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As the party passed through the tall gates of what Thorgrin termed "the old city", a soft 

rain began to fall. Gray clouds covered the setting sun, casting a gloomy pall upon their 

arrival. After paying the requisite gate tax of a copper bit per leg--and the requisite 

argument from Lars regarding the cost--the troop found themselves inside the walls of 

one of the most ancient cities in the realm. Thorgrin entertained them with some of the 

history and stories of the city as they walked down the cramped cobblestone streets 

toward the actual castle that gave the city its name. 

 

The "old city," through which the entourage now passed, was originally the site of an old 

Tumari fort called Caercarmoran (or Caer Carmoran, as Piper corrected). When the 

Thaerics came and conquered the lands held by the Tumari tribes, Caercarmoran grew to 

the point that what was a fishing village protected by a fortification became a true walled 

city. One of the current Duke's ancestors, a man known only as Erthuld, was made Duke 

of the Southlands by the first High King. Erthuld made his seat at Carecarmoran. This, 

and the expansion of the port, brought even more trade to the city. Soon, Erthuld made 

plans to build a new fortification upon the sea wall.  

 

The new castle was set apart from the town proper by about a mile, but that area soon 

filled with more merchants and settlers, forming what was known as the "new city".  

Once Erthuld's castle was completed, it was considered to be a marvel of architecture--

both beautiful and well-defended. Its design changed the way other lords began to 

construct their fortifications. Erthuld gained the monker "Erthuld Newcastle" and the city, 

itself, became known as such within a generation afterwards. Within a few more 

generations, the name Caercarmoran was all but forgotten. 

 

"Da Awelon e Caereg dearmadi erioed..." Piper murmured as Thorgrin finished. Karli 

cocked her head at the minstrel, who stared at the street in deep concentration. 

 

"It's Tumari," Thorgrin supplied. "It means 'the wind and the stone never forget'." 

 

Young men--and even some boys--dressed in tunics bearing the city's colors of a black 

bar on scarlet, lined the streets and began lighting lamps. People shuffled to and fro, 

returning home from their day's work or heading to various taverns and inns for a pint 

and a song. Some of the shops lit candles in holders outside their doors, remaining open 

into the coming night. Street vendors hawked their wares--everything from meats and 

fish to baubles and twine. Still, the party continued onward toward the towering spires of 

the namesake castle at the north end of the city.  

 

Once again, Karli was in awe of the sheer number of people, all gathered in one place. 

Compared to Newcastle, Southport was a backwater town and Attis a speck in the road. 

Her reverie was interrupted by Lars tapping her on the shoulder. 

 

"I'll be back. As slow as these people are moving, I can catch up." He started moving 

toward one of the street vendors. The man's ramshackle cart bore hundreds of leather 

thongs with various bits of bronze and glass dangling from their lengths. A hand-lettered 

sign proclaimed the man to be Varlian, a procurer of Charms and Amulets.  
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"What? Lars, what are you doing?" 

 

The big man gave a significant look to Piper before turning away and saying "I may need 

more armor before this trip is through." Then the man pushed his way through the crowd 

toward the cart. 

 

Karli sighed heavily. She didn't know what to think about this talk of sorcery--and Piper's 

part in it. She liked the minstrel, and trusted him. But she didn't trust magic. From 

everything she had seen, there was always an extra price to pay with such powers. And 

what if Piper's magic led him down a darkened path, like the necromancer she had killed-

-whose violent death still haunted her dreams. And what of the sergeant? Would 

Ringlords be arriving any day to take Piper away to trial?  

 

All of this on top of her nervousness at actually being presented to royalty. A Duke, 

directly in line to the throne of the High King. And she just a humble master Healer from 

a small mountain village. Her stomach churned with the roiling of her thoughts as she 

continued down the wet, cobbled streets, pulling her cloak tighter about her against the 

rain. 

 

"Psst." Karli jumped out of her reverie as Lars nudged her. "Look what I got." He 

dangled a bit of amber hanging from a leather thong in front of her eyes. 

  

"What is it?"  

 

"It protects against curses," the big man said, pride filling his voice. Then he scowled. 

"Or, at least it better." 

 

"Is that a feather?" She noticed that the yellow-gold chunk of stone contained some 

object imprisoned within it.  

 

"Yep. A griffin's feather." 

 

Karli smiled. "Really?" 

 

"Of course! That's what makes it protective. Honestly, I shouldn't have to explain these 

things to a Healer."  

