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
Excerpts from the Journal of Guinglane Lyonesse

February 9, 750

After the horrors of the Great Upheaval I found it strange that I should come upon Kendrick and his strange band again. We had gathered here, in Lady Soleil’s Chateau south of Port-a-Lucine, to voice our concerns about the strange visions we all shared four nights ago: of a faint yet distinct pillar of blue light towering all the way up into the heavens above the barren mountains of distant Keening.

Much has indeed changed since we last saw each other. Kendrick seems to have aged quite a great amount of years than what we expect, probably due to the knowledge that somewhere out there, in the wide world of the Core, he has a son. My good friend Gabrielus—after all this time, still searching for an amulet that may never exist. Orim, ever the silent and brooding priest of a small cult dedicated to vermin; what more could I say about him? And of course, there’s Lady Soleil, an amazing player in the fantasy story of rags to riches. How she had amassed such wealth in the span of six years still eludes us all. She herself remains oddly silent about this.

On a somber note, I admit (as with the others) to having little information now on the east; our guides to those lands, a Tepestani warrior by the name of Balzeru Voltaire, had long ago succumbed to the heaving darkness that encroached the world, and he was never seen again. May Our Guardian rest his soul. Nevertheless, we needed to satiate our interests about that odd blue pillar of light. We agreed with great resolve to leave immediately for Keening.

February 13, 750

From the crude map Lady Soleil pocketed from a hapless farmer near Viktal in Tepest, we learned that only one settlement could be found in Keening: the tiny, isolated hamlet of Gilleach a’Duinn. After a brief and discreet stop at Viktal itself to pay our respects to our missing (and presumed dead) companion Voltaire, we headed straight to that desolate land, seriously taking into concern stories from locals about its faeries and groaning spirits.

February 15, 750

We circumvented Mount Lament, utterly careful to hide among the jagged crags that comprise this miserable landscape. No faerie or groaning spirit hindered our passage through Keening; whether these creatures were true or mere figments of Tepestani superstition, it didn’t matter now. Ahead lay the dry gorge our map had indicated that led the way to Gilleach a’Duinn.

Last night, although the skies were clear, Kendrick had spotted the blue pillar using his inherent arcane magicks. He cared not to share his true visions with us, being the selfish esoterophiliac that he is, but he claimed that the pillar stretched “miles high.”

(same day, after sunset)

I fear that my suspicions are true: according to Kendrick, Gilleach a’Duinn served as the mighty pillar’s base. He too confirmed his own suspicions that the pillar reeked of powerful, arcane magicks that no ordinary farmer or herdsman would dare wield. From our vantage point, hidden half a mile in thick brush outside the hamlet itself, we saw with our own eyes the isolated village, bathed in a bluish glow, unnatural even in the diffuse gloaming lights of twilight. We saw no living being in Gilleach a’Duinn, at least none from where we hid.

Me and Gabrielus analyzed this predicament and decided we took no chances: we would not enter the village head-on. As luck would have it, however, using a cave entrance that Orim had seen earlier that we had overlooked, Gabrielus found a path that led directly under Gilleach a’Duinn using the gracious powers of his Witch-Goddess. “There is always another way,” he muttered softly afterwards.

A mile of twisting darkness was all we passed through, Gabrielus leading the way. Around us we heard skittering, not unlike that of rats. But if indeed these were the random sounds of vermin, then they could have been massive creatures. Perhaps Orim knew of their true nature: he had on a malicious grin the whole time we were in the caverns. At the end of the darkness stood an ancient basalt door hindering our path; Kendrick saw no magic inscribed on it, but Lady Soleil was wise enough to know the door was rigged with an old and still functional warding device: this she easily disabled with her nimble fingers. It took us another half-hour to open it in the most silent way possible, so as not to disturb anything beyond the threshold—or anything that already swarmed around us.

February 16, 750

I give thanks to Our Gracious Guardian for keeping us alive and sane amidst all that we have witnessed. Now I know the reason why the Grand Scheme had chosen us to come together again.

After opening the basalt door we found ourselves in an empty antechamber, with another simple door just across us.

We knew there and then that we were directly under Gilleach a’Duinn.

