
War Ablaze in the Frozen North 
Lewis Thistlebottom 

All out war has consumed the former nation of 
Volshera, from the borders of Delluuz to the border 
with Kohunavaht. Minor lords along both borders are 
refusing to send men and supplies to the civil war, 
having grown sick of the conflict. These rebelling 
nobles, about 20 in total, have each declared their 
own lands to be sovereign and independent of 
Archdukes/Church. Duke Demyan Drum, the only 
duke refusing to choose a side, has been quoted 
saying, “This conflict is distracting our brave soldiers 
from being ready to hold off the horrors from beyond 
the void and the followers of the dark gods.” Duke 
Drum has been the main push for peace between the 
two sides, but with his withdrawal from attempts at 
peace talks the fighting has increased, particularly at 
Carrion, former capital of Volshera. !During the 
Second Destroyer War, the forces that would become 
known as the Dead Lands seized the control of 
Carrion, and have held onto them for over 50 years. 
Two weeks ago, General Gabriel Grumsfeld led a 
surprise assault and was able to capture the city. He 
had achieved this feat by channeling a ginger-infused 
bond-breaking totem into Carrion’s spirit nexus, 
destroying it an every summoned creature in the 
city. No one has ever destroyed a spirit nexus before, 
and who can say what the long=term effects of the 
magical backlash will be, but the forces of the Dead 
Lands are not taking this lying down. As I write this, 
a large force is amassing to retake Carrion and with 
it, the main trade route to the Crater of Exile. !  
 

                                                          
 

Another 50-year tradition to end is the 
dissolution of the Unyielding Defenders. Bishop Boris 
Vanko’s undead forces struck the first blow against 
the troops from the Ward of Souls, forcing the Ward 
of Souls’ troops to go into hiding and acting as a 
guerilla force. No reports as to who might be leading 
those troops, but they are stuck far behind enemy 
lines with no support. Lord Captian Merin’s elite 
Skamplonian Ravenguard has seized the town of 
Kismet in response, and is aggressively repelling any 
armed forces in the area. Unfortunately, this means 
that the tight patrols that once guarded along the 
Horrid Curtain are no more, and horrors are starting 
to slip through into Volshera. !  

One final report from the Deadlands has many 
nobles, scholars, and religious figures worried is the 
forming of yet another armed group in the area, one 
composed of Awoken, Volsaken, and other freed 
thinking undead. Their leader is called Commander 
Sheppard, but it is believed this not the persons real 
name. This enigmatic person leads a force of at least 
five hundred undead, and they have seized lands to 
form a place free of persecution, or so they claim. So 
far their major military actions have been to free 
undead of their masters, usually by killing the 
summoners. With so much unknown about this group 
no one can say what long=term effects this will have 
on Volshera, and the world at large. 

EXILE ARMY STALLED IN THE BLIZZARD 
L. Fallbright 

 
Tensions rise as Lightfall's army is reporting that they are off schedule due to the massive blizzard that 

has befallen the crater. Hoping to reach Brightwater in early March, reports have been coming in that 
Lightfall's army may not reach Brightwater for another week, leaving the town dangerously undefended 
against the incoming Laojian-Lu army. 

Brightwater is fortifying its borders and most of the citizens of Exile from farms and homesteads in the 
area have already evacuated to either Lightfall or Shadow Valley. We can only hope that Laojian-Lu's army is 
equally as stalled by this horrible weather. 
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A Dashing Haberdashery 
Tahl-Kahn the Black-Blooded 

 My editor has again attempted to relegate 
me to a task entirely unbecoming a troll of my 
stature. I was ordered to review another shop, The 
Clever Clothier, run by one Amias Turner. At first 
I was excited, as I have never been hunting 
outside of Fa’ithalas, and was looking forward to 
browsing exotic pelts. I was quite surprised to find 
that Mr. Turner has not a single animal skin in his 
shop. All of the clothing material in his shop 
comes from plants. And not from dangerous, 
pernicious plants, as one might expect from the 
crater, but from standard, farm-grown plants. 
Outrageous! Where is the honor, where is the 
glory, the victory in killing defenseless plants? 
Bah, I can’t stand writing any more about this 
dreck, especially in exciting times such as these. ! 
 It seems Exile is suddenly on the brink of 
war with Laojin-Liu, and I, for one, could not be 
more excited. I am 6,523; far too young to be 
retired from battle. My mind and body yearn to 
spill more blood. My quadriceps quiver in 
anticipation! 

