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Spring Tourney!  
 
Earlier this month Duke Ellis Pinetree of 
Therendry announced that a Spring Tourney was 
to be held on the  23rd day of April in the 605th 
year since the founding of the Kingdom of 
Evendarr. The tourney was held in the County of 
Stormcross and was attended by Prince Gabriel 
Harcourt and his retinue.  Contests were held in 
the categories of Fencing, Fighting, Casting of 
Magic, Riddles, Archery, and finally a Battle of 
Squads. 
 
The first contest held was the Fencing 
competition.  Opponents were to fight until a 
touch, at which time a point would be awarded 
and the fighters separated and brought back to 
their starting positions before continuing.  The 
first fencer to score 5 points was to win the 
round. 
 
Fourteen fencers participated in the competition 
and it lasted the longest of the six.  Most 
participants fought with sword and shield, though 
other styles were represented.  Kellian the 
dwarf fought with two axes, and several 
fighters used only a single sword.  Sir Michael 
Justice of Prince Harcourt’s party joined the 
lists but had to withdraw after the second round 
due to an injury to his ankle, which unfortunately 
was not as limber as his wrist.  The final round 
pitted Sir Kyth Wild of Richland against Sheriff 
John Little of Springshire, with Sir Kyth emerging 
as the victor. 
 
The next contest was one of Riddles, and only 
four contestants competed.  In the first round 
Sir Corin Sunliner defeated Autumn the Biata 
after several rounds of riddles, and Duncan 
defeated Viscount Simeon Silvercord after only 
two riddles.  In the final round Sir Corin Sunliner 
was awarded the victory when Duncan was 
forced to concede after exhausting his supply 
of riddles and being unable to ask a new one. 
 
Following the Riddle competition was the contest 
of Magic.  This was a competition between single 
mages fought until one participant was rendered 
unable to continue.  There were eight 
participants, and after two rounds it came down  

 
 
to Caliphar against Rastlin.  Unfortunately for 
Caliphar, he had already exhausted his entire 
store of spells in the two previous rounds.  His 
only hope lay in avoiding all of Rastlin’s spells and 
ending the match in a draw.  This was not to be, 
however, and Rastlin took little time in ending the 
match and gaining the prize. 
 
The Fighter’s competition was held next.  With 
fourteen participants, this was the best 
attended event.  The participants ranged from 
veteran to neophyte, from commoner to knight, 
with many different races and lands 
represented.  Sir Sebastion Justice entered the 
lists but did not do quite as well as his brother 
and lost in the first round to Algorian.   
 
There were few surprises in the early round, 
with most of the favorites advancing easily.  
Sheriff John Little and Glenn Stormwolf were 
awarded spots in the second round when their 
opponents failed to show.  The second round 
offered a few surprises.  Sir Corin Sunliner was 
heavily favored over Ander, but managed to lose 
his grip on his sword in the middle of the battle, 
which allowed Ander to press her advantage and 
nearly pulled off an upset.  Sir Sunliner kept his 
poise, however, and snatched up his sword in 
time to salvage a victory and a spot in the next 
round.  
 
The final pairing pitted John Little against Danrick.  
Danrick was the heavy favorite, and he has easily 
bludgeoned his way into the finals without much 
effort at all.  John Little had studied Danrick’s 
earlier matches, and so he knew what he was up 
against.  The battle commenced and blows flew 
so quickly it was difficult to determine who had 
the initial advantage.  Things reached a dramatic 
point when after a flurry of blows both fighters 
disengaged for a moment, and Danrick attempted 
to use the pause to put to use his considerable 
skill in armor craft to reset his damaged armor.   
 
John Little had been warned of this particular 
trick and wasted no time in leaping back to the 
attack, scoring a few quick blows and ruining 
Danrick’s attempt at armor repair.  The crowd 
sensed a possible upset and 

Continued on Page 8… 
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Information from Exeter Proper: 
 

Crops Are Planted! It’s 
Time to Celebrate! 
 