Carefully opening the antechamber door, Lady Soleil discreetly entered what lay beyond; she was treated to a most unusual sight. The door opened up to a large stone chamber bathed in the same blue light as the pillar of our dreams, probably a chapel to some forgotten god. Four men in black robes stood at the chamber’s center, operating strange mechanisms of glass and steel. Beyond them, on what seemed to be an old altar, stood the imposing figure of a pale, beauteous woman with a crown of bone, studying the bluish-black sands that fell and swirled within a large hourglass just in front of her. Crates of earth stacked one on top of the other thankfully hid Lady Soleil’s movements through the shadows.

When she returned to report to us on what she had witnessed, I seethed. Lady Soleil noticed that they all spoke a northern tongue she could not comprehend, and all wore silver daggers around their necks. I immediately knew who they were—the Kargat of Darkon, King Azalin’s secret police! But why were they here, beyond their territory, in this most remote of places?

Although I found it a bit rash, I agreed with the others that we needed to face them; the lives of the people of lonely Gilleach a’Duinn hung in the balance, now that we knew the Kargat were involved. When we all entered the chamber, the woman with the crown of bone was thrown aback, yet quickly regained her composure. It was almost as if she was expecting us, but not quite. The four other Kargat quickly came to her defense.

“You’re too late,” the woman muttered to us with a sly grin, “the experiment was a success.”

From above, beyond the basalt, we heard the muffled strike of a thunderclap. Almost immediately, the four Kargat men rushed towards us to strike us dead: apparently, to them, we had seen more than enough. We fought them, as we have fought before; it was almost welcome for me to be together in battle against the darkness again, after all these years. Sometime during the battle, however, the pale woman with the crown of bone had disappeared, lost in the shadows the Kargat accustom themselves to. Curiously she had left the hourglass on the altar.

All but one of the Kargat men remained standing, and he was on the verge of death under Kendrick’s vicious hand. From him we learned that the ranks of the Kargat had been ordered to spread themselves throughout the known reaches of the world, to harvest certain souls for a “Great Experiment.” The strange hourglass that stood in front of us was but a “prototype mechanism” of sorts for this scheme. There was nothing more that we could extract from this Kargat, for right there and then he bit into a tooth and killed himself with a lethal poison.

We feared the worst for Gilleach a’Duinn. Taking the strange hourglass, finding a spiral stairway and racing up into the center of the village itself, we were horrified by the sight that greeted us. Man and beast walked around, listless, mindless—and undead. As quick as our feet and our heads could take us, we ran and sought refuge away as far from Gilleach a’Duinn as possible.


DM’s notes would come three days after the campaign journal’s posting.
The Harvest

Part 02: Kalidnay
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Dungeon Master
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
Excerpts from the Journal of Orim, Devoted of Salvador

(kept in Richemuloise shorthand)

February 24, 750

Chateau d’Lioncaeur, Dementlieu

I have now spent a week of relative peace under this huge edifice by the lower waters of the Musarde, along with the others. In my soul I nevertheless long again for the minimal and twisted spaces of Pont-a-Museau.

Sir Guinglane and Kendrick spend much of their time in Lady Soleil’s library now, constantly wearing their eyes out on books and newsbills concerning these “Kargat” people they keep mumbling about. Although I find it odd that Lady Soleil would leave Gabrielus alone to create a makeshift witches’ altar in the middle of her fine vineyards (the Lady herself had gone north on some invitation by her friends), I nevertheless am content to devote myself in solitude to the Skittering One in one of Lady Soleil’s smaller rooms upstairs.

February 27, 750

Chateau d’Lioncaeur, Dementlieu

Most interesting news. Lady Soleil had just returned from Ludendorf, claiming that three nobles of great influence there had all been murdered in one night, and all were in knowledge of a relic known only as the “Urn of Fulfillment.” They died quickly, yet not painlessly: daggers seemingly were stabbed down into their spines, although the weapons themselves were missing. Minute traces of esoteric plasma have been found around their wounds. Kendrick knew the signature: the Kargat.

I get the distinct feeling that they are calling us.

Lady Soleil and the others wasted no valuable time, having decided to leave for Ludendorf at once, to investigate the matter and retrieve the Urn before it falls into vile hands. I communed with my god, for indeed they—especially the sorcerer—seem to find little use for me traveling with them. But Salvador was silent, and in the precepts of my faith I knew that silence meant patience.

March 01, 750

(I know not of this place)
We never reached Ludendorf.

