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Prologue


Gamic is force, the energy of life, what encircles, raises
up,compounds, extracts, stretches and guides all things.

It is life, death, the shadow that stretches beyond
humanreasoning, and stretches before human creation, it is what
binds us to the cycle of creation and replenishes our energy during
sleep.

The winds that flow across the world, from mountain stream,from
stream to forest, from forest to desert, from desert toshore, and
out across the ocean, carries the flow of gamic,whirling in some
places, dipping in others, sometimes flowinglike a raging torrent,
others like a gentle trickle, gamic is carriedaround our world,
embracing us and allowing us to become apart of it.Ross was raised
in the small island of Nald, under a man claiming to be the Emperor
Sixth, and there he learned the mysticallanguage of Epsak, capable
of commanding gamic at a whim, but dissatisfied with this he set
out to the outside world, and becamea Master of gamic at the
Twice-Blind University, soon after he returned to Nald only to
discover that it was about to rise in rebellion and destroy the
known world under their Emperor.

Thorn was a student learning at the Twice-Blind University and
he discovered that a new student isn’t just any gifted student, she
is the first arocle, a gamic weaver who can see the certain future,
in over a thousand years.

Though they have budding affections Thorn is soon torn away to
travels with one of the Masters, on his travel they were attacked,
and the Master killed, and Thorn himself is badly injured, however
he met the Princess Eliza whohas fought for thousands of years, she
saves his life and informs him that he is the heir to the throne of
the Empire – the real heir. However, shortly afterwards they are
attacked and to save Thorn, Eliza is forced to put him into a
coma of sorts. She built a fortress that is nigh impossible to
breach around, and sets off tostop the Empire’s forces.

Eliza arrived at the impregnable city of Eci, only to find that
it had fallen. She had little choice but to fight the army amassed
there, but even her incredible abilities could do little against
such a massive force and she fell.

The Grand Akaia, the ancestor of nearly the whole world whowas
the first to influence gamic, he who caused the Cons of Warfare,
has been secretly building an army using the cursed city of Radk
Ticy, and he emptied the city, leading his soldiers to the fortress
around Thorn, and he goes himself to Eliza’s aid, only to find
himself too late and his love dead.

He stole the lifeforcefrom the entire army camped there, and
wove it into her. He reached out in a violent gesture, ripping into
the souls of the soldiers encamped across the newly opened abysses,
and he seized them, grabbing all the gamic within them, and tore it
away, the army dropping dead, every man, every child among them,
they fell to their faces on the moist dirt, life leaving them
instantaneously, and Akaia gather it tightly, forming the mostc
omplicated weave of his life, a gamic weave that is life, and he
lowered it gently into the prone form in his arms, and she gasped,
clutching up at him, her scars and cuts and bruises faded
immediately, and she looked at himcuriously, “Akaia… My love… ”Then
her eyes closed, and Akaia collapsed to his knees, as he felt the
life force leave her again.

The Erdad Princess Eliza, was finally dead.

Meanwhile the Erdad Muhman Xamimus Inanimilis is training the
Eradad Master of the Twice-Blind University, Christina.

He is also preparing defences, knowing that this is one war he
will have no choice but to join, though he does not like
it.

He sends aid to the Twice-Blind University in preparing for
their war.The first true master of gamic, the one called Cnaient,
though born by the name of Lacvin, has sought out the Twice-Blind
University to attempt to protect it, and to allow his descant,
Thorn, to take the throne.

Ross confronted the Emperor Sixth, and demanded that he
standdown. Instead he was taken to a place of execution.Ross stood
on a balcony, suspended above the city, his hands bound behind his
back, and the wood creaking slowly beneath his feet, and he
sighedheavily as he heard the scribe reading.

“Rof eht ircmes febore su, ew erpsenteht somt live sa rectain.
Ihts nam si ahcrged tiwh diaing dna ebatting ehtenemy, dna ferusal
ot iojn ihts, ruo lohy raw.” Cries of dissent came screaming out,
and the Emperor Sixth stood up slowly, “Lisence.”

The crowd went quiet, surprised, and the Emperor looked at Ross
carefully, “I believe in you. You could be great, could be
something somuch more… Why deny this fate?”