But I look forward not just to exercising my 
own battle prowess; no, this is much more. It is a 
chance for this fledgling nation of ours to finally 
prove itself in battle against a worthy foe. Yes, 
technically Exile has been “involved” in many 
wars, but it has always found itself at odds with 
some small secretive sect or rogue faction from 
one of the major nations, or else a mere pawn in 
the disputes of the gods. ! 

Now, for the first time in it’s history, Exile 
faces an enemy on similar footing. Though it has 
been around much longer than Exile, Laojin-Liu is 
similar in both size and influence, with no strong 
allies or enemies. !The only thing Laojin-Liu has 
over Exile is a larger, better-trained, and better-
equipped long-standing army. Many believe that 
this gives them a solid advantage in the war. They 
are fools. Unfortunately, this includes our whelp of 
a king, who has decided to counter this army by 
building one of his own. An organized army 
dependent on distant leadership is the last thing 
we need; it may well lose us the war. 

Our glorious leader seems to be forgetting 
that the war will be fought here, in the Crater, on 
our home turf. An organized army is useless when 
it can be torn apart by a shift at any moment. 
Instead, we must look to the strategy of Ponoozir 
Xaaxoot, one of the few non-greenskins. This 
gorilla anarathi ran an impressive campaign on 
the strategically essential island of Yamatao 
during the last Destroyer War. With minimal 
troupes and few supplies, he kept the enemy from 
gaining a foothold for two years. These so-called 
“gorilla tactics” show that, in a situation such as 
ours, a standing, organized army is not nearly as 
useful as independent militias, that can move and 
make decisions of their own accord. ! 

 
 
So, if you want to win this war, do yourself 

and your countrymen a favor and do not join the 
royal army. Instead, start a militia in your own 
area. Do your best to obtain weapons and training, 
though I suspect that, for most people, that won’t be 
an issue. I’d venture a guess that anyone living 
outside of Lightfall has already faced creatures far 
more dangerous than a Laojin-Liu soldier. Keep the 
following tactics in mind: ! 

Do not face your enemy head-on. Traditional 
battles are fought by lining up enemies on opposite 
sides of a battlefield in broad daylight, at an 
appointed time, and having them attack each other. 
Do not allow your militia to fall into this pattern, as 
the enemy is trained for it, and will have the 
advantage. Attack during the night. Strike not the 
enemy camp, but their supply wagons. 

!Be prepared to abandon your home. This is 
very hard for a lot of people, as so many are willing 
to die to defend their home. These people are selfish 
and foolish. Houses can be rebuilt; land can be 
reclaimed; but a life, once lost, is gone forever. ! 

Leave your enemy no quarter. If you do have 
to leave your home, burn it down. Leave nothing 
that the enemy can use. If you are a farmer, burn 
the crops you can’t carry with you. Or better yet, if 
you can, leave traps behind for the enemy invaders. ! 

Strike and dash. Do not stick around for a 
long, drawn-out fight. Once you have made the first 
strike, get out quickly and prepare for another. 

May your battles be long and glorious, and 
your blade be blessed by Haiden. Let the war begin! 

And should my editor change a single word of 
this article, she may find herself in the same 
situation as Mr. Amias Turner who found his arm 
broken in thirteen places after violating me in an 
attempt to, in his words, “take your inseam”. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

All-faith Marlidian Church 
Don Lordi 

Today seems to be a very stressful and busy day indeed for the Marlidian Church here. Followers of 
all faiths have come flocking to the church demanding answers. The priests here are simply 
overwhelmed by the attendees and can't handle the influx. 

!According to Miktron, follower and adept of Niktonicus, "The gods aren't answering our prayers 
like they used to! I can smith and forge all day, and not a single item comes out the way it's needed! And 
forget my prayers!"!The overwhelming reply from the Priests of Marlidian was the fact that Marlidian's 
realm itself was under attack, and as such, those of faith are not going to be as readily answered. Outrage 
was the majority response. Demands to talk to their god rang out, prayers and epithets were shouted, 
and overall the peace was very shaky here at the church. A few passer-by's added their commentary. 
"Maybe these leeches will stop depending on their gods so much now and work for themselves." Said one. 
"Good riddance," commented another, "It's about time these people stopped groveling for what they want 
and started working for it."! 

Overall it's a very chaotic situation here at the All-Faith church, and is expected to only continue. 
Who knows what the rest of the world looks like?! 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
       
        
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

FASHION  
BY FAE 

Cloth Shoes Are 
Yesterday’s Fashion 
La! It has come to my attention I 
must start writing in this paper 
in order to beautify this world. 
Though war may be at our 
doorstep, we will not allow it to 
sully our glamour. Speaking of 
war, I’m starting a war on 
fashion! I’ve heard tell that the 
people of Brightwater are behind 
the times when it comes to 
footwear. They wear soft-cloth 
shoes still! Can you believe it? A 
mockery to fashion in all of its 
definitions. What horrid, garish 
colors, they are – blues and 
purples and whites and greens! I 
can’t stand it. OPEN YOUR EYES, 
BRIGHTWATER! What’s out is 
out. What’s in is in! And what’s 
in are boots. Be they suede or 
leather, knee-high or ankle-high, 
heeled or military-style, black or 
brown. Boots are the bees knees! 
 
