
 

 

NOTE 2 – DISSONANCE 

 

 The caravan has been crawling forth for two weeks now. A few travellers have joined us 
on our way, bringing news from the world. One rumor has been louder than the others: An-
Teng is gathering an army in the North. This ill omen only worsens a mood already dark due to 
the lack of water. The last few wells we passed were empty, and the tanks are running low.  

 In this gloom climate, amongst those lowly merchants, a few travellers do stand out. A 
man from the guard, probably a mercenary hired at the start of the caravan. Dressed in rags, the 
muscles he shows makes the other guards look like children. The two crescent-shaped blades he 
carries on his back only had to his awe-inspiring appearance. The desert seems his home; more 
than once did he come back late at night, carrying many gourds filled with water. I can but 
wonder why he is not chief of the guards. Apparently, none has been granted with his name. 

 A few times I met with this girl called Saya Renshia. Some know her as the Desert Lily, a 
priest of the cult of Sol. Often does she talks with merchants around the fire about this faith. 
The robes she wears show no more than her eyes. She has her own guards to travel with her, 
and she mounts an oversized tiger. On top of that, she boasts being an accomplished 
thaumaturgist. From her voice, I think she is in her late teens.  

 There is also this man, Elias, who spends his time fixing things, from wheels to child’s 
toys. I watch him from afar when he works. His nimble hands and focused gaze makes me think 
of my father. They should be of age. The first time he saw me playing, he stared for a long time 
at my scythe. He may have guessed its nature. 

 I believe I recognized a man I met back in Val’Ion too. I think his name is Straal. 

 

 

 This morning, as I rose early to wake the caravan, I heard shouts coming from nearby. A 
man was yelling unintelligibly while a few others were trying to calm him down. I needed not 
play this morning, this man shouting would wake everyone for me.  Instead I headed towards 
the noise, to see if I could help make him stop. From closer, I understood he was yelling for a 
stolen letter, accusing anyone in his sight and asking that everyone be searched. As soon as he 
saw me, he hailed me, and half accusingly asked me if I knew anything about his letter. He 
called himself Thyrion, a merchant who had been robbed. Every word I uttered from then on 
only persuaded him that I was the thief. When I left, he raised his tone, if it was even possible. 



When his interest in me dropped, in kneeled near Metronome and tried to describe a letter, 
asking that he bring me something like this. 

 Heading away from the din, I came across Straal, the man from Val’Ion. Also disturbed 
by the noise, he asked me to play a soothing music to try and relieve our ears. I did so, 
unsheathing my scythe and playing a sweet melody reminiscent of harmonious bird cries. When 
I stopped, the noise level was bearable again. Just then, Metronome came back, with a child’s 
drawing and pages tore from a book. As I petted and congratulated him, dissonant cries came 
from the north: above the village we were to stop in to fill the tanks, a flight of bird were flying 
in circles, seeming hesitant to land. I came back to the center of the caravan where Ned, the 
caravan’s leader, was talking with a few guards and the man from the desert about sending 
scouts forth. I volunteered to go, along Thyrion and the man from the desert. A few guards 
came with us, and we left towards the village. 

 As we neared the first houses, the bird’s cries became more persistent. The midmorning 
sun burned already, making my temples throb. My vision was hazy. I really hoped to find water 
and shade in the village. These hopes were quickly dispatched: as we entered the village, we all 
spotted the sun-dried bodies sprawled on the streets around the well. A few dead birds could be 
seen too. I immediately unsheathed my scythe, triggering various reactions of surprise. Thyrion 
seemed particularly shocked by what he saw. The bodies showing no sign of fight or wounds, it 
became clear that the well was poisoned. A guard was sent back to the caravan to bring the news 
to Ned.  

 Stopping in front of each door, I tried to hear a living being. I finally caught a difficult 
breath fifty yards away from the well. I called to gather the group, telling them there was 
someone alive beyond the door. With his infinite subtlety, the man from the desert crushed the 
door and rushed in. I followed. A man lied in bed, his back toward us. Nothing proved him 
alive except the faint breath I heard. We turned him to see his face. 

 ‘Wa…ter… Water’ 

 The body on the bed was a ghost. Or as ghostly as a man can be. His pale thin hair 
surrounded a face dry as a skull. His sunken eyes were two dark holes, and his parted lips 
showed yellowed teeth. The rest of his body was all bones. He obviously had been ill and 
deprived for a week, at least. The only words he could speak were to ask for water, which we 
could not give him, the well being poisoned. We sent another guard back to the caravan to 
fetch the doctor. While the others explored the rest of the village, I was to stay and watch over 
the man. 

 I must have dozed off for a few minute. A guard came to take my post, saying that the 
priest was here to pray the local god. Indeed Saya was near the well, getting ready for a prayer. I 
proposed to play along her dance. The tempo was fast, her gestures swift and rhythmic. All 
along she sang an eerie psalm in a language I think was Old Realm. After a few minutes, a small 
figure appeared sitting on the well’s wall. The god had taken on the shape of an elderly man, 



tanned and wrinkled, his back arched under the weight of the ages. They conversed for a time, 
speaking Old Realm again. I took shelter in the shade of a nearby house. 

   

 The sun was at its zenith when the doctor arrived. I was surprised to see Elias, I did not 
know him for his medical abilities. While the doctor went to see the dying villager, Elias took a 
few tools out of his bag and tested the well’s water. When the doctor went out of the house, 
they both agreed it was poison and that they may be able to brew an antidote. They sent guards 
to search the house and bring back whatever they may find: alcohol, fruits, spices… They then 
started mixing the few ingredients they had with the water from the well. Half an hour later, 
they declared they had some potion who may work as an antidote. Even I could see Elias did 
most of the job. 

 Some of the purified water was given to the villager, and the two scientists were relieved 
to see his state improved. Indeed, we were able to exchange a few words with him. The first 
cases occurred at least three weeks ago. The villagers were ill for a week, then the deaths began: 
first the weak, the young and the elderly, and then the poison scythes through the village, 
snuffing everyone alike. From what we told him, he said he had been unconscious for four days. 
He was not able to tell more before fainting again. From doors and planks, Elias fixed a 
makeshift stretcher to carry the villager back to the caravan, were he could get the care he 
needed to be saved. We brought back water too, which could be used with the antidote. As we 
passed the borders of the town, Saya suddenly turned. I looked in the same direction, but 
found nothing apart the uneasy feeling I was being observed. 

 

 The horizon started to redden as we reached the caravan. Ned was waiting for us, and 
asked to keep what was in the village to ourselves, not to worry the other travellers. The villager, 
that we had come to call the Stranger, was given a cart and placed under the care of the doctor. 
This night around the fire, the mood had brightened a bit: the threat of dehydration had been 
reduced. I checked the others for sign of nausea before drinking the water from the village. 

 Later that night, I asked Straal if he had heard about the Lei family. Even if the name 
was not unfamiliar to him, he did not know anything useful to me. Instead he told me about 
this inn he had on the outskirts of Val’Ion, telling me to drop by if I had the time one day. I 
agreed politely, and left to my bed. The events of the day were troubling my thoughts, and I 
needed to put it on paper.  

 

   

 


