
Main use is letter from 
Editor, or Dustin, or some-
thing like that or some impor-
tant memo to the players.

“BR ING ING YOU THE VERY LATEST BLACKMOOR CAMPAIGN NEWS FROM THE TOWER OF MIDGES TO MAUS ! ”

the

B L A C K M O O R  R A M P A R T

EDITOR’S NOTE

December 2005 || Volume 1, Issue 3

Every Thonian in Blackmoor
Liked Solstice a lot... 

But the Egg,
Who lived just North of Blackmoor,

Did NOT! 

The Egg hated Solstice!
The whole Solstice season!
Now, please don’t ask why.

No one quite knows the reason.
It could be that this creature had no head at all.
It could be, perhaps, that he hated his thralls.
But I think that the most likely reason of all,
May have been that he wanted a magical wall. 

But,
Whatever the reason,

His thoughts being tragic,
He stood there on Solstice Eve,

wanting some magic,
Staring down from his portal

with a hateful Eggy scowl
At any sorcerer or druid

that had a horned owl.
For he knew every man down

in Blackmoor beneath
Was busy now, hanging their swords

in their sheaths.

“And they’re lighting their orbs! ”
he snarled with a sneer.

“Tomorrow is Solstice! It’s practically here! ”
Then he growled,

with his tentacles nervously twitching,
“I MUST find a way

to end all that’s bewitching! ”
For, tomorrow, he knew... 

...All the Halflings and Gnomes
Would wake up bright and early.

They’d rush for their tomes!
And then! Oh, the thoughts! Oh, the thoughts! 

Thoughts! Thoughts! Thoughts!
That’s one thing he hated!

Free will and free thoughts!

Then wokan, young and old,
would sit down and they’d learn.

And they’d learn! And they’d learn!
And they’d LEARN! LEARN!

LEARN! LEARN!
They would start on the flowers,

the earth and the beasts,
Which was something the Egg

couldn’t stand in the least! 

And THEN
They’d do something he liked least of all!

Every Blackmoorian, the tall and the small,
Would stand close together,
with Solstice bells ringing.

They’d stand hand-in-hand.
And then all would start singing!

They’d sing! And they’d sing!
AND they’d SING! SING! SING! SING!

And the more the Egg thought
of the Blackmoorian song

The more the Egg thought,
“I must stop this whole thing!
“Why for thousands of years

I’ve put up with it now!
I MUST stop Solstice from coming!

...But HOW?”

Then he got an idea!
An awful idea!

THE EGG
GOT A WONDERFUL, AWFUL IDEA! 

I know just what to do! ”
The Egg Laughed as he spoke

And he quickly made a Cabal hat and cloak.
And he chuckled, and clucked,

“Oh how wonderfully sage! ”
“With this coat and this hat,

I’ll look just like a mage! ”

“All I need is a noble...”
The Egg looked around.

But since nobles are scarce,
there was none to be found.
Did that stop the old Egg...?

No! The Egg simply said,
“If I can’t find a noble, I’ll make one instead! ”

So he called one of his thralls.
Then he took some rare jewels

How the Egg of Coot Stole the Solstice
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And he made him a crown to trick the poor fools!

-THEN
He loaded some scrolls

And some old empty sacks
Teleporting away

He covered his tracks

Then the Egg said, “Go Forth! ”
And the noble made his speech
In front of the ruddy peasants

In the Common speech

All the people were silent. Only wind filled the air.
All the Blackmoorians wanted to know

what the noble would share
When he came to the first house in the square.

“Tomorrow is a work day! ,” The false noble hissed
As he yelled at the peasants, shaking his fist. 

Then locked up all the mages. Took all their rings.
Took all their wands, and their magical things.

He stopped only once, for a moment or two.
Then continued to yell, threaten, and stew

The Blackmoorians cried their holiday destroyed
Their magick was flung right off into the void.

The Egg slithered and slunk, with a smile and a laugh,
Around all of Blackmoor, he took all the staffs!

Anchors of Quall!  Goggles of Night!
All the Ioun Stones of Pearly White!

