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Local City With Hoarding Issue Revealed!

- Judith P. Goodright 

Brenn officials recently rescued 88 malnourished Kolbald 
pups from a local manor on the outskirts of Brenn, this past 
Tuesday. Officials state it’s the worst case of animal hording they’ve 
seen in years. 

Neighbors reported loud  “unearthly sounds” for the last 
few weeks coming from the house, but did not see any signs of  life 
outside the home. When neighbors approached the house, they heard 
small yips and cries for food. That is when they contacted the 
authorities. It is suggested that the mysterious owner was trying to 
raise the kobalds to fight for him, as  investigators discovered 
miniature practice sparring gear on the property.

The discovery of these animals has sparked major interest 
and conflict among near by residents, leaving the city awaiting the 
decision of what will be done with the animals. “The house was 
disgusting. I can’ t believe that anyone, kobald or person was forced 
to live in that flea infested garbage heap.”  Said Terrowin 
Writingham, president of KNAVEs “ It was very disheartening, I 
had to literally pull pups out of drawers.” 

The newly formed Kobald Neighbors Against Violent 
Endings, also known as “KNAVEs” plans to appeal to the protector 
of Brenn and the Baroness Kali, if need be. KNAVEs, a new 
emerging group in the area, feels that kobalds can be trained and 
therefore should be spared violence.  They also demand charges 
against the owner of the manor, however no information has been 
released naming the owner of the home

The Kobalds- Which came in sick, malnourished, bug-
infested, and weak-are now in custody, and awaiting the decision 
from the Lord and Lady of Brenn, and the Baroness on what will be 
done with them. KNAVEs is pushing for the release and retraining 
of the kobalds who are innocent victims in this tragic event.

In addition KNAVEs is looking for what they feel is 
justice for the kobald pups. “They are young and have been 
mistreated. We need to make sure we train them right. We could 
easily make them fit into society. I’ve even heard rumors of 
important people in Ilvaresh wanting to keep them as pets or teach 
give them jobs at their taverns”, said a local resident, who asked for 
their name to be withheld.

While some feel an overwhelming amount of sympathy 
for the pups, many of the local town people disagree. “That Terrowin 
Writingham has always been about as smart as bait....but this idea 
is downright idiotic.” Said Ryia Falk, a childhood acquaintance of 
Terrowin. It seems that many of the villagers agree that since the 
principality has named kobalds kill on sight-that the pups should  
be taken care of.  “Why do we care about kobald pups? They’re a 
disgrace. He (the owner) probably would have made his own army 
with them. We shouldn’t allow them to live.” Lief Drake, said 
angrily while trying to shoo the reporters. 

This reporter will leave that decision up to you. Should 
these pups be rehabilitated or dispatched? Will the Lord and Lady 
offer mercy to these creatures and risk treason? Or will they follow 
the letter of the law and expose themselves to a possible uprising? 
That is the question and only time will tell. 



Rebuttal to the Noble Adventurer's Company 
- Korra Stonebrook 

Refugees crowd the streets of Crossroads and the inns that overflow, 
and pack houses that cannot be built fast enough by men who work 
their hands numb and calloused. I am one of those refugees, brought 
to Crossroads by a lure of safety and the looming threat of war. 

As many people of my generation, I have found myself displaced. I 
am not uneducated, I am not unskilled. Unlike most women, I can 
read and write, and though I work in trade skills, I should be 
married by now.

However, the famine claimed not only my husband to be, but many 
of my family, the aunts and uncles, children, and a baby brother 
that we could not afford to feed. It has not been only the famine. 
The Shadow War has claimed many of us, including my beloved 
grandfather. 

Through all of it, the people of Novashan remain vigilant, though 
tired and weary. Despite all of the hardships, I have seen a beacon of 
hope through the fog of hunger and the dust of war. I have heard 
and seen heroes sacrifice their lives to save our nation and build our 
spirit, and somehow, by the will of the Fates, they have risen from 
the grave as full men and women, their will still strong and 
vigilant. 

These are the people of Illverash. 

These are the people who leave their home to battle great evils across 
our nation, who leave their families in hiding to stop those who 
would do harm to our innocent. These are the people who broke the 
bond of Shadow and who saved the nation, nay! the entire world. 
These are the people whose names you have defiled. 

Now dear sirs and madams of the “Noble Adventurers”, I do not mean 
to say that you are not entitled to your own opinions and 
experiences, but where were you when the Man of Shadows was to 
take Brenn? Where were you when he was abducting carriers of the 
Quill? And where were you recently when men, women, and babes 
were starving to death in the streets? 

And even now, when war is again on our borders, are you defending 
the citizens? Or simply hiding under the guise of help? 

All the while, you sit and whisper slander against those that are 
fighting battles, escorting civilians through dangerous roads, 
dealing with the threat of undead and monsters that you would 
hide from? 

I can understand your distaste for the people of Illverash. They are 
jaded and paranoid, and they are nervous of any outside threat. 
And yet, I see no reason why they should not be.

With all they have to endure, with all those that would wish to do 
them harm, do they not have the right to be weary of outsiders? 
Anyone could come to them as an assassin; and orcs are constantly 

invading; set to ruin the small town. 

