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By:Alex Beck
Upon a sky as gray as ash,

The pale orb that was the sun,

Shone down on a dying place.

Shedding no warmth upon

The dead, the dying,

Are those whose souls were as dead

As the burned twisted grass,

From which the dragons fiery wrath

Came out of the churning mass of the heavens.

Piles of scorched, gouged, horror-struck bodies 

Lay upon this field of war.

A sick smell of death tainted the air,

Soothed by a cold, biting rain,

Into which blood was mixed,

A crimson stain blossoming upon

Rivulets of rain flowing into the eddies,

Tainting them with a taste of the war

To come.

A lone figure stood upon the rise,

His figure imposing a stain of ebony and

Silver against the stark sky.

He held his sword aloft,

A salute to his dark mistress,

A sign of the sorrow, death

And darkness that would sweep 
Over Krynn like a raging storm
