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Death of a Pirate Captain 

By Viverrine  
[Names have been changed to protect the guilty] 

 
So no shit there we were, down at the 
docks on a Saturday night, crouching 
behind this pile of cargo crates. For those 
of you who’ve never had the opportunity 
to visit Wave Froth’s pier, let me take a 
moment to describe it. It’s a long strip of 
gravelly beach, with docks spaced out 
along it in fairly regular intervals. Nine 
out of ten ships moored there belong to 
pirates, and the tenth is usually a 
smuggler’s vessel. The whole place reeks of 
dead fish and unwashed bodies, or maybe 
unwashed fish and dead bodies, it’s hard 
to tell. Not the sort of place you take 
your sweetheart for a stroll and a few 
stolen kisses. Not unless you’re selling 
her into slavery, that is. 
 
So what were we doing there, you might 
ask. We (that’s my partner Malicar, a 
wild elf of some skill, and myself, a 
gorbé from the northern Myrran desert) 
were there on a stealth mission to take 
care of one of the pirate captains. 
Missions don’t come much simpler than 
ours: sneak in, kill the captain, and get 
out, preferably without rousing his crew. 
 
So we’d headed down to the pier, and 
found his boat tied to a dock not too far 
down. We ducked behind a pile of crates 
stacked conveniently nearby (most likely 
contraband to be loaded in the morning) 
and took stock of the situation. The ship 
itself was dark, most of the crew asleep 
by this hour, but there were a number of 
guards stationed outside. Two of them sat 
by a roaring bonfire, and even at this 
distance I could smell the sharp tang of 

alcohol coming from them. The bonfire 
worked to our advantage in a number of 
ways – their eyes wouldn’t be well 
adjusted to the darkness, and the 
crackling of the wood as it burned would 
cover some of the noise from our 
movements. The shadows thrown by the 
fire revealed other movement in the area, 
however. The pirate captain had set some 
of his men to patrol the area, circling 
their makeshift camp at regular 
intervals, and keeping a sharper lookout. 
We watched for several minutes, tracking 
them to get a sense of their path and 
timing, then sat back to plan. 
 
The first step in approaching this type of 
mission is to determine how to handle 
the guards. Do they all need to be taken 
down, or just a few? Can they be taken 
one at a time, or should multiple attacks 
be coordinated? Alchemy, in my opinion, 
is best suited for these operations, rather 
than spells or even a swift attack, 
although I have seen such used to good 
effect. Paralysis gases are best for 
guards. You can use sleep gases in 
certain circumstances, but you should be 
close enough to catch their body before it 
drops and the noise possibly calls 
attention to your position. There was this 
one time, when a guard had this snore 
that was- well, that’s a different story. 
 
In this case, the guards were sparse 
enough that they could be avoided if we 
were careful. Of course, leaving them up 
increased the danger if something were to 
go wrong once we’d gained the ship, but 
it decreased the chances of them noticing  
Continued on page 3… 
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Earth Scholars of Blackstone:  
 
I am seeking earth scholars local 
to Blackstone and potion makers 
of all levels of experience. Please 
speak to me at a gather or send 
me a missive through the courier 
(roguesagex@aol.com ). I hope 
that soon I can begin to advertise 
the offerings of the guild and 
further disclose benefits and 
requirements of membership  
May your travels treat you well,  
 
Archwizard Logenn Marr  
Guildmaster  
Steel Wolves  
 
Rumor Has It… 
 

 If Andris Belmont is suppose to be a 
vampire slayer then why is his 
brother walking around freely as a 
vampire?  

 Count Pyre of Fengate would like to 
commission Squire Seronia Merritt 
as the next Baron of Fengate, 
according to a rumor in the Fengate 
Herald.  

 Liadan is expecting puppies. It is 
unclear if they are Fenrir's or 
Legion's.  

 Guildmaster Logenn Marr is seeking 
a wizards title. However, there has 
not been enough wizards around to 
give a proper ceremony.  

 Culain Winterborn is a doppleganger 
who ate John Little and plans to 
assume the form of Baron 
Whitemane next. 

 Crimson and Cotton plan to race 
change to gypsies and make Tegra 
the new Gypsy King of Blackstone. 

 Death himself is well pleased with 
Ander. 

