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To All in Elmerton: 
     By now you are aware that the being known as the Incarnation 
of Devastation has made it his purpose to remove many other incarna-
tions from their positions and supplant them with his own twisted 
hand-picked replacements. You would also certainly be safe in assum-
ing that he and Vorkarian, the Incarnation of Death, have never got-
ten along. For some months, Devastation has intended to destroy 
Death along with all of his agents. To replace Vorkarian, he’s chosen 
the dreaded Wolf Lord. 
     This came to my realization in the autumn of last year when an 
attempt was made on my existence by a pack of werewolves sent by 
the Wolf Lord himself. He had imbued his fiends with the unnatural 
ability that allowed them to harm my intangible form. You of Elmerton 
helped me then, and I ask for your able assistance once more. 
     I am glad to report no immediate threat in this situation; in 
fact, Devastation will continue to find it difficult to get the better of 
Vorkarian for quite some time; however, Death’s Realm has been in-
vaded and is now under the Wolf Lord’s control. This simply means 
that Vorkarian and we agents of Vorkarian must find alternative spaces 
in which to create temporary realms so that we may continue to cate-
gorize Magesta’s spirits as normal. 
     For my sub-realm, I have chosen a place within my home in the 
Spirit Realm. To properly configure this place so that it is able to 
accept the spirits of Magestans, I require the presence of living in-
habitants of this world. That is where you come in. 
     You need not worry, for though much of the Spirit Realm is 
within the Wolf Lord’s control, my home is far within the boundary of 
the dominion of Syrtarius, our friend and rightful Keeper of the Spirit 
Realm. When he separated the Spirit Realm from its overlap with your 
town before this long winter began, you of Elmerton promised to help 
him regain control of the entire Realm in whatever way you could. 
Consider this errand a great help to him as well as to yourselves, for 
if it is not done properly, the Wolf Lord will certainly sit in Vork-
arian’s seat, and you will soon find yourselves before him. Every spirit 
he sees, will make him more powerful, willingly or unwilling.  
     With your help, we can create a haven for at least the spirits of 
your town. There is already one among you who gives the Wolf Lord 
great strength; we can spare no more. 
     I will appear at the Wining Spirit Tavern in Elmerton before the 
moon is new. This time, however, I will follow the wolves there. 
 

    ~Wurmgul Newlmire 

Elemental War Freezes in its Tracks! 
     The war between the elements, which has been raging since the begin-

ning of time, manifested itself in Magesta a relatively short time ago. After 
what seemed like ages of fighting and destruction, the war has finally come to 
its shocking conclusion. Our readers might remember the hundreds of elemen-
tal gateways that were erected all over the world that helped to prolong and 
preserve the war efforts. These gateways changed the very structure of 
nature around them and caused anyone who went near them to change in 
behavior and even in thought.  To quote one of our own reporters,  Finnegan 
Longwinter: “...wherever the gateways show up, they seem to alter the entire 
area around them.  Forests have inexplicably caught fire, lakes and rivers 
have flooded, earthquakes have collapsed houses, acid flows have ruined 
crops, and hurricanes have blown down many structures.”   
     However, there is good news.  All over Aszuron, groups of townsfolk, 

and the Portal Authority in conjunction with a group of beings that call 
themselves “Elemental Walkers” have been successful in rending and thusly, 
shutting down many of these portals.  It was the small town of Elmerton 
that first gave the world the solution to ending this dirty war. With a pres-
ence of mind and a nobility of spirit that is rarely seen in the world today, 
those same citizens shared the information they had gleaned with the rest of 
the world. The Magestic Messenger interviewed one eyewitness to the first 
rending in Elmerton: 
     “Well, like any war, it's sometimes necessary to stoke the fires before 

you can smother the flames.  That's what had to happen here as well. The 
Elemental Walkers gathered the entire town around the portal and told them 
to be ready to fight for their lives once the portal was broken. They were told 
that they would have to fight elementals as well as the Walkers themselves 
in order to destroy the gateway completely. A hush fell over the town as the 
Walkers positioned themselves around the portal, lining themselves up with 
their own element and directly across from their opposing element.  Starting 
with Earth and ending with Fire, the Walkers shattered their respective poles 
and tore them from the ground. When the last pole was displaced, waves of 
elementals poured from the place where the gateway had stood.  The brave 
townsfolk of Elmerton fought valiantly against the elementals and the 
Walkers.  It was a brutal fight, and long, but the townsfolk eventually won 
out.” 
     After the fighting dissolved, it was clear what had to be done.  They 

shared what information they could with the local authorities and hoped that 
other towns would be able to successfully shut down the other gateways 
around the world.   
     It seems as though these battles have had even more far-reaching effects.  