And he devoured them all. Then the Egg, with no pity,
Disappeared into the blackness! Away from the cities.

Then he slunk to the forests. He took the elves’ scrolls!
He took all the water elementals summoned from bowls!

He ate all the robes as quick as a flash.
Why, that Egg even took their quickened healing sash! 

Then he stuffed all the magic items in his form with glee.
“And NOW!” grinned the Egg “I will eat up their tree! ” 

And the Egg grabbed the tree, and he started to shove
When he heard a loud sound coming from up above.

He turned around fast, and he saw quite a sight!
Hundreds of mages wreathed in magical light. 

 The Egg had been caught by the Wizard’s Cabal
Who weren’t very happy, not happy at all.

“You’re not a wizard! ” the High Spellwise cried,
“Your stealing of magic we shall not abide! ” 

But, you know, that old Egg was so smart and so slick
He thought up a spell, and he thought it up quick!

“Why, my sweet little magelings,” the fake wizard lied,
“I’m really a Peshwah druid disguised.”

“I’m taking this tree to replant on the Hak,
“Where I ride with my wonderful steed named Malrock.”

 And his fib fooled the mages. Then he cast a quick spell
And he disappeared to the plains
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Happy Birthday to You!
King Uther “Once and Always” Andahar would like to ex-

tend his congradulations to his following subjects for surviv-
ing yet one more year and grants them well wishes for a happy 
and enjoyable December birthday!

Shane Myers Otterlake MI 
Robert Diaz Miami, FL 

Mike Hrynyk Gilford Ontario Canada 
Lorie Griffin White, GA 

Joanne Fisher Harrison Township, MI 
Jennifer Barth State College, PA 

Andrew Romanczuk St. Johns, MI 
Jay Knute Cloquet, MN 

Rolzy Robert 
Chad Valdes Ithaca, NY 

Keith Weepie Indian Trail, NC 
Matthew Capaldi Rock Hill, SC 
Stephen Perkins Knoxville, TN 

Tim Rooks Dora, AL 
Ray Young Joplin, MO 

David Fiorito King of Prussia, PA 
Jeremy Elfering Eagan, MN 
Ibrahim Oguz Knoxville, TN 

Matt Atwell Calgary, Alberta Canada 
Deanna Haas Urbandale, IA 

Jonathan Brooks Whitsett, NC 
Paul Rogers Peachtree City, GA

If you’re not registered at http://www.dablackmoor.com, 
please get registered as soon as possible!

Gant’s Metalwork
Masterwork armor, weapons and 

basic metalcraft at discount prices!

Custom work available!  Inquire at 
our shop located in the lovely trade dis-

tric of Heronport!

The Blackmoor Rampart



where he thought he’d be well.
And when the Cabal left with swollen chests preened,

The Egg went to gobble a demonic fiend! ”

Then the last thing he took
Was the egg of a dragon.

Then he took a quick break and relaxed in a wagon.
When he noticed that something had blocked out the sun! 

And oh how ferocious
Was the dragon in flight!

Twas Tsartha the Grey come to set things aright!

Then
Tsartha she raged

Through the day and the night! 
 Slashing and
Clawing and

Biting that blight! 

It was quarter past dawn...
All Blackmoor, still a-bed

All Blackmoor, still a-snooze
When the Egg of Coot said,

“I’m tired of fighting!  Take back your egg!
This place isn’t worth my arms or my legs! ”

Three thousand feet up!
From the mounts to the barrens,

From the hills, to the Hak, to many deep Cairns!
The winds blew.  They gusted!

They blasted and blustered!
That old Egg of Coot he went back to his Isle.

There he waited for strife, and no sign of smiles.
But all that he saw was a bright, golden glow... 

 The noble had fallen, 
Pulled down by the wronged

Straight back down to where he belonged.
And that Egg of Coot saw a frightening thing.

He shuddered as he heard the Solstice bells ring... 

The mages used their Solstice magic!
This wasn’t sad!  This wasn’t tragic!