So, Noble Adventurers, I do not ask you to recant your statements, 
but to instead spend one festival in Illverash, and say with a 
straight face in front of all of Crossroads that you did not fear every 
step you heard rustling on the trail, that you did not shudder at 
every unknown noise outside of the safety of a walled house, and 
you did not thank the noble knights and fighters and healers who 
run to battle while you watch from the cracks in the walls. 

Marshall Emporium Opens in Illverash

Master Patrick Marshall, a renowned smith and crafter known for 
his beautiful works that strike as war given form yet resemble more 
delicate works of art fit for display, has opened his shop on a rotating 
basis, from Sorvan to Crossroads, and from Wyndover to Allowen.

Marshall, known for his simple cart and glorious wares, advertised 
that he will ply his trade in Illverash this All Hallows, pledging to 
aid the people in their big against the forces that ride the night wind 
when the sun sets on the Full Moon.

“When the night winds howl, sweeping over the trees,” he was heard 
to challenge, “I shall stand with these good people of Illverash, and 
let my steel and wood be set against the splintering heads of these 
undead demons!”

His wares, which reportedly include his latest creations, which he 
has dubbed “The Three kings” possibly in reference to the rumors of 
unrest that persist in Narrdmyr, will be on sale in Illverash through 
the weekend of the All Hallows Festival.

It is rumored that the master smith Gray Wolf will be upon the 
lands to present Marshall with his master's belt, though at press 
time this achievement for the smith was still mere rumor.

Time will tell, but his wares will be telling against their foes, 
nonetheless.



Another chapter in the series "A treatise on Chivalry." 
- Sir Leveer Silverleaf. 

Charity and Greed:
Charity is the love of loving others. Through Charity a knight 
cultivates a feeling of joy from the act of bringing joy to others. 
When a knight is Charitable, they will find themselves unswayed 
by the loss of worldly possessions. For their wealth will truly be 
measured in the wealth of those in their company. Beneath this 
pillar one finds the sub-virtues of Benevolence, Generosity and 
Sacrifice.

Benevolence:
Benevolence is the desire to do good for the sake of the result of such 
actions. A knight who is possessed of a Benevolent soul will take 
great joy in the act of deeds done to aid others. A satisfaction will be 
found in the act of doing for another that far exceeds any 
satisfaction for doing for one's self. The gift a knight receives for 
Benevolence is a reputation that will cause those around him to 
seek to defend him from the wicked deeds of others. The enemies of 
such a knight will find themselves surrounded by new enemies, the 
friends and allies the knight made through their Benevolent acts.

Generosity:
Whereas Benevolence is Charity of deed, Generosity is Charity of 
worldly possessions. A Generous knight gives freely without any 
thought of reward. When Generosity is cultivated in a knight's life 
the rewards that come back to them are not always given by those 
the knight may of given to. In the same way that a knight who is 
Benevolent will find himself surrounded by allies and friends ready 
to aid him when he is in need of aid, the Generous tend to find 
themselves equally beloved and often times provided for when they 
themselves are in need. Giving a peasant girl your cloak when she is 
cold obviously depletes a knight's resources. But it would not be 
uncommon for such a knight to find himself provided for by that 
girls' father the blacksmith who may care for their horse when the 
knight finds himself in a state of poverty.

Sacrifice:
A knight is often called on to sacrifice of themselves in many ways 
to fulfill their duties. Time spent away from their spouses, their 
children, and the things they love to do in pursuit of their duty. 
Sacrifice is perhaps the most costly of the virtues when it comes to 
the impact it will have on the life of a knight. However with it 
comes a gift not unlike the gifts bestowed on knights who seek to 
personify the other sub-virtues of Charity. A knight who sacrifices 
will find that others will be more willing to sacrifice for them.

This pillar is opposed by the deadly vice of Greed:
Greed is an inordinate desire to possess far more then one needs or 
deserves. Though often simply thought of as the lust for wealth, it is 
also seen in excessive or rapacious desire and pursuit of status and 

power. A knight who is afflicted with this vice will find themselves 
weak to the temptation of bribery. Falling to this vice, a knight 
will sacrifice their friends, family, and honor in the pursuit of that 
which they desire. But like most vices, when pursued to it's final 
end, that which is gained through Greed is fleeting in comparison to 
that which is lost. A knight possessed by Greed will find themselves 
trading things that are truly priceless such as friendship, love, and 
honor in exchange for worldly goods and influence that will have no 
value at all when they are in their darkest hours. A Greedy knight 
may hoard what comes to them, but they will find that eventually 
this act will prevent them from gaining anything of true value. 
Alas most of those afflicted with this vice do not realize they have 
fallen until it is too late. When the consequences come to collect 
and they find themselves alone. And in the life after, find 
themselves just as alone, and without anything they had acquired.

Fortitude and Sloth:
Whereas Temperance is the strength that upholds these virtues, 
Fortitude is the armor of them. Fortitude is often thought of as 
physical endurance and this is one aspect of it. However it also is the 
ability to persevere against all challenges and trials that will find 
their way into the knight's path on their journey to righteousness. 
Fortitude is tenacity of the mind, body and soul. The sub-virtues of 
Fortitude are Diligence, Righteousness, and Persistence.

