If yow were to- sit iv o certainv tawvernw v Whillip one
evening, yow couwld perhapy meet a certainv wusual
Duergow. He's knoww to- the others there as av regulaw, but
perhaps not to-the level of a friend. His want is to- come in,
slap doww v few silver before the bowkeep, and drink wntil
& rung out.

He move often thaww not sity inv ov corner, if ity obew. If if's
not, hel wsually huff and act grumpy and thew sit close
to- it, hobing to-gralr it if it obens up.

He stands moybe four feet tall, withv his form that kind of
stout givtiv that all dwawrves seewv to- cawry. That is where
most of the ‘wsual things yowd expect end. For a
Duergar, he iy quite unusual. First, witiv his mere presence
so- for fromv the Underdowk. Second, withy his long, gray
beawrd tied inv v rather surface dwowf braid. Third, withv
that braid having o bright streak of what could pass as
spunv gold tracing one of the braids of i, spuraling
dowmnwward. And fourth, and most uwusual of all, that he
has haiv on hig expected-to-be-bald Duergow head, again
adovrned withv ov brilliant yellow streak stowting at his
right temple, anv inchv inv width, that extends to- the back
of his head and doww to- his mid back.

Ow hiy first drink, none come to- him. Nor his second. Nor
his third. But if yow were to- come to- himw while he iy deep
v his cups, yow could perhaps jostle o covwersation out of
him.

Page 1 of 6



Gruff, but not mean-spirited, inv mawnwner. A polished stone
that felll and was covered nw grit could be anw apt
comparisow.

Stay yet longer, past hisy baudiness ond bravado, his
ramblings about what he could do- withv but ov handful of
noble dwarves at his side, ov hisx poor attempts at poetry
(Rest your shields, leawv own stones, listenw and alwoys
remember, long are the arms and legs of men, yet still
longer, the Dwarven members!) and yow could get hinm ivv
a more reflective state and heow the tale recounted below.

Though one would be cautioned to- maybe apply a hearty

cup of disbelief to- some of the more hyperbolic aspects of
his tale.

“..oye; my Do was av smitiv. The greatest to- ever be found,
beneativ stone or sky! He could make v avwil sing av song
as never beew heawrd beforve! Like o symphony! A true
master, my Da.

I wovked withv him;, aye. Was bornw and watching v the
forge before me beawrd even grew. Ay I got older, I tried to-
help, to- learn. If only I'd knoww how things would go-..it
At last very long; though memories I sttll hold dearly
to- me heout.

The lads v the forge, they were the same as my Mo ands
my bruddery ond sisters. We were as o family in those
days. AW my friends, all watching out for the wee ball of
chaos I was. And thew..this.
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This fookin streak of gold:. Ruined a good danuw thing.
The Lords of the Darklands where we lived in
Duwnspeivrin..my Do didwt think they'd take kindly to- it.
Not suwe why. But my da was av wise mawv I thought, he
knows best. He knows best. Hel. Stupid kid I was then. But
I'mvjumpivv ahead.

My Da,; he decided we had to-get out of there. To-leave me
howme, me fomily, everything that I knew. Only me mother
was howinv none of it. She and the others, they werenwt
leawving, and she told her Da.

I dowt remember much thew. Just being wokew v the
night, tossed inv av sack, and then the beatin thwmpy of
riding jostling me avound il I passed out. Whew I woke;
I was alone withv me da, campinv inv some cawverv off the
beatenw pativ. But slobinv up. Up? I didwt know what my dov
was doin, nor would he say avnything beyond a ‘quiet’
and v good whallop o me head.

My beawrd wasy maybe, oooh, anw inchv or so- by thew.
Dwawveww peach fuzgz yow suwwners would call it. I way
maybe 19. I duw rightly recollect. But up we went. And up
some move;

Sometimes we'd hide o bit, sometimes run. I never sow

much, beivv inv av bloody bag, but I felt it - best believe I felt
when we sped up, harhar.
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A few times I heard my do talking. Not to- other dwarf
voices. Maybe some of the spidey elves - never did cawe for
thewv - or the little dwarves...yeah, the gnomes...but I
didwt see. Donwt think It wasy a gnome..voice was
too-..Lilty. tHells, too- beautiful for one of the elves either.