Ross looked at him sadly, “Because fate hates mankind. He seeks
ever to destroy it. If you move against the Great Continent, then
you will be bringing the gallows to bear on your own neck. Sharks
circle beneath your feet already. Why should you live long when you
tempt the fates to slay you? I stand by my decision. I will not
fight your decision here, your majesty, if you deem that I should
die, then I will die without a fight. You know I could break these
chains, and that most here would die, and I would get away, but I
won't. I am loyal to my people, I refuse to go to war, because I
believe that to be disloyal to us as a people.”

The Emperor Sixth looked at him sadly, “I can't go back on a
decree. These people believe me to be a god made man. That's the
legend of the Empire to them. That is my burden. If I were to break
that… Can you imagine the jihad? The war that would rage? No
where would be safe. This world would die. So… One man must
die.”

Ross smiled sadly, a tear slipping down one cheek, “Your
Highness, when you bleed… That jihad will be realised.”

Then the board dropped from beneath his feet, and he saw the
sharks gathering below as he dropped towards the rocks and the
ocean, but he was a Muhman, and he did not accept the Emperor's
decision.










Chapter 1
One


This is my account of the Twelfth and Final Erdad War, I
sayfinal, though it still rages around me. The city within which
Iwrite is besieged, and will doubtlessly fall, for the manopposing
it knows no limits to his power. Even I cannot fathomit. But
perhaps, if some are left to read these words, they mayknow, may
remember of the ancient power with which oncewe lived without fear.
The first of the great wars, the ErdadWars, was lead by the
Princess Eliza, a woman who has somuch power at her command, but at
the very end, not enoughto save her own life. She was abused,
molested, and her furygrew to the point where gamic hung around her
like a cloud,the life force itself sympathising with her, and she
took it andforged a weapon, not so crude a construct as ice, or
fire, asRife and Sactle Eci once forged in their bowels, though
thosepowers are fearsome in their elemental states, but she took
apower even closer to the true nature of gamic, she tookemotion and
forged her rage and terror into Dread. She took itin its gamic
form, erdad, and set out to destroy our world, stillbroken from the
time when we all lost immortality, back whenthe force of gamic
itself struck back in the face of its wielderand buried him,
thought to be for all time. But the ErdadMuhmen, the wielders of
this new weapon, grew more andmore in power, and seeing what the
world had become, Elizafled into hiding. Emperor’s rose and fell,
the Five Emperor’s ofour little world, and then a forced peace came
to us. No onecould stand the slaughter, the pointless violence,
anymore,and even the knowledge of the ways of gamic had been lost
inour countless battles, though it was Eliza’s curse that endedthe
war. Two Universities survived, taking in those with a spark
of power, and training them to use it, until it wasdiscovered that
an Arocle, someone who could see the pastand future, not dimly as
an Eser could, but perfectly, in vividform, was found. That was
when we discovered the thirduniversity… And the rising of the man
who called himself theEmperor Sixth.Can I really argue that title?
Can I wrest it from his grasp? Heruled his tiny little island of
Nald with an iron fist, punishingthe usurper’s by casting them into
Lboivion, and fusing lavainto their flesh as a permanent
punishment, the lava did notcool, kept burning by the same gamic
force that kept thebearer of that torturous mark alive. This
Emperor the Sixthsleeps comfortably, if he does sleep – (for who
truly knows?),outside the walls of this city, knowing that he can
have it if hewants it. His own mastery of gamic kept his army
hidden fromthe rest of the world, obscured the tongue of Epsak,
alanguage that can command gamic, hidden from us all till wecould
barely remember it. Only the few, the warriors who rosethroughout
the time of the Empire to conquer it again andagain could even
stand to oppose it, but what are we? Mist intimes gone past.My very
name strikes fear into my allies, for I am Lacvin, theone called
Cnaient, the human who met Eht Epsaker in themountains and was the
first to be taught Epsak and becamethe first true master of gamic
power. Yet even I cannot standwhen the Emperor Sixth asks us to
sit. I am a flea beatingagainst the rabid wolf.Do not be depressed
by these words, for if you read them,then your world has not been
destroyed, it lives on without theblessed pain that passes my day
to day. For in my world, wehave but one hope. The one calling
himself the Emperor Sixthis not the one decreed to be the heir. The
heir was prophesieda thousand years before, by the Emperor Fifth at
his death, and now he lies somewhere between life and death.
He iscaught outside of time, placed inside a crystal coffin,
lyingdeep inside a fortress forged from gamic itself by the
PrincessEliza, merely hours before her death. His army, trained by
theGrand Akaia himself, his own ancestor in Radk Ticy, the
cursedplace, stand outside, ready to fight, and ready to defend.
Noone can enter. Only Eliza or I can open that fortress, but
Icannot go to it, not whilst the usurper stands so close, and
soready to destroy us all. And Eliza… She lies dead, buriedoutside
the remains of Sactle Eci, where Akaia found her.Though almost five
thousand years separate them in age, theyfound each other, and
peace with each other, before Eliza diedburning the armies of the
Emperor Sixth, stopping theircrusade for one night… Akaia killed
almost all that remainedof that army, sucking their life force to
give it to Eliza, and fora brief moment she came back, and knew
that he loved herand came for her, and then she retreated back into
death’sembrace. Akaia told me this himself, and since has spoken
nota single word, merely aided me when required, and that ishow we
survived. With both our masteries united, we havetaken this place,
the Twice-Blind University, and cast it outsideof time, so that it
cannot be taken as easily as any other, butdaily I feel the strain,
and impossibly, I can feel the usurperbattering against my
defences. We have little time left.I hope that some survive to read
this… For the usurper doesnot merely plan to conquer this
world.

