Path Through the Gray
Eyewitness Accounts of the Singer of Dirges

A Critic in the Greyhawk Gazeteer once wrote of the great bard Nicollo Roadds that he was technically brilliant but lacking feeling.  “Songs of love, struggle, pain… I just don’t believe him.”

Like most people, including his enemies, I heard the Singer of Dirges coming before I ever saw him, and I found myself caught between running off the road and hiding in the forest and standing there because I didn’t want to miss a note.

From where the creak begins to disappear back into the forest, about a mile from the fork in the road to the village of Worthole, there’s a thick fog that begins to form in early evening.  This is important because if you’re not a local, this spot near the water, within sight of the road but not in the forest seems like a pretty good place to set up camp for the evening.  But that fog comes in from the forest edge and covers that spot, and by midnight you can’t wander more than twenty feet from your campfire without having to worry about getting lost.  I didn’t know this then, when I was traveling through the first time, but I know it now.
They seemed to echo in the fog, as if it somehow boxed the sound in.  Orcs.  They descended on us from all directions as we sat there as close to the fire as we could get.  Our archer, Branch, fired off a few shots into the fog.  I suspect it was a successful hit which led the orcs to finally charge in, en masse.  They swarmed us and in no time we dropped our blades under the pressure of so many armed foes.  Five to one I counted.
The party cleric, Oliria, said something to them in orcish and had a brief argument with their leader.  I suspect she was negotiating, but that broke down quite obviously as the leader reached out and grabbed her by the robe and they began to drag her into the fog bank.  I moved to intervene, but felt a stabbing pain in my leg which caused me to again hold my place.  The sounds of struggle in the fog continued for only a few seconds as they were eventually replaced by another sound.

By each spot the most unholy-

In each nook most melancholy-

There the traveller meets aghast

Sheeted Memories of the Past-

Shrouded forms that start and sigh

As they pass the wanderer by-

White-robed forms of friends long given,

In agony, to the Earth- and Heaven.

I didn’t need an introduction.  I was certain… Death was coming.
The one behind me fell first.  I less heard the woosh of the blade or the scream of the beast man as I did just see his arm fall from his body, still clutching its blade.  There was only half a heartbeat’s time before the head of the one next to him fell as well.
He was hard to see in the fog.  This I believe was due to the tremendous amount of gray he wore.  His long gray cloak covered all but his mailed gloves and the blade that dissected the air.  The clean slices through our assailants sent great crimson rainbows into the air that strongly contrasted the somber backdrop.

We began as a whole to dismantle the orcs.  Renewed by the mournful chant, we performed great violence on our assailants.  As I turned to see how our glum benefactor faired, he disappeared into the mist in the direction of those who had dragged away our cleric.  A few seconds later, she stumbled back to us, her white robe speckled in scarlet.  The orcs hadn’t gotten far into their horrible deed, thank the gods.

Wherever he went after liberating her, we do not know.  He did not return to the fire.

Life on the road was not for me.  Oliria and I settled down in Worthole, where she teaches the congregation and I am a chandler.  I do a good business being in a town along the great road, as those who pass through are treated to a tale of the Singer of Dirges, and often buy my specialty gray candle.
Perhaps you’d like to buy one?


-Aeodynus, Chandler of Worthole

Logically in these parts, we have the practice of burying the dead within a day of their demise.  There are too many tales of the unhallowed dead arising, going home and frightening their families.  As such we work quickly and always have a stock of caskets on hand.

The fire at the orphanage took all of our stock, and then some.  All craftsmen of any worth in town pitched in and helped us create as many boxes as we could muster.  I didn’t even notice when the man in gray arrived.  It seems he came from the forest on horseback, dragging timber behind him, which we immediately set to working.  He himself was not much of a craftsman, but assisted with the lifting and moving.  Aside from a cup of tea my wife offered him I don’t think he ate or drank anything.
I didn’t give him another thought until later when we at last had the caskets filled and at the graveyard, where I discovered him among the corps of young men digging holes.

The priest said a few words about the children and workers as a whole, and something about how tragedy brings out the best in people, or some such.  I think we’d all been so busy that we hadn’t had time to consider the young’ns themselves.

Exhausted, many of us just thinking about getting of four feet after the ceremony, we stood there almost emotionless, when suddenly a voice arose.  I’m not sure “arose” is quite right.  It was so subtle that likely no one heard him start singing.

Bottomless vales and boundless floods,

And chasms, and caves, and Titan woods,

With forms that no man can discover

For the tears that drip all over;

Mountains toppling evermore

Into seas without a shore;

Seas that restlessly aspire,

Surging, unto skies of fire;

Lakes that endlessly outspread

Their lone waters- lone and dead,-

Their still waters- still and chilly

With the snows of the lolling lily.

But even the priest began to feel more impassioned by the feeling of the song.  He finished his speech with a strong and glorious outpouring of emotion, and then we all stood and listened to the song to its completion, by the end of which there were no dry eyes in the vast field which included every member of the town.

Grief is an important part of letting go.  I’m uncertain what state our town would be in had we not all been able to move on.


-Parnas Goldstring, writing about the Blackburg Orphanage Fire

Break bones, me did.  Pull squinty elf eyes from socketses and toss in bucket with others for soup.  Wife make good squinty-eye-soup; secret is including ears too.
Bloodpool Tribe relaxing before dinner after long day when hood man come, singing sad song.  Wife Meok cry lots at sad stories and songs.  She start crying and I pick up axe to go make stop, but Meok come out and grab axe out of hands.  Hood man walking through camp, looking at bodies of elfses.  He stop in front of me, still singing and look down at body.  He reach into treasure bucket and take shiny necklace thing.  Tribe gathered around but let the him take thing and go.  He bowed and backed out of camp and back into woods.
Meok sad for while, then jump Kruk bones.  Thanks Hood Man.


-Kruk, Orcish Raider of the Bloodpool Tribe

(Lyrics robbed from Edgar Allan Poe’s Dreamlands)

