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OLIAS 
Recently I had the good fortune to meet a new acquaintance who has since 

been a valued travelling companion and friend in these harsh times. His 

name is Olias and he has devoted his life to Grenth. Conversation does not 

come easily to him, but one fine night, as we sat by the campfire tending the 

cooking pot, he shared with me what it is to be a necromancer. This is what 

he had to say... 

 

Necromancy is a vile, evil vocation attracting only the lowest and most 

reprehensible of followers, or so is the popular opinion. To my mind 

opinion ÉÓ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÌÄȭÓ ÑÕÅÅÒÅÓÔ ÉÎÃÏÎÓÉÓÔÅÎÃÉÅÓȢ /ÎÅ ÃÁÎÎÏÔ ÇÒÏ× ÆÁÔ 

without food, one cannot have riches without toil, but it is entirely possible 

to have an opinion without knowledge. I remember a day not so long ago 

when someone chose to share his opinion with me. 

The day had started well. I had been tracing my way through the mountains 

destined for $ÒÏËÎÁÒȭÓ &ÏÒÇÅ. The sun was warm and I was enjoying my 

walk through the crisp snow, the breeze refreshing rather than chilled. 

Although no expert I had enough wilderness skills to take from the land as I 

needed. Encounters were few and swiftly dealt with for the most part, but 

this was my undoing for I grew careless and walked straight into a trap. 

He attacked me quite unexpectedly, a torrent of spells I was unprepared to 

defend against. I am well versed with my trade, but little use to me it was 

against this lone Stone Summit. He was good, very good, and I was soon 

exhausted. I cannot even say for sure how I lost consciousness but I did, 

and that should have been the end of it. I should have died right there and 

taken my place beside Grenth, but this Heretic had an opinion, and his 

opinion was that death was too good for me. 

I was roused to wakefulness by the aching pain in my bones as if the very 

marrow had been drained. My muscles expended the last of my strength to 

empty my stomach and for a long time I knelt and heaved and tried in vain 
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to catch a breath. Through misted eyes I could see my captor, I think he was 

smiling. 

Ȱ,ÅÔ ÕÓ ÔÒÙ ÔÈÁÔ ÁÇÁÉÎȟȱ ÈÅ ÇÏÁÄÅÄȟ ÁÌÍÏÓÔ ÍÅÒÒÉÌÙȢ ) ÁÖÅÒÔÅÄ ÍÙ ÅÙÅÓ ÁÎÄ 

rubbed at my arms, still kneeling, shivering in the warm Tyrian sun. 

Ȱ!ÇÁÉÎȟ ) ÓÁÙȦȱ ÁÎÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÉÎ ÂÅÇÁÎ ÏÎÃÅ ÍÏÒÅȢ -Ù ÖÉÓÉÏÎ was filled 

with ghastly images, glowing phantasms swarmed in the air all around. My 

hollow bones cracked, my skin crusted to parchment, my blood began to 

turn to sand. The effects were accelerating and even as I reached out with 

my mind I dropped from my kneeling position, sprawled in the snow. There 

in my mindȭs eye I saw his essence, I grabbed at it and drank, filling myself 

with his life force. I should have felt a surge of power, of life force returning 

as I siphoned from his essence but alas he only laughed, his phantasms 

were stronger, stripping me of all that I was quicker than I could benefit 

from his essence. 

Once more I fell into nonexistence where there is no reprieve from 

suffering, for time does not exist there. To me it simply felt as if I had been 

yanked back to my pain-filled life the instant I had left it. I do not know how 

many times he slew and resurrected me but he did not seem to tire of this 

game. 

Ȱ!ÇÁÉÎȩȱ ÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄȟ ÉÎÅÖÉÔÁÂÌÙȢ 

Ȱ,ÅÔ ÍÅ ÄÉÅȟȱ ) ÐÌÅÁÄÅÄȟ ÍÙ ÔÈÒÏÁÔ ÓÏ ÂÒÉÔÔÌÅȟ ÍÙ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÓÏ Ærail I was 

surprised that he heard me. 

ȰYes, you will dieȟȱ ÈÅ ÌÁÕÇÈÅÄȟ Ȱmany, many times before I am doneȦȱ (ÉÓ 

ÖÏÉÃÅ ÂÅÃÁÍÅ ÓÅÒÉÏÕÓȟ ÂÉÔÔÅÒȟ Ȱ)Ô ÉÓ ÎÏ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÈÁÎ ÙÏÕÒ ËÉÎÄ ÄÅÓÅÒÖÅÓȢȱ 7ÉÔÈ 

that the phantoms appeared once more, my body convulsed in agony, and I 

slipped yet again into the void. 

When he revived me I saw that the light was low. He had dragged me 

within a copse of trees and had made a fire, a pot nestled within. The smell 

of food assaulted me as viciously as the phantasms. I was so empty, so 

weak, but I knew he would not waste food on me. 

He was crouched by the fire with his back to me, muttering something 

about needing more firewood. Without even a glance in my direction he 
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stood and strolled off in search of wood, leaving me alone. This was another 

aspect of the torture. He wanted me to know I was helpless, that I could not 

escape. I was bound here only by my drained and useless body, incapable of 

running or even walking. There was nowhere I could go that he would not 

easily intercept me. His casual attitude was designed to make me feel more 

wretched. 

Suddenly my heart beat faster as my eyes fell upon my bag. It was next to 

the fire and he had obviously prepared his meals from my own supply. 