— Lacvin, Notes on the Final Erdad War, C.B. 16,021

 

Akaia didn’t even look up as one of the masters of theUniversity
entered; the man waited patiently, but soon gaveup and sighed
heavily, and leant against the wall, “You can’tstay like this.”His
accent betrayed him, it was Reho, a man who hid his past well,
but not quite well enough. His homeland wasundoubtedly Nald, but
why had he left? Was he traitor towhich side? Akaia considered the
questions, but only as anintellectual exercise. He didn’t actually
care. That night atSactle of Eci, or rather, the city that was once
called Eci, wasthe last night he had been alive. He could still
remember it.The memory burned into his mind, never to be forgotten.
Hehad lived over a hundred thousand years, but that moment,only
that moment, would be never forgotten. He haddestroyed mountains
and torn the continents apart once, andthat power was still his,
but now it had no purpose. The ragehe had had since the first time
he had questioned his father,King Hezai, king before the Empire had
even been a glimmerin the ideals of the inhabitants of the world,
was finallyextinguished, but with it had flown his soul. Gamic
still ragedinside him, causing him to continue to live, but he
didn’tactually feel a single damn thing. He was one of the
damnednow. A nothingness. He had no hope. He once thought thatgamic
was all it took to live, but he had given the gamic of tenthousand
souls to Eliza, and she had been unable to return tolife but for a
brief moment. Without her… How had he everlived?Reho sighed,
“Akaia. We need you. The Sixth will breakthrough to us, any day
now. Then what? How can we fightthat power without your genius?
Sheer power is uselessbefore skill, and your weaves are more
complicated than anythat any of us, save maybe… ” The man swallowed
nervously,“Cnaient. But we need both of you if we have a shadow of
achance. We need not your power, but your mind. Who youare, not
what the world has done to you.”Akaia felt a spark of rage ignite
and he looked up and glaredat him, making the man sweat, “You know
nothing. This worldcan do nothing to me. I could break it, end this
world, with but a thought. I have already done so, you fool. I
told you. Icursed this world when Eliza died.”Reho swallowed, “Then
reverse it.”Akaia relaxed back into his stupor and returned to
ignoringthe man.Reho threw up his hands in frustration, “Then may
it cave inon your head! At least some of us are still willing to
fight!”Akaia didn’t even hear him, nor when he left in
frustration.

 

Deep within this night,

I find myself at edge,

where is my bride?

Where is her light?

Why can I not see her now?

From whence does the angel descend?

Heavens gates open wide,

let me glimpse her face one last time,

before this world is gone,

let me feel her love,

one last time.

Earth break open,

heavens rend,

where is my love?

Where is my dearest?

Where is my sustainer?

The breath of life?

