My knights have fallen, and this land is lost. The armies of

my enemy will not be stopped by sword or spell, claw or fang. Today I will
die, not avenging those who have fallen, but defending that which 1 love -
this valley, this home, and the ideals of the Order of the Silver Dragon.

The evil surrounds me. The time has come throw of tnias guise and
show the heathens my true fearsome form. Let it apark terror in their hearts.
Let them tell their stories of dark triumph against the protector of the
Balinok Mountains. Let Argynvost be remembered as & dragon of acnour and
valour. My one regret is tnat my remeins will not lie in thneir rightful
place, in the hallowed mauscleum of Argynvostholt. No couont wmy bones will be sca
-ttered among my enemies like the coins of a plundered noard, trophies of
a hard-one VicloIy.

Do not fear death. Though my body will die, my spirit will live on.
Let it serve as a beacon of light against the darkness. Let it bring nope
to a land wrought with despair.

Now, to battle.