The elemental plane of Earth, once thought to be on the verge of melding 
with Magesta, seems to have been pushed back far enough from our own 
plane to be worrisome no longer.  The Magestic Messenger tried to find an 
explanation of this extraordinary phenomenon from top officials at Concori 
Magesti, however, they offered no comment.   
     In any case, it seems that the winds have changed and the tides have 

turned in this battle of the elements.  The war is over, for now.  Breathe easy, 
readers. 
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Gilbert’s Guide to the Planes 
 
Our beloved Traveler Scholar Gilbert has 
been unable to keep up with his column writ-
ing duties for the Messenger, and so we 
bring you a sampling from the Best of Gil-
bert’s Guide to the Planes! 
 
Greetings to all, be you Hopper or fettered 
to the boundaries of your respective Plane 
– It is I, Gilbert, here to deliver yet another 
installment in everyone’s favorite travel 
journal: Gilbert’s Guide to the Planes!  This 
cycle, I shall be focusing on an exception-
ally mysterious realm here in the Dab-
bleverse.  I stumbled upon it quite by acci-
dent, and while it is not unique, it is notable 
enough for me to prattle on about it until I 
meet my ‘paid by the letter’ quota.   
 
I was traveling to Karkellus, a temperate 
Plane full of small aboriginal tripeds, when 
I was captured by a hyperdimensional cur-
rent.  Usually I am able to account for such 
disturbances and can adjust my course ac-
cordingly, but this particular disturbance 
was as yet unrecorded and so I was pulled 
away from my intended destination. 
 
I arrived instead on a vast plain, orange 
grass waving in a hot breeze.  I knew at once I 
had not made it to where I intended because 
a binary sun hung in the heavens, and the 
light spilling upon the land began to dry my 
flippers.  Despite my physical discomfort, as 
an interdimensional explorer I felt obli-
gated to have at least a cursory poke 
around to see what I could see.  In the dis-
tance I spied several black mounds, tiny like 
pebbles against the brutally horizontal ho-
rizon.  Having spent my power for the day, I 
walked instead of hopping.   
 
After an hour of travel I began to realize 
the immensity of the objects that lay ahead 
of me.  Only one grew to meet me as I walked, 
and that one only by a fraction.  The other 
curious dots remained the same size.  Press-
ing on, I clutched my components and pre-
pared myself for whatever might come.  As I 
finally came upon the object, it loomed hun-
dreds of feet over my head, perfectly 
square and totally inexplicable.  It took me 
the rest of the day and into the evening to 
make a full circuit around it.  Outside, the 
remnants of building foundations were 
placed haphazardly across the landscape.   

 

 On the third wall of the cube I noted a door, 
so once I made my complete circuit, I returned 
to where it opened.  Stalwartly, I entered the 
monumental structure, finding nothing but a 
dark hallway.  I though to myself, “I certainly 
hope I can find something interesting in here.”  
And just like that, a faint glowing line trav-
eled away from me and down the hall.   

 

 Now, a more craven being might smell a trap 
at this point, but I am no coward.  I pressed 
forth, confident in my ability to defend myself 
against anything that I might encounter.  In 
retrospect, I should have been a little more 
wary, given the technological precision in-
volved in a structure such as this, but as I am 
still here, I’ll shall stick to my flippers and 
maintain I made the proper decision.   

 

 The light led me to a vast chamber, filled with 
an eerie humming.  In the middle, several hun-
dred feet away, was a dome of energy contain-
ing several statues.  As I drew closer, I real-
ized that the statues were incredibly lifelike, 
and in fact may not have been statues at all.  
The beings inside were gaunt, tall and grim 
looking.  Two looked like they were in the 
midst of a struggle and one was shielding its 
eyes from the light emanating from a tall, thin 
staff in the middle of the energy field.  All 
were frozen stiff.   

 

 As an experiment, I tossed a piece of stone I 
had amongst my possessions into  the field.  It 
traveled in about three feet, and stopped 
dead in the air.  The field began to crackle sin-
isterly, and I took the opportunity to make my 
retreat.  I thought about the exit, and the 
light led me outside.  