Caution: Militia has spotted much 
undead in the area in the past weeks. 
 
Caution: Militia has spotted large 
numbers of Golems, of all sorts, in the area 
of Cosgrove.  They travel in formation 
and have been known to decimate small 
villages. 
 
For the past few months large numbers of dissipating peasantry have 
failed to resurrect or attempt resurrection  Their bodies have not 
reappeared  This phenomenon has been notated also in the records of 
battles in the immediate area 
 
Announcement: To those who have been dispensing 
treasonous material: You are hereby branded criminals in 
Cosgrove.  We hope that our neighbor and ally, Lord Siranot 
DeGauss, will join us in this pronouncement.  When these 
personages or beings are found, they shall be brought to 
justice.  Should any be in need of details, I may be found in 
Cosgrove proper during the coming weeks.  Lady Airling of 
Cosgrove 
 
Strange beasts have been seen in the woods.  They seem to 
control the very environment around them.  Most who have 
seen them have resurrected.  Please exercise caution with 
the unknown. 
 
Rumor Has It… 
 
Where is Christopher Smalley?  
Who Was that Masked Biata?    
Zimmerman Shall Return   
Danrick is Garendor.    
Someone made a boo-boo…  
Zimmerman is in League with Good 
Give a Goblin a Coin 
Garendor is in the area.  
The Tourney Was Fixed 
Coffee Will Appease Forest Creatures 
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TOVOLIA SOLVES EVERYTHING! 
Your questions answered by a Biata. 
A guide to a celestial free lifestyle. 

 
Dear Tovolia, 
What is the best weapon to use in 
hand to hand combat? 
~Young Fighter. 
 
Dear Young Fighter, 
The best weapon to use in hand to 
hand combat is a topic of much 
debate. The most prevalent weapon 
found in hand to hand combat is 
the longsword. It is a masterful 
weapon indeed, but the question as 
to whether it is the best remains to 
be seen. The polearm is a great 
weapon for field combat, but suffers 
from fighter charges in one on one 
situations. Maces are very good for 
cracking skulls. The best fighting 
style possible, though, is the two 
dagger fighting style. When properly 
mastered it is an unbeatable 
technique! I encourage all to learn 
how to fight with two daggers. 
 
Dear Tovolia, 
What is the secret of the universe? 
~I must know this! 
 
Dear I.M.K.T., 
Mind powers. The mind powers of 
the Biata are the secret of the 
universe. But even if you change 
your race through magic you will 
not master them. Only pure blood 
Biata can channel the powers of the 
mind. 
 
Dear Tovolia, 
How can I know if the person I am 
talking to is a doppelganger or a 
vampire?  
~Ambushed Andy. 
 
 

Dear Ambushed A., 
If it�s daytime and the person you 
are talking to is screaming in pain 
and turning to dust, there is a good 
chance that they are a vampire. And 
everybody knows that doppelgangers 
have webbed toes. Ask the person 
you are talking to if they will take 
off their shoes so you can see their 
feet. If they refuse, then they are a 
doppelganger, trying to hide their 
condition! Kill them quickly! 
 
Dear Tovolia, 
How much wood could a wolven 
chuck if a wolven could chuck wood? 
~Rainwulf! 
 
Dear Rainwulf!, 
Wolven don't chuck wood dolt! 
Beaver scavengers do. And it 
appears to Tovolia's powers of the 
mind that you have never seen a 
beaver scavenger chuck wood. But 
that's OK, not all of us will be able 
to see such a sight. There are only 
so many beaver scavengers out there, 
and someone as stupid as you 
probably drives them even further 
off. 
 
Dear Tovolia, 
I am an evil and stupid man. I 
have no brains in my head. What 
should I do? 
~Red Dex! 
 