 The Therendry/Blackstone awards 
are a scheme cooked up by an 
assassin's guild to look for targets 
and future members. 

 Gingerbread men have been seen 
marching in formation through the 
woods of Blackstone. 

 Tomas and Doan were killed by 
each other in Fengate last gathering. 

 Duke Blackstone has been strangely 
quiet as of late. 

 A black ship sails in the seas off of 
Blackstone's coast, and plague 
follows in its wake. 

 Seronia Merritt has denounced his 
squireship to Duke Pinetree. 

 Myrr has recalled all of its 
diplomats from the courts of 
Evendarr. 

 The Tyrran Cosmology is nothing 
but a collection of lies crafted to 
disguise the horrible, horrible truth! 

 The Gamemaster plans to test the 
knowledge of sages, but the two 
adventures names Sage aren't 
exactly sages themselves. 

 There is a book of ancient lore out 
there somewhere that contains the 
teachings on how to cast a 
transformation to celestial 
construct upon one's spirit. 

 It will take the super-secret, super-
special Alejandro’s Un-cursing 
Potion to free the people of Trulam. 
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they were under attack until we’d 
reached our target. We discussed options, 
keeping our voices down and drawing out 
possible plans in the sand. In the end, we 
had two which could be workable. The 
first was pure stealth, we’d both attempt 
to sneak around, staying within 5 to 10 
feet of each other to provide backup in 
case of discovery, then Malicar would go 
in to take care of the captain, and I’d 
stay outside, guarding the door. Plan B 
had me being a diversion to draw the 
guard’s attention while Malicar 
completed the mission. Now, let me say 
that I like being a diversion. Some people 
will say as a strategy it’s too risky, 
because it often involves you approaching 
the enemy outnumbered, surrounded, 
without the element of surprise, weapon 
not in hand and not powered up with 
spells, and… okay, they may have a 
point. But quality stealth requires vast 
amounts of patience, which isn’t 
something I’m known for. Oh, I can do it 
when the situation calls for it; nothing 
helps you focus like the threat of 
immanent death - for both you and your 
partner if you mess it up. But, it isn’t 
nearly as fun. We debated the risks back 
and forth, and decided on plan B. The 
pirates by the bonfire were relaxed, both 
mind and reflexes dulled by their 
drinking, and wouldn’t be hard for me to 
take if something went wrong. 
 
With that settled, Malicar began 
stripping off any extraneous pouches that 
might catch on a branch or drag on the 
ground. I took out some rope from my 
pouch and tied it into a circle, than 
draped it around me so that I could use 
it to create a circle of power if necessary. 
It took a few attempts to position it so it 
wouldn’t tangle in my tail when I 
shrugged it off, but eventually we were 
set. I wished Malicar good luck, and 
watched as he disappeared into the 
shadows. 
 

After giving him a few moments head 
start, I began my approach. I diluted 
some intoxicant elixir with water from 
my flask, and then sprinkled it over my 
clothes. My nose wrinkled at the harsh 
smell, but it served its purpose. I stepped 
out from behind the crates and headed 
towards the bonfire, taking care to move 
loudly and mimicking a drunken stagger. 
I’d crossed about half the distance before 
the pirates sitting by the bonfire noticed 
me and called out. 
 
“Hey,” I greeted them, and staggered the 
last few steps up to their bench. “What 
are you doing here?” I made a grab for 
the bench, and then collapsed on the 
ground at their feet. Sitting lessened the 
chances they’d see me as a threat, and 
from here I could see the entrance to the 
captain’s cabin, while they had to sit 
with their backs to it if they wanted to 
face me. Not to mention it made setting 
up a circle easier. 
 
The one on the right hefted up a bottle. 
“We’re having a drink,” he slurred. 
“What are you doing here?” 
 
“Headed back to my ship,” I lied. 
“Captain insists we spend the night 
onboard. Says it’s too dangerous out here 
at night.” 
 
“Yeah,” the one on the left said, leering. 
“There’s a lot of things that go bump in 
the night.” 
 
That was easy enough to play to. I leered 
back at him. “I bump things in the night 
myself sometimes.” 
 
The pirates laughed, shared what was 
probably supposed to be a subtle look and 
took another swig from their flask. One of 
them looked to the left. “Did you hear 
something?” The other guard started to 
turn in that direction. 
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“Hey,” I interrupted. “You gonna share 
that drink or what?” 
 
