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The common room glowed pink as twilight crept in through the open shutters.  A brisk 

autumn wind carried the pungent smells of ale, sweat, and lye soap out into the village 

street.  The tables, bar, and floor had been vigorously cleaned before the sun had climbed 

over the horizon.  Mistress Bowstock and young Rolgrad sat at the bar, enjoying some 

watered wine and biscuits, resting in the early morning silence.  Soon, the elders would 

gather at the table she and her son had set upon the stage.  In the kitchen, a kettle began to 

whistle.   

 

“All right, boy.  Our work isn‟t done.  Set the hot stone on the table and then set the kettle 

upon it.  I‟ll fetch the pot of honey and set out the herbs for the morning brew.  I‟ll bet 

most of those codgers will need a pick-up after last night‟s goings-on.” 

 

Young Rolgrad nodded tiredly and headed toward the kitchen.  Mistress Bowstock 

gathered their small plates and the butter stand to follow him when she was stopped by a 

firm rap upon the common room door.  Frowning, she set the plates down and wiped her 

hands on her apron as she moved to the door. 

 

As she threw back the bolt , she fixed a smile upon her face, “‟Tis early yet, sirs, but 

you‟re welcome…”  Her welcome ended abruptly as she gazed out at Karli Rowantree 

and Piper, both looking tired and grim in the growing light of dawn.  Poor dears, she 

thought.  They‟ve probably been up all night in vigil with that afflicted Herald.   She then 

gasped and gathered her apron up in her hands as she realized why the Healer had come. 

 

“Oh dear, that poor young man has gone on to the Hall.  Such a waste!  He seemed so 

handsome and important and was a Herald, after all.  He probably had such an interesting 

life in the courts.  And now it‟s all gone, taken by sickness, and he being so far from 

home…” 

 

Karli smiled and laid a reassuring hand on Mistress Bowstock‟s clutched apron.  “The 

Herald is fine at the moment.  We have him resting as best we can. “ 

 

Mistress Bowstock unclutched her apron and breathed a sigh of relief.  “Thank Gaal for 

that.  I suppose you came for some breakfast for you and Master Sirac.  Poor things, up 

all night nursing that unfortunate man.  But we won‟t be serving today until after the 

elders meet.  Come back by around noon-time and we should be ready for you.  Piper, if 

you need into your room, you know about the door on the side.  I‟ll have the boy let you 

in.” 

 

Karli shook her head.  “Mistress Bowstock, I aim to speak to the elders this morning. It‟s 

very important.  May we please come in.” 

 

Mistress Bowstock cocked her head to the side in surprise and moved to let them pass.  

“Rolgrad! Boy!  Bring out two more mugs!” 

 

--- 
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Karli was amazed that she was able to keep the tremor in her stomach from crawling into 

her voice.  But her amusement at Mistress Bowstock‟s twittering and the wish to calm the 

matron regarding the “poor young man” allowed her to set aside her own nerves for a 

moment.  She was glad Piper was here to support her, but she wished Master Sirac had 

been able to come as well.  The old Healer had to stay home and keep an eye on their 

charge.   

 

She had sat with Master Sirac early that morning after waking him to take up the vigil.  

She and Piper had alternated that night in watching the young Herald take some rest.  

Though his limbs were still, he still panted with pent-up energy and his eyes rolled 

behind their pale lids.   

 

The two Healers sat in chairs near their patient, the cool dawn air filling their lungs and 

sweetening the air in the cramped sick room.  Karli took the old man‟s hands in hers and 

took a deep breath. 

 

“You mean to go to the Crone, lass,” said Master Sirac, a smile in his voice.   

 

Karli smiled in spite of her anxiety; it had always been impossible to surprise the old man 

and she now realized how obvious she was.  She just nodded.  Master Sirac patted her 

hands. 

 

“I don‟t think it is going to help this boy.  I really don‟t.”  Karli frowned and opened her 

mouth to speak.  “But, I don‟t think it will hurt him or the village either.  If you feel you 

need to do this, I won‟t stop you.”  Karli smiled, nodded, and whispered, “Thank you.” 

 

Master Sirac chuckled.  “No, I‟ll not stop you.  Nor could I.  When I declared you a 

Master, I did not do so just to make you feel good.  You have eyes and brains as good as 

mine.  You just lack experience.  I‟ll not gainsay your decision.  Do what you think is 

right.” 

 

Karli nodded, tears beginning to cloud her vision.  “You‟ll have to talk to the elders,” the 

old man said.   

