
Interesting excerpts from the nonmagical journals taken from Grakhirt: 
Journal belonging to Grakhirt’s father, Arham 
 

I have spent the years since my banishment from Fairmont establishing 
goodwill with many various tribes of humanoids.  I find them comforting as 
they share my hatred of most human beings.  Except for a very few, the elves 
and dwarves have retreated into the boundaries of their own kingdoms, seldom 
interfering in the affairs of men.  This has helped with growth of many of the 
humanoids of the area.  The norkers I have befriended here (with the exception of 
that treacherous Shum-Kandar, but I have dealt with him) are at least willing 
to discuss the possibility or joining me in attacking my home and the people 
who have so callously banished me.  Their chief, Hrankidar, is currently 

celebrating the birth of his first son, Hragtam, so now is not the time. 

The kobold clan to the northwest that call themselves the “Orckillers” (such 
fancy!) are willing to ally themselves with me as well.  They have allowed me to 
build a sanctuary in their mountain in exchange for helping them plot raids on 
nearby Timmonsville.  Those farmers are so backwards and have no help from 
the local lords that they are easy prey.  I counseled them to make periodic small 
raids.  It enables them to keep the farmers at bay without attracting too much 

attention from far away authorities.  They have introduced me to a goblin tribe 
called the Worgriders.  They are supposed to be encamped in the ruins of Castle 
Karn to the north on the east side of the Dragonsteeth.  That part of Ye Greate 
Olde Woode (quaint fellow, that High Druid) is also claimed by the Bloody 
Hand orcs.  They may not be much help, but perhaps I could convince all of 

them to join me. 

I have not met with the hobgoblins of the Withered Tree tribe as of yet.  They are 
dealing with that pesky knight, Sir Corin.  He is on some kind of holy quest to 
drive them out of the Farmin Mountains, but they are resilient.  He and his 
followers are camped east of Farstead and it would be suicide to make the 

attempt to contact them at this time. 



A former acquaintance of mine, Dolnar Milner, revealed some interesting 
tidbits about orc tribes to the northwest while we were camped in my first 
encampment after my banishment.  How I miss the sound of the Reltar river!  
Dolly says that the Skull Collectors tribe have grown and rebounded from the 
defeat they suffered when they sacked the capital a century and a half ago.  
There are clans scattered throughout the Savage Woods and southern faces of 
the Three Thanes.  He mentions a place locals call the Caves of Chaos where some 
of the orcs are fighting with the hobgoblins of the Mailed Fist tribe and their 
cousins, the goblins of the Clenched Fist clan.  Not surprising, since all those 

humanoids fought under the banner of that elemental cult so long ago. 

I dare to dream to unite them all under one banner.  My banner.  The Hordes of 
Arham.  In order to raise an army, one needs to raise some coin.  Some years 
ago, I used an old fortification in the Stanton Woods to waylay merchants 
between Fairmont and the capital, but they have become too well defended as of 
late.  When we parted company, Dolly and F.F. were headed north toward Kroten 
to seek their fortunes.  The magic of the fountain has allowed me to view their 
progress and that fool Shum-Kandar gave me plenty of blood to use in it!!  
May Hrandikar never find out that I pulled his body from his sarcophagus and 

put his rotting flesh in the stream! 

I will head north into Kroten to meet my old associates.  Kroten has a bit of a 
reputation where vices are winked at and law is only upheld for the right price.  

Perhaps I might actually like these humans. 

Journal belonging to Grakhirt 

Richfest 3 

It has been almost eight years since Arham’s assassination.  I was able to flee Kroten 
with the help of Fikus Flight and my mother.  As I look back on the turmoil caused my 
grandfather’s death, I am amazed I survived as long as I did.  With Keston’s death or 
possibly assassination, control of the guild was up to whoever could grab the reins.  A 
war of factions erupted and many lost their lives.  My mother, Sirianna, lost her 
husband.  Arham had made to many enemies by having the ear of the guildmaster on many 



issues.  Prejudice against his illusionary skills and his lack of blade skills generated 
animosity all around.  It intensified when he married the guildmaster’s daughter.  Despite 
this, he lasted twenty plus years against all foes. 

But when the faction war broke out, he knew his days were numbered.  The assassins 
who hated him needed only to get lucky once.  That was when he told me of the many 
sanctuaries he built in this part of the island.  He warned me that my life would be in 
danger because of his enemies.  Dolnar Milner was theoretically next in line for the 
guild, but Rognar Kjellson opposed him.  I was never able to determine how Kjellson and 
his henchman Crabby built such a following so quickly.  Within three months of the death 
of Kreston Quickdagger, Milner and Arham had been assassinated, though both of them 
took a number of the opposing faction out with them.   

Finally, F.F. and Mother got me out of Kroten.  I wandered around the highlands of the 
north and stuck to the coast around the mountains of the dwarves.  I ran with some 
smugglers near the town of Saltmarsh for a time.  I came to Restenford after awhile and 
resorted to my illusions and light-fingered activities to make my way.  It was here that I 
learned Fikus had been killed and Sirianna was made Kjellson’s slave and whore.  I 
wanted vengeance but needed to recruit allies.  I recalled my father’s stories of the 
sanctuaries of his youth.  I found my way the norker lair only to find a farming town had 
sprung up nearby. 