 
Fashion Tip 
Looking to look good in the 
spring? Try a tunic! All the best 
serfs of the kingdoms are 
wearing them. And they come in 
SOOOO many colors! The trick? 
Make it yourself. “How do I do 
that?! I’m no seamstress.” No 
sewing required, dear friend. 
Here’s how:!1) Do you remember 
last summer’s fashion trend – 
the Tee-shirt? No need for that 
ugly thing anymore. Turn it 
inside out; cut the sleeves so the 
hem is gone. Cut the collar as 
well. On the front, make a small 
cut down the center. Poke holes 
and lace with string. Add some 
fancy by wearing a belt over it. 
Voila! Gorgeous. 
 

Calling All Artists! 
Anastasia Verochka 

 
A call for art has been made by 
the University of Isles for new 
pieces to be exhibited. The top 
three pieces of each division will 
be awarded scholarships and 
other prizes. There will be 
divisions for students, amateurs, 
and professionals who will be 
judged in the following media: 
paintings, drawings, sculpture, 
kinetic, and mixed media. The 
theme for this competition is 
dawn or awakening and themes 
of war should be avoided. Please 
submit all pieces by the 
beginning of the next moon and 
they should be delivered to the 
art department at the University 
of Isles. 

Sports Across the World 
Vincara Keballo 

Pre-season tryouts have 
started for this year’s 
Professional Puntsphere 
Tournaments! Though we’re 
expecting a smaller turnout than 
usual due to most of our players 
being called off to war, the games 
will continue! Last year’s season 
ended with the Celesheim 
Centaurs winning against the 
Houkaval Hounds in a playoff, 
18-16 – one of the closest games 
of the last 10 years. All are 
welcome to try out. Bring your 
best sport shoes and sliding 
pants. No helmets required. 

For those who do not know 
what puntsphere is, it is a sport 
where the field is set up in a 
diamond with a base at each 
point. There are two teams 
comprised of a pitcher, basemen, 
catcher, and sometimes 
(depending on whether it is a 
professional or amateur league) 
out-fielders. One team starts on 
the field in their positions, while 
the other team lines up to kick. 
The pitcher rolls the ball towards 
the opposing team’s kicker. He 
kicks it and starts to run towards 
first base; if the ball is not caught 
mid-air or if a baseman does not 
get the ball and tag the kicker 
with it, the kicker is safe. The 
kicker may proceed to run 
around to each base if he is not 
tagged. The next player steps up 
to kick. It is often likened to the 
sport of baseball but instead of a 
bat, you kick. For every person 
that makes it around the 
diamond, a point is scored. If the 
field team manages to tag three 
people out, the teams switch 
places; the kickers now are in 
the field and the fieldsmen are 
now kickers. This proceeds for 
six rounds. The team with the 
highest points at the end wins. 

Want to Seem Worldly? 
 

Are you interested in 
becoming a world-famous artist? 
How about a budding 
cartographer? The Empire of 
Isles has just the contest for you. 
With everyone at each other's 
throats, this country has done 
nothing but open its arms and 
attempt to bring everyone a 
small bit of happiness and 
togetherness. What better way 
than to hold a contest for best 
depiction of the world? Yes, they 
want your vision of the state of 
the world! Everyone is welcome 
to submit their ideas. No entry 
fee required. Winners will be 
announced in the Circular. 



Interview with a Brightwaterian 
Daniel Andrews 

In the far corner of the room with a map taking up the entire table sat Violet in front of it. Using chess 
pieces she placed them around the map, knowing which piece represented whatever was flowing through her 
mind. I had asked her what she was doing and her response of planning for war against Laojian-Lu. At that 
point I was intrigued and couldn't help but ask her thoughts on the war and how our country will be against 
our enemies. 

Through moments of silence to calculate her thoughts while she moved pieces around Violet had spoken 
to me with honest answers. She wanted to see the town to success but she doesn't know how fate will favor 
over them when the time is right. With that in mind I began talking with her about the pros and cons of each 
country. 

