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 Spring Moot, 1111 – Opening Edition


Letter from our Hosts

On behalf of the Gryphon Nation, I would like to welcome the heroes and leaders, of the nations of the Heartlands and Southlands, to Lyon.


Capital of Lyonesse, Lyon is the civic centre of the Gryphon nation. Seat of the Lyonese crown, Lyon is also home to our high courts and is governed by former Lord Provost, Duke Syraen Morgan of House Percy. Overshadowing its present day importance, Lyon is also central to the worship of the ancestor Charlemagne. The monastery here houses monks and templars who serve to protect our people and demonstrate the tenacity of our faith.


Rich in resources, Lyon is home to many guild houses; work has even commenced on building the very first Corruptor's guild house. Some find it strange that we have embraced the concept of a Corruptor's guild. We believe that in controlling and monitoring the spread of corruption we are defending ourselves against those individuals who seek to educate themselves and turn against the nation.


We often gather together in places of turmoil and threat. In inviting you all to this holy city, we hope to buck the trend set by many of our neighbours. Over the last few years Lyonesse has been torn by conflict and yet Lyon has remained unsullied. That is not to say we are resting on our laurels. During a recent visit to a town within a week's journey of Lyon, we discovered an attempt to build an unliving army, right here in Lyonesse.
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A fugitive of justice and member of the Lyonese royal line, Raymonde Visilesse, had attempted to raise and control an unliving army by manipulating some form of necromantic item that contained a barrow wight. Raymonde continues to be active in the area surrounding Calais and should not pose a threat to our guests this weekend.


These recent actions have served to reinforce, to me, the feelings of the Gryphon nation with regards to the unliving. We make no bones (pun intended) about our feelings towards the unliving.


During our conflict against the Akari, however, we learnt that we must sometimes make concessions to those we would normally not tolerate.

<Take Note: Laws on Unliving in Lyonesse>


Whilst we are gathered in Lyon, sentient unliving will be allowed to exist on those parts of Gryphon land that are policed by the militia guild. However, I must stress that sentient unliving will not be protected by Gryphon law. Sentient unliving who wish to be protected by Gryphon law are invited to approach the office of Lord Provost to apply for “diplomatic immunity”.


Our laws regarding the “Perpetuation of Unlife” are clear; we would ask that our guests are mindful of our sentiments and do not seek to create or raise unliving by rite, ritual or other means whilst physically within Gryphon lands. We intend to monitor the use of our ritual circle and will take the abuse of our circle most seriously.

<Ends.>


It is my sincere hope that we can take this opportunity to celebrate the successes of the past and start to discuss amongst us the future of Erdreja. We took a course of action at last year's Gathering of Nations and would encourage you people of the Heartlands and Southlands to work with us to continue to take the right course in guiding and protecting the world we live in.

Archduke Norris,

Lord Chancellor of the Gryphon Nation. 

Statement from the Viper nation

It is with regret that we find ourselves in a state of War with the nation of Albion.

We had great friendship and comradery with the Harts and would not take such an action without justification.

At the Gathering of Nations 1111 the Harts performed a Rite to send an Ancestral army to attack the Planes of Unlife. No reason for this has yet been given. This army was sent with orders to attack the Ancestors that reside there. There are very few factions that do not have some sort of representation of death and darkness in their pantheon and those Ancestors reside on this Plane. No Ancestors were to be spared by this army and no warning was given – except for some reason to Gustav, the Dark Lord.

This ancestral army intervened in a battle being fought against Satuun (initiated by Teutonia in order to remove him from power) and directly aided him in his survival by slaying the general of the opposing forces.

We have not yet been able to speak to a majority of those ancestors residing on the Plane although we do know some were forced to flee or to utilise large amounts of power to protect themselves and call for help from their followers who were racked with pain.

As a nation of faith, as a nation who knows first-hand the dangers of persecuting those of a faith you do not agree with, the Vipers found themselves having to declare war on the Harts in response to this unprovoked attack on our Ancestors.

We were given reliable information as to who was involved in allowing the Rite and performing it and it was decided that our quarrel was with them rather than the nation of Albion. Those named were: Robert Mortimer – newly promoted to Lord Regent of the faction after the assassination of his predecessor, Ligea Rook – a zealot with a bone to pick against anything to do with the Planes of Unlife and Rowena of Hereford – Lord Provost of Albion.



When declaring war on the Harts we gave them the opportunity to hand over those responsible and save any more bloodshed. Robert Mortimer publically admitted his responsibility despite the noble attempts of Saul Derby to take the blame. Therefore we arranged to meet on the field of battle as two countries at war and two of the three responsible were executed.