Diligence:
Diligence is a sub-virtue attributed to a zealous and careful nature 
in one's actions and work. This is Wisdom applied to Fortitude. 
Looking for the most effective use of one's energy. Vigilance in 
guarding against laziness, and the ability to put one's full intent 
and focus in one's deeds. A knight who cultivates the virtue of 
Diligence will find themselves blessed as their deeds and actions will 
carefully measured leaving them with plenty of spirit left to take 
on whatever comes between them and their path to honor.

Righteousness:
Righteousness is a sub-virtue that is personified in one's ethics. A 
Righteous knight will always find the strength to do what is just 
and right regardless of the consequences to themselves. Nothing will 
shake them from pursuing what is best. A Righteous knight will be 
gifted with a clear conscience. Confident that their path will not be 
measured in their achievements in the eyes of man, but in the scales 
of justice that upon all men and women are judged. They will be 
able to look upon themselves free of the yoke of shame and guilt.

Persistence:
Persistence is a sub-virtue that enables a knight to continue on 
well after motivation has waned. Persistence is what gets a knight 
up on a cold and chill morning and off to train regardless of how 
they feel. Persistence is what keeps a knight ever moving forward no 
matter how dauntless or tedious the task. The gift of Persistence is 
that often times when endeavoring in a long and difficult task the 



knight loses sight of their goals and finds themselves seeking 
distraction that can lead to failure, however a knight who has 
cultivated Persistence will find themselves victorious when others 
have long since given up.

The pillar of Fortitude is opposed by the deadly vice of Sloth:
Sloth is the vice that seeks to destroy a knight through laziness and 
complacency. A knight who is afflicted with this vice will find 
themselves procrastinating in much needed work until the 
consequences are unavoidable. They will neglect their training and 
then find themselves at the mercy of their enemies when they fall to 
exhaustion. They will find themselves unable to pursue their 
dreams as well as their responsibilities and inevitably will be doomed 
to failure at any task they are called on to perform. Sloth also 
takes it's toll on the health of a knight. Sloth works hand in hand 
with Gluttony to lie in wait inside a knight and kill him from 
within as dead as any killed with sword or bow. But even a knight 
who is physically active can be a victim of Sloth through apathy. 
Unable to effectively utilize their talents as the state of their spirit 
is as paralyzing as finding one's self crippled in the body.

The Bad Bard Writes

I, that bad bard, am very discouraged again by the lack of musical 
entertainment during festivals. Here is another old favorite known 
to those of the lands, try it out this event. 

Black Velvet Band

Well, in a neat little town they call Belfast, 
apprentice to trade I was bound 
Many an hours sweet happiness, 
have I spent in that neat little town 
A sad misfortune came over me, 
which caused me to stray from the land 
Far away from my friends and relations, 
betrayed by the black velvet band 

Her eyes they shone like diamonds 
I thought her the queen of the land 
And her hair it hung over her shoulder
Tied up with a black velvet band 

I took a stroll down Broadway, 
meaning not long for to stay 
When who should I meet but this pretty fair maid 
comes a tripping along the highway 
She was both fair and handsome, 
her neck it was just like a swans 
And her hair it hung over her shoulder, 
tied up with a black velvet band 

Her eyes they shone like diamonds 
I thought her the queen of the land 
And her hair it hung over her shoulder
Tied up with a black velvet band 

I took a stroll with this pretty fair maid, 
and a gentleman passing us by 
Well I knew she meant the doing of him, 
by the look in her roguish black eye 
A gold watch she took from his pocket 
and placed it right in to my hand 
And the very first thing that I said 
was bad luck to the black velvet band 

Her eyes they shone like diamonds 
I thought her the queen of the land 
And her hair it hung over her shoulder
Tied up with a black velvet band 

Before the judge and the jury, 
next morning I had to appear 
The judge he says to me: 
"Young man, your case it is proven clear 
We'll give you seven years penal servitude, 
to be spent faraway from the land 
Far away from your friends and companions, 
betrayed by the black velvet band" 

Her eyes they shone like diamonds 
I thought her the queen of the land 
And her hair it hung over her shoulder
Tied up with a black velvet band 

So come all you jolly young fellows 
a warning take by me 
When you are out on the town me lads, 
beware of them pretty colleens 
For they feed you with strong drink, "Oh yeah", 
'til you are unable to stand
And the very next thing that you'll know 
is you've landed in Van Diemens Land 

Her eyes they shone like diamonds 
I thought her the queen of the land 
And her hair it hung over her shoulder
Tied up with a black velvet band

Hopefully I can hear more singing around those camp fires!

~The Bad Bard



What the Heck is That?
 - written by Affreya 

Recently, mines have been uncovered that contain precious gems. 

If you come across one of these mines, caves, or caverns, it may be 
possible for you to come across one of these gems. So if you do find 
something and want to be sure it’s valuable and not a worthless 
rock that just happens to be pretty, here are some easy and quick 
ways to identity if you have found a gem. 

If the thing you have found is easily malleable, as in bendable or 
shaped by hammering, it is likely a metallic ore. 

Gem stones have a crystalline structure. This means that it can be 
shaped, but only by cutting, fracturing, or abrasion. 

If you think you have a metal, take it to your friendly 
neighborhood Gray Wolf or another metal smith and they should 
tell you exactly what you have. 