An early spring drizzle began to fall over us as we crossed the border from Dementlieu to Lamordia. Little did we know that we would be ambushed by four figures in black who shadowed us on our way. Although we saw nothing of the faces behind the hoods, we knew their allegiances, for they were no one else but the dread Kargat. Lurking in the shadows they injured Gabrielus, but such a predicament seemed to concern the others less, knowing that the Halan could heal himself through the intercession of his Witch-Goddess. We nevertheless pursued the Kargat through a thick bank of Mists: I could not help but think they were luring us to chase them there.

Moments later, almost an eternity through the dense miasma, we felt sand crunch beneath our feet. The stifling air around us grew drier and hotter, even as it began to smell faintly of silt, smoke and spice. 

The Mists gradually receded to reveal a land I have read in books but have never seen: reddish-black canyons and buttes bereft of any plant life, silt the color of cinnamon so fine it seemed to cling to our feet like water. Night shrouded us, yet high above among the unknown stars clung a malicious green crescent. Directly in front of us was a stone path that led to a stone city almost a mile in the distance, perched on the lip of a canyon.

Lady Soleil was bent on pushing us on towards civilization; I felt no compulsion to contradict her wishes, for I too felt uneasy being alone in this most desolate and unknown of places.

(later in the evening, possibly midnight)

While the others sought a place to rest, I removed myself from them to wander the city streets to look for signs of my vermin kindred; I am most certain they exist here, for wherever there is civilization there would be us who would scavenge on its excesses.

Tonight I have learned much from my brown-haired brethren. North of this place, deep within the desert, I would find more of them feasting on the remains of countless generations of this land’s dead. Perhaps the answers to why we were brought here, and what the Urn of Fulfillment holds for us, could be found there.

March 02, 750

(I have taken the liberty to name this forsaken place “The Land of Silt”)

Awakening to the fury of the dark sun’s sheer merciless brilliance, we all sought answers to our questions, barring that we knew nothing of this realm’s rather velar idiolect. The common folk here care not talking to strangers, and the sole clue we possess is the so-called funeral canyon, north of here.

Our sorcerer cared little for my suggestions as well, directing himself to a rather large building in the shape of a stepped pyramid near the edge of the city. Here, the smell of desert spice wafted hypnotically in the dry air like smoke from a censer. The familiar chorus of chanting was everywhere: “Kalid-ma! Kalid-ma! Kalid-ma!” Such devotion could still the spirit into calmness, regardless of one’s faith. Being a person who despised religion in all its forms, however, Kendrick demanded to speak to people of the cloth in the midst of their rituals; he was severely rebuked. We would go to the funeral canyon, a most appropriate place to look for urns of all sorts.

(mid-afternoon)

Lady d’Lioncaeur purchased dromedaries from the local market for our journey across the barren wilderness; her communication skills astound me. According to her, a guide she had hired in the process would take us to the edge of the canyon, then we would be on our own. He feared reprisals from the spirits of the place, believing that journeying to the funeral canyon without a corpse would bring ill-luck.

We set forth at once, wasting little time. Through Lady Soleil, we surmised from our guide that we would arrive by sunset.

March 06, 750

Egertus, Nova Vaasa

It seems strange that I would write what our experiences in the Silt Land’s funeral canyon back in the familiar recesses of the Core; indeed we were taken again back here through the Mists, but that comes later.

The sun was low on the horizon, and without even knowing it we saw ourselves at the base of a dry riverbed. The high rocks above us were riddled with thousands of holes, which we took to be catacombs. Bones littered the dry earth beneath us, slowly turning to dust as the years lumbered by.

Our guide had returned back to the city, trembling in fear. Lady Soleil nevertheless urged us onward, as if she knew by instinct where we should all go. She had told much about her travels to other realms hidden by the Mists, so I took no incentive to object.

An hour later we saw what looked like an eroded marble portal carved on the canyon wall, decorated with ethnic bas-reliefs of cherubs and desert flowers; I understood it to be a sort of private catacomb network for nobility, perhaps even of divinity. There was no other door of such exquisite design elsewhere. Gabrielus was a bit reluctant to “desecrate” the eternal rest of the people within; I saw no desecration imminent at all, for what use are material things to the dead?

We pushed through into the portal nevertheless, Kendrick casting a simple spell to illuminate our path. Inside was a simple sarcophagus, hardly the grandiose tomb we had all expected it to be. Saying a prayer to Our Guardian in the Mists, Sir Guinglane carefully opened the sandstone sarcophagus, finding nothing inside. To our shock, a large slab of granite suddenly blocked the entrance, sealing us tight. I should have known: an anti-trap for grave robbers! Rather than to keep thieves out, such methods were subtly designed to keep thieves in.