 

 After a balmy night’s sleep, I made my prepara-
tions to leave.  I was excited – I had neither 
heard nor seen anything about this place.  I 
may have discovered an entirely new realm.  In 
my own head, I called it Gilbertia, but decided I 
would likely have to make a more profes-
sional name.  Upon consultation with some of 
my fellow hoppers, it was determined that I 
had indeed discovered a new realm!  

 

Unfortunately, upon trying to return to this 
place, the disturbance that had led me astray 
had gone, making it impossible to find again.  
Most of my Hopper colleagues smiled and 
nodded at me, thinking I had made it up for at-
tention.  But friends and readers, I assure you 
I did not.  Someday, I’ll return to that place, 
and Gilbertia’s secrets will be explored by 
hoppers from across the Dabbleverse.  Until 
then, I wish you the very best in your endeav-
ors and may the dreams of the Planes guide 
you!  



P a g e  3  M a g e s t i c  M e s s e n g e r  

 A New Breed of Trouble?  
 The hunt had been going well at first. The three 
of us stalked through the woods as the sun was starting 
to set. There were two of them, but we had numbers and 
preparation. My companions had thought that the 
wolves had grown tired, and simply decided to confront 
us. I wasn't quite so naïve – I thought they were simply 
looking for a fight, and had become weary of toying with 
us. I threw a hale of magical silver overhead, interrupting 
their howls, as Felya and Tammon enchanted their blades. 
Tammon's ax bit deep into the black wolf's side, as the 
white one slowly backed away, and continued to howl. 
 Felya went to aid Tammon against the black one, 
but I knew what was happening: the white one was calling 
more of their kind. I engaged it, but it was too late. I 
could hear the howls from afar, and a thrashing through 
the woods. Felya slid her rapier into the black wolf, and it 
fell. We had to finish the other off as quickly as possible – 
I could hear at least three others coming. Felya shot me a 
glance, and I could tell she was worried. 
 Darkness fell. I tossed a couple of fireballs at the 
four new wolves who strode towards the group. The 
wolves didn't even flinch. They just kept coming. One 
leapt into the air and fell upon Tammon. Felya ran to 
him, but it was too late, the other three had thrown 
themselves between us, and Tammon was down and 
gone...we knew it even before we watched the wolf tear 
his throat out. 
 The three of them circled Felya and I. 
 I should not have survived. Felya did not return 
from her death. Most of these wolves were unaffected by 
any of the Magestry spells I cast at them. Their claws 
tore deeper than my flesh...they  mangled my very being. 
One of the wolves...the one who “spared” me, was not even 
affected by our silver weapons. We had nothing that 
could affect him. He was a sickly, mangy werewolf – grey 
and cold like the autumn. My limbs were broken, and I 
was bleeding from everywhere. He licked at my wounds, 
and each of them started to close – the bleeding stopping, 
though his tongue burned. He infected me with his disease. 
 This was not an isolated incident. These attacks 
have happened to our entire sect, all over Aszuron. We 
are lead on a hunt and then, seemingly from nowhere, 
wolves who are only affected by silver, and are much, 
much stronger than normal werewolves ambush the party 
and intentionally infect one or more of us.. We have lost 
so many of our number to these new creatures. If anyone 
has any information, please contact one of our sect. We 
are doing everything in our power to stop this new men-
ace. 
   - Purifier Volap Darystikker 

Official Proclamation from the  
Regency of Swardia 

 
      Let it be known henceforth that Re-
gent Arthald Farear, beloved ruler of 
Swardia, is making his final journey to 
Holy City of Quilagua in order that he 
might ease his physical torment and put his 
spirit to rest at the feet of his Lord and 
Master, Rael. This journey marks the end 
of his 57 year reign- the longest and most 
peaceful in Swardian history. His passing 
to the Holy City will be attended by his 
personal entourage, including 4 of his sons, 
3 of his daughters, and a company of rep-
resentatives from the Order of the Silent 
Tongue. Also attending to his passing are 
several thousand of the Swardian laymen 
who wish to make the pilgrimage to the 
Holy City alongside their beloved ruler 
who they've nicknamed Regent Pappy. 
     As is custom in Swardia, Regent Ar-
thald's successor will be chosen by the 
Council of Light and the Voice of Rael 
on the day of his final passing.   
 