Gone shall be these times,

but forget not the dreaded Princess,

my sweetest Eliza…

Let the world remember your name this final night

— The Grand Akaia, on the death of Princess Eliza Arkcken

 

Ross moved back against the wall, frantically snatching athread
of gamic from the air, and weaving a blend of air andearth around
himself, making himself invisible from the nakedeye, splitting
light around himself, and using the earth tomake sure not even a
shimmer, a distortion, would be visible.He held his breath as the
patrol marched passed, their heavyarmour thudding against the
ground, and he felt the air theywere pushing around themselves as
saw the white threadsfloating in the air, invisible to all but
those experienced withgamic energy, revealing their weave. It was a
simpleintimidation tactic. An awe-inspiring way of ensuring
therecently-conquered wouldn’t think to oppose the soldiers.Ross
should be dead, should have died, he was executed infront of his
ruler, the Emperor Sixth. But as he had droppedtowards the
shark-infested waters, he broke his vows. He hadsaid that he would
accept the decision and die if the Emperorso decreed, and then gone
against that decision. So his gamichad left him. He died, except he
hadn’t. He had alreadytrained beside Xamimus Inamilis, a legendary
Erdad Muhman,and the man had taught him how to create a rohcrucis.
It wasa vile thing, a repulsive thing, and aptly named, the crucis,
thepain so great any normal word unable to describe
it,excruciating, that it had racked him for six days straight.
Hefelt hollow now, as he was. Gamic seemed to slip from hisgrasp,
and he always seemed on the edge of falling asleep,but considering
that he had just had one eleventh of his soulvaporised, it wasn’t
exactly surprising. Xamimus had beenhighly reluctant to teach him,
but Ross was persuasive. Hewas close to mastering gamic, not quite
there yet, but he wasone of the most powerful Muhmen of his
generation… But that was it wasn’t it? He had thought all the
legends longsince dead, until Radk Ticy, when he had been trapped
therehe had encountered one of the oldest entities of legend,
theGrand Akaia himself. Akaia had taken… Something… He hadnoticed…
Something… in Ross, and hadn’t killed him, orbound him into the
rest of the inhabitants… But all that waspast now. Radk Ticy was
empty. The army had surrounded afortress that had grown up
overnight, forged from gamicessence, even now, so far from that
place, Ross could feel itspresence, the weight it had on the world.
What lay inside?What lay there, waiting to be awoken?He released
his weave and stepped out onto the street, buthe kept up a part of
the weave, flaunting the fact that he wasa Muhman by making it
difficult to focus your eyes on him,slightly blurry to whoever
happened to glanced his way, andthat made them stay away, and try
and forget that they hadseen him. Not that it would matter much,
with the elevensurviving pieces of his soul scattered across the
entire worldand hidden in secure places, it wouldn’t be easy to
kill him,and striking down his physical body would have no
effectwhatsoever, he would simply heal. It was a taste
ofimmortality, and he thought he would need it with the task henow
had at hand, to slay the man he had called his lord, hisemperor. He
wondered how many others were even nowembarking on the same stupid
quest. The prophecy haddeclared that the Emperor Sixth would
conquer the land in asingle day and night, and so since more than
that single nighthad elapsed, the Sixth had simply caused the night
to becomepermanent, and the sun had never risen. The darkness
wasdepressing, and it was getting worse. The night was
gettingdarker, shadows were deeper; as if they were
becomingsomething more than a place where light didn’t fall.Ross
clenched his fists angrily, and then he heard a timidvoice,
“Sors?”He spun around and blinked in shock, “Vadid?”His old friend
swallowed in fear and gestured, and the twowent inside and Vadid
dimmed the lantern lighting hiskitchen, “Ehwre eht lehl vahe uoy
eebn?”Epsak was a simple enough language, English had beeninvented
as a means of communication that didn’t call on thepower of gamic,
by reversing the first three letters, andremoving the word used
occassionly, “xox”, as well as a fewother grammatical things.
However, in Nald, Epsak had neverbeen abandoned, and thus, never
forgotten.Vadid starred at him questioningly, and Ross sighed
heavily, “Ima rosry. I saw executed yb eht Pmeeror Xisth.”Vadid
swallowed, “Ahwt? Era eht murours urte ehtn? Od ehtaedd lawk ni
ihts ginht fo eht madned?”Ross shook his head, “Raf rowse xox, I
nacnot eid.”Vadid took a step backwards with a shiver, “Ahwt vahe
uoynode, Sors?”“Erdad.” Ross said sadly, and then sighed heavily,
“I eend otdne mih.”Vadid’s eyes bulged, “Nac’t uoy ees eht ginht?
Uoy uocldn’tever uotch mih.”Ross shrugged, “Ehs nac vase su. I vahe
tiltle ohcice ni ehttamter.”She can save us. It was a cry to the
past, back to when QueenAsi had ruled the Empire, and used Erdad to
burn the worldand almost destroy it in her insanity. It’s what they
had saidwhen she rose to Empress, and now it was a phrase
ofshameful doom, you said when confronted with a
hopelesssituation.Vadid watched his friend sadly and sighed, “Akaia
sedtroyedeht mray. I nacnot lebieve ahtt eh si itsll ilave!”