Our air would not last long in this small place, but there was always another way out. Once again I communed with Salvador to help me, telling the others to keep silent as I did, much to their consternation. From behind the hollow sounds of this place, I heard them: multitudes of them, wandering around through tunnels of their own making. With their squeaks and skitters I surmised the other way out, a tiny crawl-through so well-hidden it was almost invisible. I had much to be thankful for that night.

Tight as it was, what was at the other end of the tunnel amazed us all: a vast chamber lined with porphyry and alabaster, illuminated by soft white light. Amidst funerary jars, statues and holy alcoves stood three sarcophagi crafted of the purest steel, the first sign of metal in this place. Upon inspection, Lady Soleil opened these three standing caskets to reveal an odd sight: each of them contained three well-preserved corpses, with various parts of their bodies replaced by exquisitely-crafted likenesses made of jewels. One had an arm made entirely of ruby, the center corpse had a skull of turquoise, and the third had both its folded arms crafted of what looked like topaz. Nestled in the arms of this last corpse was what we knew we were brought here for: a small casket made entirely of porphyry. The Urn of Fulfillment.

Kendrick took the relic from the corpse’s arms. “Don’t!” screamed Lady Soleil. Suspecting dissent, the sorcerer demanded from her why he should not take the relic. “Why do you know so much of the Urn?!” The walls gave his answer as they started to contract, slowly pressing inwards into the grand chamber: another anti-trap!

Without giving Kendrick another word, Lady Soleil began frantically looking for another exit. She gazed at the contracting walls, then up to the ceiling. I saw her mind working as fast as it could under this kind of pressure, calculating measurements and searching for clues—she figured somehow that an exit could be found under the sarcophagi, where common thieves would overlook. Finding indeed a small stairway to gods know where, she motioned us to leave this place. Both she and Guinglane exited last, making sure we were all safe.

The stairs led back into the decoy chamber—the granite slab was open, but quickly closing down upon the exit yet again! It was a last chance to leave this sacred burial place, and as we all ran back out into the open, and as the slab slammed shut the chamber doors forever, we thanked whatever divine powers that be for sparing our lives inside.

Outside was another story: standing right in front of us were the damnable Kargat who brought us here to the Land of Silt in the first place. They bore with them weapons of great power, no doubt given to them by their tyrant king. “Hand over the Urn,” their leader called in clear elven, “and I just might not kill you where you stand!”

I was in no mood to fight, not with those weapons they held. Kendrick thought that he could take them down with his magic and claim possession over their arsenal, but saner heads prevailed. With great reluctance Guinglane handed over the Urn to the Kargat; without another word they disappeared back into the shadows where they hid. 

Our mission in the Silt Lands was indeed a failure. Furthermore, as if to add insult to injury, a midnight sandstorm was snaking its way through the canyon. We barely had the time to find a crude outcropping for shelter when the tempest hit us, blurring everything in its path. Those among us who still believed prayed for deliverance.

Slowly, as the cold howling sands weakened, visibility began to clear. Again we found ourselves in a land entirely different from where we tread. This time, however, we were glad to know we had been delivered back into familiar lands: a clear mile beyond the grassland where we found ourselves, the sun was about to rise over Egertus, Nova Vaasa.

Dawn had long since broken as we found ourselves wandering through Egertus’s beautiful streets, with people oblivious to us, speaking in tongues we could actually comprehend. I of course have an intuition in these things: everything happens for a reason, and there had to be a purpose why we were all deposited here, quite far from the much more familiar western nations of the Four Towers.

That reason dawned on us immediately: Kendrick spotted commotion on an alleyway leading to the marketplace. Looking closer he witnessed a hooded woman being beaten up by a rather large and heavily intoxicated street thug. Guinglane rushed to the woman’s aid, easily taking the large man down.

“I thank you so much for your help, Monsieur Lyonesse,” the lady remarked in a familiar voice, “but I really didn’t need it.” Guinglane, Gabrielus and Kendrick all gasped in unison, recognizing the face beneath the hood.

“Dominique?!”


