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Hydra SlainHydra SlainHydra SlainHydra Slain    

    
Tales of a slain Hydra are starting to 
spread. Rumor has it that King Lucky, 
Sir Locksley and Sir Hunter headed up a 
party to hunt down and kill the Dreadful 
Beast. The Bard, Rav'n went along to 
document the Epic Tale. 
 
It was a Long arduous fight, but in the 
end, the 50 headed beast was slain and the 
party was saved by Sir Hunter's Squire, 
Eldrid, who wrestled the Beasts many 
heads to the ground! For more on the 
Dreadful Beast and all the heroes it did 
feast upon, find the Bard for a rousing 
rendition of this Epic Tale. And 
remember...  
 
"When you go to fight a Hydra, you need 
to take a Bard along!"  
 

 

The HedgehogThe HedgehogThe HedgehogThe Hedgehog    

    
A Look at the Symbolic Meaning of the 
Hedgehog 
 
It's true, big things really do come in small 
packages and the animal symbolism of the 
hedgehog proves it.   
 
Those with the hedgehog as their animal 
totem know how to take care of themselves 
and do so with grace and style. We make 
this association by observing the hedgehog 
when it is threatened. It packs itself 
tightly in a neat little ball, exposing some 
lethal looking quills. Any predator who 



takes a bite of this prickly morsel will spit 
it right back out. 
 
Same goes with those who honor the 
hedgehog as their totem - these people 
always land on their feet and go through 
challenges with the same calm, cool 
practicality as the hedgehog does. 
 
This little creature packs a powerful 
symbolic punch with animal symbolism 
including, and connecting with the deeper 
meaning of the hedgehog will restore your 
own power supply. 
 
LAND FOR THOSE WILLING TO LAND FOR THOSE WILLING TO LAND FOR THOSE WILLING TO LAND FOR THOSE WILLING TO 

FIGHTFIGHTFIGHTFIGHT    
 
The Arban is looking to award land to those 
willing to fight in the Light Infantry Forward 
Army for Five Years. 
 
All abled bodied Men, Elves, Dwarves, Half-
Ogres, and legal half breeds will be enlisted into 
the Arban Light Infantry Forward Army upon 
application at any Arban outpost. Applicants 
will be measured by the merits of soldiery. 
Completion of a term of service entitles a soldier 
to two acres of land. All arms and food provided.  
 
-General Lord Protector Bear Temur, High 
Marshall of Ashan 
-MstislavVladmirovich, Ilvaresh Post 
Commander 
 
 
 

Gypsy Turmoil in CrossroadsGypsy Turmoil in CrossroadsGypsy Turmoil in CrossroadsGypsy Turmoil in Crossroads    
    
As we all know the gypsy folk are always 
chaotic. But i ask you, all does it not seem 
that the gypsies within the borders of 
Crossroads have been much more so chaotic 
and not at ease of late. I noticed this trend 
started as harvest time began last year 
and it seems to have gotten worse since 
then. I never really did understand why 
Baroness Kali allowed them to take up 
residence but who am i to question the 
decisions of my betters. But i warn you all 
be extra careful, it seems that the numbers 
of gypsies is fluctuating vastly this year. 
Different shops in their quarter have been 
closed on random days when they were 
never ever closed before. When talking to 
them they seem to be much more terse some 
even belligerent. I had heard it whispered 
that some of their old leadership left.  Does 
this mean that maybe they have an 
internal issue amongst their people or are 
they unhappy with the Baroness, or are 
they unhappy in Ashan? I fear for our 
beloved Crossroads. I call for the knights 
and baronial guard to step up their patrols 
of the filthy gypsy quarter. We all know 
what happens when gypsies run rampant. 
They will steal the town empty, and take 
all of our children and curse our livestock.  
We cannot have this. Please I implore the 
nobility to deal with this issue before it’s 
too late! 
     Anonymous 
 



Silence Silence Silence Silence FilledFilledFilledFilled    
 
The mood of the July festival seemed rather 
sullen, however there was a single group 
that occupied the Aladine complex that 
seemed to fill the night with a little joy. 
There was a fellow whom has not been seen 
on the lands for some time and he sang and 
joked along with the Lady Aria, changing 
the mood from sullen to light and 
enjoyable. I would like to thank both 
Lady Aria and the fellow whom took the 
time to sing and entertain those they were 
with. I hope others will join in during the 
upcoming festivals. I am looking forward 
to more lighthearted fun. 
 
~ The Bad Bard 
 

A Card for AugustA Card for AugustA Card for AugustA Card for August    

 
For the month of August we have the 
eighteenth of the Major Arcana, XVIII The 
Moon. 
 

The Moon is a card of mystery and the 
unknown. It rules over instinct, dwelling 
much deeper in the seas of our souls than 
the High Priestess. It is a card of secret and 
hidden fears, and brings illumination to 
the things we dread in the night. However, 
this illumination comes from the light of 
illusion, and things may not be as they 
appear. 
 