Fortunately, between my illusions and Hragtam’s memories of his father’s stories of 
Arham, I was able to gain control of the tribe.  The best part was letting Hragtam 
think so much was his own idea.  Only his lieutenant Kargh has any misgivings.  If 
Krekal or Shum-Valka have mistrust in their hearts, they have not expressed to the 
chief. 



Reaping 4 

Spent the week ambushing nearby goblin and flind patrols.  Goblins are so easy to capture 
but the flinds fight hard.  The norkers are hard to control but they follow Hragtam and 
he is in my thrall.  Krekal seems pleased with the recent captures.  He was in 
particularly pleased with the capture of a lone elf.  He is actually a half-elf but why 
spoil Krekal’s illusions.  The bastard claimed he was from the nearby town of Nolivari.  
I am not sure, but it does play into my plans to have Hragtam start raiding outlying 
farms.  For now, I bide my time and dream of ways to murder Kjellson. 

Reaping 16 

Damn norkers finally showed me the lower levels of this place.  I should be mad but I’m 
just happy to not have to stoop in the shorter tunnels above.  Found a few things of 
Ahram’s in this area.  The magic pool will help with spying on enemies.  Will have to 
make sure the norkers bring one or two prisoners back alive each time so I don’t have to 
use my own blood to operate it.  Also have to remember to go around the long way so I 
don’t have to deal with the mudmen.  I wonder if Arham brought them or whether the 
leakage from the fountain spontaneously created them.  No matter, their presence serves 
my purposes.  Why fix what isn’t broken?  Convinced Hragtam to make use of the brown 
mold that killed one of his men as a cold storage room.  Shum-Valka and Krekal seem to 
approve but Kargh is still sullen.  I may have to get rid of him but since he doesn’t come 
down here I’ll bide my time. 

  



Reaping 28 

Used the fountain to spy on Kjellson today.  An underling named Arnie Benegax brought 
intelligence that some of the faction that supported Arham survived the conflict by 
fleeing to a fishing town in the southeast. Garroten? Can’t say that I’ve heard of it.  
Will have to look into this after I exact some vengeance.  Right now, it seems the old 
knight that was once a thorn in the side of the Withered Trees is the mayor of this 
upstart farming village.  No matter, another raid this evening. 

Goodmonth 1 

Sucessful raid again.  Krekal is pleased with how full the storage caves are getting.  
The witch doctor is keeping his own counsel.  I wonder if I should look in on him.  Creepy 
little runt always seems to know what I am thinking.  Kargh complained about me again, 
so I convinced Hragtam that he needed to go on an extended raiding trip. It will keep him 
out of my hair until we launch the full scale attack on Nolivari. 

Goodmonth 9 

Kargh returned today.  Bastard was successful in heisting an entire merchant shipment of 
wine.  He has his victory for now.  With a bit of luck, he’ll die in the upcoming attack.  
The new moon is in two nights.  Until then, I have to maintain the charade and celebrate 
his success. Too angry to write more. 

Goodmonth 11 

The attack is imminent.  I convinced Hragtam to put Kargh’s unit where the fighting will 
be the heaviest.  I will be accompanying the attack, but thanks be to Wee Jas for 
invisibility spells.  So much easier to avoid combat when I cannot be seen.  If the 
opportunity presents itself, I will rid myself of Kargh as well. 



Goodmonth 12 

DISASTER!! From where did all these warriors come?  HOW was the fat old knight 
able to raise such an army if he didn’t know we were coming?  Over six score strong and 
we still couldn’t reach the town’s perimeter!! I am outraged!! This was supposed to be 
the battle that brought other humanoids to my call.  Hragtam must be an oaf!! How does 
he call himself chief??  His tribe is decimated.  I was at least able to put the idea in his 
stupid little brain that it was Kargh’s poor leadership that caused the attack to fail.  I 
will have to watch my back for the next few evenings.  Will also have to try and 
determine what went wrong. 

Goodmonth 14 

Damnable Druid!!  Aldrelle, the old slut from Eastslope. Left her damn satyrs to go 
warn the old goat of Nolivari.  Maybe that old bat can actually provide the fat knight 
with offspring!  Crafty old girl has summoned some heroes.  Why is she sticking her 
nose in this business?  I wonder if Hragtam can be convinced that the town took a big hit 
and that now a small raiding party could be successful?  Fascinating thought.  Perhaps I 
can get Krekal to suggest it and then back the plan.  Especially if Kargh opposes it.  
Besides, what can two heroes do? 

  



Goodmonth 17 

The heroes have arrived in Nolivari.  That’s a hell of a lot more than two!! This Dinah 
seems to be one of Aldrelle’s druidic minions.  The one called Artemis seems very 
capable.  I can see why Aldrelle would choose to send for her.  Probably make a fine 
wife if she wasn’t a damn warrior of light. Bitch! Oh, well.  I have seen them coming.  
If the Hragtam and his men can take care of them, perhaps convincing him to raid Nolivari 
again is a possibility.  If they can’t, I’ll have to retreat to the north and see if the 
there is any bite to these “Orckillers”. 

Goodmonth 19 

Apparently, the norkers were in worse condition than I was led to believe.  The 
wretched heroes killed almost all of them.  It seems like they retreated as they were 
about to destroy the tribe.  Shum-Valka has ascended to chief.  Probably because no 
other strong norkers remained.  I advised him to take the goblins they captured and use 
them as slave guards.  I am preparing for my trip to the north.  I have an approximate 
location for the sanctuary in the mountains just north of Timmonsville.  I also have a 
layout for the place.  My vengeance will have to wait. 
  

  



 