Rightie glanced down at the bottle in his 
hand, and then passed it over to me. I 
took a sip, stretching in just the right 
way, then handed it back. Both of them 
were now focused on me again. I made 
sure I had two gases quick to hand just 
in case, though. 
 
“You like to drink?” Leftie asked, sharing 
another look with his partner. It hasn’t 
hard to divine where their thoughts were 
going. 
 
“Sure,” I agreed. I kept the conversation 
going, throwing in some heavy innuendo 
whenever it looked like their attention 
might be wandering. Malicar was superb, 
and I must admit I lost track of him 
until he reached the cabin. There was a 
tense moment as the door hadn’t been 
oiled recently and made some noise 
swinging shut behind him, but it passed.  

A few minutes later he emerged, walking 
down the gangplank towards us. “Captain 
said to keep it down, he’s trying to 
sleep.” The pirates grunted agreement, and 
Malicar headed off to the east, intending 
to circle back around. 
 
I stood up, giving one last stretch. “Think 
I’ll be headed back to the tavern. Thanks 
for the company, boys.” I headed back 
down the path to the south. 
 
Two-thirds of the way there, I heard 
Leftie say, “Wait a second, do we have 
any elves on the crew?” and broke into a 
run. I could hear Malicar making his 
away around from the left. We met up 
by the crates, grabbed our gear, and 
hightailed it out of the dock area, 
laughing. 
 
I’ve tasted fae wine and I’ve tasted dark 
elven wine, but nothing, I assure you, 
tastes sweeter than victory. (Although 
strawberries dipped in chocolate come 
close.)

 
 

To the Lovely Kes 
 

Lass, ya stole me heart when ya saved me from those adventurin' types. 
 

I wrote this fer ya. 
 

My love has wandered far from 
me, 

Across an endless sea. 
 

Sailing ships, with wings of 
white, 

that fill with sea breeze. 
 

Puffed with pride and starry 
eyes, 

the gait and path were set. 
 

And set to sail the ocean tides, 
a wake was all that's left. 

And here I sit upon the dock, 
looking out to sea, 

the one whose left within the 
wake, 

Groans deep in misery. 
 

Will the ships be seen again, 
their sails so full and white? 

 
To bring to land a love that's lost, 

a treasure chest beyond the cost. 
 

A Pirates love for me. 

 
Yer admirer- 

 
Ryan Longfellow 
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Tovolia Solves Everything! 
Your questions answered by a Biata. 

A guide to a celestial free lifestyle. 
  
Dear Tovolia, 
I am a warrior who has the might of ten men in his sword arm. Everyone wants me to change from this and only be as mighty 
as five average men. What should I do? 
~Confused Warrior. 
  
Dear C.W, 
Don't change a thing. Do you know why people want you to become weaker? Jealousy! You don't hear people telling scholars 
they should drop down to having 150 point healing pools because the massive amounts of healing are bad, or telling templars 
that being just as strong as they want you to be, but also having magical powers is bad, do you? No! But the fighter must 
always bear the brunt of the criticism. Here is what I say to you C.W. Tell your detractors that you will forge your spirit when 
the following changes occur. 
 1. Scholars stop using swords enchanted to deliver extra damage, cap their formal magic powers at ten levels, and if earthen 
empowered actually start healing from column. 
2. Warrior-wizards also stop using swords with anything over a magic aura, and stop learning skills of the blade past the third 
level of skill. 
3. Rogues limit their front line offensive to half of what they would have the fighter be at, and actually learn the crafts of their 
art. I don't know how many rogues there are on Tyrra, but I'm damn sure I know more about picking locks then ninety 
percent of them. 
 Until that day C.W. feel free to swing your mighty blade and slay the big nasty creatures for the treasure they have ingested. 
  
Dear Tovolia, 
What's the purpose of Dwarves anyway? I hate the little bastards, they're all beards and spit and blah-blah-blah I live in a 
mine. Can't we just kill them all? 
~Winslow Dwarfslayer. 
  
Dear Dwarfslayer, 
Dwarves exist to cause you anger and consternation. They are a force sent from beyond the Planes of existence to make you 
rage in anger. Can't you hear it now? They are laughing at you. Laughing. Laughing. 
  
