The Ardexian Chronicles

A Pirate’s Log

By: Trench Wolfhound

Day 1

As with every journey before, I begin my next voyage, and so, my next log. The crew is fully ready to get back to the water. We've spent three weeks on land working out our next venture. There's a lord in the suburb of Ardex that has proposed a rather pleasant sum. Unfortunately, it's also requested that we take to untraveled waters. Initially, I suggested that no price could justify taking such a journey, especially with the gargoyles infesting the water, as they are now. The Lord then played on my vanity and my money pouch. He questioned if we were the best seafarers in the land.  On both the pride of myself and my crew, I felt obliged to accept. Not quite how I presented it to the crew, of course. No, it's a great challenge to us all. The men always did love a challenge and I was able to play on this. They were eager, especially when they found out just how much this would bring in for us, both financially and in reputation.

Day 2

The crew has hoisted the sails, and we’ve begun our voyage. The ship’s been well stocked for the upcoming months ahead. Apparently, the men had gotten a great deal of their desires out of the way while on land, as well. The sun is bright, the skies are clear and the sea is calm. It may be a good way to begin a trip, but dark skies are always in the future. Still, at least moral is high. The ladies on land were sad to see the lads go, and the merchants were sad to see the money go. With the first day on water passed, so far we’ve seen no signs of trouble.

Day 3

The men seem to be keeping in good spirits. Apparently, some of the liquor purchased on land has done them well. Still not a cloud in the sky and not but the smallest of waves in the sea. A few trader ships were seen passing by, but the further out we go, the rarer they’re becoming. By tomorrow, we should be passing by the Dragon Isle. The fear of a starved dragon always sets the crew on edge, just a bit. It’s been years since our last shipmate was taken by one of those bloody beasts, but those that were aboard still remember it.

Day 4

Passed by Dragon Isle at a relatively safe distance. However, we were close enough to be able to see the different dragons in what seemed to be an airborne dance. Truly, it was magnificent. Never before have I seen such a variety of dragons together for such an event. Something seemed to be going on upon the Isle’s surface, but none of us dared travel close enough to see what. We’re satisfied that we made it by without being noticed. Not surprisingly, there seemed to be no red dragons within the display. The skies remain clear, for the most part. A few clouds have begun to form, but nothing of any true concern. The men’s moral still seems quite high, especially now that we’ve evaded one threat. Though, I’m wagering most of it has to do with their drink.

Day 5

More clouds forming overhead. We’re truly hitting into the seas, now. The water’s less calm than when we started, but still good for where we are. By midmorning the Dragon Isle was completely out of sight. The dragon’s dance could still be seen as night had fallen. Mostly, we just saw the flames they created, but it lit up the sky like nothing I had ever seen. Apart from that, we’re looking at nothing but open sea from here until our destination.

Day 6

A discovery was made as to why the crew moral was so high. The liquor was good, but after noticing a bit of the rations going only slightly faster than expected, I decided I’d best find who was trying to get a large stomach. Upon my investigation, I found a few wenches from the port we had just left, stashed away within the men’s bunks. They seemed quite exhausted. There’re only three of them for the satisfaction of the entire crew. We’re too far out to take them back, now. I’ve decided since they seem to do well enough for the men, we’ve no other choice than to carry them along. But, all were informed that rations were to be much smaller to accommodate the ‘working ladies’. The men seemed perfectly acceptable to this. Figures. Apart from that, the skies remain mostly cloudy, but still beautiful weather.

Day 7

With the secret out, I guess the men have no qualms in openly discussing the matter. And, with the open discussion, we’ve come to realize why such things are normally not allowed on such a ship. A fight broke out between two men about who was doing what with one of the young ladies. The fight was stopped, but not before a few cracked ribs and some hindered moral. It’s never good to see your men fighting amongst each other. Top it all off, one of the ladies got sick and became of no use to any of the men, today. At least, not to my knowledge. But, that made me realize that the sea is getting a bit more rough. A storm’s coming. Storms out here are rarely pleasant. We’ve been fortunate thus far. I only hope our fortune holds out. I estimate we’ll start seeing some rough weather within the next few days. I warned the men that if they couldn’t handle themselves with the women, then I would toss the ladies overboard and no one would have anything at that time. Seemed a bit childish, but there was no resistance afterwards. Good thing they take me seriously on such issues.

Day 8

The women are growing more useless and creating more conflict. No fights have broken out, probably most due to my earlier threats, but there has been some grumbling. Apparently, between sea sickness that most of them seem to be having a hard time of, and their just being worn out from… Too much action, they’re just not quite as eager to please as when the voyage had begun. This kind of thing is rarely such an issue when the temptation isn’t constantly around you. The sea is picking up, but the sky remains pleasant. Still no sign of storm clouds, and we’re over halfway to our destination. We may get lucky, yet.