If what you find is rough and sandy, do not identify it as a 
gemstone. If you believe that it may be special or valuable, take it 
to someone who can identity stones. 

You may have something that needs work to be worth something, 
but chances are that it is not a gem. 

Pearls are not gems. Why did you find a pearl in a cave? You may 
find a fossil on your subterranean voyages. They can be shinny and 
lustrous with enough work, and it may look rather pretty with 
attractive lines and colors, but it is not classified as a gem. 

This doesn’t mean that someone won’t pay you for it, or that it isn’t 
a neat thing to carry around as a keepsake. 

King Daffyd to Ascend the Throne

Nobles and gentles alike have cowered in fear as Narrdmyr crumbled 
around them, but the nobility of Novashan has held fast.  Now to 
our true king and the lasting blood of the Raven do we hold true!

Bend the knee and take the oath.  Daffyd is our King!

There has been no word from Blackshire since the Scotian assault to 
the east, with the Red Brothers to the south and the barbarians 
sacking Peth to the west.  Erin's seat of power stands totally deserted 
after the discovery that Foxcourt was a cursed and ghost-ridden ruin 
surrounded by bandit hobgoblins from the north.

Count Rosentrotter is likely to be named at the Winter Feast to be 
held at Crossroads as the new Lord Commander of Daffyd's army, 
almost unheard of since only a knight of t he Scepter has ever held 
the post prior.

Captain Maigan Hornswelter of Allowen reported from Tarn that 
the entirety of the former Narrdmyrian navy lay at the bottom of 
the bay of Tarn.  A dragon is rumored to rest now upon the ruins of 
the inner wards of the flooded and destroyed city.

Yet through our troubles, one beacon of light has continued to shine, 
as Prince Daffyd, the prince of the people, has walked among us as a 
disguise to serve us in our time of need, and fought alongside his own 
knights even as they fell to defend him.

The death of Sir Morus Lextant, master of the Raven knights, has 
weighed heavily on His Grace's fine countenance of late, and it is 
rumored he will name his new knight commander of the Thistle in 
his honor, one of his own, who has served alongside him, and gained 
experience from his own tutelage.

Some rumor that Sir Darkhan, previously offered command of the 
Order of the Arrow, will be instead offered this lofty and honored title 
but at press none would speak plainly or perhaps did not yet know 
the Prince's plans.

It is suspected, though, that in Drakensburg's absence, a new light is 
soon to rise over Novashan in the coming months before Winter falls.

Bandits

This past month, bandits, those unable to find new work in a 
neighboring town or village, took to the trail and began a campaign 
of desperation, attacking travelers on the road. 

Reports hold that at least three caravans were attacked, and in one 
case where a caravan was sent with a minimal guard, bandits were 
able to carry off crated foodstuffs bound for Gray Haven, hindering 
the reconstruction efforts there.

Of course, it’s always possible the food actually reached the very 
people it was intended for, but the Crown cannot abide this kind of 
lawless behavior without response. 

Guard captains from Wyndover to Allowen have placed their 
remaining guard at the ready, and travelers between cities and 
towns are urged to stay with the caravans, lest they fall victim to 
more organized, or more desperate vagabonds.

Guards Well Paid

Guards are presently sought for the new caravans scheduled to pass 
between Wyndover and Gray Haven, as the city rebuilds and begins 
to better resemble its former glory.

Scheduled routes will stop at Lenik, Brenn, Crossroads, Fort Sorvan 
and Allowen, before turning west to the Gray Haven.  Seek out 
Captain Topher Gelhardt, Master of the Gryphon Guard Mercenary 
Guild, in Wyndover.

Solsticeknight

You look tired.  Thinking of stirring up a little trouble this Hallow?

I'll be in the place where it began.



Please, someone help. 

My wife and I just resettled from the past siege by some Dark Horse 
fellows only be find ourselves being plagued by a beast. 

I am no mighty warrior, so when a swarm of armored fellows came 
passing through hewing down anyone that stood in their path, my 
wife and I ran and hid in the woods. 

Now that the battles have past, my wife and I found ourselves 
shaken up but alive. Getting back to our livelihood, we find 
ourselves assaulted all over again, this time by a menace of the 
woods. 

Over the course of this past fortnight, we’ve lost four sheep. They were 
torn apart and seemed like they were eaten. 

I beg you, someone, please help us. With the strange season last year 
our sheep were did foal any lambs, we will not survive the winter is 
our flock is lost.

Signed Amadeus Thatcher of Greenacre 

The Unlikely Evil
- Maxx Cryer

A bunch of skeletons, zombies, and other various undead were seen 
walking in front of a man sitting on a rock with very crude picket 
signs covered in unintelligible letters. 

They were heard chanting in rhythm to random beats. 

Dezil Beutte, a newly devoted necromancer, was seen head in hands 
sobbing and cursing all who could hear. “This is not at all what I 
asked for! We were supposed to raid! We were supposed to plunder! 
And then I told them to strike! How was I supposed to know they 
would take it literally?” 

At that moment, some local area knights came through and saw 
this commotion. Between fits of laughter they talked to one another 
and debated forcing Dezil to make a guild contract for them, 
benefits and all. 