     -Steward to the Regency of  
       Swardia, Mithraynn Brewel 

Your insincere retraction... 
     I have stewed in my loathing for you for long enough. 
Now you dare to go silent? Your paltry excuses for your 
actions have driven me to seek retribution. There must be 
some that know of your identity; let them bring this with 
proof to me on the last Saturday Night in the month of 
Marchestry by the Shrine at the Waterfall in Elmerton, 
Midnight. Or, come yourself, you low dog. Gawkers are 
not welcome. Come with information and you shall be re-
warded. Come with games and you shall die. 
     Sincerely,  
         An Admirer 



Tuesdays with Devastation 
Spring found us traveling through Keillorn, leaving in our path a 

wake of destruction that could never be forgiven or even accounted for.  
Devastation reveled in it, gleefully pointing at farm animals and watch-
ing them run into barns until they bludgeoned themselves to death, pit-
ting father against son in savage battles to the death, and countless other 
atrocities.  As twilight rose from the ashes of the day, I built a fire, re-
senting my master because he had ordered me to do it.  I stared at him 
balefully when he asked, because not 20 minutes prior to the request he 
was setting an entire tavern on fire with his magic.   

But I said nothing, mostly to avoid the violent repercussions of 
what he called ‘sass talk.’ Having laid the fire, he joined me by flopping 
against a vaguely chair shaped rock. Lighting his pipe, he puffed and 
smiled, then proceeded to light the firelay with a snap of his fingers.  I 
rolled my eyes a fraction of an inch. 

Of course he’d caught it.  He caught everything.  For all of his will-
ful ignorance and seeming inability to comprehend even the most basic 
emotions, he had an uncanny ability to know everything that was going 
on around him.  He spoke in an even tone, unusual for him and said, 
“you’re wondering what made me the way I am.  Right?” 

I nodded looking down and away from him.  He chuckled. “ Let me 
tell you a story…” He paused for a good five minutes while I sat wait-
ing.  When I looked up, he shook his head, somewhat frustrated.  
“Telling Stories is For LOOSERs!  I’ve Got A Better ideeea!”  

At first I didn’t know what he was playing at, but then all of a sud-
den my mind was flooded with the most vivid memory I’d ever experi-
enced.  My happiest day, my deepest low, these all seemed like scuff 
marks on the surface of the memory I now held in my head.  Everything 
was so bright, the lines were so sharp – I couldn’t hold it in.   

An indeterminate amount of time later, I woke up, feeling fuzzy 
headed.  Devastation leaned over me, nodding.  “Your consciousness 
Expanded just a tiny bit.  It’s a little disorienting.” 

I asked how long I’d been asleep. 
He said, “Only a week or two.” 
I blinked.  A week or two!?!  I explained to him that this was an 

extremely long time to be asleep.    
He only shrugged and said, “Enlightenment doesn’t conform to 

your mortal timetables, Jezebel.  Deal!” 
I’ll relate the story he placed in my brain, though I have difficulty 

articulating it.  Forgive me my shortcomings. 
The sun rose over a small schoolhouse and children were at play.  

Tiny Devastation was stomping around, hands curled into claws, chasing 
a baby kitten around the play yard. The schoolmarm clapped her hands, 
and all the children gathered together.  ‘Children!” she cried, “It’s time 
to play Knights and Dragons!” 

Everyone gathered around in a circle and the teacher sighed a little 
bit. “Today, it’s Kelvek’s turn to choose who plays The knight, the 
Dragon, and the Peasants.” 

A little boy (presumably Kelvek) smiled but then suddenly his eyes 
glassed over and he said, “I defer my turn to Devastation…”  his head 
cocked to one side and he began to drool a little bit.   

Devastation exclaimed, “Awesome Sauce!  Now, for the choooos-
ing…” 

One boy who was obviously a goody-two-shoes and the teachers 
pet said, “Well, I believe that I’m the obvious choice to play the role of 
the White Knight of Justice, I mean, I’m wearing my white tights and I 
already have the play sword and –”   

He was cut off abruptly. “BORING!”  Devastation waved his finger 
around the group, finally settling on a tall angry looking boy.  “I think 
Hormad the Blackhearted will play the White Knight of Justice today.” 

Hormad smiled wide, revealing poorly kept teeth.  Devastation 
wheeled around to the Goody boy.  “Goody boy, I think you’re going to 
be the pretty princess today.” 