Day 9

A ship’s been spotted on the horizon. We’re making good time to try and catch up with them. Not yet certain if they’re coming or going, as it’s still a good ways off. Either way, by tomorrow we should be caught up with them. The day’s have a good breeze, but the night’s are starting to feel as still as death. Finding this ship has already been good for the men, helping to distract them from the nearly useless women down below. Come to find out, one of the lasses has been unhindered by the sea or the constant rough play. At least, not yet, as she’s attempting to pick up the slack from the other two. Truly, she’s a hell of a woman. We’ve been fortunate that their continued presence hasn’t hurt our supplies. Just means the men haven’t been eating quite as well as I had hoped for them to on this trip.

Day 10

Typically, I write in the evening. Today, however, we’re to come upon the ship that we had seen. In case something should happen, I wanted to assure this entry could be made. Darker clouds are starting to fill the air. We’ve even noticed strange figures in the sky. Buzzards, we’re guessing. The men are hoping this to mean that we’ll be landing, soon. I’m hoping it’s not just large birds feeding off the nearby ship. The men are at the ready to ‘greet’ this oncoming ship. This should be a quick victory and will help to resupply the ship. If it’s a Lord’s ship, we may even be able to offer the girls some extra comforts.  Or, better yet, we may be able to sell them, if it’s the right kind of ship.

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
I write, again. I’m thankful that I’m able to. It was not a Lord’s ship. Not even a human ship. It was a ship with a crew of gargoyles. Apparently, it was a raiding party, traveling to attack the mainland. The ‘creatures’ in the sky were their winged kind. They saw us from a long way back. The only warning we had was the structure of the ship. They hid down on the ship so that we wouldn’t see who was aboard. If we hadn’t known that it wasn’t a human ship, I don’t think I’d be writing this, now. I guess they weren’t expecting a pre-emptive attack. We were able to sink the ship before they were even able to board us. I swear a lesser crew would’ve failed. If they had gotten any closer, if they had boarded our ship, I know we wouldn’t have survived. Once the ship began going down, our helmsman was able to steer ours away and avoid it from being taken. A few of the gargoyles attempted the jump. It was inhuman the distances that they could jump. One had even snatched his claws onto our deck. It was the fast action of my crew that impaled the creature’s hands and sent him to the sea. But, once we were moving away from their ship, that’s when their winged brethren made their attack. Blades swung at the creatures and arrows were fired overhead. Carelessness ended the lives of one of the crewmen from another’s arrow. Many men were lifted from the ship and thrown to the ocean. As well as two of the three women. In the end, we still have just more than a skeleton crew and one of the sickly females. One of the gargoyle’s bodies had landed, dead, upon the ship’s deck. His horns were taken and are now mounted in my cabin. What could be had been used for food. Truly, we mourn those that are lost, but each man knows they still have a duty to perform, now more than ever. Moral is low at the loss, but the determination is still high. For now, I am exhausted.

Day 11

The loss of men is felt, today. Everyone’s working much harder, leaving far less time for pleasure. Not that it matters, as the one remaining woman is growing ever sicker. She’s worsened since the battle and has become worthless to the men. I’ve begun to debate if she’d even be worth keeping on board, for much longer. The clouds above us have grown dark and the water choppy. I assure the men that it’s only a couple more days until we arrive to our destination. There’s no longer excitement in their actions. Merely the desire to be done with this journey and return to land so we may lick our wounds and report our findings. Who knows, maybe something more will come to us once the magistrate discovers the fight we’ve won.

Day 12

The rain has begun. We all saw it coming. The waves have been high and the men are fighting to keep control of the ship. We’ve taken down the sails to assure they’re not destroyed in the oncoming storm. The day looks like night and the winds continue to get stronger. As the ship continues to be tossed about the waves, the sick girl continues to get worse. It’s to the point where we’re uncertain just how much longer she’ll survive this journey. The men are rugged. Through the rain, the wind, the tossing of the ship… Through it all, they remain strong and hard working. It wasn’t until I saw the toll this kind of trip can take on a land walker that I realized just how much fortitude these men have. Now, the men continue to do what they can to assure the ship doesn’t capsize. They’ve seen storms worse than this, though. I know my ship’s in capable hands. I only hope that the lack of hands doesn’t hinder this faith.

Day 13

The storm continues to worsen. I had hoped it wouldn’t last but a few hours, maybe over night. But, at this late hour of the eve, the storm is only worse now than it had been before. It shows no signs of letting up anytime soon. The men continue to fight it, but I can see the exhaustion in their eyes. In the rare times each of them gets any kind of rest, it’s not an easy rest with the wild motions of the ship. I haven’t even had a chance to check on the girl, yet, and probably won’t until this storm eases off of us.

