
I don’t know how long I wandered, mad, in the desert. The kindly

priests of this temple found me, brought me with them on their

pilgrimage, and nursed me back to… life, if not health, sense, if

not happiness.

I killed her.  I know that, yet cannot grasp it.  The light, the

brightest joy of my mortal life, and I killed her. Everything she

carried with her snuffed like a candle.

Perhaps, Orb has forgiven me, seen that I never meant for it to

happen.  I think so, for he saved me in the desert, led the priests

to me.  And, with their care, and my senses regained, He once

again graces me with his light.  I am not forsaken.

I am going to die.

The guardians of this temple, as they have become, have assured

me of this fact.  My own divinations confirm it.  My strength

fled long ago, and it will not return.

I am not saddened.  IT is true, and truth is, within itself, beauty.

The temple here is old, beyond my reckoning. The guardians tell

me they returned to it after a long absence.  Fallen to ruin

after centuries of disuse, they have repaired it and enlarged it

in recent years, creating anew an entire level. Together, we re-

consecrated their shrine in the name of ORB, and all the old

gods – gods that haven’t been invoked for centuries.

They wish to inter me in a place of honor, as a kindred spirit,

for, in my studies, I have found a measure of that with which

they gleam.  The High Magic.  This place is filled with it, with the

mingling of arcana and divinity. It is their purpose, their

burden.  IT has made them more than mortal – if they ever were,

to begin with.

They have allowed me to study them, to study the relics they

carry.  My interest and my theories seem to amuse them, though

they assure me I am on the right track.  I am a child, up past my

bedtime, trying to understand the least of the adult’s

conversation.  a blind man trapped in a rainbow.

If only I had more time.



But I will not pursue that path. Mortal death is my release, and

my deserved fate.  IT is, perhaps, too kind for an old sinner like

me.

The Theurgists, as they call themselves, have been guarding an

ancient relic – the nuclae terran (translated, the heart of the

earth). Today, They sacrifice themselves to eternity, assuming

for all time the burden of guarding it against the return of

those who have need of it, and are worthy of bearing it.

They have not asked me to join them in their sacrifice. Nor do I

think they would accept it were I to offer.  This is their burden.

Nonetheless, today is the last day of my life, as well. I sat on the

terrace this morning and watched our lord rise from the east as

he always does.  HE will go on eternal.  I shall not.  I feel my

strength ebbing, and lay myself to rest in this chapel.

IT is time.

A warning, to those who find my remains. Take what you will of

the treasures on this level, of my worldly goods.

But meddle not with the eternal guardians. They alone shall

determine who carries their burden into the sunlight once

again. those they deem unworthy shall be condemned to death

most foul.

Beware.  You have been warned.


