Gath Rakkor

retold by Jythri, Bard and Wanderer

“I found this ballad while travelling through the Ocean of Tears, south of Faydwer. One of the islands there had a small tribe of people with a few strange artifacts from a land known as Kunark. And elder scholar in Felwithe was able to help with the translation of the piece. I have taken a few poetic licences with the wording so that it rhymes in our tongue, but the tale is otherwise in tact.”

By the Tail and By the Claw--

Of legends and of yore;

Make known the tale of Iksar’s paw,

Gath Rakkor’s hero-lore.

Gath Rakkor, Iksar of the clan

Gresh’Maj, the Monks of Scale,

Served Veeshan in the Ancient’s plan

To conquer, says the tale.

Gath Rakkor, O! the Iksar-son;

With mighty green-black hide!

With claw-laced fist clenched battles won

And ran blood-rivers wide.

The Gresh’Maj grew in fame and pow’r

Through Rakkor’s deeds and strength,

And stretched their hand through Kunark’s bower

To swell their empire’s length.

A warlord Rakkor soon became,

Crushing those beneath him;

And making slaves of lesser rheim

As spoke the Will of Veeshan.

Kunark’s Age, unrivaled sight,

With Rakkor’s Gresh’Maj jewel

Was soon to fall from glorius height

By Rakkor, love-made fool.

For from the underrheim was spied

By Rakkor’s watchful eyes,

A scaleskin woman, beautified,

As queen for Rakkor’s plies.

Named Saphzuur was this love-sought maid;

And Rakkor soon was torn,

For Veeshan’s Ring
 their love forbade—

Tween Rakkor and underborn.

But hid he not his Saphzuur’s love

Provoking Veeshan’s rage;

And so the Ring made bold their move

For Veeshan to assuage.

Through secrecy and darker plot

Soon Rakkor they did capture,

And with her love in chains to rot

The Ring soon prisoned Saphzuur.

For Saphzuur darker plans had they

To right the rheim’s unbinding

Her scales were torn from where they lay

And eyes were gouged for blinding.

Her tail was cleaved and hoisted up

To make the lesson plain

And she was left in darkened pit,

But death soon lessed her pain.

Rakkor let wail through prison’s chains,

Heard loud across the mire

By Gresh’Maj through the pouring rains

While plotting by their fire.

The Gresh’Maj poured through dungeon’s walls

Neath shroud of rain and night.

They pulled Rakkor from prison’s halls

And left before the light.

Gath Rakkor then amassed the slaves

As army neath his command.

With Gresh’Maj troops to lead them out;

Against the Ring they planned.

But the dragon lords caught war’s predawn

And mustered magic might.

The Ring of Scale brought out their pawn

To face this upstart’s fight.

Gath Rakkor’s men met Veeshan’s pall

In Kunark’s wounded heart,

And war a decade more did fall

And reft Kunark apart.

The Iksar cities of grand design

Fell, crushed from battles razing;

And forests cool with soothing vine

Now burned with fires blazing.

Till Rakkor met the dragons vile

On scorch-ed smoking plain,

And routed them in Battle Xiiel,

When struck was he with pain.

From scorpion’s tail his hand was rent

And shorn in two whole parts;

And though his bleeding soon was ment

The poison touched his heart.

In quiet tent, in battle’s dusk

Gath Rakkor’s spirit passed;

The Gresh’Maj warriors mourned the husk

And burned his body, last.

In memory of Gath Rakkor

Gresh’Maj a ritual made,

And each left hand of them they tore

In two, each part bronze-laid.

But naught was Rakkor’s victory,

Naught was suffering’s cause,

For Kunark lost its once-glory,

And split neath Veeshan’s claws.

The magicks wrought by the Ring of Scale

Left Kunark with foreboding

And tainted land with storms and hail

Which to this day are goading.

And Kunark’s heart, once lush and green

Drinks now from deserts moan;

For Rakkor’s war has wiped it clean

And left the Field of Bone.

Yet winds of spirit speak again,

That the Gresh’Maj will arise,

And once more take bold Rakkor’s call

Against dread Veeshan’s guise.

� Pronounced ‘Rãm’. Hard to translate word from the Iksarian. The closest equivalent is ‘layer’ or ‘stratum’, and apparantly was used exclusively  when referring to the social order imposed on Kunark by the Iksar at the height of their culture. Apparantly, there were several ‘rheim’ in their society, ranging from the upper rheim, consisting of the Monks of Scale and High Priests of  Veeshan, to the lower rheim who were the lower breed of lizardman who served as slave labor for the empire. From the verses in this ballad, we can only guess that another group, the Ring of Scale was responsible for silently enforcing the rheim through manipulation and strength.





� Again, hard to translate phrase used throughout this piece. Seems to refer to what Ozymandius the Traveller calls the Ring of Scale, a secretive assemblage of dragons who served Veeshan, sneaking through Kunark to spy on its races.