Thinking better, they put him to death, and all the undead fell 
into a heap. Walking away, they had this to say, “Always 
remember to be smarter than everything you work with. It will save 
you quite a bit of hassle.” 

This reporter has never seen anything quite like this, but will 
continue to report on the local area news.

Jack of the Lantern

Jack was pursued by villagers from whom he had stolen, and when 
he fell into a ditch he was helped to his feet by a minion of Death, 
come to claim him. 

While some minions of Death were good and honorable, and gently 
informed their victims that their time had come, the more wicked 
were claimed by eager and devilish claimants, sent to torment them 
for their misdeeds before dragging their soul to the other world forever.

However, Jack was quick with a lie, and stalled his death by 
tempting a chance to bedevil the villagers chasing him. He proposed 
the minion of Death turn himself into a gold coin with which he 
would pay for all he had stolen. 

Later, when the coin disappeared, the villagers would fight over who 
had stolen it. Being the wicked hand of death, he turned himself 
into a gold coin and jumped into Jack’s purse at once, only to find 
himself trapped. 

Jack wrapped the purse strings tight, and the minion of Death was 
thwarted.

Jack was confronted by a demon who, witnessing to his amusement, 
offered to protect him with magic, so Death could never to take his 
soul. 

After a while though, old Jack died, as all living things must. 

The demon pounced at once, and claimed the soul as currency, and 
he would be wealthy for all the evil Jack had done with his life; but 
Death had a say in his fate as well, and having claimed him, paid 
the demon’s price to release him. 

Free but damned to a soulless, lifeless existence, Jack asked how he 
would see where to go, as he had no light to lead him into the spirit 
lands, and Death mockingly tossed him an ember of living flame, a 
fire that would never be extinguished. 

Then the demon grabbed up a turnip, Jack’s favorite food, carved his 
own horrid visage into it, and plucked the ember inside it.

Thus began Jack’s unending trek, endlessly wandering in the search 
for a resting place. Years later, the story almost forgotten, he became 
known as “Jack of the Lantern.” 

The light of Jack’s Lantern, it is said, defies both Death and 
negative planar powers, and as Jack is unable to pass into the 
realms of the dead, no creature born of death can cross a threshold 
washed in the light of the lantern. 

And so on the night of All Hallows, when the spirits of the next 
world draw closest to the veil between our world and their own, the 
light of many lanterns dot the countryside, in hopes of confusing the 
spirits, and keeping them at bay, for fear of crossing the real Jack’s 
light.



Crop Losses Feared

There has been an alarming rise in crop devouring bugs in the 
southern region of Novashan. While not yet enough to cause concern 
for immediate food supplies, local farmers worry about the effect 
they will have on winter stockpiles.

Stocks are sought immediately in Brenn, Crossroads, Allowen and 
South Bay, as the largest cities prepare to weather a hard winter.

Cinnamon & Honey - Curious & Helpful 
 - Orrin Sable

Believe it or not, Honey is the only food in all the land that will 
never spoil nor rot. It will occasionally do what some call "turning 
to sugar." In all actuality, honey is always honey. However, when 
left in a cool dark place for a long time it will do what alchemists 
have termed "crystallizing".

When this happens, simply loosen the lid, boil some water, and sit 
the honey container in the hot water, remove from the heat and let 
it liquefy. After this, it is then as good as it ever was.

You should never boil honey nor expose it to any magical apparatus. 
To do so will remove the faerie dust in the honey. In case you were 
wondering, that would be a bad thing.

Honey is produced in almost all of the Baronies of the Principality. 
Apothecaries, Alchemists, Herbalists, and even tribal shamans agree 
that honey is quite the miraculous remedy for all kinds of ailments.
Even though honey is sweet, if administered in the proper dosage as a 
medicinal, it does not harm those with sweetness sensitivities.

After studying ancient Elven texts from the far North, I was able to 
decipher a variety of conditions that can be cured by honey and 
cinnamon.

Make a paste of honey and cinnamon powder, apply on fresh bread, 
and eat it for breakfast. It is suggested that this will reduce the 
congestion of the vessels that carry blood and humors throughout the 
body.

For those who have previously suffered from an attack, doing this 
process daily may put a greater distance between them and their 
next. Regular use of the above process relieves loss of breath and 
strengthens the heartbeat.

In various villages, people have been treated successfully and have 
found that as you age, the vessels and veins lose their flexibility and 
get clogged; honey and cinnamon revitalize them and their 
elasticity.

 When taken daily, at sun’s rising and setting, one full cup of hot 
water with two spoons of honey and one small teaspoon of cinnamon 
powder, may greatly reduce pains in the joints and bones.

Within a week, out of the 200 villagers so treated, 73 were fully 
relieved of pain, and within a month, mostly all who could not 
walk or move about began walking without pain.

Drinking a flagon of lukewarm water mixed with two tablespoons 
of cinnamon powder and one teaspoon of honey will banish daemons 
from the bladder.

Two tablespoons of honey and three teaspoons of Cinnamon Powder 
mixed in a large tankard of tea water, was found to reduce the 
clogging of the blood by a tenth after two bells time.