“B-but, that’s not one of the choices.” 

“Too bad.” 
Devastation assigned the role of dragon to the slowest and fattest 

boy (named Wendell) and sat cross-legged, laughing as Hormad beat 
Wendell unconscious with a stick and ordered the children playing 
peasants to pay him homage. The Teacher’s pet sat in a makeshift 
dress on top of a rock, unrescued.  As the day ended, the children 
packed their things and got ready to go home.  Devastation leapt up in 
the air and said, “Mamma! I got to pick again today!” 

His mother, dressed entirely in black, smiled and said, “I bet you 
did, you little scamp.”  She pulled an orange out of her pocket, peel-
ing it up.  “Who wants orange slices?” 

The other children reluctantly accepted their orangey snacks, 
wincing as they approached Devastation.  He only grinned at them 
and said, “See you all tomorrow.  I’m going to Knight Practice now!”  
Pulling on his shin guards, he followed the tall, dark woman down the 
road.   

 
I don’t know if this is a true story.  I doubt it is.  I think he 

showed me this, all of this… to hurt me.  He widened my mind to 
make me understand the depth of his poison.  And I cannot escape.  
Hopefully this chronicle finds eyes that can use it to put an end to all 
of this. 

 I realize, having written this, that I will be punished.   
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Evidence found following loss of  
Diplomatic Envoy Orctober 2005 

 

 Following intensive investigation of the crime 
scene, clues leading to a nearby cave brought search-
ers to the body of Hieder Tidebaum. It appears that 
following the incident, he dragged himself to the 
place after his injuries left him unable to walk. It ap-
pears that he spent several days in the cave. The evi-
dence of treachery was written in the victim’s blood 
and scratched in with his blade, “Dressed Irvanshire 
but mark of Tohmshire.” Followed by two wavy 
lines. 

 Experts speculate that during the battle, which 
left no other known witnesses, Mr. Tidebaum saw 
some mark on one of the attackers. This mark could 
be that of Emperor Borgeh II’s personal bodyguard. 
This mark of the doubled snakes has been seen on 
some of the elite of Borgeh’s Army. 

 This may be a blessing as the missing Diplo-
mats may therefore be alive in Tohmshire. But it can 
only be imagined what tortures they may suffer in 
their care.          

                   N. Thames, Sq. 

Attention All Citizens of Elmerton 
 

Lady Ekraine, second cousin to King Rulian, vanished 
on her way back home from a conference just north of 
Elmerton. Her guards were found dead on the road lead-
ing to her late husband’s castle. Lady Ekraine was an 
advocate of dark elf rights and a financial supporter of 
the Merchants of the Northern Road. If anyone has any 
information about her disappearance, please contact the 
local authorities. There is a reward for her safe return. 



Franks Fabulous Forecast for the Nights of the 
Waning Moon 

Hello peoples! Frank here. Just communing with 
nature and I found out, what do you know, Fabulous is 
in the Forecast. Though it should be expected that there 
will be a thick layer of crust on the snow (only the most 
macho among you should break through that). “So?” you 
ask. “What’s so fabulous about bitter cold?” Simple. 
You can dress for the elements. I’m talking coordination 
and taste, matching cloaks and divinely detailed cowhide 
gloves, and almost any hat that matches. 

 We should expect periods of sunshine to break up 
the reign of gray. If there is precipitation, there will 
most certainly be just a dusting of snow or a delightful 
garnishing of freezing rain to make the world so sparkly 
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A Resolution of the Elemental War in Elmerton 
 

In the final day of Orctober, an epic battle was 
fought. Gathered around the Nexus of the 4 Elements, 
the heroic townspeople of Elmerton helped the Elemen-
tal Lords achieve resolution in their conflict. 

The heroes of Elmerton risked their lives to save all 
of Aszuron, but whether they have succeeded or not is 
too soon to tell. I will tell it as I saw it, and others may 
be truer in their understanding. 

The Lord of the Earth Elementals entreated us to 
assist him. He indicated that some power had taken 
hold of each Element to bend it to their will. It would 
end if the people of Elmerton could subdue them. The 
challenge was that when they allowed the control to be 
released they would have the overpowering urge to 
destroy us all.  