Dear Tovolia, 
I am banished from Blackstone. What should I do next? 
~Fuzzy Bunny. 
  
Dear Fuzz Buzz, 
Perhaps you should seek out noble sanction. I know that when Liam Andreus was banished from Therendry he wet himself 
and then ran and hid behind Sir Devron Endarr of the Kings Orchestra, in that exact order. Perhaps you can hide behind 
Sir Endarr too. Tyrra herself knows there enough room for an army behind him. 
  
Dear Tovolia, 
Art thou a villain? 
~Questing Knight looking for Foes! 
  
Dear Q.K.L.F.F, 
Art thou a moron? 
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A History of the Therendry/Blackstone Herald Awards for the 
Adventuring Class 

 
The Awards were begun in the year 602, with a 
bare bones staff and the motto “Because we 
care…really!”  They were meant to support the 
Nobles and Adventuring Class, (the majority 
of our readers), and to recognize their efforts 
on the behalf of the common citizenry. 
 
Initially, there were many awards that have 
since been discontinued due to a lack of interest 
or inappropriate subject matters as deemed by 
the Dukes or the Editorial Staff. 
 
Last year, we attempted a new idea: to have the 
nobles exclude themselves from voting for each 
other and to have the commoners vote only for 
the nobility and vice versa.  This choice caused 
some consternation, and it was determined that 
there were members of the common class that 
preferred to be able to vote on any of the 
awards.  The result was that Caliphar 
Belmont held his own version of the Awards, 
the Commoner’s Awards.  In response to his 
postings and subsequent requests from our 
readers, we are returning this year to the 
original voting format.  Commoners and 
Nobility alike can vote on any of the awards 
presented.  We ask that any write-in votes 
explain the reason the person should receive the 
award.  Please feel free to submit requests for 
additions/subtractions from the annual awards.  
Please also feel free to write the Editor of this 
paper, Adore, at rhyce@juno.com, with 
questions, concerns or feedback.  Thank you. 
 
Why Awards?  There should be a way to 
recognize all of the hard work and effort put 
out by the nobility and adventuring class.  
Since monetary compensation is out of the 
question, we settle for notoriety.  
 
Notables~ the following people have been 
recognized in the past…see if you can find your 
friends!  
 
In the year 602, Caliphar Belmont took awards 
for Best to Have by Your Side in Battle, 

Most Dedicated, and Best Jack-of-all-Trades.  
Corin Sunliner (a Squire at the time) took 
awards for Most Likely to Become a Noble 
Someday, Most Likely to Save the Farm, and 
Most Dedicated.  Parthynia Domamore (a 
Squire at the time) took awards for Most 
Likely to Save the Farm, Most Likeable, and 
Most Likely to Become a Noble Someday.  
Tomas Darkblade took awards for Most 
Likely to Kill You, Most Likely to Be 
Bottled Someday, and Most Likely to Cast 
Necromancy and Not Get Caught, All awards 
that are no longer part of the Herald 
Supported awards.  Interesting Notes on 
Other Awards from 602: Most Skilled Fighter 
went to Kyth Wild (a commoner at the time), 
Best in Tights went to Lord Siranot 
DeGauss, Best Adventuring Rogue went to 
Kes De’Kiernan, Best Adventuring Fighter to 
Zug De’Kiernan and Friendliest Adventurer 
went to Verbal Ahora. 
 