Ross shrugged, “I tem mih ni Radk Ticy.”Vadid winced, recalling
the scars on Ross’s back that markedhim out as a traitor to the
Emperor Sixth, and the only man tohave ever escaped the Oblivion
Prisons, an empty void wherefew survived the first few days, let
alone the years that Rosshad served there before escaping. The
ever-burning scarsmarked him out, and he would have always been
hunted,except that he had gone into Radk Ticy, and anyone
whoentered was assumed to have died… And then Ross hadarrived and
faced down the Emperor, telling him not toconquer the world.Vadid
swallowed nervously, “Ahwt nac uoy od? A nisgle namagainst a
iedty?”Ross smiled sadly, “Likl mih. Eh si a nam.”

 

Knowing that neither fire nor blades could cut or burn
him,Lacvin apparently went to the mountains to try and
embracedeath, but amidst the cold and snow, he found instead
acreature far more terrifying, a beast that he observed fromafar,
and began to stalk in fascination, as he saw it commandthe wind,
cause the snow itself to create a pathway with but aword, and
Lacvin became convinced that this was the powerof the old
legends.

— Lord Arkcken, 'On the Forging of the Empire',5th Edition.

 

She was Master Christina, a student of Erdad, she had soughtout
a man who had lead the death-squads of Queen Isa,Xamimus Inamilis,
and he had agreed to teach her, and nowshe was suspended in a world
created from her sheer rage.Until she could embrace her rage, until
she could master it byaccepting it, then she was here. She knew
that the armies ofthe Emperor Sixth had been preparing for war, and
the Twice-Blind University had discovered the man who should have
hadthe throne, a mere child, a student of the lowest level,
wasIchld Thorn. He barely grasped the basics of gamic power, buthe
was the ultimate, or so Master Nehry had said. She felt herscorn
rising at the thought, and her universe destabilised,ripping at her
essence, as the scorn created an anger thatturned inward, making
her ashamed of herself.She didn’t exactly have a body, but all the
same she thoughtof clenching her fists angrily, and the universe
was thrownback into the chaos that was order to the power of Erdad.
Shefocused inwards, roaming her memories for what Nehry hadtaught
her of ancient Erdad methods of control, and amemory that had been
hidden before suddenly came to light.She focused, trying to stop
her mind wandering, focusing onthe only moment, the only place
where past and future meet,the now, and in the now she transformed
her mind into avoid, an emptiness, oblivion. Every thought drifted
in thisoblivion, but at the centre of her mind, her focus and
furybecame a flame and she fed every thought into it, burning
itaway.Her eyes snapped open and she saw herself in Xamimus’house,
floating on the breeze of gamic energy, she had noweaves in place,
but her oneness with the power, this singlemindedness made the
gamic energy supporting her whimswith ideas, not even fully-formed
thoughts. She lowered herfeet to the floor and looked around the
room slowly, her ragefuelling her, and she knew instinctively that
the power sheheld would be temporary, but that it was at that
moment, asgreat as all the gamic force in the world. She embraced
it, andused her gisht, and learnt what had transpired her
absence.

 

The words of mankind were raw in its infancy, early
attemptsto put emotions and desires into communicable utterings
that could be understood. It was in those early days that I
stumbledacross Eht Epsaker, a creature with bones of steel and hide
ofgamic, when he first looked at me, eye to eye, he didn’tdismiss
me. He didn’t kill me as I thought he would. He judgedme. He learnt
my history from a brief look. He then, offered tome something I
couldn’t grasp with my early language. I didn’thave the words, so I
didn’t have the concepts of what heoffered me. My language didn’t
even have a word for themoon, and he offered me power to shift the
entire world. Thefirst word, the very first, that he taught me, all
those yearsago in those frozen mountains that required gamic to
movethe snow so you could make it through to the other side,
was“Rosry.” I hadn’t had a concept of forgiveness. I certainly
hadone of “grudge” but it was synonymous to “marked fordeath”. If
you are wronged, you must kill. That was my world,my want. My
family had been slain, and by the time I foundthose bandits who had
done it, they themselves had died. Iwas… Nothing. I was powerful
for my age, my era, no one wascapable of killing me, not even
myself. I didn’t age properly.The greatest gift that Eht Epsaker
ever gave me was the abilityto forgive myself, and those that had
hurt me so dearly. Andthen I went and taught the power of Epsak to
all men, andcorrupted them beyond recovery. How did he ever judge
meworthy of this gift? This power? I have fumbled it from thevery
first moment. Men cannot be trusted with such things.