Currently the Viper nation remains at war until Ligea Rook is handed to us for justice, then an end to hostilities will be called and talks started with the Harts. We do not wish for anyone else to die over the mistakes of their leaders and ask all similarly aggrieved factions not to join in this war for the sake of the citizens of Albion.

Viper Ministry

The Harts have been invited to provide their side of the story for the Closing edition.(ed.)
New Heartland Nation at the Gathering?


(Bet that's got your attention.)

Following diplomatic overtures on behalf of the Wolves' nation and the Bards' Guild, we are privileged to announce that the nation of Siberja will be sending an ambassador to the Gathering of Nations this year, with a view to becoming a signatory of the Gathering Treaty. The ruling chamber of Siberja has asked that representatives of every Faction and Guild meet with ambassador Acquiescence II (mother in-law to the ruler of Siberja) to ratify this historic moment. Those who wish to learn more about what has led to this, and what the future may hold for the Heartlands, should speak to either the Wolves or the Bards at the earliest opportunity.

This is big history, people. Let's make sure it happens right.

Pillow

Bards Guild visits the Wolves!

So, what happens when there's something occurring in Erdreja we want to know more about? Well, we gather the Guild, pack our Biggest Sticks (for diplomatic writings, of course) and jump on the nearest boat. So off we went on a merry expedition to the Throsgaard Islands to join the Wolves.

We waded ashore, waded through unliving, waded through ice elves, waded through sea slugs (I started to wonder about my holiday choices) and probably waded through a lake or two of elementals – and the odd furnace-full. Then we found the tavern (hurrah!), started singing and then got plied with booze by an appreciative audience. Marvellous! The Wolves clearly know how to welcome visiting bards.

There were lots of mines and caves filled with beasties. As any bard would when faced with an unexplored crevice, we dived right on in! We found some weird snake things (whose name I forget) that kept running at us and not trying to claw our faces off a lot. We hit them anyway. On principle. Apparently they were very 'last-year'. We also found the world's worst regenerative ooze. Pillow almost got a personal viewing, but fortunately two very dashing and heroic Wolves dived in with Galam and me to save his bacon – after all, why waste a good sandwich?

Kerr was awesome. So awesome in fact, she was frozen to the spot before she'd even really arrived – the foe was that scared of her legend. Or maybe she was just striking her devastating and heroic battle-pose. The Wolves' dazzling acting warleader made quite an impression. (I'd be rear-guard for her any day!) As did a rather stunning lass in a corset. And then there's their beautiful Queen, of course... so perhaps my destination decision wasn't so bad after all – things were looking up! (ahem)

Then sirens turned up! An entire pack of pretty, wee lassies after a man to entertain them all for the night – how could it possibly go wrong? What dear readers? Of course I 

volunteered! Turns out some elemental-siren things were possessing lots of cute gals and sending them to undermine us. Now I think of it, I didn't finish thoroughly checking the other girls... must pop back to the Wolves.

There were more attacks. There was a ritual circle we had to fix. What do you know? Leaving it attuned to and under the influence of Fire when it's on an island of ice and frost isn't a good plan – who'd have known?! And if you think Dwarf obsession with gold is dull, you should see a fire elemental ritual... they only know one word for fire! Go figure... at least we now knew why it was so damned warm.

In a cunning plan, Mr Scruffy dressed himself up in his sea slug costume and joined the forces reigned against us. Braving dangers and perils lesser heroes would quail at, Scruffy schemed and charmed his way up the hierarchy, winning for himself the position of 'belt swinger' to the leader of the pack. When the final battle commenced, he bided his time – identifying our target by his presence – then viciously turned upon her thigh as we neared her capture, allowing us to tackle the elementally-wibbled lass and bring her down.

Oh yes, we also (The Guild, this time) went to a demon-ruled city in Siberja to say hello to a mad-as-a-fruit demon queen and talk to her about her mother. As you do... but I'll let Pillow fill you in on all the technical and important things. I have sirens to hunt out and examine...
Bards Guild announcements

Guild Council Meeting: Saturday 2pm

All members welcome.

Have your say in electing the new Lower Council leadership.

Musical evenings and workshops: speak to the Guild to find out more.

Guild on Tour: if you would like us to come up and liven up your campfire, pop inside!

Clan McAylwyn Tours Albion

When my good friend Cawd told me there was a nasty case of Death Knight breaking out across the border, I knew my clan would be interested in the news. Milford is not so far from our borders, and well it was high time we got to know our southern neighbours anyway. And so the Clan McAylwyn put aside its prettiest frocks and frollics, donned its action hats and more practical atire, sharpened its rapier-wit and prepared for a journey. Dealing with rogue unliving is something we're rather keen on, in the service of Our Lady.