Day 14

The storm has ended. It took two good sailors with it. One, between the winds and the wet deck, had fallen overboard. With the strong waves and the currents, he disappeared almost as soon as he hit the water. The other had to climb the mast to loosen some ropes. He got the ropes free, but he wasn’t able to make it back down before the ship jerked and tossed him overboard. After the storm cleared, I went to check on the girl. She didn’t make it, either. Her dead body was tossed overboard earlier today. This hurt the already dwindling morale. We’ve also been knocked off course. The storm moved us behind schedule a few days, and we’re still uncertain just where in the sea we ended up. Our navigator is currently looking to the stars in hopes to at least get an idea of where we are. Our compass is still holding strong, so until we’ve more certainty, we’re continuing in the direction that we had before. At least the skies are clearing and the waves are dying down. With any luck, we can get to our destination and start heading home within the next couple of days.

Day 15

Finally, a sign of land! Halfway through the day, the announcement was made that land was spotted on the horizon. Currently, it appears to just be an island, but more will be determined as we close in on it. Some of the crewmen could swear that they heard a beautiful song coming from the island. Seems like some are letting old stories of a siren get into their head. I heard nothing, but my hearing’s not what it once was. If they do hear something, I do have to take into account the possibility of the old legends being true. I’d never heard of any solid evidence on this, but then, this area’s never been mapped, either. Whatever the case, my men stand ready to take on what challenge may come next. They believe that the recent past has thinned out the weakest of the crew and left the strong to survive. I didn’t wish to disrespect those that gave their lives for this ship, but right now the men need the boost of confidence. With a potential threat on the rise, they seem to almost forget their exhaustion and recent tragedies. I only hope this attitude continues.

Day 16

It is an island. And there is a song coming from it. If it is what we all suspect, then the tales of it being an intoxicating sound have not been exaggerated. It truly is one of the greatest sounds I have ever heard, and it’s left many of us to wonder how wicked something so beautiful could be. Still, we stand wary of any threat. The land is well within view and we should be ready to land by early tomorrow. 

Day 17

Our dreadful fortune continues. Distracted by the songs of the sirens, we hadn’t noticed the rocks just below the surface of the water, surrounding the island. Our ship hit the rocks, causing a large hole upon it’s side. Yet, it continued on, though began taking in water. After a few more moments, the other side hit, causing us to sink even faster. Our only fortune was that we kept reserve rowboats on either side of the ship. Had we still our full crew, we’d have over filled these small ships. But, with what we have, there was plenty of room to fill the two small boats. We stand no chance of heading back to the open water, and now must continue to the island to explore the siren’s source. Hopefully, we’ll even find some way of getting back to the sea and, in the end, back home. Many of the men seem totally entranced, wanting nothing more than to find that which has completely stolen their attentions. Though it’s concerning, it’s those that are most driven to reach land that have taken so well to the oars. I only hope that we aren’t heading straight to our demise. At this point, though, what other choice do we really have?

Day 18

We have found paradise. It is no wonder this area had never been mapped. Should any ever visit here, none would ever wish to leave it! The skies are perfect, the island provides plenty of food, the water is as clear as a diamond, and the only natives are the most beautiful women my eyes have ever beheld. I have yet to get an actual account of how many there are, but so far there’s been at least two for every man of my crew. They’ve seemed as eager to see us as we were to see them. For the sake of the reader, I shall forgo the details of our arrival, but we were very warmly greeted. If this is what we were meant to find out here, then truly the trip was worth it. I only wonder what the Lord who sent us out here is supposed to get from such things. Perhaps he had hoped we’d return with the information we’ve discovered here. Perhaps he’ll realize that if we don’t return, then his suspicions of what’s out here maybe true. Who knows? At this point, who cares? Life is good.

Day 19

The island is much larger than I had first suspected. Many of the crew members have disappeared into its depths. I’m assured that they’re well taken care of. The natives live all throughout the island, and many of the men seem to have gone in search of such homes, so they may also rest in such places. I’ve searched through some of the island and found picturesque waterfalls and so many strange plants with exotic fruits. One of the crewmen even found a way to create liquor from some of the plants, though the natives don’t seem to much care for such things. I’ve yet to figure out their language, or understand what they say most of the time, but they seem to be quickly picking up ours and are most interested in learning from us. Still, something seems to be nagging at me from the back of my mind. But, I’m almost certain it’s just that feeling that can’t let go and just be happy of the place I’m in.