As the spell was released, a boiling of the Elements 
rose from the Portal. Terrible sounds and frightening 
sights to all. When the portal released the Elementals, it 
was nothing short of carnage. The Elementals were 
overpowering, but with the gifts of the Nature Masters 
of Elmerton, our weapons were granted incredible 
power. With the gifts of lightning, acid, fire and ice, the 
people struggled to subdue the Elementals. It appeared 
there would be a quick victory, until the charmed weap-
ons began to fail.  

The danger peaked as a powerful earthquake sub-
dued the people. In the last moments, as the last throes 
of the fighting occurred, the Heroes of Elmerton bested 
their foes and helped the Elementals regain their proper 
place. I feel fortunate to have been among them.      

 

            – T.Dunham 

Elmerton Prison Scandal 
The Elmerton town guard remains puzzled by recent events 

concerning their most controversial captive, who went miss-
ing from his cell long before his release date. The librarian, 
Justin P. Kray, remains a fugitive, and authorities have no 
leads to his whereabouts.  
For our unaware readers, Justin was sentenced to six moons 

of temporary confinement; however, moments after being 
placed in a holding cell by the local knight Sir Steelwind, 
screams for help came from the jail. A figure, rumored to be 
Hatch van Graves, emerged, leaving Justin’s body virtually 
lifeless. Attempts to apprehend the bandit failed, leaving the 
guard with more questions. No arrests have been made on 
this matter. 
Justin neither spoke nor moved during his time in captivity, 

until perhaps his disappearance. It has been said that Magis-
trate van Graves and Justin Kray have a complex history, 
making for a difficult and very complicated working relation-
ship.  
One must ask: Was the librarian biding his time to make an 

escape, simply playing opossum, or was the prisoner truly 
incapacitated- if so, how or who granted the means for his 
departure, and why? These are questions the Elmerton guard 
must be asking themselves right now, in an attempt to find 
some closure. 
The release date for said prisoner has since passed, but his 

situation and location remain unknown. There are questions 
among the general populous in regards to rumors of new 
charges that may be issued for the arrest or detainment of 
Justin P. Kray, in an attempt to provide the town guard with 
answers to their many questions.  
If you or anyone you know has information pertinent to the 

issue at hand, please send word to the proper authorities. 
 
Working for you, 
Silent Night 

and beautiful. Around the end of Marchestry, as the 
moon disappears, those last waning nights will be crispy 
cold, so bundle up. Line your tiara with velvet and think 
about how to deal with the cold. Oh, I almost forgot: the 
wind. The wind will be kicking up her heels as the moon 
disappears, but the morning of the Sunday before the 
New Moon should be bright and beautiful with very 
little wind. Better hope you can do lots of dancing the 
night before or you’ll be responsible for it being windy and 
cold; it’s a little thing called Karma. 

Don’t forget your Cocoa. Mmmmmmarvelous.       
  Xoxoxoxoxoxoxoxoxoxoxox        

    Frank  



The Dancing Sash is now open 
for business! 

We are located at the former Crimson Cat. 
Hours: 
� Friday Midnight to One past High 

Moon 
� Saturday Noon to Two past High Sun 
� Saturday One ‘til High Moon to Mid-

night 
Wares: 
� Blank Books 
� Components 
� Fine and Exotic Drinks 
� Jewelry  
� Locks (Magical ones can be attained) 
� Magical Items 
� Materials for your crafts 
� and many more items from all across 

Aszuron 
Services (per appointment only): 
� Massages 
� Private Meetings 
� Tarokka Readings 

 
To schedule a service or for any other needs, please con-
tact Lucian J. Romeno and he’ll do his best to accommo-
date you. 
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What? Professional Messenger? 
  
That's right! DYING to get that letter 
sent to a love one far away? ACHING 
to keep in touch with Magestan's you 
haven't seen in days? Well, if you got 
a sealed letter, the Messenger's Guild 
can safely take it to wherever you 
need. All you need to do is hand it 
(with a small fee) to your local mes-
senger Tonerius Cypress Frosthill, and 
he will have it on it's way, the safe 
way! Delivery and Confidentiality is 
GUARANTEED and can be hand deliv-
ered by Tonerius for an additional fee. 
Let the communication commence! 