Dear R.D., 
Have you ever considered moving to 
Calais? If so there's a lovely hole in 
the ground over there you should 
jump in. When you hit the bottom, 
say hello to the spears that are 
impaling you for me. Repeat this 
step until you stop having the 
problem known as life. 
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Triangles 

This diagram is filled with triangles 

large, small, and medium. Try to 

count them all. There are more 

triangles than you may think.  

 
 

Action Jack,
 I am your biggest fan!  
 Signed, 
 ~TSMA 
The Stickman Artist  
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A Story 
Last Saturday, two dwarven miners were rescued 
from a collapsed iron mine in the Blackmoor 
Barony of Blackstone by a group of adventurers. 
The adventurers numbered 14, and included 
Viscount Simeon Silvercord, Danrick, Baron Cedric 
Warclaw, his seneschal Alcuin, Guildmaster Tygil, 
Elenril, Cleo, Beryl Qain, Squire Seronia Merrit, 
Kilana, Pyroxia Firestorm, Xander, Sox, and 
Hadrik. 
 
The adventurers were alerted to the situation by 
a fae who owed a life debt to one of the miners, 
a dwarf by the name of Brightforge. The fae 
could not send the adventurers directly to the 
mine, due to the presence of iron in the soil 
surrounding it, but opened up a portal to the fae 
plane which would let the adventurers travel to it 
along a fae path. 
 
After some discussion about the perils of trusting 
fae, it was decided that with lives at stake the 
risk would have to be taken. For those of you 
who have not traveled or dealt with fae, the most 
dangerous aspects come not from monster attacks 
or unseelie villains, but from things that seem 
harmless. A deck of cards, a simple question. On 
Saturday, the trouble came in the form of a 
small feast the fae were having. Before they'd 
agree to let the adventurers leave the fae plane, 
they insisted the adventurers join them at the 
table and partake of their food. 
 
The food looked appetizing - a plate of sushi, 
fresh strawberries, a strawberry swirl bread, and 
chips to snack on - but each one produced an 
odd effect on the one who ate them. Danrick, who 
seemed to enjoy the risk, ate several, as did 
Viscount Silvercord. The effects ranged from 
hallucinations, to increased strength, to hands 
turning into claws. 
 
Once all the food had been eaten, and people 
purified and awakened as needed, the fae sent the 
adventurers back to Tyrra, to the iron mine. The 
entrance to the mine was blocked by fallen debris, 
but the fae showed the adventurers a secret way 
in. 
 
Inside, the search and rescue mission was gearing 
up. The mine was a maze of corridors, with 

some branches looping back to previously explored 
areas. The adventurers pressed onwards, fighting 
creatures around every corner, and following the 
right-hand rule when determining which path to 
take. At one point, the adventurers came across a 
mouse caught in a trap, crying for help. Danrick 
released him, and Lana restored his tail, which 
had been pinned by the trap and torn off, to him. 
In his gratitude, he promised to speak well of the 
adventurers to the Mouse King. 
 
The adventurers hadn't gone much further when 
they encountered one of the Mouse King's patrols. 
After some negotiations, they were escorted to 
the Mouse King, who offered them cheese and 
treasure in return for their help with killing some 
of the other creatures who preyed upon his 
people. The adventurers readily agreed, and the 
Mouse King drew them a map of the mine, along 
with his best guesses of where the miners might 
be trapped. 
 
Needless to say, the adventurers took care of the 
monsters - which turned out to be snakes with 
the ability to mesmerize people into being 
charmed - and pressed onwards. Soon they 
reached the area where the Mouse King had 
suggested they search for the miners. Once again, 
the path branched off. Tackling the right-hand 
path, the adventurers soon came to a caved in 
area. Danrick, using the increased strength he'd 
gained from the fae food, began tossing the rocks 
out of the way in a manner truly incredible to 
behold. In no time at all, he'd pulled a dwarf 
from the mess and carried him to the nearest 
healer. 
 