Day 20

I keep this record as close to me as my life, hoping someone will find it. The natives of this island are not beautiful women at all. The appearance they give is only an illusion. These women have seduced us all. As far as I know, I’m the only one remaining alive. Once they had me in their dwelling, once they felt I was at complete ease, their true form was shown. The form was so hideous, so completely different from what they had first appeared. The images of their true nature is burned forever in my mind. Even with my eyes open, I can still see them, moving upon me for the kill. Perhaps they were female, but female what is beyond my understanding. I always questioned, I always wondered. I never fully trusted my surroundings. Because of this, I kept my sword hidden upon my person at all times. Apparently, they had not expected this. As they turned, I drew my blade and slashed in a frantic panic before running from these creatures as fast as I could. I ran clear to the other side of the island until I found a small cave to hide in. I don’t know how well they’ll track me, but I have come to find the full truth of the Sirens. They are evil, and they are dangerous. Once I made it to the edge of the island, though, I saw another body of land just off in the distance. Tomorrow, I hope to gather some logs and get off this island as quickly as possible. I don’t know what will be on the other mass of land, but it must be better than this. Even if I don’t survive, as long as the entries I make here are found, then all will be worth it.

Day 21

I hear their song, once again. Perhaps they’re trying to lure me out. Though the song is tempting, though I remember the pleasure I found on the other side of this island, nothing can remove their true appearance from my mind. Every time I even think about going back, I see them. This is the only thing that seems to break the spell of their song. Through this struggle, I managed to make myself a raft, tied together by what vines I could find. With my blade, I quickly fashioned a few crude oars so that I won’t be completely at the mercy of the tide. I gathered up what I could by way of rations from the trees. Before nightfall had set in, I was on the sea, once more. If any of my men had survived, I don’t think I’ll ever know. 

Day 22

I rowed the entire day, stopping only for the occasional bite to eat. My arms are so sore, I can barely write this. But, despite that, I still made it. By late evening, I hit the land that I had seen from the island. Where the nearby island was so plentiful and green, this land is like a desert. No, worse than a desert, for at least desert has sand. This seems like a massive series of cracked rocks. And that is all that I can see for miles and miles. Just flat, deserted rock. Tonight, I will be able to rest, knowing full well that I’m away from the Siren’s danger. But, tomorrow I must begin another journey. From the plants, I was able to grab fruits, but they will not sustain me, they will not be able to hydrate me in this area. I doubt they’ll even remain good for very long. The sun has been hot. While on water, I had that to keep me cool. But, here on land I will be totally at the heat’s mercy. How I wish the storm would come, now. But there is no storm. There’s not even a single cloud. So, tonight I rest. Tomorrow I search for a sign, any kind of sign, of life on this desolate piece of land.

Day 23

My lips are parched, my mouth is dry, my skin is burnt and my legs are exhausted from walking. Throughout the day, the fruit I carried continued to get worse, until it had dried to useless. After a time, I had to abandon the fruit, eating what I could before they were ruined completely. I should feel lucky that it got me through most of the day. But, my true fortune seems to lie in the fact that I can see a campfire just a little ways away. It’s too far for them to hear me, from here. It’s too far for me to travel, tonight. But, they look like they’ll be there for a while, at least through the night. I can catch up to them, tomorrow. It’ll be good to finally be done with this, to get back to my home and start up a new crew. With the information I’ve gathered from this journey, it’ll be quite the fortune collected, once back home. With it, I intend to help out the families of the men who lost their lives for all this. Those without families, I’ll assure they’re well remembered. But, for now, I’m too tired to continue. I just need rest…

Day 24

Who was this human that had traveled so far to only find death? Will his name be remembered among his kind? Or, will he be just another human that wandered too close to a gargoyle encampment? It’s a warning to our kind that the humans can make it to our lands. This is not the first we’ve seen. We keep this document to show what they go through to get here. To look into this one’s journey and find this ‘Island of Sirens’. If it’s as close as stated in these logs, why have we not made record of it before? How long will it be until more humans follow this one’s path, seeking revenge? And, most importantly, will those that do taste as good as this one did?

ALTERNATE ENDING

Day 24

Final log. Today, I was destroyed. Before first light, the gargoyles had found my sleeping body. They announced their presence with a startling howl. As I awoke, I saw myself completely surrounded by them. Before I could even realize what had happened, my entire body was being torn to shreds. Their claws, their teeth… They tore my body into so many parts, it wasn’t even recognizable as human when they finished. What little of me did remain became their lunch. The entire time, I screamed and begged. I would have fought, but I couldn’t even move. I screamed until my throat had been ripped from my neck, or until my lungs had been torn completely open. It all happened so fast, I can’t remember exactly which happened first. And then, when all was done and my journey was completely at it’s end… They wrote for me my final entry.