 Those suffering from common or severe colds should take one 
tablespoon lukewarm honey with 1/4 spoon cinnamon powder daily 
for three or four days. This process will cure most chronic cough, cold, 
and clear up the sinuses.

Taking honey with powdered cinnamon cures aching stomach and 
relieves excess elemental air. Also, cinnamon powder sprinkled on 
two tablespoons of honey taken before eating relieves acidity and 
aids in the digesting of even the heaviest of meals.

Wanted
Scribes wanted. 

Can you write? Can you take notes?

Your skills are needed. There is much work to be done. You will gain 
access to a wealth of knowledge and aid in research. 

Seek out Symon at the Oasis in crossroads

Riddle

Why is a raven like a writing desk?

Because the pen is mightier than the sword.

Radveyn's Anagrams of the Month

Scorrasdso

yahrvaneg

korivresf

Answers next week! thank you for playing.



Burial of the Crossroads Guards. 
- Sophia Naliffs

Crossroads is always known to be a dangerous place, being as close to 
the town of heroes that it is. Yet the men and women who guard this 
town go into this duty with fierce determination. 

The families are the ones who have to suffer the agony of the 
unknown. Loved ones in the guard go missing on a regular basis, 
their bodies never recovered, never sought after, because it is 
dangerous to go hunting for things that killed your friends. 

Even full patrols of the Crossroads guard go missing on almost a 
monthly basis, most are never heard from again. This year, however, 
a different tale comes out of Crossroads. 

A tale of families finding out the fate of their loved ones. Most of 
those fates are grim, but the finality of it allows them to move on. 

To the brave heroes that retrieve our dead, we thank you. Our town 
continues forward in determination to keep this part of the world a 
little bit safer.

The Raven

Once upon a midnight dreary, while I pondered, weak and weary, 
Over many a quaint and curious volume of forgotten lore, 
While I nodded, nearly napping, suddenly there came a tapping, 
As of some one gently rapping, rapping at my chamber door. 
"'Tis some visitor," I muttered, "tapping at my chamber door- 
                Only this, and nothing more." 

Ah, distinctly I remember it was in the bleak December, 
And each separate dying ember wrought its ghost upon the floor. 
Eagerly I wished the morrow;- vainly I had sought to borrow 
From my books surcease of sorrow- sorrow for the lost Lenore- 
For the rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore- 
                Nameless here for evermore. 

And the silken, sad, uncertain rustling of each purple curtain 
Thrilled me- filled me with fantastic terrors never felt before; 
So that now, to still the beating of my heart, I stood repeating, 
"'Tis some visitor entreating entrance at my chamber door- 
Some late visitor entreating entrance at my chamber door;- 
                This it is, and nothing more." 

Presently my soul grew stronger; hesitating then no longer, 
"Sir," said I, "or Madam, truly your forgiveness I implore; 
But the fact is I was napping, and so gently you came rapping, 
And so faintly you came tapping, tapping at my chamber door, 
That I scarce was sure I heard you"- here I opened wide the door;- 
                Darkness there, and nothing more. 

Deep into that darkness peering, long I stood there wondering, 

fearing, 
Doubting, dreaming dreams no mortal ever dared to dream before; 
But the silence was unbroken, and the stillness gave no token, 
And the only word there spoken was the whispered word, "Lenore?" 
This I whispered, and an echo murmured back the word, "Lenore!"- 
                Merely this, and nothing more. 

Back into the chamber turning, all my soul within me burning, 
Soon again I heard a tapping somewhat louder than before. 
"Surely," said I, "surely that is something at my window lattice: 
Let me see, then, what thereat is, and this mystery explore- 
Let my heart be still a moment and this mystery explore;- 
                'Tis the wind and nothing more!" 

Open here I flung the shutter, when, with many a flirt and flutter, 
In there stepped a stately Raven of the saintly days of yore; 
Not the least obeisance made he; not a minute stopped or stayed he; 
But, with mien of lord or lady, perched above my chamber door- 
Perched upon a bust of Pallas just above my chamber door- 
                Perched, and sat, and nothing more. 

Then this ebony bird beguiling my sad fancy into smiling, 
By the grave and stern decorum of the countenance it wore. 
"Though thy crest be shorn and shaven, thou," I said, "art sure no 
craven, 

Ghastly grim and ancient Raven wandering from the Nightly 
shore- 

Tell me what thy lordly name is on the Night's Plutonian shore!" 
                Quoth the Raven, "Nevermore." 

Much I marvelled this ungainly fowl to hear discourse so plainly, 
Though its answer little meaning- little relevancy bore; 
For we cannot help agreeing that no living human being 
Ever yet was blessed with seeing bird above his chamber door- 
Bird or beast upon the sculptured bust above his chamber door, 
                With such name as "Nevermore." 

But the Raven, sitting lonely on the placid bust, spoke only 
That one word, as if his soul in that one word he did outpour. 
Nothing further then he uttered- not a feather then he fluttered- 
Till I scarcely more than muttered, "Other friends have flown before- 

On the morrow he will leave me, as my hopes have flown before." 
                Then the bird said, "Nevermore." 