The dwarf, once he came round, told the 
adventurers his name was Gruffy. He wasn't sure 
what had happened, or where anyone else was. 
With Brightforge's fate still unknown, the 
adventurers backtracked and tried the other 
branch. They hadn't traveled far before they ran 
into a glowing wall of energy that signified a 
ward. Viscount Silvercord had found a ward key 
earlier, and when Baron Warclaw tried it in the 
lock, the ward went down. Brightforge was found 
safe, albeit a bit brusied, inside. 
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And Now…I give you a ghost story of 
Myrr… 
 
In the north of my homeland is a 
great desert. In this Desert, on a 
caravan route from Durqai in the 
west to Shiraz in the west lays a 
small village called Ridwan. Ridwan 
is held by a Kamar Family, the Kadi. 
In the first days of the goblin wars. 
 
My Aunt Casmiri was Aiding in 
guarding the caravans traveling on 
the northern border. As her caravan 
came into Ridwan they received the 
news that Sandaj Bitrah Kadi had 
failed to resurrect and that her feast 
was to be held that night.  
 
Those in the caravan were asked to 
stay and join in the feast. It was a 
beautiful day, so the feast was held 
next to the oasis. Family and friends 
reminisced and celebrated Bitrah Life 
sharing memories and stories. They 
consumed the Body freeing her spirit 
and taking into themselves part of her 
so that she would be carried on in the 
living blood of our people. 
 
As dusk fell the new Sandaj of the 
Kadi, Bitrah’s daughter, Satrina 
Stood and began to sing a lament for 
her mother. Blessed with a voice as 
clear and beautiful as a flawless 
diamond, Satrina had traveled singing 
in the realms of Evendarr and 
Quentari.  
 
She was once reputed to have brought 
a tear to the eyes of a stone elf with 
a tale of lost love. All at the feast 
were entranced by her song and the 
tears flowed freely. As she ended 
Satrina opened her eyes and looked 
out into the setting sun. Crying out 

she pointed into the distance. Cresting 
over the dunes, in the distance, a 
horde of sands goblins marched.  
 
Even with those from the caravan 
there was not a hundred in the 
village, my aunt was the only Setare, 
only five healers and less than thirty 
warriors. The remainder was children 
and those with minimal skills with 
weapons. The horde numbered in the 
thousands. All knew there was no 
hope of victory and the smallest of 
survival.  
 
One of the traders spoke “Do we flee?”  
 
Satrina looked out the doom about to 
fall on her village and understood at 
once what it meant to be Sandaj. 
When she spoke her voice was clear 
and cold  
 
“Leave if you wish, but I will not 
suffer this insult to my mother, 
Ridwan will not fall on the night of 
her feast!”  
 
With that she reached out and for the 
first time in her life grabbed the 
sword her mother had carried and 
prepared to do battle.  
 
As everyone shook off the shock of it 
all, they followed her out the edge of 
the village. As the Gorbe stood there 
watching the goblins come. The 
seasoned warriors giving advice to the 
young Satrina looked around awed by 
the bravery of those who now stood 
there looking there doom in the eye as 
it came knowing that they choose to 
follow her, instead of taking the small 
chance at running and escaping, 
brought tears of joy to here eyes.  
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Beware the Blue Fae 
 
While sitting at my desk after the 
gather in the beginning of April 
converting notes into transcript, 
a blue Fae rifted into the room. 
He was dressed from head to foot 
in the brightest blue shirt and 
pants I have ever seen.  
 
“Hello,” he said. “I have come in 
search of someone to play a game 
with me and I have chosen you.” 
 
Now, I have had past dealings 
with the Fae and have found their 
games to be somewhat harmless, 
but my work was piled in front of 
me, and I could not spare a 
moment. 
 
“I am sorry,” I said. “As you can 
see, I have a lot of paperwork 
that needs to be completed, and I 
do not have time right now to 
play with you. Perhaps, once I am 
done, we can do something?” 
 
“You do not have time! Do you 
know who I am?”  
 
I shook my head for I had no idea.  
 
“I am Cobalt. I am sure that you 
have heard of me.”  
 