 

Eventually, the entourage came to a stop before a set of great iron banded gates that lead 

through the outer wall of the castle grounds. Thorgrin moved forward to announce the 

arrival of Lady Whitheron to the castle and present his ducal mission orders. Finally, the 

entourage made their way into a sizeable courtyard where all of the mounts, including 

Ginger, were taken to be cared for by liverymen. Sergeant Garvis, with a final glare at 

Piper, stalked off with his men toward the garrison barracks. Lady Whitheron was 

escorted by chamber servants to her quarters while Piper, Thorgrin, Lars, and Karli were 

led by another servant to their chambers in the guest wing. 



Tears of Vriannon : Newcastle (Part I) 

 

©2012 Shedrick Pittman-Hassett  Page | 3  

 

 

As they walked through the high, angled halls of the castle, Karli became conscious of 

her jaw hanging open. She was determined to not be seen as a country bumpkin here, to 

represent her village well and, even more importantly, to ensure that Thorgrin did not 

regret his presenting her to their leigelord. The halls hung with tapestries that were so 

well made, so intricate, that the sale of each could probably feed her and Master Redhand 

for a month.  Carpets padded their steps in some areas, every bit as beautiful and well-

crafted as the tapestries. 

 

Karli was equally in awe of her room. The bed could easily fit three people and was 

surrounded by an intricately carved wooden frame and tall posts with curtains draped 

artfully about it. She had a clothespress, a wardrobe, a basin table and a vanity with a real 

glass mirror, not one of mere polished brass like she had at home. When finally left 

alone, she twirled and giggled as she flopped upon the downy mattress.  

 

Soon after, the servants returned to each of them and collected their clothing for 

laundering. Porters brought in large bronze tubs that servants filled with warm water for 

baths. They were also supplied soft, warm robes to wear until the dust of the road was 

removed from their clothing and belongings. His Grace was known for the hospitality in 

which he treated his guests.   

 

That evening, Thorgrin met them all in a small parlor known as the "supper room". Not 

quite a dining room, it was essentially a large study with an elaborate sideboard on which 

dinner trays were left by the serving staff. After sharing a hearty meal of pheasant and 

potatoes with plum gravy, the four sat in the plush chairs of the parlor to relax.  

 

"Today is Crown and I've been told that His Grace will hold audience with us on Feast 

day. He wishes to make an occasion of it," Thorgrin informed them as he sipped a snifter 

of brandy.  

 

"Of course," Lars said. "We're heroes." 

 

Piper shot the big man a wry smile. "Of course." 

 

"So that gives me a couple of days to to get good and nervous, then?" Karli asked. 

 

"I'm afraid so. It also gives me time to talk to Lord Tallbirch about my commission," 

Thorgrin replied.  

 

Karli frowned. "I'm sorry for that. That wasn't my intention when I..." 

 

"...saved my life?" Thorgrin asked as he chuckled. "If that's the price I pay for my life 

then it's paid and gladly. We've already gone over this, Mistress Healer. Don't fret any 

longer on it." 

 

"Very well, Master Herald." 



Tears of Vriannon : Newcastle (Part I) 

 

©2012 Shedrick Pittman-Hassett  Page | 4  

 

"At least for now, anyway," Piper said. "The Master Herald bit. What do you call an ex-

Herald?" 

 

Lars grunted. "Thorgrin. You call him by his name, you great sap. He doesn't need any 

fancy title." 

 

"Like 'of the Road', you mean?" Piper asked. 

 

"Boys..." Karli warned. 

 

"I thought the plan was to use the great libraries in this castle of yours to find out more 

about the Tears of Vriannon we're looking for?" Lars pointed his ale mug at Thorgrin.  

 

"We still can. At least some of the libraries. His Grace allows guests access to the library 

in this wing and to the one in the western wing as well." 

 

"And then there's the sergeant," said Piper with a sigh. "I suppose he'll determine how 

much I can help." 

 

"Well, nothing will happen until you're presented to His Grace," replied Thorgrin, 

thoughtful. "He'll have to seek an audience and, in that regard, my claim outranks his."  

 

"Which means he may just go straight to the Church, whose claim outranks yours," 

rejoined the minstrel.  

 

Karli leaned forward in her seat. "What will he go to the Church with, Piper? What 

happened back there?" 

 

Lars nodded. "Yeah. The truth now, bard. What really happened? I want to know what 

I'm traveling with. 

 

Piper took a deep breath and settled back into his chair as a servant came by and cleared 

the dinnerware.  

 

"We do not wish to be disturbed for a time, please," Thorgrin informed the servant, a 

pretty girl of some sixteen years. "Kindly let the other staff know." The girl offered a 

curtsey in response and quietly made her way out of the room.  

 

All eyes turned to the minstrel, whose face held a pained expression. Finally, as the 

silence pressed like a weight in the room, he murmured, almost to himself. "I am 

mageborn." 