Momentarily I found new strength and pulled myself over to it and quickly 

began raking through the contents. Please, please let there be a candy cane 

my mind screamed. In truth I could not remember if I had any but the hope 

urged me on. There was quite a mixture of cestas, jewellery, food, 

bowstrings, but nothing in the bag offered me any real hope, no weapon I 

could use effectively in my condition, and no candy canes to alleviate that. 

For a moment despair took me, but only for a moment. I am no great 

outdoorsman, but I do know some leaves. I knew enough to recognise the 

leaves I had found wrapped securely in a bolt of cloth were monkshood. 

Without another thought I threw then into the cooking pot and crawled 

away from the fire. 

I was just in time, for within moments he returned, arms laden with wood. 

He dropped his bundle and checked the pot. I held my breath, terrified he 

ÍÉÇÈÔ ÎÏÔÉÃÅ ÔÈÅ ÅØÔÒÁ ÉÎÇÒÅÄÉÅÎÔȟ ÐÒÁÙÉÎÇ ÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÔÁÓÔÅ ÉÔ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÔÈÅ 

poison ha d time to fully infuse. 

I need not have been concerned. He merely stirred the contents quickly and 

returneÄ ÈÉÓ ÁÔÔÅÎÔÉÏÎ ÔÏ ÍÅȢ Ȱ$ÉÎÎÅÒ ×ÉÌÌ soon be ready. There is just time 

enough to ËÉÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÒÅÅȟ ÍÁÙÂÅ ÆÏÕÒ ÔÉÍÅÓ ÆÉÒÓÔȢȱ 

Eventually the meal was ready. I lay writhing in the snow, my body 

convulsing in random spasms, my teeth so loose in the gums I could have 

pushed them out with my tongue. The Heretic settled down on a tree stump 

ÁÎÄ ÂÅÇÁÎ ÔÏ ÓÐÏÏÎ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÂÒÏÔÈ ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÐÒÅÐÁÒÅÄȢ Ȱ7ÈÉÌÅ ) ÅÁÔȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ 

ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ Á ÍÏÕÔÈÆÕÌ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÂÒÏÔÈȟ Ȱ) ×ÉÌÌ ×ÁÔÃÈ ÙÏÕ ÄÉÅ ÓÏÍÅ ÍÏÒÅȱȢ 

Immediately the phantasms screamed into my world. Just as quickly the 

Heretic clutched at his throat, the bowl fell to the ground instantly 
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ÆÏÒÇÏÔÔÅÎȢ Ȱ0ÏÉÓÏÎȦȱ ÈÅ ÍÁÎÁÇÅÄ ÔÏ ÇÁÓÐȢ ) ×ÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÌÉËÅÄ ÔÏ ÓÁÖÏÕÒ ÔÈÁÔ 

moment but my own demise was quickly approaching. Instead, I lunged 

forward with my mind, reaching for his essence. I had no hope that I could 

save myself, only that I could speed his death and we would both enter the 

underworld together. 

My life force withered as the phantasms ate at me and through their purple 

haze I watched my captor choke and fall to the ground beside me. We lay 

there together, side by side, battling only with our minds, both desperately 

clinging to life. 

A part of being a necromancer is the understanding of Death, 

understanding and welcoming it. A tree lives for one hundred years and 

then dies. It can be used for firewood, everyone accepts that. Many would 

even kill it prematurely if they were cold. All life has death, all death serves 

purpose. Alive: Tree. Dead: Firewood. A necromancer understands that.  

I knew instantly when the Heretic died. I felt it. Where there had been a 

man there was a corpse. Alive: Man. Dead: Corpse. Same material, different 

use. In a few heartbeats I would join him, but until then I had to try, I had to 

ÌÉÖÅ ÔÏ ÃÁÒÒÙ ÏÕÔ 'ÒÅÎÔÈȭÓ ×ÏÒËȢ 

I called out to the corpse and bid it to rise, to live, and to obay. There was a 

ÒÅÎÄÉÎÇ ÓÏÕÎÄ ÁÓ ÂÏÎÅ ÒÅÓÈÁÐÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÂÕÒÓÔ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÁÄ ÍÁÎȭÓ ÓËÉÎȟ 

the air became foul with the smell of the creature looming above me. The 

phantasms still filled my vision and they would take me soon but I could 

hear the noise of creaking sinew  and the clack of bones as it bent down to 

stare at me with empty eye sockets, waiting for my command. 

Ȱ4ÁÓÔÅ ÏÆ $ÅÁÔÈȟȱ ) ÍÁÎÁÇÅÄ ÔÏ ×ÈÉÓÐÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÊÕÓÔ ÁÓ ) ×ÁÓ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÖÅÒÙ ÂÒÉÎË ÏÆ 

deaÔÈȟ ÍÙ ÍÉÎÉÏÎ ÇÉÆÔÅÄ ÍÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÉÔȭÓ Ï×Î ÈÅÁÌÔÈȢ )ÆÅÌÔ ÒÅÎÅ×ÅÄ ÓÔÒÅÎÇÔÈ ÁÎÄ 

when the phantasms finally ended I found myself alive still. I lay there in 

the snow gulping in air, waiting for my health to return. My minion 

collapsed beside me after a time and I was left alone. But I lived. 

To many necromancy is an evil thing, but nothing is as evil as the hearts of 

men. It is my duty to cleanse the world of such men. I am Olias, servant of 

Grenth, and I really, reallyȟ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅ ÍÅÓÍÅÒÓȢ 
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