DM’s notes would come three days after the campaign journal’s posting.
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
Excerpts from the Rashida Scrolls

Letter, Overseer of Saint Agnes to Kendrick Rashida

March 8, 750

Dear Sir,

I pray you to pardon my writing inasmuch as it is absolutely urgent. We at our humble settlement are grateful for your wondrous deeds, but I am deeply concerned that such actions are not enough. A fortnight ago, twelve faceless figures were seen venturing deep into the Heart of Saint Agnes, and we fear that they have again torn open the rift you have sealed so many years ago. We again implore your help. Please come to us at Saint Agnes, and please do redress the great wrong which we feel would soon be released. Again we ask for your pardon.

Overseer Josef Rosstein

Saint Agnes the Autumnal, Nova Vaasa

March 11, 750

When I received the Saint Agnes letter from Dominique I could not help but wonder if all of us, especially myself, could be the unwilling pawns in some grand malicious scheme. It was a dread to me somehow that I should be here at all. Nevertheless, this city of Egertus will have to do to suit my tastes, with its hallowed libraries and brilliant schools. I personally spent a whole day inside the Great Library, and although I found nothing of value, the experience alone of just reveling inside such a marvelous edifice is exponentially better than watching Orim pray to his damned Rat God.

Speaking of Dominique, it had been ages—four years, I think—since I last saw the strumpet. She tells me she has traveled the Continent, desiring for some inept reason to become—of all people—a wizard! I trust it would have been a marvelous court tale to tell if only it weren’t real. Sadly, grimly, and quite frankly, I find Dominique’s attempts to master the arcane arts rather pathetic compared to what I have now. I don’t mean to be rude of course, but I am.

To the letter I received: I find it almost unsurprising that Saint Agnes would again be where the fates would desire us to go. I had told Saint Agnes’s kind folk that nothing could permanently seal that blasted Hell-Gate of theirs, and that such a rift would reopen within the next ten years or so. But to have others force open the gates between worlds—that of course is most unacceptable. I expressed to the others my desire to investigate and destroy those who wish to reopen the Heart of Saint Agnes.

March 15, 750
Memories of another time began flooding back to me as we entered Saint Agnes at Vespers. Outwardly of course nothing has really changed, but I could not help but sense an overwhelming dread that hung like a pall over this small hamlet. We supped at the local inn, at the kind expense of the Overseer, knowing that deep beneath us the Heart of Saint Agnes was ready to spill out yet another vile creature from the hellish depths.

March 21, 750

The extraordinary events of our days in Saint Agnes still linger in my thoughts. It sickens me now to believe that the machinations of the evil beneath the ground I tread would never affect the world above, in more ways than one!

Right after supper that night, lightning arced across the heavens. No surprise that a clear day would turn hostile in the span of an hour—powerful arcane users, myself included, would amuse themselves, playing with the complex arcane arts by manipulating the patterns of weather. But as I rose to the heavens with my bat-cloak I sensed no magic in the unusually purple clouds over Saint Agnes and the plains around—yet I knew this was no ordinary storm. Back down on the ground, Nathan, a trusted priest of the Lawgiver, could not help but stare at the sky and tremble in fear as the pinkish moon hid itself behind the powerful masses of clouds. 

A single raindrop landed on his cheek. A single raindrop was all it took for men to become absolute fools.

Nathan screamed something incomprehensible, fleeing his ground for cover as if an army from the heavens came to conquer the earth. I neither saw nor felt anything unusual. The storm that followed was relatively weak—not even spectacular—yet Gabrielus, Guinglane and Orim were filled to their heads with despair as they struggled to keep themselves dry under a shed. “What bothers you?” I asked these three, and all I got was a resigned look. In disgust I returned back with Dominique and Soleil to the inn, where we rested for the night. Indeed, this is why I do not concern myself with the priestly caste and their babbling followers—their numerous miscreances, regardless of the gods they claim to worship, hinder the road to true progress.

When morning broke the next day the three holy men were in a state of melancholy so pitiable it wasn’t even funny anymore—I even saw Orim weep in the tight space he chose to spend the night in. Down by the local tavern a young woman with cropped hair, obviously one of those filthy bards who sponged off the world, comforted locals with the “lamentable catastrophe” that happened last night. “Catastrophe?” I laughed, “You call a mild spring shower a…a lamentable catastrophe?” I have to give this one credit, though—she was knowledgeable in her explanation of “purple rain.” Her name was Alaric, and thirsty for adventure she wanted to travel with us. Reluctantly I granted her wishes—no doubt she shall have her own part to play in this mad theater of life.