Unfortunately Donald and I got a wee bit distracted hunting for sight of a rare creature (it appears) south of the border: a proper tavern. However, eventually we all met up and rendezvoued in a small ramshackle fort surrounded by some wonderful naval trees – Lanister was so taken with their potential he even asked the Lord Regent if he could take a couple back for the Kittywake. There was alas, however, no sign of the tavern – fortunately, where there's a McAylwyn there's guaranteed to be good booze, and where there's a quartet (plus a Galam, the essential McAylwyn travelling accessory) – and also Jessie's basket (behave!) - there's more than enough to go round: as Theo, the Regent, found out to his immense pleasure and cost!


And I have to say that the Harts were most welcoming and friendly, their hospitality excellent (apart from the lack of tavern). They were quite content for us to man the fort, as it were, and bring our loud and proud Caledonian ways with us as we held the base for them – while they ventured off to place after place to track down gargoyles, bag bad guys, and generally prepare for our showdown with Satun's lieutenant. Lannister and Galam fought alongside each other, barring the gates when needed, whilst Jessie and I heckled and pointed at things until they exploded (in more ways than one!). Donald drank most of the beer. And thus the time flew by.


There were ghoul kings. Lots of ghoul kings. They can't be kings of much if they're all 

monarchs and no underlings. Where are the ghoul servants and ghoul butlers, I can't help but wonder? Galam and I had much fun baiting these as we wandered the permimeter, whilst Lanni and I had fun charging up the rear! There were also vampiric moss monsters (I didn't even know plants had teeth!), skeletal knights and things, strange silvery faced somewhat possessed people and even a few actual zombies. There was a mission to stop a rogue gargoyle from battering down a door, as we tried to collect the full set and reanimate the décor of the cathedral. That was a bloody struggle, and we even found time for a McAylwyn wedgie – as we charged, Lanni our tip, to break the enemy lines – our clan our battle-cry. Lannie boldly and bravely exposed his legs to their cruel attacks to distract them, while the rest of us piled in – Jessie's cousinly-swooning smile driving us forth to ever bolder and braver deeds.


Eventually, as dawn broke on the third day, we marched toward a rite performed by grizzled and warped unliving, as their undying master looked on. After a false start involving a powerful and unpleasant Avatar, we charged down into the fray, rapidly surrounded by unliving minions determined to give us a taste of undeath (or just plain, uncondimented death). It was a fearsome afray and, as it seemed we had made a dent in the numbers of our foe, more would be raised from the ground or come screaming their silent battlecries out from the woods around. Eventually, after many aborted and interupted attempts, I finally found myself isolated and behind enemy lines – and able to bag the ritualist and finally shut her up.


Eventually we found ourselves in possession of the field, surrounding and 'occupying' the death knight till a leathal poison that had been rammed up its – well, you wouldn't have wanted to be it – worked its magic and felled the unyielding beastie. Then we simply had to rescue the beer supply from some more avatars, wave to (or in Galam's case chase after like there's no tomorrow) a random olog lich – what party's complete without one turning up? - and then it was time for home – and tea!

The Mighty Galam visits the Dragons

A land in turmoil. A people divided. Civil war, bloodshed, upheaval and chaos. That was to what Galam and I travelled towards at the approach of Samhain and the gathering darkness of winter. It was therefore with no little trepidation that we joined the Dragon warband in their quest to topple the Lich King Gruffydd, whose rotting fist had held an iron grip on Connaught for an entire decade unchallenged.


The warband was led by the Uruk priestess Tiggerat, and the Dragon warleader Pebble the Battle Kender, two figures who had found themselves on opposite sides of a civil conflict now come together to seek unity once more for their people in the furnace of blood.


We mustered at Caer Dannon, where we equipped, planned and then set out by barge to Erin and the corrupt and decaying lands of the lich. Every time the Dragons had appointed a new king to this place, Gruffydd had struck them down – brooking no challenge to his undying rule. The current Righ, and the clansfolk of Sleeve, accompanied the warband and stood at the front of much of the fighting. We were accompanied by a mighty group of the Dragon trolls also, but most of the faces in the warband were new to me. A people with much to prove.


I soon found myself in the dual role of offering knowledge and advice, and also working alongside the wily Lucas McTaff and the noble Grey, the warband’s two leading incantors. Together we would bring the light of the ancestors to this dark place as the warriors crushed any sign of corruption that we faced. And then, as the dust settled, we would begin our efforts to bring cleansing and healing back to the land.