Once again I shook my head.  
 
“May I have your name, she-who-
will-not-play?”  
 
Giving a Fae your name when 
they have asked for it is not a 
good idea so I worded my reply 
carefully. “No, good Cobalt, you 
may not have my name, but I will 
tell it to you. I am Anyanka 

Featherfall, Legal Scribe of 
Therendry.” I stuck out my hand 
as I have done so many other 
times upon introductions.  
 
“Ooooooo, Legal Scribe,” he said 
as he grabbed my hand in a strong 
handshake and would not let go. 
“So that is why you have no time. 
Well, I shall make sure that you 
have the time.” And with that, he 
snapped his fingers. 
 
I guess I expected blue sparks to 
fly or else some other exciting 
thing to happen when he snapped 
his fingers, but there was just 
still air. 
 
“What does that mean?” I asked 
inquisitively suddenly sorry that I 
had been so evasive.  
 
“You shall find out soon enough. 
You would not play a game with 
me, so now I shall play a game 
with you,” he said as he let go of 
my hand.  
 
Suddenly feeling very vulnerable, 
I went to reach for an iron arrow 
I keep in my quiver for just such 
an occasion. The arrow turned to 
dust as soon as my hand lay upon 
it, and I could not reach my bow 
with my other as it kept moving 
away from me.  There was also a 
pain in my left ankle that was 
quite uncomfortable. 
 
“You will find things quite 
different for a while. I will be 
watching.” And with that, he 
rifted out. 

 
Continued on Page 9…
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Spring Tourney, for Strider, Continued from Cover 
Page… 
 
cheered loudly for Little.  In the end, it was not to be.  
Danrick’s strength of blows, immense stamina and 
sturdy armor were just too much to overcome.  He 
took most of Little’s blows on his shield, regained the 
initiative and pressed forward his own attack, and 
moments later struck a final blow which gave him final 
victory. 
 
After the high drama of the Fighter’s competition, 
the Archery tournament was carried out in a more 
lighthearted manner.  Four participants were to shoot 
three times at a target from 3 separate distances.  
The shots would be scored based on how close to the 
center they struck, and the person with the highest 
score at the end would be awarded the victory. 
 
There was some confusion at the beginning with 
regards to the rules of the event, but it was decided 
that Kelian the Dwarf could participate using thrown 
hatchets.  Caliphar was the first to compete, and to 
the delight and laughter of the other participants he 
was only able to scratch the outer ring in two of his 
shots, ending with a score of two.  However, when he 
was followed in turn by Kestral De'Kiernan, Kelian, and 
Algorian, to their great embarrassment each was 
unable to score even a single hit, except for Kellian 
who managed to deflect one of his hatchets off a 
roof beam and onto Sir Michael Justice who was 
officiating.  Thus, in the end, Caliphar’s two points won 
out, and he was awarded the victory. 
 
The last competition of the afternoon was the Battle 
of Squads.  Four teams of four individuals fought in 
two rounds.  Each battle lasted until all members of 
one team were put out of action.  The first battle 
was between Jokarius Bashere, Glenn Stormwolf, John 
Little and Meilah on one side, and Viscount Simeon 
Silvercord, Rastlin, Sir Corin Sunliner and Kilana on the 
other, with Silvercord’s team emerging victorious.  The 
second battle was between Danrick, Algorian, Keno and 
Cleo on one side, and Sir Kyth Wild, Logenn, Kestral 
De'Kiernan and Caliphar on the other.  Danrick’s team 
came out on top after a quick but vicious melee. 
 
Many of the spectators had seen the various 
participants in battle before, but often times against 
goblins and orcs and other ruffians and scum.  It was 
quite a different story to see two organized teams 
of highly skilled professional pitting their skills against 
each other.  The final battle was a showcase of speed, 
precision, organization, and strategy.  The entire battle 
lasted just under a single minute, but the battle 
showcased each team’s skill to its fullest. 
 