Listen to the depths of your subconscious, 
your dreams may have answers for you. 
 

Dreamer? Need work?Dreamer? Need work?Dreamer? Need work?Dreamer? Need work?    
 
The Baroness Kaliara Bastille is looking 
for workers.  Range of positions to fill. 
Can you build? 
Can you Farm?  Want to learn how?   
Can you teach or train? 
Can you cast? 
Are you a sell sword? 
Are you a protector? A merchant? 
Vast variety of options await you! 
New to Bellanmo?  We welcome you with 
open arms and chances of a new life. 
 
All applicants are to register Via her 
Ladyship's herald in Cross Roads. 
 
Dinner With the Red Pine ElvesDinner With the Red Pine ElvesDinner With the Red Pine ElvesDinner With the Red Pine Elves    

 
My friends let me tell you about my crazy trip 
to Owls Nest last week. There I was pulling my 
quarter wagon of general goods to Owls Nest as i 
do every few months or so. The sun had begun to 



set and I knew I wasn’t going to make it under 
the safety of the trees by sunset so I decided to 
pull off the trail and drink a mug or two of 
some ale and fall asleep. I began by brushing 
down ol' Bessy and Nessy, my faithful mules, 
humming the tune "Fire whiskers a tickling," 
the famous dwarven song of the most beautiful 
dwarven woman ever. I chocked the wheels, sat 
down, lit a fire, and began my evening 
drinking in joyous mood. My girls had put in a 
good days ride and we were almost there.  I 
know dwarves generally aren’t known for 
their fondness of trees, but there is something 
about Owls Nest that always set my heart at 
peace.  
 
So as I was saying, I’m sitting there, my back 
to a tree, some hearty Dragonsbreath mead in 
my mug, humming away, and i notice the 
woods are more quiet than usual. I hadn’t 
heard any rumors of monsters in the area.  In 
fact, according to others I had talked to this 
area has been unusually peaceful for the past 
year or so. As in no monsters in the area at all. 
I had heard rumors of someone seeing humanoids 
hanging from a few trees in this area, but 
come-on my friends who would be that crazy?  
 
So anyways, where was I?  Oh yeah, back to 
me downing my forth mug of Dragonsbreath 
and as I pour my fifth mug I look up and I see 
the strangest elf I have ever seen. It was covered 
in blood with some kind of painting all over its 
body wearing only a green skinned loin cloth 
and carrying two bone daggers still dripping in 
blood. I was so scared I fell over…I mean I stood 
up tall, brandished my famous club 
Goblinbane and charged. As I got close the elf 
just seemed to slip to the side and I fell face first 
into a tree. As I sat there dazed the elf spoke up 

and said to me “crazy dwarf what are you 
doing?  I saw your fire and was hoping it was 
another orc but I guess you’ll do.”  Just then i 
heard two more elves laughing behind me.  I 
spun around and saw a female  elf and another 
male. Again they were both covered in blood 
and paint, carrying bone weapons. As i sat 
there, I began wondering were these the weird 
elves of some forest from the north that I had 
heard many people, including other elves, talk 
about in whispers in crossroads? I think they 
called them Red Pine elves.  
 
The three elves then sat down as if this was 
their camp. The newest male stokedmy fire, 
and the first one with two daggers asked if i 
was hungry. I said yes I had planned on being 
in Owls Nest already so yes I was. A green bag 
appeared out of nowhere and the female began 
slicing hunks of bloody meat off a haunch and 
passed it around. They then offered it to me. So 
my friends imagine yourself in my position, 
surrounded by three strange elves that rumors 
whispered are cannibals, and I’m alone and 
they offer me a piece of still bloody meat, not 
cooked at all. What would you do? I bet you 
would do what I did. I ate it. I chocked it down. 
It was still warm as if they had just killed 
whatever it was.  
 
SoI sat there trying not to throw up the food 
my gracious guests had just given me, terrified 
out of my mind that i would be the next thing 
on the dinner plate. The dagger wielding one 
pulls out a jug and offers me a swig. Why not? 
In for a bit in for a diamond I always say. I 
take a huge pull on whatever was in the jug 
and i spew it everywhere. What was that i ask 
them meekly as my eyes begin to water and 
I’m pretty sure my toes literally curled 



up?They all laugh; the dagger wielder 
says,“fresh orc blood.” 
“So then I take it that meat was orc,” I ask. 
“Of course,” the female states, “is there 
anything better to eat on a balmy summer 
evening?” 
“Guess not,”I reply with shock and  
trepidation.  
 
Just then i hear an orc scream off in the 
distance. “What’s that”, I say. They all 
respond in unison as if on cue “dessert,” and 
they laugh. I look confused and they tell me 
not to worry that it’s just Daren out  hunting.  
 
