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The Hunt
It was Shryber Farms and the time was approaching three hours past midnight. Galynn, Hatch, Moloch
and I sat around at the closed Wining Spirit Tavern. They
had their drinks and were talking while I was shrouded in
my family robes to keep warm from the chill of the icy
wind. With a blink of an eye, four of my fellow Dark
Elves entered the tavern, sat down, and ordered drinks.
Quickly, they turned Galynn’s once idle chitchat into
more serious conversation and questioning. I noticed that
the leader of the small group had a lot of knowledge
stored inside him.
Then, as quickly as the came, the leader, with a
sharp whistle, rushed his fellow brothers and sister out of
the tavern. I chased after them only to be the witness of a
lone skeleton strolling down the path from the blacksmith
shop. I alerted the rest, who must have made quick work
of him. I ran back inside to grab my weapon and chase
after my fellow brothers and sisters to at least bid them a
fond farewell. Then, it began.
I quickly lost sight of the dark elves, so I wandered down the road towards Imoloch’s Gate, figuring
they had headed back to their camp. My Elven ears
quickly picked up the sound of footsteps and heavy armor
clanking towards me, so I jumped into the brush on the
side of the road. The group of about six of them began
walking past. (It’s lucky for them that I couldn’t see their
faces.) Then, in the blue of the night’s sky they stopped.
The ear of the one in the middle flickered a bit and he
headed straight towards me. He pointed his weapon
through the brush and right then I took off. Luckily, they
were very slow. I quickly escaped them. In fear that the
others at the camp were in danger, I headed towards the
camp.
When I arrived, the one thing that Aktorn and I
had often spoke of when at his tavern finally happened.
Everything was quiet in the Wining Spirit, the lights,
strangely, were all blown out and there wasn’t a soul
there. I waited a bit and then strolled out into the field in
front of the tavern. To my shock, I heard the horrific
whispers of creatures saying, “There he is, get him”. It
sent a cold chill down my Elven spine as I darted back off
into the woods to lose them once again.

At the next encounter, I caught a good look of
what they looked like. They were tall and slim with cold
eyes and very pale skin. I thought they were some sort of
“elf” but I wasn’t sure. An hour seemed to pass with them
chasing me around the camp when, finally, some of the
townsfolk awoke. Lilly, Galynn, Hatch, and Moloch
came to my aid, but sadly, only our hardest blows affected them.
Suddenly, out of nowhere, my Dark Elven
friends had came to help finish the job. They struck down
the pale beings in a few blows and no time at all. After
the battle, we regrouped at the tavern. We learned, to my
dismay, that those “things” had been following the Dark
Elves for quite some time. The leader of the group said
that they were some sort of alchemical experiment gone
wrong and they call them “Dire Elves.” That was the only
information he had to offer about the creatures at that
time. I, however, think I have also discovered something
about them. It turns out that before they attack, whether
during the day or at night, a skeleton appears ahead of
them, sort of like a scout.
Any and all information about these creatures
will surely be appreciated. Just look for Lieutenant Sith
Rainstrom of Lord Vorkarian’s Town Watch. I’m not
hard to find, unless I don’t want to be found. Valuable
information about these creatures will be rewarded.
Immortalitas Deprecor Ab Caedes et Nox Noctis adfluo et simper

-Sith Rainstrom

Loyal and Brave Townsfolk,
I recently received a letter from my old friend Lord
Renwar of Elmerton. Elmerton is a secluded town on the
eastern edge of the Fiddlehead Hills, and, in his letter,
the Lord invites myself and all of you to celebrate the
annual Fiddlehead Harvest Festival! This festival is an
event that should not be missed!
I encourage all of you to join me on this vacation
from Shryber Farms. You will not be disappointed.
Heading Out in One Week,
-Lord Vorkarian
P.S. Lord Renwar’s letter can be read in full on page 3.
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A Word Of Thanks
First and foremost, I would like to thank everyone who attended my wedding. I hope everyone enjoyed themselves. A
special thanks goes out to Galynn for stepping up to be the minister, and to Lord Vorkarian for his generous wedding present (which allowed me to stand up to my accusers for slightly longer than I rightfully should have.) I would also like to
take this time to formally apologize to a few people. First off, my lovely bride's ex-boyfriend. I would like to think, if we
were in opposite situations, I would have done nothing different. I'd also like to apologize to Sass. I have done some
things in my life I'm not proud of, I've hurt many people and I'd like to say, “I'm sorry.”
Now that the formalities are over with, I'd
like to say that I am
overjoyed to be married to my wife Igna.
Things at the castle are
well. My training toward becoming a
Knight in House Irune
is showing improvement daily.
I hope to see you all
again, as I will be taking holidays from the
castle to stay in the
town proper once
again. Hopefully, this
time, I'll have the
money to afford a
slightly more comfortable place to sleep. It
looks like my free time
is over with. I suppose
it's time to say goodbye to Hatch, (who I
thank greatly for writing this) and continue
with my studies.