 

Thorgrin blinked in surprise as Lars circled his eye with a finger and spat to the side of 

his chair. Karli simply shook her head in confusion. "I don't understand..." 
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"Mageborn are people born with magic flowing through their veins. They do not have to 

learn to be a mage--they are born to the power," Thorgrin explained as Piper nodded 

agreement. 

 

"There's more. I see the world...differently...than other people. Everything I see is in 

shades of power. For instance, when I look at you all, I see glowing forms--you're 

beautiful, in fact. Even you, Lars." The big man harrumphed. "It's like, I see people's 

souls. Shifting colors. When I see other mages, they glow bright--almost blinding. And 

sometimes I can tell how people feel based upon the aura I see around them. I don't know 

any other way to see things. 

 

"That's why I left Attis at such a young age--things would happen. Unexplained things. 

And people were starting to blame my mother. Talk of sending for Ringlords to find the 

"witch" in the village started to gain traction, so I left. I wanted to see if I could control 

my powers before I returned. And, eventually, I did both." 

 

"So what happed today?" Karli asked. 

 

"I panicked. I saw that club coming down and I couldn't do anything else to stop it. So I 

gathered a bolt of power and cast it out to the brigand." He shrugged. "It worked. What 

more can I say?" 

 

"So you are a sorcerer?" Lars asked, suspicion coloring his words.  

 

"I wouldn't say that. I can control my power. And I have a few tricks I've picked up." 

 

"Like lighting campfires without flint or tinder?" Karli asked, a wry smile lightening the 

accusation.  

 

"Just like," Piper replied, smiling in turn, "but that's really about all." 

 

"Well," Throgrin sighed. "I suppose I can keep my ear to the ground about the castle and 

if I get word that the Church is looking for you, you can get out before they can collect 

you." 

 

"But sorcery isn't illegal, is it?" Karli asked. 

 

"No," Thorgrin replied "but it's near enough. And then there's what we've been up to. 

Cavorting with the fae..." 

 

Karli scowled. "No one cavorted with anyone." 

 

"That's not how the Ringlords will see it," Lars put in. "They'll have us all. Well, not me. 

All I did was help kill a necromancer. I'm a pure hero. You people are more 

complicated." He rose to leave. "We can't have that. I've vowed to protect you and I 

intend to do it," he told Karli and then turned to the minstrel. "I'll keep my mouth shut for 
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her sake, but not yours. You're a sorcerer and I can't trust a sorcerer." He ringed his eye 

again and spat before making his way to his quarters. 

 

"Never mind him," Karli said. "You can't help the way you were born. And you saved 

that horrid sergeant's life. If he can't see that, then he's not worth pile of sheep dung."  

 

Piper laughed. "Such language, Mistress Healer." 

 

Thorgrin chuckled. "It must be the influence of the ruffians with which she associates."  

 

Karli rolled her eyes. "Ha. So we have a plan. Listen for rumors about Piper; find 

information in the library; and find an affordable dress suitable for the court." She rose. 

"And I, for one, am going to bed. Ina bed for a change." She curtseyed to each man in 

turn and then made her way to her chambers. 

  

 

The next two days went by relatively quickly. Karli spent her days exploring the libraries 

and the guest wing of the castle with Piper and, when his duties as Herald did not 

interfere, Thorgrin. Both had many interesting stories about the history of the structure 

and intrigues of the Ducal Court. On the second day, Thorgrin escorted Karli into the city 

where she used some of the coin she found in the goblins' lair to purchase a new dress, a 

simple affair of dark wool but cut in what Karli thought of as a very cosmopolitan style.  

 

Unfortunately, none of their various library searches were particularly fruitful. No 

mention of a Vriannon at all, much less her tears. Thorgrin did present them with a map 

of the realm, which both Piper and Karli worked on memorizing to aid them in their 

future travels. Piper demonstrated some tricks that his fellow minstrels used to memorize 

stories and songs to help Karli with the task. 

 

Thorgrin was true to his word and listed for rumor concerning the Church and Piper but 

actually heard very little. The most he could say was that Sergeant Garvis did seek an 

audience with the Ringlord Archon for Newcastle, a man called Beril Gryphonsmane. 

Thorgrin knew very little of the man and so had no sense of whether or not he would act 

on Garvis' tale. Thus far there appeared to be no effort to apprehend the minstrel for 

witchcraft.  

 

All in all, the two days spent together cemented the three's bonds of friendship. It was a 

time that all of them would look back on with fondness. 