Danrick plowed into the Silvercord team and shrugged 
off Silvercord’s blows and bludgeoned Kilana to the 
floor, but was in turned spelled down by Rastlin.  The 
remaining swordsman duked it out with Algorian being 
the first to fall.  Cleo or Keno briefly managed to heal 

Danrick, but the moment he rose he was quickly put 
down by the vigilant swordsman of Silvercord’s team.  
Before Clio and Keno tried to regroup bring their 
magic to bear, but the remaining member of 
Silvercord’s team pounced on them and bore them 
both to the ground. 
 
Even then the battle was not completely over.  Each 
team was clever, but each also knew the other’s tricks.  
Both Cleo and Keno had contingency cantrips cast on 
themselves to grant them life should they be given a 
killing blow.  But the other team was ready for this 
trick, and after granting life and healing to all their 
members proceeded to finish the battle to its 
conclusion, and won the competition. 
 
When all the competitions were completed and all the 
awards granted, Prince Gabriel Harcourt rose and 
made one final presentation.  He asked Sir Corin 
Sunliner to approach.  The Prince announced that based 
on the spirit and manner in which he competed in many 
events in the tournament, Sir Sunliner was being 
awarded the position of Champion of Therendry.  In 
typical knightly modesty Sir Sunliner attempted to 
demur stating he was unworthy of so high an honor, 
but the Prince would have none of that, and granted 
him the position, and thus drew to a close the Spring 
Tourney of Therendry.  
 
The Table of the Victorious 
 
Fencing Tourney  Sir Kyth Wild 
Riddlemaster of Therendry Sir Corin Sunliner 
Casting Tourney  Squire Rastlin Dawnware 
Fighter’s Tourney  Danrick 
Archer’s Tourney  Caliphar 
Squad Battle  4-Man Squad of  
   Viscount Simeon  
   Silvercord, Squire Rastlin 
   Dawnware, Sir Corin 
   Sunliner,  and High Lady 
   Kilana Amendar 
Champion of Therendry Sir Corin Sunliner 

 
A Myrran Ghost Story Continued From Page 
6… 
 
As her eyes met other, not once did see she 
fear, only a determination that if their lives 
must be laid down today, then they would be 
sold costly. Her tears soaked into the ground 
at her feet.  
 
As the sun finally fell below the horizon a 
cold wind blew in form the desert. In the 
twilight glow Satrina looked up into her 
mother’s eyes  
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“Rise my child. Your tears carried your plight 
to us and we have come. Your need called us 
back. Rise my Daughter and lead us.”  
 
As she looked around there were more than 
she could count standing with her. The Shades 
of our people, kept strong in our living blood, 
had come to once again dance in battle.  
 
It was then that the horde came over the 
dunes before them. Sandaj Satrina Kadi raised 
her sword she cried out “KADI” and charged. 
All through the night the battle raged, when 
dawn broke, the sands around Ridwan were 
soaked with goblin blood.  
 
Not one in twenty goblins lived to flee in the 
morning light. As the light of day began to 
shine down the shades departed, all except for 
Bitrah. She stood over her daughter’s body 
until it was found by the other survivors.  
 
As she faded she told them” Her spirit is 
what brought us here and kept us through the 
night, but the cost was high. She is too weak 
to resurrect and I do not know if she will even 
be strong enough to join us in the beyond. 
Honor her as you honored me for this is her 
day”  
 
They feast Satrina the day after, unlike her 
mother’s this feast was somber and humble. In 
the days that followed a new well was 
discovered in the place where her tears had 
call to our blood. While the ole spring was 
cold and sweet this new one was warm and 
salty as the tears that fell from Satrina’s eyes.  
 
Even today both well flow strong and if you 
drink from the well of tears you can her 
lament echoing off the dunes and she her spirit 
and those that also fell that days walking in 
the desert. I hope this helps you to understand 
from where the gorbe draw our strength from, 
for we have an army marching through our 
veins. 
 
