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The Life of a Grog
Following is a speech given by an unnamed Grog Sergeant to some new recruits, as recorded by Fugacious the Wanderer of House Ex Miscellanea in a letter to a colleague at Mistridge. Copies of this section of his letter are found in many covenant libraries and read with great amusement by many magi.
I'll not mince words. You're a grog, and you're going to die a grog. You're a mercenary for a bunch of people most folk won't talk about, much less associate with. From this moment on, you're an outcast, and you're stuck here. There ain't no place you can go.
It's going to be your job to protect the wizards of this place when they journey out into dangers unknown. It's your duty to risk your life to protect theirs. Am I making myself clear?
Now if any of you scallywags intend to live to a ripe old age, you are a fool. You're going to die writhing on a bloody battlefield with a spear through your gut, so get used to the idea.
But let me tell you something — there ain't no better way to die. Everyone's gotta go sometime, and at least you won't waste away on a sickbed losing control of your God given functions and being generally a disgust​ing sight. No, when you go down, your sword will be coated in the blood of valiant enemies.
And in the meantime, you'll enjoy the protection and the silver of the most powerful people on earth. Lots of people will avoid you in town, and sometimes they'll say that you smell of brimstone, but you know you've got a good job. The wizards are going to trust you, and eventually, if you do your job, they'll respect you as well.
So be proud to be a grog.   Follow orders, fight hard, and work damn hard to preserve the lives of our masters, the wizards. This is our code, and you'll live and die by it. Now get in line, and get ready for your first drill.
The Grog Pack
The following dissertation on the grog pack was prepared by the autocrat Romulus of the covenant Val Negra under the direction of the magus Vancasitum of House Flambeau. Their viewpoint is rather authoritarian and rigid, but their book "The Practical Guide to Expeditions" is thought to be essential reading for those magi about to undertake their first excursion outside the covenant.
Each grog should carry in their pack or on their person the following items, usable when needed or when a magus commands it (a person of lesser authority may be substituted for a magus in circumstances where the magus is not present or is busy elsewhere):
Five paces of hawser (stout rope). Flint and tinder. Two torches. A woolen blanket. A skin to be filled with two parts water and one part wine. Another skin filled only with wine may be carried with the permission of a magus. Biscuit, cheese, and dried, salted fish, the quantity of which will support the grog for a number of days, as ordered by a magus. Several empty sacks and pouches for the transportation of goods ac​quired at the order of a magus. Any personal acquisi​tions must be transported in the grog's own pouches, which should be worn on the left hip. Scraps of cloth and leather for bandaging wounds and repairing torn clothes. A small flask of oil and sharpening stones to care for weapons. A heavy cloak against inclement weather. Fish-bone needles and deer-gut thread for sewing. Any equipment the grog or magus deems necessary for fulfillment of other skills which the grog may possess.
In addition, at least one grog among the group will carry waterskins, biscuit, cheese, dried, salted fish, woolen blankets, and leather tarps for tents for use by all magi present. Also to be distributed among the grogs in the group are:
One set of pots and pans for cooking. Two grappling hooks. Ten iron spikes (hand's-length) and one wooden mallet. Two lanterns with one extra flask of oil.
The gear that each grog carries will be arranged so that a large majority of the load may be dropped at a moment's notice in emergency situations, such as a hurried preparation to fight off attacking enemies of the magi. The consors in command of the grogs also have the duty to order them to carry any other gear that may be necessary for the fulfillment of the mission. It should be kept in mind, though, that overloaded grogs are handi​capped when fighting enemies of the magi and doing other strenuous activities. Possible solutions to this problem include pack-grogs or animals. All solutions must be approved by the consors who have been placed in charge of the expedition by the wizard leading it. This pack in the end should encumber the grog no more than a suit of chain-mail hauberk armor.
Grogs and the Magi
Excerpted from the History of Hibernian Sorcery, by the noted magus Seamus Mac Connac, of the House Criamon. In A.D. 1227 Caecus, of the House Tylatus, of the master Coracol, spoke to the General Council of Hibernia (Ireland) regarding the treatment of grogs. Caecus' father had been a mercenary, and his wizard's training had not removed his interest in the martial life. His speech, obviously well rehearsed, given Caecus' usual trouble with words, was received with a combi​nation of amusement, apathy, and some genuine interest.
Fellow magi, I speak before you about a part of our lives that many of us neglect, and do so to our shame. Some of you have heard of my views before. Perhaps you've heard that the warrior blood of my mercenary father has not yet been diluted by the wizards' potions I drink, causing in me a singular empathy with warriors. Whatever the case, I wish to speak to you about our grogs, those loyal servants upon whom all our lives depend.
In my own covenant I have seen the magi abus​ing these essential members of our communities. These magi are as foolish as those who mistreat their laboratory equipment yet expect it to function efficiently and safely. I have seen grogs punished for speaking their minds, assigned to magi who care nothing for their lives or suffering, and expended like so much vis when the magi found it convenient and expedient to do so. 1 have heard that similar treatment occurs in other covenants as well; perhaps it occurs in your own. We magi, who arc so far removed from the grogs' mundane way of life, might find it easy to hold them in contempt, but for your own safety, I urge you to consider your own attitude towards your grogs.
First, you risk the danger of disloyal grogs. A grog is human, and in even the most loyal heart, some resentment will result from poor treatment. When a spear is hurtling towards you, it is the grog's unhesitating response that puts his body between the spear point and your heart. Any hesitation caused by a lack of loyalty could mean your death. It is not even inconceivable that grogs could turn against their masters, should they be pushed to the point at which their own deaths seem little worse than continued service. Remember that the arm that holds the sword at your side is not a mindless tool, like a balancing scale in your laboratory. It is connected to a human heart, one capable of passions like any other.
Some magi, as we all well know, try to overcome the imagined weaknesses of their grogs' spirits through spells that control the will. Be warned that a mind too manipulated by magic soon becomes no mind at all. It is better to cultivate true loyalty than to try to simulate it with spells.
If these words do not persuade you, let me say that abusing our grogs carries a more insidious risk than disloyalty: the risk of losing our own essential humanity. Some of you may be made uncomfortable by the assertion that a wizard's humanity is important enough to guard, but hear me out. Though we have drifted far from the mortal society that originally spawned us, most of us still retain some measure of humanity. Those who do not value their humanity are precisely those who fall to the temptations of the demons of Hell. These wizards give up their humanity to infernal powers, thinking that they lose nothing, only to find that they have lost the only thing that can make their power meaningful. And you know that I do not speak idly of gossip and superstition; seventeen years ago we shared this very chamber with a diabolist magus, one who is still roaming the world somewhere, possibly plotting his revenge against those of us who discovered his dark secret and joined together to banish him.
And even if you claim not to fear the demons, who are ever eager to seduce us magi into their master's service, know that the human heart can wither without infernal influence. Haven't we all seen magi so sub​merged in their magic that they lose the mental faculties required to lead a rational life? And haven't some of them been swallowed up by their own magic when it became too powerful for their spirits to master? I believe that only guarding our humanity can protect us from these dangers.
And I tell you that to neglect the grog is to take one more step away from humanity, and that it is a dangerous direction for anyone to travel. True, grogs may lack some of the virtues we value most, such as intelligence and learning. True, they delight in brutal and sensual amusements, such as fighting and drinking. True, they are far from us in experience, status, and spirit. But we share with them a common humanity, neverthe​less. Recognize the grog's humanity, and respect them for it. Thereby will your life be protected and perhaps your heart be saved.