Until we talk again,
-Sir Imoloch of
Fae House Irune
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Gilbert’s Guide to the Planes
They say that prison is an excellent place to write a
novel. That may well be, but it is a dismal place to
write the most popular interdimensional travel column on this plane and at least four or five others.
Pardon my down-in-the-dumpsness… it is your friend
turned political prisoner, Gilbert. I spend my days
locked in a soggy cell, which would normally be a
fairly nice place to live, but seeing as I’m kept in by
shackles, with axe wielding guards outside, it’s not
nearly as comfortable. I’m here in Rivia, which is
really a beautiful Plane… full of rivers, estuaries
and legally protected wetlands. Rivian resorts are
known the Dabbleverse over for their prompt service, stunning views, and brutally efficient security.
Here in the Penal Colony at Brook Falls, I have a
nearly unobstructed view of the shimmering capitol
city of Gorlax’s Ford. Unobstructed, except for
the thick prison bars, that is. The Ford is a city of
canals, with strange little boatmen ferrying all
sorts of amphibious creatures about. Another landmark is the Floating Library of Rivia, where I did
most of my research when trying to track down an
Astral Vice for my good friends on the world of
Magesta.
Two other things of note: Rivia’s chief export is Riverfish Eggs, considered to be a delicacy on many
planes, and of course, the ever vigilant Rivian Border Patrol, whose ability to capture planeshoppers
is superceded only by their ability to keep them
locked up and deprived of spells.
I hope that Reek, my stinky little Zohman apprentice Hopper, helped you folks close those terrible portals at Shryber Farms, and that he fulfills
his promise to me of taking up a collection to raise
enough money to bail me out of the Brookfalls Penal Colony for Naughty Hoppers.
That’s all for now, so until I’m released…
Have dreams made of Riverfish Egg Ice-cream, and
wishes made of freedom.

In-Game Traveling
During the time between events (and certainly if a player
character does not attend one or more events) your character does not
cease to exist: he or she is simply somewhere else. In many cases, you
may not want to do anything with that time, but you do have the option of having your character travel to a different location in the World
of Magesta.
Now, if you don’t tell the staff of Magestry that you are going to
travel somewhere, you can still role-play in -game that you had, but
you will not gain any knowledge of the happenings there (outside of
what everyone else knows via the newsletter or whatever). However,
if you do tell us that you intend to travel, you will receive a written
report from us at the beginning of next event. To be eligible to receive
a report, you must submit your travel plans at least one week before
the event that you want it for, and you must pay the in-game travel
cost for your trip (round trip). See “Chapter 13: The World of
Magesta” in the Player’s Rulebook for maps and travel costs.
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Dearest Lord Vorkarian,
I have not seen you in such a long
time, my old friend! The last I heard,
you were rebuilding Hanisville, and I
hope all goes well with your property.
There is much we need to discuss, and
I would like to invite you to attend
the Fiddlehead Harvest Festival this
month. We’ll have games, merchants,
competitions, a little gambling…
something for everyone. Please, invite
all of your townsfolk (who’s tales of
bravery and mystery I have caught
word of even here) along for the fun
and fellowship!
I truly hope to see you soon,
Lord Renwar of Elmerton

From the Incarnation of Devastation’s
Cookbook:
Devastation Apple Muffins
1 1/2 c. all-purpose flour
1/2 c. instant nonfat dry milk
1/2 c. granulated sugar
2 tsp. baking powder
1 tsp. DEVASTATION*
1/2 tsp. Salt
1 egg
1 c. water
1/4 c. butter, melted
1 c. peeled apples, chopped
1/3 c. nuts, chopped
1/4 pkg. brown sugar
Combine dry ingredients and 1/2 teaspoon of DEVASTATION*. Beat eggs then add water; stir in apples and butter.
Combine nuts and brown sugar, add the other 1/2 teaspoon
of DEVASTATION*. Pour first mixture in greased muffin
pan. Sprinkle second mixture over ingredients in muffin
pan. Bake 20 minutes at 375 degrees. Throw at Haku
Steelwind and watch him run away like a little bitch.
Cackle. Or, you know… eat ‘em. They ARE pretty delicious… DEVASTATINGLY delicious!
*Devastation can be replaced by cinnamon if necessary.
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Magestry’s Next Event is September
19-21 At Chesterfield Scout
Reservation in Chesterfield, MA
The cost is $50 for PCs ($45 if you send us payment and registration by September 12) and $10 for NPCs (Free if you register by September 12). Email us your character updates and histories if you haven't already (PDabbleGames@aol.com). The
more time we have to work with what you give us, the better
we can make the game for your character.
There will be two or three large cabins for players to sleep in
and one for NPCs. Camping will be allowed if you wish. You
will be responsible for setting up your area to your liking (and
we will award Brownie Points for great-looking cabins). There
will be snacks available but no full meals will be served, so
bring some food!
Remember, we’re still awarding 50 Brownie Points (10 skill
points) to all new players and the players who brought them, so
bring your friends. (Just be sure that they know the rules!)
See you at the event!

Registration Forms, Waivers, Medical Forms, and a
free downloadable copy of the Player’s Rulebook
can be found at Magestry.com
-Make checks payable to “Paul Dabkowski”

Directions to Chesterfield Scout Reservation, Sugar Hill Road,
Chesterfield, MA:
From Interstate 91: Take I-91 to Exit 19 in M assachusetts
(Northampton/Amherst exit). Get on Route 9 West and go (through
Northampton) for about 8 miles. In Williamsburg, turn left onto Route
143. In 4.1 miles, the camp road will be on your right. Drive up that
road and park in the large dirt lot that will come shortly up on your
right (after the Camp Office driveway).

Magestry 2003 Event Schedule
September 19-21
October 17-19
November 14-16
*2004 Dates will be announced soon.
**We have hard copies of the rulebook available and we will
be selling them at the September 19-21 event for $10; or, you
can have them shipped to you by sending a $15 check (payable
to “Paul Dabkowski”) to our PO Box.
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