It couldn’t be so!
But it WAS merry! VERY! 

He stared down at Blackmoor!
The Egg popped his eyes!

Then he shook!
What he saw was a shocking surprise! 

Every Thonian in Blackmoor, the tall and the small,
Was Willing Without any magic at all!

And that MADE the MAGIC!
IT STILL CAME!

Somehow or other, it was there just the same! 
 And the Egg, with his tentacles twitching in ire,
Stood puzzling and puzzling: “How is there fire?”

How is there air and earth elementals!

“How can they have dweomer fundamentals?! ”
And he puzzled three decades, t̀ill his puzzler was sore.
Then the Egg thought of something he hadn’t before!

“Maybe Magic,” he thought, “can’t be devoured.
“Maybe Solstice...perhaps...has its own special power?! ” 

And what happened then...?
Well...in Blackmoor they say
That the great Egg of Coot

Pouted that day!
And for that one day he stopped his conniving
His making of thralls and his undead reviving!

And all of Blackmoor cheered, indeed all of the North!
And they... 

...all of them... !
Thanked that Goddess for coming forth!

Written By: Jennifer and Tim Barth
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Quote of the Month
“All those who believe in telekinesis, raise my hand! ”

-Alleria Sill, Cumasti Wizard

To send us your favorite in-game quote email us the 
Rampart at “tblists@verizon.net” with “RAMPART” as 
the subject title.  Please make sure to include your character 
name, race and class.

Immaculate Image Inn
If you think that those of us who live in the 

swamp are all dirty, grimy folk that live on 

crocodile and crayfish, think again!  Those of us 

in Lake Gloomy are some of the cleanest folk 

around and there’s no clearner establishment 

in town than the Immaculate Image Inn!  Serv-

ing the finest in swamp cusine, including croco-

dile and crayfish if you choose, done the clean 

way for fifty years or so!

This message has been approved by Mac De-

masques, fine collector of Lake Gloomy.

Obituaries
If your PC dies and you choose not to or are unable 

to raise or reincarnate them, send us an email with 
the circumstances of death and we will print an 
obituary for them, immortalizing them as a true 
Blackmoorian hero, or a total fop, your choice. No 
more than 100 words please. 



Spir it found in the noses of the Peshwah wise men
From The Desk of Professor Markaat
University of Blackmoor
Though we have been neighbors for a thousand years, the 

Peshwah people have consistently maintained a closed society, 
continuing to be suspicious, often deservedly so, of outsiders. 
I would know little of this enigmatic people had I not in my 
youth adventured with, and become close to, a skilled Peshwah 
Wokan.

Soon after I began my academic career, she spoke to her 
tribe’s elders on my behalf, and secured for me a brief sojourn 
with them after assurances that my interest in their way of 
life was purely academic in nature.

Even though I quickly gained the tribe’s trust, I was denied 
access to all but the most mundane religious rituals. Still, I 
found everything about those rituals fascinating – particularly 
the music. As you probably know, all Peshwah learn to drum; 
but it was a rarer flower of the Hak that caught my eye. Or 
should I say…ear?

The Peshwah have held tightly to the erroneous belief, 
despite all efforts to convince them otherwise, that the intellect 
and spirit are centered inside the skull rather than the chest 
cavity, as was repeatedly demonstrated by some of the Bloody 
Duke’s more gruesome, but well documented, experiments. 
They extrapolate from this belief that exhalations from the 
nose, because they pass more closely to the seat of the soul, 
are more sacred than exhalations from the mouth.  Their 
confidence in these falsehoods has led to the creation of one 
of their more interesting musical instruments – the Peshwah 
nose flute. 

This flute, usually made of a gourd or clay, consists of a 
globular body with four to six tone holes, and a blow tube 
extending upward. This blow tube is inserted in one nostril 
while the other nostril is held closed or blocked with cloth 
or leaves. I have heard that some nose flutes are straight and 
cylindrical, being made from the bones of the tribe’s enemies, 
but I have seen no evidence to back up those claims.