 

Karli nodded again.  She seemed to have lost her words.  Not a good sign, she thought.  

 

“You‟ll know what to say when you get there.  You know what‟s right.  The rest will 

follow.”  Prescient as ever.  Karli laughed and kissed the old Healer‟s grizzled cheek.   

 

They embraced briefly; then the old man began to examine the sleeping Herald. Smiling, 

but nervous, she roused the drowsing Piper to head to the Wyvern where the elders 

always met to discuss issues of local import. 

 

--- 

 



Tears of Vriannon : Dance of the Fey (Part VI) 

©2007 Shedrick Pittman-Hassett 

Karli and Piper sat at the table nearest the stage and sipped the herbal concoction that 

Mistress Bowstock had prepared for them.  Even with the ample dollop of honey, the 

brew was bitter and dark.  The stinging flavor of the brew bit at their tongues while the 

spirits of the herbs filled their blood with light and fire, reviving their flagging spirits.  

The „morning brew‟, as the plump matron had called it, was legendary in the area as a 

pick-me-up after a long night.   

 

They waited in silence.  Karli tried to gather her thoughts, envisioning herself standing 

before the elders and imagining herself giving reasoned, well-stated responses to the 

various questions the council would have.  Piper, his demeanor uncharacteristically 

somber, sensed that Karli needed space to form her thoughts and gave her silent support.  

As they waited and thought, the elders began to arrive.  

 

The first to arrive was Lazron Morianson, the farmer who had helped Piper carry the 

twitching Herald to the Healers‟ home the night before.  The youngest of the village 

elders, Lazron was a large man, in both width and height, with thinning brown hair and a 

patchy beard.  He was as unpretentious as his home-spun clothes; simple, direct, and 

practical.  He was stern, yet kind, and had been a long-time friend of Master Sirac.  He 

nodded to Karli as he limped past, the scent of Master Sirac‟s ointment tickling Karli‟s 

nostrils, and took a seat at the council table on the stage.  Young Rolgrad moved to pour 

him some water for his brew, but the big farmer waved him aside and took the kettle in 

his huge hand and poured it himself. 

 

Soon after came Master Astoron Silverflame.  Master Silverflame, in his youth, had been 

a scribe in the court of Lord Flamebrand, the Baron of Glassrock.  As he grew older, he 

acquired a taste for the quiet of the country and retired to Attis, taking up shepherding in 

the small valleys around the village at the foot of the mountains.  A learned man, he often 

told the people of Attis, adults and children alike, stories of the old court and of far away 

places like the decadent and ancient Thûrian Empire and the mountainous holds of Thaer, 

the homeland of their ancestors.  He was, however, no bard; his stories were really 

history lessons, and usually tedious ones at that.  But he was a fair and generous man who 

always took the time to help a neighbor or to instruct a young person in the finer things.   

 

The old shepherd was a tall, thin man with shoulder-length white hair, cut in the „bobbed‟ 

fashion of the court, similar to that of the unfortunate Herald.  His blue eyes could easily 

be considered icy, but were too-often twinkling in some secret merriment to be deemed 

cold.  His short, pointed beard and waxed mustache often twitched at some hidden joke 

that, had someone elected to ask, would have touched on some obscure tale or jest whose 

humor would have been lost in the explanation.  He wore the leather clothes of an 

outdoorsman and carried a long staff, the tool of his trade.  He also carried a leather 

satchel on a thin iron chain across his shoulders.  Within it were the tools of his former 

career: parchment, quill, blotting sand, and ink.  These he brought to all meetings of the 

elders out of old habit and in the event of need.  He also carried with him the scent of 

sweet grass, tobacco, and the sour hint of wet dog.  The old man‟s herding dog and 

constant companion, Whistler, waited outside for his master‟s return. 
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Master Silverflame stopped and took Karli‟s hand as he made his way to the stage.  

“Mistress Rowantree, you grace us with your presence.  And young Master a‟Kieranon.  I 

welcome you as well.” 

 

Karli curtseyed to the old scribe.  “Thank you, Master Silverflame.  You‟re very kind.” 

 

“It is highly irregular, guests to a council-meet.  But, I‟m sure there is a precedent.  In 

fact, I do seem to recall a time in court when…” 

 

“Astoron.  Your mug is cooling.” 

 

The old scribe turned toward the stage and waved at Lazron.  “Very well.  Another time.” 

 

The shepherd nodded to both of the young people, smiling, and made his way to the stage 

and the steaming mug that awaited him.   