 

Lars, on the other hand, kept largely to himself. He spent his first morning watching the 

sparring matches in the castle's courtyard, often shouting out suggestions until he was 

"persuaded" to leave by the castle guards. He left the castle grounds at night to visit 

rough taverns in the city, looking for brawls and sparring matches of his own. Fighting 

helped to clear his head. This whole sorcery business with the minstrel made his temples 

throb. 
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On the one hand, he swore to protect the girl. And he meant to do it. She obviously 

needed him to do it, especially now. The fool child was traveling with a sorcerer and she 

saw no problem with that. The minstrel was a decent enough fellow, if a bit self-

important, but you couldn't trust magic. That was doubly true for sorcerers. Everybody 

knew that. Why couldn't she just dump him here in the castle and continue on toward 

adventure and treasure? By the Void, it'd be one less set of hands to fill when shares were 

split anyway. That'd be good for everybody. But--she'd never go for it. And, deep down, 

he knew that's why he liked her and attached himself to her. She had...integrity. Loyalty. 

Traits he felt like he needed to cultivate. Not that he'd ever admit it. 

 

The second morning before Feast day found Lars once again watching the sparring 

matches in the courtyard. A different man from the previous day's matches seemed to be 

dominating the ground. Lars had to appreciate the man's skill as he defeated one 

guardsman after another with his practice blade. As Lars watched, the man spotted him 

on the catwalk above and motioned for him to come down to the yard. Shrugging, the big 

man acquiesced. 

 

Upon closer inspection, Lars noted that the man was bigger than he thought--not as large 

as himself, but formidable. He was older, probably in his mid-forties, had bright blue 

eyes that shone from beneath bushy salt-and-pepper brows. He wore his hair to his 

shoulders, though was clearly balding on top and in front.  

 

"You look like you know your way around a practice blade. Pick up those blocks and 

leathers and join for a turn." 

 

"Very well, Master..." 

 

The man chuckled. "Commander, if we're being formal. Archon if doubly-so. 

Gryphonsmane is my name. And you are?" 

 

"Lars. Lars of the Road." 

 

"Ah, yes. You're with that group that came in from the Dordanni. I understand you had an 

interesting journey on the King's Roads." 

 

Lars grunted and finished donning the practice leathers. He didn't really want to talk 

about his journey and he damn well didn't want to discuss it with an Archon of the 

Ringlords. "Do you swing swords at practice, or talk your opponents into submission?" 

he gruffed. 

 

Gryphonsmane's eyes widened but he said nothing as he took his stance, holding a 

wooden longsword and a matching shortsword in a ready position. Lars took a hand-and-

a-half practice blade, testing its weight with a few swings before crouching at the ready. 

The two assessed each other for a moment before both spun into action.  
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Lars noted that his opponent was quick and deft with the blade--easily as skilled as 

himself. But the big man had strength and reach in his favor, as well as the fact that many 

opponents mistook his size to equal slowness. The Archon adjusted well to Lars' left-

handed swings and parried well, opening up instances of opportunity to score minor hits 

against Lars' long legs. If they  had sparred with real blades, Lars would eventually tire 

due to blood loss. 

 

"I understand that the Healer and the Minstrel already have a reputation back in their 

home barony. That they consort with a known witch." 

 

Lars grunted in response and switched his grip on the sword, taking the attack to the 

Commander. Is he going to fight or what? Lars thought. 

 

"Of course, it's not the girl's fault. She's obviously infatuated with the boy." 

 

Lars rolled his eyes as he parried another intricate series of thrusts from the longsword.  

 

"Sergeant Garvis indicated that you may know more about how dangerous the boy is, 

having taken on the role of bodyguard for the girl. You are obviously aware of 

supernatural dangers." The Commander used his shortsword to motion to the charms 

hanging around Lars' neck as he parried Lars' attack with his longsword. 

 

"Have you no loyalty to King? To Church? To your Duke? Can you at least tell me if His 

Grace and his guests are in danger? 

 

 Lars countered another circular thrust from the longsword. "I'm a mercenary, sir. 

Guildbonded and everything. My loyalty is to myself and to anyone else I choose as my 

friend." Then Lars went on the offensive, hoping to take advantage of the man's 

obviously split attentions. The Archon neatly parried every thrust, every sweep.  

 

"A mercenary," the Commander mused dryly. "Then perhaps we can come to an 

arrangement. Continue to travel with them and keep an eye on the boy. Make sure he 

doesn't commit any mischief. I’m sure the Church will be quite...appreciative." 

 

Lars jumped back as both of the Archon's blades came at his head. The larger man took 

his own blade in two hands and swung hard at the Commander's practice blades. The 

sharp TWACK of splitting wood echoed in the courtyard as the splinters of the 

shortsword fell to the ground and the longsword flew from the Commander's grasp.  

 

Lars dropped his practice blade and as the Archon stood and gaped. Stripping off the 

leathers, Lars looked the man in the eye and said. "I'll think about it," before stalking off 

to find an alehouse in the city. Normally fights cleared his head but leave it to churchman 

to ruin even that pleasure for him. 

 