Kymri Ramishk 
 

Beware the Blue Fae, Continued from Page 
7… 
 
Shaking my head, I began to wonder what 
this Fae had done to me. I looked down at the 
document that I had been working on for the 
last two hours ready to continue with my 
work once again, but the writing was 
different. Scribbles were all I saw. 
Everything was indecipherable. In a frantic 
gesture, I went through all my books and 
papers. I could not read a thing.   
 
Once again I reached for my bow. I needed to 
get help. It leapt away from me and no 
matter what I did to try to grab it, it stayed 
just out of reach.  I frantically attempted to 
gather arrows into my hand thinking that if I 
could hold the arrows, my bow would come 
to me. But just like the first one I touched, 
they crumbled into dust.   
 
This Fae had placed a curse upon me. 
Anything I touched that dealt with magic or 
skills was immediately destroyed. Spell 
books, potions, scrolls, components, all 
turned into dust. Magic items I attempted to 
hold stayed away from me as if I had an 
invisible shield around my body.  As I exited 
my room to get help, by accident I touched 
someone and all of their possessions were 
destroyed as well.  
 
I had said that there was a pain in my ankle. 
There was not much pain at first, but soon it 
felt like it was on fire and an thousand sharp 
instruments were stabbing me. It was hard to 
walk and impossible to run.  I was hobbled.  
 
I thought that this was a significant event 
that people needed to be warned of, but when 
I tried to communicate upon the Fae tree, I 
found that even this, too, was beyond me. I 
could not get close enough to the tree to 
read it let alone leave a message.  
 
A month has gone by and I am just beginning 
to get my skills back, but it has been a slow 
and painful process.  I have not been able to 
communicate with very many people and have 
kept to myself. I did not know what else this 
Blue Fae had done to me, and I did not want 
to cause anyone harm nor did I want to 
destroy anyone’s possessions.  
 
So, why am I writing of this embarrassing 
experience for everyone to read? One, I am 
just so happy to be able to write again. Two, 
I felt that this story needed to be told. I have 
never heard of Cobalt, and I thought that 
others would need to know what he is capable 
of if they came in contact with him. Please be 
careful. I was not. 
 
Sincerely, 
Anyanka Shadowrunner Featherfall 
Legal Scribe of Therendry 



…
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Schedule of Events: 
 
Date:    Location:    Chapter/IG Loc.: 
 
May 27-30 (3-day) Pocahontas State Park   VALOR 
June 3-5 Pocahontas State Park   VALOR 
June 17-19 Camp 1, Prince William Forest METRO 
July 8-10 Pocahontas State Park   VALOR 
July 8-10 Camp 1, Prince William Forest METRO 
August 5-7 Pocahontas State Park   VALOR 
August 12-14 Camp 2, Prince William Forest METRO 
September 2-5 (3-day) Pocahontas State Park   VALOR 
September 23-25 Pocahontas State Park   VALOR 
October 7-9 Pocahontas State Park   VALOR 
 
Contacts for METRO (Therendry):  Website:  http://www.therendry.com 

Pre-registration:   
Gateways, TO COME 
Mike Smith:  illuminating1@hotmail.com 

 
Contacts for VALOR (Blackstone):  Website: http://www.duchyofblackstone.com 

Pre-registration: 
VALOR, 4709 Guinea Road, Annandale, VA 22003 
Chris Hill: valornero@aol.com 
Logistics for VALOR: valorlogistics@yahoo.com 

 
Costs for Events: 
2-Day Event:   $55 at the door, $45 pre-registration, for PCs.   

NPCing is free. 
3-Day Event:   $75 at the door, $65 pre-registration, for PCs.   

NPCing is free. 
 

Those with a good NPC/PC ratio may be given a discount. 
Logistics must be contacted for pre-game production prior to event. 

 
Logistics: 
VALOR:   valorlogistics@yahoo.com 
METRO:   characters@therendry.com 

9-day: May 27 to 
June 5 