We had noted that Laojian-Lu has more citizens 
that could be drafted as soldiers for the war, so their 
supply of soldiers would be endless compared to us. 
While the people of Exile we tend to be stubborn and 
full of pride, but because of this we tend to be 
unorganized and seeing as how Laojian-Lu can be 
organized in a matter of seconds we have a difficult 
battle ahead of us.  

Near the end of the conversation I was curious to 
know if there were any countries willing to help us 
against this threat, her answer was something I wasn't 
expecting. There were no countries who would be 
willing to help right away, meaning we are on our own 
from here on out. 

Our only saving graces are that they will lack the 
knowledge to survive the crater, and IF they do not 
have allies to help them. Let's hope that these will 
cause the Laojian-Lu army to crumble before reaching 
the gates of Brightwater. 
 

 

Dear Dandi, 
I am a junior 
apprentice in 
tinsmithing who has 
the amazing 
opportunity to travel to 
the Empire of Isles for a 
year as a foreign 
exchange apprentice. I 
know I am very lucky 
to have this  

opportunity to travel, but I am scared about the 
people there. ! I am a fervent worshipper of 
Niktonicus, so I will have to uphold my standards 
alone in a land where the government does not 
support religion. I have never been away from 
home, and that's hard enough as it is. I guess I just 
need some advice on how to be strong when I'm 
there.                                    -- ALONE IN THE EMPIRE ! 

Dear Dandi,  
At my mage school 
graduation party, I had 
my guests sign a 
spellbook that I had 
intended to display in a 
prominent place in my 
home. Unfortunately, a 
friend chose to 
celebrate the occasion 
by depicting a very 
 crude rendering of male genitalia on every page of 

the book. I was extremely upset upon seeing the final 
result. I can’t now display it in my home. Should I 
levy a curse upon this friend and let him know how 
much it hurt my feelings? I certainly don’t want him 
to think what he did was funny or have him do it 
again.                -- Offended in Volshera! 

Dear Alone,  
I agree that you are being given an amazing 
opportunity to grow and learn. If you haven't 
spoken about this with your master, please do so. I 
assume you will be living with a host family. When 
you get there, consider discussing your concerns 
with their tinsmith master. I am sure you will be 
encouraged to stick to your standards and beliefs, 
and be respected for doing so if you remember to 
also respect others who may not think exactly the 
way you do. In fact, many people in the Empire 
actually do worship the gods, but only at their 
convenience. 
                                                                         -- Dandi 

Dear Offended:  
I totally understand your reaction, but if a crude 
(possibly drunk) friend of mine had done that to an 
object I wanted to display in my house, I would have 
found it hilarious and mounted the crude display in a 
prominent place. However, if you are truly offended, I 
have heard of an excelled hex that forces the 
recipient to unwittingly draw genitalia whenever 
they write. The best part is they are unable to see 
what they have drawn. Instead, they see only their 
originally intended words. If you wish to make use of 
this fitting revenge, seek Mad Maddy in the shadows 
of Vi’renae’s cathedral in Old Morte.  
                                                                         -- Dandi 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
       
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Dear Dandi,  
I am a doctor who has fallen for one of my patients. I don’t know how to tell her how I feel, so I have been 
keeping my lovely lady sedated until I can find a way to make her love me. It shouldn’t harm her she is used to 
sleeping through the winter months anyway. In the meantime, I will be harvesting her bile so this endeavor is 
not a complete waste. Sometimes I find myself staring for hours into her large, glossy, brown eyes and 
stroking her shaggy, brown hair. If only she could understand me and I her. Please tell me how to make her 
love me. !                                                                                                                                                           -- Unbearably in love 
!Dear In Love, 
I’m not sure if you’ve heard that doctors should do no harm, but keeping a woman sedated for months and 
harvesting her bile DOES NOT fall under “no harm”. You should let this woman go free. But, seeing as you 
seem like an unreasonable monster, there are certain potions that may make her fall in love with you. You 
could probably find them by asking various unscrupulous shopkeepers. Still, I implore you to see that this love 
would be a false love. A famous monk once said “If you love somebody, let them go, for if they return, they 
were always yours. If they don't, they never were.” Let her go.                                                                             -- Dandi 
 



         
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
           

CLASSIFIEDS 
Needed: 
 
Caravan guards for trips through the Crater. 
6 Silver per day plus expenses. 
Contact Rohan the Trader in Lightfall. 

Wanted! ! 
A family of three goes missing on the way to 
the Isles! ! 
Last seen in Brightwater they had gone 
missing after their son had dashed out of the 
tavern, exclaiming he wanted to go home to 
his grandfather. 
Father is around 5'8" in his 40s with a 
medium build, glasses, black cloak, carrying a 
staff. 
Mother is around 5'6" in her 40s as well, thin 
build, black cloak too with a sword. 
Child is around 4'0" possible 6 or 7, thin build, 
black hair with a green jacket with no 
weapons. 
If they are found, the reward will be 5 gold. !If 
you have any information please contact the 
local authorities. 