 

Next to arrive were Sir Brynis Greycloak and Master Durgas Stonehammer.  Sir Brynis 

was a large man whose youthful strength seemed to have descended into his belly as age 

progressed.  He wore his remaining hair as a short-cropped crown about his bald pate.  

His mustache was luxuriously long and grey.  The former soldier was wearing his old 

knightly surcoat bearing the Greycloak arms over his usual peasant clothes, as he often 

did when on „official‟ duties.  Sir Brynis began his career as a scout and had served as a 

soldier in the army of the High King.  His distinguished career had taken him into battle 

against rebellious Tumari factions in the north as well as serving the interests of the King 

in various border disputes amongst His Majesty‟s vassals.  His bravery and tenacity was 

rewarded with induction into the knightly Order of the Sword upon the retirement of his 

commission.  He resettled in his boyhood home with his beautiful, city-bred wife, Priana, 

known locally as “Lady Greycloak”.  He was conservative and stubborn, but fair.  He 

equated his position as elder with his knightly duty to protect the village from all fronts.   

 

The knight entered clasping the shoulder of the local blacksmith in comradely affection.  

Master Durgas Stonehammer was a short, wide man with large arms and a broad chest.  

His friend, Sir Brynis (and only Sir Brynis), often referred to him as a “barrel horse” due 

to his sturdiness and his rounded stature, resembling a creature made of barrels strung 

together.  His eyes were small and set under a ridge-like brow that cut across the 

blacksmith‟s dark-complected face.  The smith was dressed in a long sleeveless tunic, 

belted at the waist with a wide leather belt.  This was covered by the heavy leather apron 

of his trade.  He wore sandals on his feet in the Imperial style.  It was known about the 

village that the smith seemed to carry the heat of the forge wherever he went.  He never 

complained of the cold, even in the heart of winter, and seldom wore more than a single 

fur during the coldest Marks.  His bald head, shiny as polished steel, reflected the early 

morning sun as the two made their way inside the common room. 

 

Karli and Piper rose to bow in deference to the knight‟s position as a Peer of the Throne.  

The knight nodded and then clasped hands with the bard and kissed the hand of the 

Master Healer.  “Welcome.  It is good that you have come, Mistress Rowantree.  I had 
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planned to send for your or Master Sirac to attend in any case.”  He slapped his stomach 

for emphasis.  “Poor, lad.  Heraldry can be a dangerous calling, yes.  Even the laws of 

immunity cannot protect them from all the dangers of this world.”   

 

Sir Brynis referred to the laws that protect Heralds as royal messengers.  Severe penalties 

awaited those that would waylay a Herald on royal business, and death to those who 

would murder one.  They were deemed untouchable, even in times of war.  The custom 

and the law had stood for so long that, though this belief stood well outside Church 

orthodoxy, ill fortune from Gaal himself was said to visit those who would do a Herald 

harm. 

 

Sir Brynis slapped his stomach for emphasis.  “But something must be done and duty 

calls.  Yes, duty first, of course.  Duty first.”  The smith merely grunted in amused 

agreement, nodded to the bard and the Healer, and made his way to the stage.  The knight 

sketched a salute and followed.   

 

Finally, the last elder arrived.  Master Pelwyn a‟ Sirannon was the local silversmith and 

the village‟s most prosperous merchant.  His shop was set up on the outskirts of the 

village in order to be nearer the King‟s Road.  He often traded with various caravans and 

travelers making their way along the road.  In this way, he was able to supply the village 

with some of the luxuries from „the outside‟, as well as selling his fine pieces of art to 

other markets.  Master Pelwyn was a thin man with short, greying, reddish-brown hair.  

He usually wore the finest clothes in Attis and often put on airs of being urbane and 

sophisticated.  When drinking, he sometimes offended the local „rubes‟ with his ascerbic 

observations on country life.  But his artistic talent could not be denied, nor could the 

benefits to the village from his enterprises.  He was a shrewd man, probably the least 

gullible man in the village, and did not suffer fools or charlatans.  But he also had a love 

of beauty and an eye for profit that had served the village well.  Master Pelwyn rushed in, 

letting the heavy door slam behind him as he strode quickly to the stage to join the other 

elders.  He nodded to Karli and Piper as he passed and then took his place at the council 

table, muttering aggrievedly about the distance between the inn and his shop and the need 

to secure it against ruffians as apology for being the last to arrive. 

 

Sir Brynis smiled indulgently at the muttering merchant who was now grimacing into his 

mug of bitter herbs.  Clearing his throat, the knight rose and addressed the room.  “Now 

that we have all arrived, we can begin.” 

 