The moon wanes tonight over warlike Invidia, as does my illuminative magic. I shall write of the Heart of Saint Agnes tomorrow.

March 22, 750

I write this close to midnight, as it is an absolute bore to participate in Gabrielus’s rites to celebrate the Vernal Solstice.

Purple rain or not, we all had a duty to close the rift beneath this humble town. It took some convincing on my part for the three most stricken by this melancholic malady to get off their asses and set forth towards the pond. We got there, nevertheless, and once more we walked the chambers where all those years ago we battled legions from the bowels of the infernal depths. If only there was a time to reminisce: here I fought a white Hellcat, there by that jagged wall the hellish Vanexa pinned Voltaire with her multiple arms and snakelike tail…

But those were stories for another time. The main chamber ahead of us glowed a sickly purple. Alaric wanted to prove her worth by scouting ahead, as did Soleil, who used her disgusting thieving abilities to study whatever was beyond. Really now, if I ever was a true follower of the law, I would have turned her over to the authorities without a single doubt in my mind. According to the two women the twelve were indeed there, standing silent like statues.

I bothered not to even fight the twelve—they were completely oblivious to the world, whispering words I could not understand at the time. In front of them was a stela, a flat, upright stone slab made entirely of onyx, etched all over with a flowing script that eludes comprehension. Alaric had noticed that the stela was hollow, and judging by the design had to contain internal gears not unlike those found to open drawbridges.

Or, in my mind, to open secret doors.

Dominique was the only sensible person right then whom I could ask to manipulate such a complex mechanism without causing undue harm. Thank whatever powers there may be for the nimble hands we Sithicans possess. The plan succeeded, and just behind the stela there grated open a concealed doorway we never saw during our first visit to this hellforsaken place. Just as then, the twelve figures began to mumble a word, almost like a mantra.

Still oblivious as they were, I would have hoped, we entered this new room. Fresh flesh not unlike that found in meat markets was all over the place, stinking to high heavens. Worse, however, was the sight that greeted us as we stepped into this chamber—covering the ceiling, the floor, and all four walls was fleshy matter I know was exactly that of material found during a woman’s birth pangs. Veins pulsing with glowing purple blood, flesh and amniotic fluid…it sickens me just thinking about it and penning it down.

I then heard the crumpled tearing of thin cellular matter. It seemed that the chamber itself had started to give birth. Ahead of us, beneath a fleshy mound, an unnaturally large infant’s hand burst forth from the membrane, while the muffled cry of a baby vibrated all around us. Within moments, a seemingly undead infant the size of a grown man hovered in front of us, still tied to the fleshy walls by a rotten cord coming out of its stomach.

“I am Nehemiah,” the creature muttered with a startlingly adult voice that spoke in my head, “and Death calls me.”

Infant or not, this creature was still a being of pure, unadulterated evil. Against the crazy wishes of the others I nevertheless turned to attack it, casting a ball of fire that would hopefully burn this hellish fiend into a crisp. For an instant there I hoped that such a vile entity would even just cower under my arcane abilities, instead it simply chuckled, and with the powers of its mind, simply pushed me backwards with a force so great I was pinned to the ground.

“Now I find the first of my subjects among you,” the creature muttered further, “stand now in front of me.” Before blacking out into sweet oblivion, I thought: who in his or her right train of thought would lay themselves at the foot of this demon? 

When I awoke, seemingly after a hundred years but really only after an hour had passed, Guinglane was in a corner. His head was bowed in resignation. Both Alaric and Soleil were tending to me with their herbs, while Gabrielus searched for his blasted amulet amongst the grisly ruins. The demon-infant was nowhere to be found.

Orim, meanwhile, was standing by the threshold, his back turned against us all. I stood up and demanded the cleric to tell me what had just happened—but when I turned to touch his shoulder, I pulled back, for his skin was cold as ice. He turned to me, showing a face with skin so pale. His mouth was slightly agape, revealing the slightest hint of elongated fangs. The emotions etched on the face of this silent priest were that of despair, curiously mixed with that of elation.

“I’m dying, Kendrick,” he muttered in the softest of voices, like that of metal running down silk, “and soon I would be as you had wanted me to be.”

Tonight I shall go to bed thinking over what may or may have not happened. Here in Invidia, far away from the Heart of Saint Agnes the Autumnal, the dead are infinitely luckier than those who have yet to taste what Orim now haunts me with.


DM’s notes would come three days after the campaign journal’s posting.