Wanted! 
 
Legion of Volseherian drain tanks. Not a 
paying gig, but you keep what you kill. 

Mae Windfield 
 

AN EXILE WEDDING! 
 
Ladies, gentlemen, girls and rogues: I give you a tale I 

recount from my very own sightings. !I was on my merry 
way to Shadow Valley to get the scoop on their wartime 
preparations – I received no welcome and was instead 
chased from the town menacingly (I suppose they’ll do just 
fine in the coming months) – when I stumbled across a 
lovely little sight. In the middle of a patch of woods I 
wandered, I saw a brilliant glade. Icicles hanging from the 
tree branches, fresh snow upon the ground, evergreens and 
holly, a gorgeous green and red. And in the middle, a lovely 
figure bedecked in white herself. (I used an amazing magic 
trick I learned in Fa’irthalas so she wouldn’t see me, and 
snuck closer, of course.) Her cheeks flushed from the cold, 
turned down eyes welled with tears, and in her hands a 
beautiful bouquet of the darkest red bramble roses I had 
ever seen. It was only then I took notice to what she had 
been walking – or perhaps I should say to whom. Her 
groom, a stark difference to the rest of the snowy world, 
stood in black formal roguish attire, backed by icicles 
almost forming an arch. I stood agog for a very long time, 
watching the ceremony, tears forming in my naturally 
dewy eyes as well. This was not the wedding of a commoner, 
my darling followers, but perhaps a noble. Yes, lovelies, the 
size of the ring itself spoke volumes, and while I couldn’t 
place the groom, the bride looked very much like the long-
missing and recently-found Princess Annabell Hawke. Few 
witnesses to be seen at this private wedding, beside myself 
of course, but perhaps this is what they truly wanted. The 
purity of it all, the symbolism, the colors of black and white 
– the colors of Exile – the privacy, and the sweet treat of 
enjoying life while the world rages on around us. I couldn’t 
think of a more dream-like wedding. I wish them the best. 
The cake was delicious. 

 
Star-Crossed Lovers 

 
Ah, love! Grand as it is, it can also lead to some 

sadness. You all have heard of the civil upset going on in 
Delluuz. Nobles turned against each other all because Keen 
Queen Kara refuses to name an heir. In all this turbulence, a 
flower blooms! She is the daughter of Governor Calcas Goff - a 
family whose governorship and loyalty to the crown dates 
back before the time of Queen Catherine. He is the son of Lord 
Brice Safford, a fickle man who earns his rights with money 
and schmoozing – currently, he backs Prince Arthur’s 
crusade. After meeting at a cotillion held in Celesheim before 
this whole debacle started, the two fell madly in love. How 
unfortunate that their families haven’t seen eye to eye since. 
They’ve denounced, banned, and banished – but rumors have 
it the two young lovebirds meet in private. I do believe that 
this has happened before in a book I read or a play. I recall it 
ending horrifically… My hopes are that it doesn’t happen like 
that for these two. Perhaps this will all be over soon.  

Sit tight and be careful my scandal-loving and 
scuttlebutt-talking society. 

 

THE CIRCULAR NEEDS YOU! 
 

If you think you have what it takes to be a 
reporter in this ever-changing world, send a 

letter to The Exile Circular, Lightfall, with 
your resume and sample article of something 

gin your area! You can earn money while 
seeing the world! 

ATTENTION: 
 
Do you want to protect your family, home, 
and country from the invading Laojian-Lu 
armies? Join the Exile Army! Anyone and 
everyone who lives within the Crater’s 
boarders are invited to join. Those who sign 
up for a two-year tour will automatically be 
granted citizenship in Exile, receive a 
pension plan for after they retire and this 
pension will be transferred to their family 
should the worst happen. Those interested 
should proceed to Lightfall, Brightwater, or 
Shadow Valley to meet with a recruiting 
Colonial. Any damages incurred while 
traveling to join will be covered by the army 
within the first month of employment.  

For sale:  
 
A litter of rat kits. Fancy colorations on most 
of the rats. 1g a kit. Contact Jack at Jack's 
Bargain Pet Emporium. 

Help wanted:  
 
Stableboy needed for an Inn in Lightfall. 
Please contact Merinda at the The Startled 
Badger. 

Band of minstrels for hire. No event is too big, 
too fancy, too rowdy or too small for The 
Smartly Brothers. Contact Ivan Smartly in 
Hokeval to book your entertainment now! 


