment and peace. It is a belief in the fundamental goodness of people, 
in the value of compassion, a policy of kindness, and a sense of unity among all living beings. All 
beings seek happiness and act to avoid pain. Everyone is looking for something better. Happiness can be 
achieved by a proactive attitude to improving the happiness quotient. We can train the minds and 
souls to be happy—it is an achievable goal.

Should any of you seek the end, stay strong.  Seek guidance as an alternative.
Seek out Council and receive advice from an open heart.
I am available to each and everyone of you.

Your Humble shepherd,
Friar Divinicus 



Pleasant Creek Celebrates Children's Day
Johnann Fields
 
Twelve years ago the town of Pleasant Creek faced the greatest threat a village should face. A foul 
creature, a long thought dead wizard and necromancer, kidnapped the children of Pleasant Creek and 
used them in a dark ritual to create undead abominations. The villagers were without hope and 
resigned to slowly watching their children disappear. That is until the arrival of a band of brave souls 
lead by Morus Lextant, then a simple Squire of the Rose. 
 
Led by this noble soul, these adventurers journeyed into the realm of the foul wizard and defeated him 
without hesitation. The children were soon freed and reunited with their families. Those that were able 
to be saved were mourned and the village went about their way. 
 
But years later, after attacks from the Storm Lord, encroachment from undead, plague and famine, 
the villagers of Pleasant Creek have decided that they will celebrate their fortune and be an example 
to every other citizen of Novashon. A week before the Solstice, the people of Pleasant Creek, led by 
Mayor Anya Gannon, whose father was once the mayor, herself a victim of the kidnappings, will 
dedicate the first Children's Day. The day will include food, games and music. They welcome any and 
all visitors to join them in this wonderful day. 