The rest of the evening i spent drinking, eating 
orc, singing songs, and swapping stories of glory 
and honor with them. I never did catch their 
names. But a few lessons I learned that night. 
One; Orc is pretty tasty after your tenth mug of 
ale. Two;The area around Owls Nest is patrolled 
by some crazy but pretty fun elves. Three; 
never tell a painted elf wielding bone daggers 
that he’s singing ‘Ilveresh I’m coming home’ 
wrong.  
 
In the morning I woke up groggy and the elves 
were gone. I know most of you probably don’t 
believe me but I swear they were real. I know 
I’m known for telling a good tale. But my 
friends I assure you I swear on my father’s 
shield and my mother’s axe this story is true or 
my name isn’t Thorun Spinrocker. 
 

HHHHere Ye ! Hear Ye!ere Ye ! Hear Ye!ere Ye ! Hear Ye!ere Ye ! Hear Ye!    
 

Come one Come all! 
Come enjoy the evening with us and 

celebrate! 

The Baroness has named an Heir! 
 

Seventh day, second month, 1015 
Chateau Du' Mystique located in the city 

of Sorvan. 
Hosted by Mistress Gwendolyn Brimblade 

 
The Game is afoot. My trusted “advisers” 

have informed me 
that there is a “plot” that has been 
hatched to “ have me removed”. 

I am in need of brave, wise and daring 
guests to root out this dastardly 

“plan”. One of you is the vile assassin 
themselves. 

 
The clues you need to find will be listed in 

your envelope, unless 
of course, you are the one who seeks my 

“demise”. Then your mission 
objectives will be listed. Trust no one, 
because the person closest to you 

may very well be the evildoer. However, 
you must be careful ~ 

Accuse the wrong person and you will lose 
favor in “court”. 

 
Up for Auction 

Head table ~ Seats 6 to 8 
Opening bid 10 gold 

all bids to be registered via the Baroness. 
 

Crafters Competition 
Rules & guidelines 

Must be your own work 
Must be master craft level of skill 



Must be in the theme of ~ The planes 
*you must provide both the physical 

representation & item tag. 
 

Fighter Tourney 
Gamblers Tourney 
Knowledge Tourney 

(no bardic or story unless enough enter 
before 01/15/15) 

 
 

A challenge to the KnightsA challenge to the KnightsA challenge to the KnightsA challenge to the Knights    
 
I’ve been told each knight is responsible for 
another knight.  I put forth to you this. 
 
Challenge : 
Write the story of the Knight you are 
responsible for. Great deeds have been done, 
and many to come.  Knights imply they 
are a brother and sisterhood.  This 
challenge only engages you to know each 
other better. 
 
Each page will share the history of those 
chosen to protect us & uphold the laws. 
Great deeds have been done and many more 
to come.  All stories will be shared with the 
person they are about, and a copy will be 
placed in a new book, that will be open to 
citizens in the Baronial library. 
Please turn all submissions into Symon, 
Baronial Master of Tomes 
 
 
 

Wandering DruidWandering DruidWandering DruidWandering Druid    

 

A druid from the far midwest of Anadar came 
to me today. He told me of a scout he found some 
weeks past, wandering the woods and babbling 
to himself as well as inanimate objects. He 
calmed the scout over the course of three days. 
One morning the scout was staring at him with 
hollowed eyes. He told the druid he went to a 
village his son lived in. Coming upon the town 
he found every hut and hovel covered in gore 
and blood. He found no bodies until he reached a 
grove in the middle of the village. The elders 
and the leader of their defenses, six in all, 
impaled on wooden poles. He said the looks of 
their death masks, would never be forgotten by 
him. The druid asked if he remembered 
anything else. He replied quietly that there 
was one thing that stuck out. Large wolf-like 
paw prints. A lot of them. He explained them 
to the druid and he said they were impossibly 
too big to be any kind of wolf he had ever heard 
of. The druid then took the man home. After 
this the druid came to me about the incident. 
He gathered a few foresters and scouts, then left 
town to see this village for himself. I hope, for 
his sake, that whatever killed all those 
villagers does not descend on him and his group. 
When and if he returns i will certainly report 

his findings.   

 

-Candiaal 



WantedWantedWantedWanted    

I am looking for Gypsy Vanners. If you 
don’t know what they are then don’t 
bother. I can be found near the docks of 
South Bay, just look for the drunken 
gypsy! 

-SuvasKinlock 

Looking for SomeoneLooking for SomeoneLooking for SomeoneLooking for Someone    
    
I am looking for an elf named Rylis. If you 
know where i can find him or if you're 
Rylis please come find me in the Broken 
Branch inn in crossroads. We met two 
winters ago far to the north and we need to 
talk.  
Lelo D'kaylin 
 
 
 