We marched in good order, adopting the legendary Dragon column and smashing through all who stood to hinder us. Walls of well-armed zombies and skeletal knights in sinister regimented order, echoing our own battle dress, blocked the roads into the heart of the corrupt and dying lands – where we saw not a living creature for much of the time, bar our own fine company. 

Ghouls skulked amidst the ruined foliage, always ready to burst amongst us and disrupt our lines with their paralysing touch. Ethereal wraiths floated eerily amongst their number, bringing corruption and decay wherever they went.


As the lines of battle met, Galam strode through the unliving ranks like a colossus of Caledonian legend, shielded by his power, laying waste to the unliving with his shining axe or just his dagger, shield strapped to his arm to defend those about him. For my part I stepped between the lines, bathed in the glorious Light of m’Lady, sending the foul creatures back from whence they came with Her power. There were none that could refuse her call when it came, as we picked out the most threatening of our foes.


We marched, and we fought, and we fought as we marched, penetrating deeper and deeper into the dark, corrupted woods as we sought sign of Gruffydd’s lair – and rendezvous with the Dragon war scouts in the area – from the armies engaging Gruffydd’s forces as a distraction. We camped where we stood, and wherever we found shelter, whenever respite was needed – or given.
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We sallied out to outlying villages, seeing more often than not just decay and destruction, but occasionally finding a few living souls to rescue from the darkness. We encountered a unit of unliving black shields, and remnants of the Akari forces in the area, all seeking their escape from Gruffydd’s iron grip and control, all of whom we were able to turn into unlikely allies against Gruffydd’s forces. We learnt to identify his ‘controllers’, targeting them to unleash the fury of the turned minions back against his own forces as unliving fought unliving in a never-ending cycle. 

Finally, we encountered corrupted and suffering dryads, asking for our aid – though they vanished in a web of faff as the Dragons tried to organise a rite of cleansing. Yes, even these most long-lived and patient of creatures get bored with faff!


We learnt of a powerful artefact and tracked it down to a hidden glade’s circle, wherein lay a box containing the lich’s phylactery. It was guarded by a fearsome guardian, who began chanting an insidious dark magic – but, before he could finish, I banished him in a wave of light with the grace of M’Lady whose comforting presence was about me always like a shawl. We also ventured out to deal with packs of abominations that had terrorised the neighbouring villages, with their silent menace.


As the darkness of the second day drew deeper and blacker, the lich came against us with its more potent lieutenants – and we were assailed in the dead of night from all sides. Packs of wraiths with high magic at their beck and call danced and hid with the shadows, striking out with bolts of magic and freezing blows, before slipping into darkness once more. And as the warriors held off the forces of undeath, Galam and I made these unliving mages our quarry – trading their mage bolts for the power of Her Light and the glistening silver of our blades, we made ourselves their chief targets as we hunted the hunters in the darkling woods.


As the sun began to dispel the waning darkness on the third day, we finally neared the lair of our chief quarry. Sighting Gruffydd at the head of a large host, we prepared our assault – the Dragon column charging loud and proud to draw out his forces - the men and women of Sleeve making themselves visible targets of his wrath, the Righ especially – as a team dedicated to hunting the lich slipped round to attack him from the rear.


The lich was surrounded by a mighty entourage, and the battle was a swirling and deadly dance of death. As we crushed his minions, so more clawed their way up from the graves below us and, as our brave band engaged the lich, he let fly with torrents of silent bolts of magic – an unrelenting and unending salvo of magical force.

We were unable to silence his magical threat, and also unable to hinder his necrotic power from healing the many and mighty blows that we landed upon him. Even as we pulled down the last of his forces, and threw ourselves against him, it seemed that all could be lost – and several of our number were shredded into red mist by the power we railed against.


We shouted for a rite team to severe his link to the plains from which he drew his power and one hurriedly formed. As Lucas McTaff drew in the power of the rite, he strode forth and slapped the lich across the chest with an explosion of power. The lich reeled in confusion as his powers of repair were ended, and the warband tore him apart. With a half-dozen dead, we had done the impossible – we were triumphant!

Honour

What is the price for the word of a man?
Who knows the cost of deceit?
What is the source of a lust that can damn?
Is the taste of power that sweet?

Respect does not come at the edge of a sword
You cannot buy honour with gold
To a free man, freedom is not just a word
And the value of truth can’t be told

Nell McAylwyn

Armourers Guild Notice

Opening Times

Friday: 7-10 Guild Members only

 

Saturday and Sunday:

10.30 - 1.30

3-6

7-10

 

Monday: 10.30 -1.30

 

Armourers Guild Meeting:

all welcome 2.00 Saturday afternoon
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