A nose flute is an intensely personal belonging. Any 
member of the tribe who is of age may create one, resulting 
in a wide variety of shapes and sizes.  Peshwah sometimes 
create more than one flute, but never trade or give them away 
because inspiration for creation of a nose flute is thought to be 
divine. Upon death, a Peshwah’s flutes are burned with them 
on the funeral pyre. 

I was not allowed to play one of these flutes, but I can attest 

to the fact that many Peshwah, particularly their Hommett, 
the Peshwah’s wise men, are accomplished nose flute 
performers. During my stay, I heard many beautiful melodies 
– some lyrical, some virtuosic – on this unique instrument.

In my youthful enthusiasm and arrogance, I thought to 
spirit one of these flutes away for my university colleagues. I 
carefully concealed it in a saddlebag on the eve of my departure. 
When I unpacked, in its place I found a scrap of paper, now gilt 
framed and hanging over my desk even as I write these words, 
inscribed with a Peshwah proverb. The proverb is idiomatic 
and loses much in the translation, but roughly means, “Respect 
is given, not taken.” 

Story by: Kenneth Austin

The Blackmoor Rampart

Sulfurious Swamprat Tavern

Got swamp fever?
Maybe feeling a bit bogged down?

Don’t mind the smell too much; it washes right 
out, and besides, the croc’s are friendly and a nifty 

tourist attracton!

Located in Croc’s Nest on the War Road be-
tween Hanford and Lake Gloomy!

Save the Date! MegaCon 2006!

MegaCon is the home convention of Blackmoor the 
MMRPG campaign.  It’s going to occur February 23-26, 
2006 in Orlando, Florida.

Some of the highlights include:
—The official kickoff of Blackmoor: The MMRPG 

Season 2!
—Premiers, Premiers, Premiers!  Five premier episodes 

including a Bazaar and Blackmoor’s first interactive!
—Various “in character” contests including Poetry 

contests and Half Orc standup comedy among others! 
—A birthday shindig to celebrate the campaign turning 

1 year old! 
—The release of The Players Guide to Blackmoor 

detailing further the world and the options before the 
players. 

—Organized planning sessions/seminars for authors, 
writers and other campaign volunteers to interact with the 
Campaign staff for tips, tricks and brainstorming.

—Meet the authors! We anticipate that the authors for 
all of Season One’s episodes (non-retail) will be on hand! 

—And Much Much More...

This is going to be a major blast ! The events will begin 
on Thursday afternoon, which is why the date above is 
different from the con website. 

Presale badges for the con are now available at http:
//megaconvention.com/ for $40 for the three day passes. 
Blackmoor events are $3 each and will be sold through 
Warhorn (http://www.warhorn.net/megaconblackmoor). 

Important! All Blackmoor related events are being 
produced, staffed and organized by Zeitgeist Games and 
the Blackmoor Campaign Staff. This is gonna be really big 
and we will need a lot of help.

If you can help judge – please contact Stewart Larsen 
at stewart.larsen@dablackmoor.com. We will offer crash 
space, admission to the con and free games/events for judges 
who run 8 slots or more.
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Upcoming Con Schedule
HunyCon December 30- Jan 2 Tallahassee Florida 
(Blackmoor Premier!)http://www.warhorn.net/
hunycon2005/

Jan 20-22, ChattaCon, Chattanooga TN, http://
www.chattacon.org

Feb 23-26, MEGACon, Orlando FL,
(Blackmoor Premiers!)
http://www.megaconvention.com
http://www.warhorn.net/megaconblackmoor 

Blackmoor Upcoming Product List 
Available at your local game shop or
http://www.zeitgeistgames.com

PDF Editions Available Now at EnWorld! 
http://www.enworld.org

Dave Arneson’s Blackmoor
(Softcover edition) – December 2005

The Dungeons of Castle Blackmoor
(240 pages, hardback) – January 2006

The Riders of Hak
(Peshwah Supplement) February 2006

The Player’s Guide to Blackmoor 
March 2006 (Available at MegaCon 2006)

The Blackmoor Rampart
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