In the year 603, Glenn Stormwolf (then 
Sheriff) took a landslide of the awards, 
winning for Most Ball-sy, Most Likely to 
Jump on a Rifting Being, Most Improved, 
Most Likely to Save the Farm, Best 
Adventuring Templar, Most Dedicated, Most 
Dedicated Caster, Most Likely to Be Involved 
in Everything, Most Generous, Most Focused, 
Best Rescuer and Most Friendly.  A close 
second in numbers was Caliphar Belmont, 
taking awards for Most Ball-sy, Most Likely 
to Jump on a Rifting Being, Most Likely to 
Save the Farm, Best Adventuring Rogue (2nd 
Place), Best Adventuring Team (With Kes), 
Most Dedicated, Most Likely to Adventure 
Alone, Most Likely to Be Involved in 
Everything, Best Jack-of-All-Trades and 
Best Scout.  Squire Marcus Gunnar took 
awards for Most Ball-sy, Most Likely to 
Jump on a Rifting Being, Most Likely to be 
Overlooked, Most Likeable, Most Respected, 
Best Adventuring Templar, Most Dedicated, 
Most Generous and Most Loyal Soldier.  
Viscountess Kiera Zobrist took awards for 
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Most Likeable Noble, Best Dressed Noble, 
Best Noble Caster, Best Noble Backpacker, 
Most Dedicated Noble, Noble Most Likely to 
Be Involved in Everything, Most Honorable 
Noble and Coolest Person Ever.  Baron Zug 
De’Kiernan took awards for Best Noble 
Fighter, Most Respected Noble, Most Loyal 
Soldier, Most Effective Protector, Most 
Handsome, Best Rescuer and Coolest Person 
Ever.  Interesting Notes on Other Awards 
from 603: Best Adventuring Fighter went to 
Squire Kyth Wild, Best Adventuring Rogue 
went to Kes De’Kiernan, Best Tavern & 
Tavern Keep went to the Angry Ogre in 
Whitestaff, Og proprietor, Most Witty 
Adventurer went to Squire Draelin Carlylin 
and Best in Tights went to Lord Siranot 
“Lawbringer” DeGauss. 
 
In 604, Anthony Darkforge, who was then a 
Squire, took the most awards.  He received 
Best Fighter, Best Dressed, Most Respected, 
Most Likeable, Most Loyal, Most Effective 
Protector, Most Generous, Most Friendly, 
Most Honorable, Most Likely to Save the 
Farm and Most Likely to Be a Noble 
Someday.  Finna followed shortly with Best 

Healer, Best New Team for her Pack 
Silvermoon, Most Likeable, Most Respected, 
Most Dedicated, Most Loyal, Most 
Generous, Most Honorable and Most Likely 
to Be a Noble Someday.  Caliphar Belmont 
received awards for Best Rogue (2nd Place), 
Best Scout (1st Place), Best Jack-of-All-
Trades, Most Dedicated, Most Focused, Most 
Likely to Adventure Alone and Best New 
Team with Nikki and Beryl. 
 
This year promises to be an interesting year.  
Some of the commoners that won awards last 
year are now nobility, so it will be intriguing to 
see if they continue to win while competing 
with other nobility only.  The Herald wishes to 
extend an invitation to all who wish to write-in 
votes for their favorite adventurers to recognize 
any unusual achievements that the Herald or 
the Dukes may be unaware of.  The Dukes will 
choose the final write-ins that will receive 
awards, and the awards will be presented at the 
Winter Fest in Therendry in December. 
 
Thank you and good luck! 
~Adore 
Editor, The Therendry/Blackstone Herald 

 

Congratulations to Aelwyn Rastafyre, Knight of the 
Duchy of Dar’Khabad, Kingdom of Evendarr 
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Announcements 
 
I done found some funny papers in me field when I 
was a-digging up some potatoes. They're all wrapped 
up in leather and old lookin'. I'm-a gonna be a-comin' 
to sell 'em at the gatherin' this weekend if anyone's 
interested. I also think this here talkin tree that writes 
my words down when I speak 'em is pretty good 
magics.  
~Goodman Wilburt. 
 
Hear ye! Hear ye!  
The strange fire that burns the sky over the 
Whitemane Forest has returned, burning as brightly as 
before. There was also a shaking of the ground that 
occurred during the time of the fire, and a rumbling 
was heard from deep within the confines of the 
Whitemane. The loyal town’s guardsmen are doing 
their best to ensure the presence of order within the 
townsfolk, and most are remaining calm as ordered.  
There have also been reports of numerous strange 
beasts in the land. Several raids have been delivered 
upon Whitestaff's population and supply storehouses. 
The majority of these raids have been performed by 
the large white skinned trolls who have plagued the 
area much in the past year, but other reports tell of 
dark skinned creatures who struck with great magical 
power upon those who stood against them. These 
beasts, described as having tenticles where others have 
mouths, appeared to be seeking specific items out, for 
they have moved with purpose towards one particular 
location each time they were seen, and then fled just 
as swiftly.  
There are also reports of three large horses that have 
been seen galloping in the twilight and under the light 
of the moon. Three reports of these horses have 
reached us, and each is the same as the one before it. 
Two of the jet black stallions are ridden by shrouded 
riders, while the third gallops ahead of them, rider-less. 
The only witnesses to these riders have been too far 
removed to provide more detailed descriptions of the 
passage.  
Horace Whitmore.  
Town Cryer. 
 