Startled at the stillness broken by reply so aptly spoken, 
"Doubtless," said I, "what it utters is its only stock and store, 
Caught from some unhappy master whom unmerciful Disaster 
Followed fast and followed faster till his songs one burden bore- 
Till the dirges of his Hope that melancholy burden bore 

javascript:xtip(518)
javascript:xtip(418)
javascript:xtip(422)
javascript:xtip(145)
javascript:xtip(69)
javascript:xtip(387)
javascript:xtip(342)
javascript:xtip(376)


                Of 'Never- nevermore'." 

But the Raven still beguiling all my fancy into smiling, 
Straight I wheeled a cushioned seat in front of bird, and bust and 
door; 

Then upon the velvet sinking, I betook myself to linking 
Fancy unto fancy, thinking what this ominous bird of yore- 
What this grim, ungainly, ghastly, gaunt and ominous bird of yore 

                Meant in croaking "Nevermore." 

This I sat engaged in guessing, but no syllable expressing 
To the fowl whose fiery eyes now burned into my bosom's core; 
This and more I sat divining, with my head at ease reclining 
On the cushion's velvet lining that the lamp-light gloated o'er, 
But whose velvet violet lining with the lamp-light gloating o'er, 
                She shall press, ah, nevermore! 

Then methought the air grew denser, perfumed from an unseen 
censer 

Swung by Seraphim whose footfalls tinkled on the tufted floor. 
"Wretch," I cried, "thy God hath lent thee- by these angels he hath 
sent thee 

Respite- respite and nepenthe, from thy memories of Lenore! 
Quaff, oh quaff this kind nepenthe and forget this lost Lenore!" 
                Quoth the Raven, "Nevermore." 

"Prophet!" said I, "thing of evil! - prophet still, if bird or devil! - 
Whether Tempter sent, or whether tempest tossed thee here ashore, 
Desolate yet all undaunted, on this desert land enchanted- 
On this home by Horror haunted- tell me truly, I implore- 
Is there- is there balm in Gilead?- tell me- tell me, I implore!" 
                Quoth the Raven, "Nevermore." 

"Prophet!" said I, "thing of evil! - prophet still, if bird or devil! 
By that Heaven that bends above us- by that God we both adore- 
Tell this soul with sorrow laden if, within the distant Aidenn, 
It shall clasp a sainted maiden whom the angels name Lenore- 
Clasp a rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore." 
                Quoth the Raven, "Nevermore." 

"Be that word our sign in parting, bird or fiend," I shrieked, 
upstarting- 

"Get thee back into the tempest and the Night's Plutonian shore! 
Leave no black plume as a token of that lie thy soul hath spoken! 
Leave my loneliness unbroken!- quit the bust above my door! 
Take thy beak from out my heart, and take thy form from off my 
door!" 

                Quoth the Raven, "Nevermore." 

And the Raven, never flitting, still is sitting, still is sitting 
On the pallid bust of Pallas just above my chamber door; 
And his eyes have all the seeming of a demon's that is dreaming, 
And the lamp-light o'er him streaming throws his shadow on the 
floor; 

And my soul from out that shadow that lies floating on the floor 
                Shall be lifted- nevermore! 

Hagonic Returns

Small units of Stormchildren following of Hagonic, the self-styled 
Lord of Storms, have been sighted all over southwestern Novashan.  
Two hobgoblins claiming to be the Lord of Storms himself have been 
slain in skirmishes in Rosa Solari.

The barony Bellanmo continues to carefully guard its borders, from 
Gray Haven and along the river, preventing his forces from crossing 
the river as they did in years past.

Daffyd Sighted in Crossroads

Prince Daffyd prepares to celebrate his birthday next month. 

Rumor has it that His Highness spent much of this summer 
traveling incognito, as did his father on many occasions.  The soon-
to-be twelve year-old monarch has taken a greater interest in the 
study of governance, and the study of the guilds effect on commerce, 
much to the delight of his tutors.

Narrdmyr Decays

Reports of further conflict and trouble in the south of the Kingdom 
of Narrdmyr.  There rumors of the deaths of King Vallen II, and 
confirmed reports of the death of Prince Kenneth, his younger 
brother and leader of the Kingdom’s army.  

There have been talks of partisan fighting and limited rebellions in 
the baronies of Nuin Ash, Rhun, and even in haunted Foxcourt 
where the bulk of their seated nobility was slain or reported missing.

Woe in Scotia

Count Steven MacInnes of Mishanter has all but declared himself 
the de facto ruler of Scotia in the face of rumors Duke Gregor was 
slain by Tomar.  

Count Mishanter is believed recruiting allies from Peth and 
Bellanmo, although it is questionable how much help the 
northerners will be in a political feud in Scotia.   
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An Orc Above Most?

Last moon there were reports of a golem running amok in Tarridear.  
The creature was rumored to have been released by a group of 
mercenaries from Illverash, according to the reports of a small child 
who referred to the golem only as “daddy.”

The golem was apparently tasked with the protection of the boy, 
and went berserk when he was snatched away by uncertain 
travelers, pursuing them into Arakelin where he did damage to a 
number of shops and carts.

As the guards were scattered by the powerful creature, an orc 
bearing a shield painted with the colors of Arakelin emerged from 
one of the buildings and fired a bolt of magical energy into the 
golem's body, seriously damaging it.