Obituary: Fallen Hero 
 

 Another Hero of Irvanshire has fallen, and during 
a time when such men are in desperate need, this loss is 
quite a blow to the war effort. With as great a blow as 
it is, the impact is felt most by The Royal Māgissariot 
Corps, as one of their best sadly passes from this realm. 
Cedric of House Mordecai, Māgisar of Irvanshire, was 
found dead outside the Corps headquarters in Port Ed-
gar. Friends say he returned to the Capital to retrieve a 
formal writ for a routine prisoner exchange, which lead 
him to visit his family’s house in the city. “I went to wake 
him after cleaning his uniform, and found him sprawled 
half in bed and half on the floor. He wasn’t moving and 
his face was that of a ghost. I was so frightened I must 
have screamed for hours. It was so shocking that I didn’t 
even notice a terrible cold coming from the open window 
until much later.” Said Bridget, mother of Cedric. Offi-
cials have yet to determine a cause of death, which leaves 
many to believe the rumor that Tohmshirian assassins 
were sent to kill the powerful Māgisar. 

 Raised in Port Edgar, Cedric grew to love Irvan-
shire and soon joined the ranks of The Royal Māgis-
sariot Corps, where his natural talent for the school of 
Magestry excelled. Many years of peace were ended by 
the war Tohmshire brought to our boarders, yet Cedric’s 
skill and loyalty were shown in his service. A brief, and 
poorly phrased narrative explains Cedric’s quality. ‘A 
fierce battle was raging between Tohmshirian and Irvan-
shirian forces. Outnumbered and outmatched, the Irvan-
shirian commanders were on the verge of surrender. The 
resident Māgisar, Cedric of House Mordecai, presented 
a daring and risky plan, which he volunteered to lead. The 
Māgisar lead a small unit of troops around through en-
emy lines and attacked the command center. Tohmshirian 
forces were completely disorganized and ill prepared for 
Irvanshire’s attack. Māgisar Mordecai became known as 
the Hero of Pine Hill.’  

 “There are times like these, when heroes like 
Mordecai are assassinated in dead of night, that make 
me wish I was 40 years younger.” Explains one of 
Cedric’s instructors at the Māgissariot Institute.  

 After Cedric’s gallant act, his battalion proceeded 
south towards Tohmshire. The unit was ambushed and 
almost all were killed. Miraculously, Māgisar Mordecai 
evaded capture and death. The Hero of Pine Hill escaped, 
only to be involved in an unfortunate political incident, 
which King Rulian resolved in favor of his loyal servant. 

 Cedric of House Mordecai will be buried in The 
Royal Māgissariot Cemetery in two weeks time. In this 
moment of war, it is asked that all give thanks to Cedric 
of House Mordecai – Māgisar of Irvanshire. 



 

Moose Day and Beaver Day… 
Are two days that are reserved for service projects at Chester-
field Scout Reservation, otherwise known to us geeks as the 
township of Elmerton. Magestry will be, as usual, lending 
some hands to help on both of these days. 
    Moose Day is Saturday, May 6th, and Beaver Day is Satur-
day, June 3rd. The day starts at 9AM in the camp dining hall 
and ends around 3PM. Lunch is provided and quadruple 
Brownie Points will be awarded (that’s 40 BP per hour + extra 
BP awarded for gasoline reimbursement). Last year’s turnout 
from both Magestry and the Boy Scouts was atrocious and we 
are serious about giving the camp some help. Remember, 
these service days have a very direct relation to how much 
your event registration fees are. The camp gives us a very 
good deal to use the property for LARPing and they can just 
as easily not offer us that deal. Mark your calendars, and 

V o l u m e  4 ,  I s s u e  1  P a g e  7  

Address Changes 
Please inform Magestry of any address changes that you ex-
perience: home address, email address, phone number, what-
ever. Please remember to keep your information with us cur-
rent so we can continue to bring you the important and not-so-
important news about Magestry. Remember, we’re your fam-
ily, whether you want us or not, so keep in touch. 

All Character Updates must be entered yourself into the New 
Magestry Database. (link at Magestry.com)  Send any Data-

base questions to  
Database@magestry.com.  

All Newsletter Submissions should be sent to  
Newsletter@magestry.com. 

All Magestry questions should be sent to  
Questions@magestry.com. 

 All plot summaries and character histories should be sent to 
PDabbleGames@aol.com. 

Rules Changes?  Still? 
 True. We haven’t yet finished our revision of the rules. The 
Magestry Rules Team is still carefully picking over the current 
rules, and wisely considering things that one certain rulebook 
author has yet to consider. The next rulebook that is released 
will be a very thorough and deliberate one that will remain in 
use for a long, long time. We hope to have it ready for purchase 
by the May event, and until that time, we will be releasing all the 
appropriate updates in a palatable and understandable format. No 
major changes. Just fine-tuning. And we’ll be lenient about it. 