HaHaHa...HAHAHAHH…HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHHA 
I found it!Clearly this means I WIN  
King Logaris 
 
Have you seen her? My sister, I mean. She responds 
to the name Eastra. She's umm..shorter than me. She's 
a bunny like me, but she has a gray spot on her left 
eye. She was wearing a blue dress that's all fuzzy and 
velvety. She has a white..thingie..shirt..chemise-y..thingie 

underneath. She carries around this basket with 
colorful round things in it. Umm..eggs I think.  
If anyone has any information, it would be greatly 
appreciated. I've looked behind every tree, bush..under 
every rock. I still can't find her. I'd like to move on, 
but I'm kind of stuck here. Moving on would be quite 
spiffy.   
~Ether~  
The Other White Rabbit  
Associate Spiffnifficator 
 
To the One With Whom the Arrangement Was 
Made :   
Dear,  
I'm afraid I must break our bargain.  
I will, however, give you something to compensate you 
for your trouble.  
You have protected as much as you can and should be 
rewarded.  
Perhaps I might not; we shall see.  
Charmed,  
~F. 
 
Delwyn 
It begins tonight. And by the rise of the sun five days 
from now our game will be concluded. The final pieces 
are in place, and checkmate is but two moves away.  
~Rawlings. 
 
The Guilds will be holding auctions in a few towns 
across Blackstone to bring in funds for the duchy wide 
restructuring that is going on now. There are two 
major items that will be auctioned off at the 
Whitestaff gather.  
First Item : Choice casting of up to 40 levels of earth 
/ comps included / 30 levels of casting beyond that 
comps must be provided.  
Second Item :  Choice casting of up to 40 levels of 
cel / comps included / 30 levels of  
casting beyond that comps must be provided.  
Merimar  
Asst Herald of the Ducal Guilds 
 
Adventurers,  
I am calling for your aid in Whitestaff this gather. 
Please be advised there are two major issues at hand.  
First, M. Bane should be erradicated.  
Second, investigate the lights and make sure nothing 
harmful is happening to Whitestaff.  
The Town Guard will lock anybody up that suspected 
of rioting, or conspiracy in Whitestaff until I have 
time to deal with it.  
Thank you all for your support,  
Sir Rastlin Dawnware  
Lord of Whitestaff  
Archwizard of Peace and Destruction 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 

Nominations for the Therendry/Blackstone Herald Awards for the 
Adventuring Class 

 
The Herald is now accepting nominations in the following categories.  Those nominated will be listed in the 
December edition of the Herald. Please hand-deliver this form or send your nominations via courier to 
rhyce@juno.com.  This year, you may nominate anyone you choose for any appropriate category.  The Herald 
and His Grace, Duke Ellis Pinetree and His Grace, Duke Mikhail Blackstone reserves the right of final veto of 
any nomination submissions or write-ins. 
OOG: You may vote as any character you play.  Please mark which votes are from which character.  You 
must have played the character since 1-1-05 in order for the submission to be valid.  Please do not vote for 
non-NERO characters.  Thank you.  The awards will be physically represented this year.  
Categories for Nomination are as follows:  
 

Commoners:  
 Best Adventuring Fighter  
 Best Adventuring Caster  
 Best Adventuring Templar  
 Best Adventuring Rogue  
 Best Adventuring Backpacker  
 Best Dressed Adventurer  
 Best Adventuring Team  
 Most Generous Adventurer  
 Most Dedicated Adventurer  
 Most Respected Adventurer  
 Most Likeable Adventurer  
 Most Ball-sy Adventurer  
 Most Improved Adventurer  
 Most Honorable Adventurer  
 Most Promising Young Adventurer  
 Most Promising Young Adventuring Team  
 Adventurer Most Likely to be a Noble 

Someday 
 

 Adventurer Most Likely to Save the Farm   
 Adventurer Most Likely to Adventure 

Alone 
 

 
Character Name: 
OOG Name: 
Contact Information: 
Write-Ins: 
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