The creature was driven off, and as the guards were in no condition 
to pursue it the orc set about quickly healing a number of them, 
and barking orders with all the skill and knowledge of an guard 
captain.

The orc insisted there was no alliance, and that he was merely 
“passing through,” but before he left he said that he would pass 
through again, and if small folk happened to leave things that he 
might need, food, clothes and provisions, he might leave coin as he 
passed.

The passing of this orc reminded many of the orc master Go'tahk'rah 
trained as shock troops by the Tomarrans during their first invasion 
ten years before.  Where the orc may have traveled is unknown, but 
the guards, saved by the powerful shaman, were unwilling to 
pursue as an enemy someone who had just treated them as a friend.

When questioned on the subject of orcs and the king's law, one of the 
guards snapped, “What law?  The king is dead, and so is his 
kingdom.  We are Tarridear now.”  The guard's name remains 
unknown, and  many of his fellows nodded their agreement.  
Another unnamed guard added, “My knee bends for Daffyd, now.”

Hobgoblins Sighted

Many sightings of goblins and hobgoblins between Ilvaresh, Brenn, 
and Crossroads, moving in bands of five to fifteen.  A bounty has 
been offered for proof of their death.  A bonus is offered for live 
capture of prisoners for interrogation.

Seek the Sheriff of Brenn, Squire Drayven Westwind, for payment.

Strange Undead Creatures

Fears that Lukas Draxx have returned surfaced in Allowen and 
further north, as fast-moving zombies and ghouls appeared several 
times upon the trails, moving south toward Sorvan and Illverash.

The undead were strangely misshapen, with limbs in wrong places 
and a strange pall of energy about them, but seemed intelligent in 
their behaviors, marking them as very powerful creatures indeed.

While they left a swath of bodies in their path when challenged, a 
small child was left nearly unscathed even though the creatures 
struck her several times.  

There is no answer why these creatures ripped through armor like 
parchment, but were unable to do more than scratch the skin of the 
small girl, who was returned to her family after investigation by a 
responding healer.

“It may be,” claimed Brother Bennett, Hand of the Berrethian 
Order,” that the child bore some protection or enchantment even they 
were unaware of, or it may be that these creatures were simply 
ordered not to harm a child.”

When asked what precautions townspeople might take, he added 
only, “At this time, it is difficult to say.  There is just too much we 
do not see.”  The healer returned, reportedly, to Brenn to report to his 
masters and the Lord of Brenn.



Quill OOC Section

Game Mechanics Reminder 

Reminder from the GM that the damage call of "Level" is a number 
equal to the level of the character being struck. 

So a level 1 character takes 1 damage, and a level 10 character takes 
10 damage.

Office of the Playmaster

There are no running play tests.

There are no errata adjustments to currently established rules.

Office of the Gamemaster

Thank you, from the GM.

 I'd like to thank all of the members whom have made the last three 
years fun for me, and fun for the other players. It has been rough at 
times, but the game continues to learn from its mistakes, and 
improve through sheer determination and ability of you, the 
players. 

I would like to especially thank DW and Laura, whom have gone 
above and beyond to make this job easier on me, and my many 
theme and plot writers, whom have done the difficult task of 
entertaining over one hundred people at most events of the last three 
years. 

I have joked with many of you that I'm going to seek this job again 
in 2020. I am disappointed in my friends whom have failed to tell 
me I'd have to be crazy to return for a fourth term as GM. 

I am disturbed by the people that know me so well they haven't 
blinked and wondered whether I'm actually joking. I guess we'll 
find out in the summer of 2019. Until then, it has been an honor and 
a pleasure to be your Gamemaster. 

Craig Jarvis, 10/11/2013

It Came from the Web

Recent Contacts

Josh (10/10/13) - "In case you happen to be on holiday in Japan on 
October 22nd, you might [check out (sic)] the 'Festival of Ages' 
(Jidai Matsuri)."

Haden (10/9/13) - "I can't hear anything over the sound of how 
awesome this article is!"

Kendra (10/4/13) - "Need to post you a bit of observation, and to say 
thanks.  Great way to be certain that some people with similar 
passion like my very own will understand a little more about 
roleplay. Certainly there are many more fun periods ahead for 
individuals that discover your website."

Mark (10/1/13) - "You manage to bring some really decent work... 
and you also continue to post great work on your blog."

Bridget (9/21/13) - "I was a loooooong time pen and paper gamer, 
and if I had a gaming group I would still be one. I recall drawing 
numerous maps of places and worlds for role playing games."

Website QA

Mary (10/9/13) asked - "I was curious, do you have rules about drugs 
or alcohol on your property?  Not medications, but illegal drugs.  
Running a game and want to avoid offending others and stay away 
from back and forth gossip.  Thanks."

Answer: We are obligated with regard to illegal drugs to follow 
mundane law, and we have a strict policy that discourages alcohol 
on our property, called the "8 Hours Bottle to Blade" rule.  We 
recently changed our policy page to more easily identify these 
important rules.  Read it at http://www.kanar.org/downloads/

Pletcher (10/10/13) observed we didn't have any posted rules for 
firepits and camping areas, adding - "The best advice is to set up 
your cooking area as far away from your tent as possible to avoid 
any hazards and keep such things as lighter fluid away and in 
return, a bucket of water right next to you."