Something else.

But I never saw’t. Too busy being acquainted withv me
bag. But I thought about it alot. Stil do. And thew
after...olv fuck; I duwnwno-...av week? Maybe thwee? We were at
the suwrfoce. But just me ond me dov. No-body to-the voice.

That sun. The first time I sow i€ I wanted to- crowl back inv
me bag oand never leawve! Not so- bad, now, but those first
two-decades topside. It was a rough patch.

Rougher still that we got picked up by some fuckin slaver
scumfucks inv the clotiv of v healer as we were just gettinv
owr wity. Caged us right quick; took ws to- Hillsfar. Aye;
that shitehole:

I bear no- love to-the slavers and their masters, those who-
revel inv the blood of those who- canvt stop what's pushed ovw
themw inv that owenay, but I'd be lyin to- say I didwt howve it
good there.

My da, whew they realized he wasy a smith, o dwarvew
smith, av GREAT dwawvenw smith, they put himv v av nice
Little house survounded by walls and guowrds.
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Kept inv workinw inv av forge fromv sunup to- sundown. But av
‘nice’ one ay if twould excuse the rest. Maybe it dids to-
himi. I nawy know. But I had the dayy to- meself. And the
nights. Books. Took av bit to- get the hang of commony, but
once I got i, way me fovorite tool. Readinw any book I
could: get me hands on, that they deemed ‘appropriate
for me to- hawve.

But beinv inv me davs house; we got move thaw any other
was like to- get. ‘Spose if I had stayed, I'd be workin o
bellowy there too- by now. But the books. Everything.
History, the gods, the mysteries of the world - I love it.

A good tale sustained me fuller thaw av slove meal ever
did. Knowiw there’s an outside. Knowiw I'd get there.
That we'd get there. We. Hel My fookin da. Suppose I
woulda knownw what his weapons were for if I ever thought
about it. But I didwt. Why would 17?

My dad always sy “Look how good ye hawe it compawed,
to-the slave’ens out dere - we're fortunate by the awrm of v
smithy, boy.” Fortunate.” Furwwy way of sayinv livivw off dov
blood of innocents. Because we were: Those weapons went
to- the awenay, givinw the nobles their right proper ratiow o
bloodshed so-they didwt get too-cranky.

Gods forbid they not see some nonhwmowy die at least once
a fortnight or they'd get right ornery I think.

First time I sow the fighty was the last time I sow the
fights. Last time I was inv Hillsfowr. Last time I saw wyy dov.
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He knew what he was doivy didwt fight it. Maybe he'll sovy
he did, it for me, but dowt believe hiy shite. He did it for

5 ego. Because he wasy o smith, and o smithv has to-
smiti.

Couldwt take av stond. No;, no - couldwt do- that. So I
row. Escaped. Maybe they looked for me;, but I never saw

Now? Wandered o bit, city here, cawrovou there. Worked as
a smith, aye. Or o masow. Or av labover. Wasnw't picky. Just
gettinv to- the next place I'mv goiv to- figure out the next
place I was gow go-

Home? What'y home? Underdowk? Better to- walk o dawk
tuwwnel.

Hillsfow? Already gone doww that shaft, not doinw that
again. Wound up here maybe...five yearsy ago? Somethin
like that? Met ole Bryce. Nice as o hwman goes. Gave me
meals, made me better.

Somethinv nice inv me core whew I swing a hanmumer. I
understond that at least about my da. It pays enougiv.
That and gettinv fights here for a bit of coinu. That's av funv
too: Not too- chatty are ye? th, if's fine. I'l chat enoughv
for ug both...”
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