Armor for Rent 

     The Smiths Guild has made available for rent three armors 
for those who cannot afford to buy their own. 
     The lightest armor is a vest of ring mail that has four sections.  
This costs one silver to rent, and the renter can pay one additional 
silver to return it broken or four silver for unlimited repairs. 
     The next armor is a heavy vest of brigandine that has seven 
sections.  This costs two silver to rent, and the renter can pay two 
additional silver to return it broken or eight silver for unlimited 
repairs. 
     The last armor is a heavy suit of chain mail that has twelve 
sections.  This costs three silver to rent, and the renter can pay 
three additional silver to return it broken or one gold for unlimited 
repairs. 
     All rentals are for one day, and the armor must be returned 
undamaged unless another arrangement is made.  All costs must be 
paid up front, and the renter must replace the armor if it is stolen 
or destroyed.  Contact Rakesh at the smithy if interested. 

Riddles by Rakesh 
 

Rakesh the Smith humbly submits these riddles for your con-
sideration.  Anyone desiring the answers should seek him out. 
 
I am nothing but holes tied to holes, yet I am as strong as iron.  
What am I? 
 
I pass before the sun, yet make no shadow.  What am I? 

Let Kalim Look it Up 
With the Library out of commission, I have volunteered 
my time to travel and do what research needs to be done. I 
will charge only what it costs me to research and no more. 
I will not, however, look up things for malevolent pur-
poses, so if you want to know how to become a vampire or 
properly cook babies, talk to someone else. But, until 
Duffy comes back to town I am one of your only re-
sources. So ask or write me anytime. 

Free Games and Brownie Points 
“Ding!” 

-Jarad Demick 
 

Magestry is still FREE to first-time players (see Magestry.com 
for more details), but now a veteran PC who convinces a new 
player to come back for a second game earns him or herself 50 
Brownie Points. For serious. Give it a try. 

 

WANTED: RUM RUNNERS 
Elmerton resident desperately seeking to procure a keg or 
two of whatever rum one can get this far north of the 
tropics. Without it, the safety of all things as we know it 
may be in jeopardy. If anyone knows of anyway to get 
their hands on the "liquid courage" please seek out a tall, 
dark, insecure individual with low self-esteem 
and suffering from a mild case of identity crisis. Monetary 
reimbursement will be discussed following said encounter.  

Magestry Guilds are Here 
 

“What the heck are those?” You say? Good question. Visit 
Magestry.com to find out. 



Magestry 2006 Spring Event 
Schedule 

March 24-26, 2006 (Chesterfield)  
April 7-9, 2006 (Chesterfield)  

April 21-23, 2006 (Chesterfield)  
May 19-21, 2006 (Chesterfield) 

 

PO Box 1037 
Middlebury, CT 06762 

Magestry.com 
PDabbleGames.com 

PDabble Games 

Magestryùs Next Event is  
March 24 — 26, 2006 

At Chesterfield Scout Reservation in Chesterfield, MA 

The cost is $55 ($50 if by March 17) for PCs and $10 (Free if by March 17) for NPCs. 
We are back at Chesterfield Scout Reservation with more players than ever and the cabin space there is limited. Therefore, it is sug-
gested you pre-register (this includes payment) and, when you do so, choose your cabin preference. If you plan to pay at the you are 

not guaranteed a cabin.  There is also unlimited tent space, so if you plan to pay at the door, bring a tent because you might not have a 
cabin. Those who have already pre-registered need to choose a cabin; please email Paul at PDabbleGames@aol.com. If you do not 

choose a cabin, he will assume you will be tenting and not reserve you a cabin space. 
At the beginning of the event, DO NOT set your things up in a cabin until we've told you which one you've been assigned to. You may 

have to move your things if you do this. 
There will be snacks available, and one full meal will be served on Saturday night to PCs and NPCs who include an extra $5 

with their registration fees.  PCs and NPCs should also bring some of their own food! 
 

See you at the event! Register Now! 

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 “Magestry” 

**There will be a $25 charge for all returned checks. 

Directions to Sugar Hill Road, Chesterfield, Massachusetts: 
 
From Interstate 91: Take I-91 to Exit 19 in Massachu-
setts  (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). 