— Lacvin, Notes on the Final Erdad War, C.B. 16,021

 

Xamimus winced, looking at the soldiers slowly surroundinghim.
His traps had killed most of them, but their sheernumbers had
overpowered his storm, his quicksand, his soulbreaking weaves and
so many other designs. Now he stood atthe bottom of the stairs to
his sanctuary, his fists clenched indefiance, fearful for his life.
His whole life he had spent dedicated to Erdad, his rage had
supported him aloft, but nowit failed him, as dread was turned
against him. He would notsurvive this moment, all to protect a
woman who would neverbe as powerful as he was, because right now,
she waspowerless. Trapped because he had deigned to train her.Never
again. He smiled at the thought, when would thereever be another
chance? He would die on his own beach. Allhe had wanted was some
solitude! Freedom from beingcursed to come every time someone
called the Erdad Soldiersof Asi with that damned phrase!His rage
reignited.“Eid!” He screamed in rage, the word twisting the
world,forcing it, bending it, reshaping it violently, a tempest
kickedup in protest, causing sleet to fall and the wind to rip at
him,but his rage stood firm, and the gamic force lost out to
hissheer determination, and the imbalance of gamic was
caused,ripping the gamic energy from the soldiers to re-balance
it,killing them. He sighed, his shoulders slumping, feelingdrained
as the exhaustion hit him. He knew that few peopleunderstood what
Epsak actually did, but Queen Asi hadtrained him. He knew how it
worked, and that the exhaustionfrom using gamic came because you
were pitting your willagainst the entire force of the world.He
heard a creak and turned, looking upwards and smiledsoftly, “About
time you spawn of Isa!”She glared at him and twitched, and he felt
his weak gamicthread assaulted, tossing him to the ground in a fit,
as hismouth began to foam he croaked out a word, “Otsp.”His will
was firm enough, and her weave shattered in her face,causing the
gamic energy to hurl itself back with twice theforce at the weaver,
and she was thrown off her feet and intothe house, he stood up and
dusted his black leather jacketand smiled softly, “Not bad,
Christina.”

She groaned from somewhere inside and he laughed softly,“But now
we have to fight someone else, and that will take alot more skill
than you have.”










Chapter 2
Two


Eht Epsaker once told me that I knew too little to handle
theresponsibility. He forgave me when I apologised for thewrongs
others committed by the power I gave them, and thenhe told me, that
a descendant of mine, one I would I meet andcurse the day he saw my
face, would repair the damage I haddone, but that in truth, I was
not to blame. For thatdescendant, would also be a descendant of
Akaia, the manwho upset the gamic force and caused the first
destruction ofa life, and that the first wrong, fear, would be
defeated by thatsame man, and that the Immortal Age, when we knew
notwhat wrong was, when physical violence was a concept thatnone
understood, when there was no death, would berestored with the
coming of his era. He would be the EmperorSixth. Oh how I pray that
he comes soon… That I don’t see himas I lie dying from the
usurper’s blade… For that would be anaccursed day indeed.

— Lacvin, Notes on the Final Erdad War, C.B. 16,021

 

Darkness.Blackness.Beauty incarnate.He revelled in it.He
embraced it.He feasted upon its essence.There wasn’t enough yet, as
he fled from shadow to shadow,sucking them dry, but still, not
enough power, not yet. Notenough darkness to feast upon. He needed
so much more,and the one who had called it into being, well, he was
foolenough. He would not relinquish the dark before he
had conquered the world, and so, despite his weakness, his
lack ofcorporeal form, he did what he could to extend the
fightagainst the madman who fancied himself an Emperor andmaster of
the gamic forces.Master indeed! That fool of a man had not yet
fathomed thedepths to which he would have to sink or the heights
hewould have to rise to comprehend even a sliver of the
infinitythat gamic represented. Gamic forces did not merely
resideupon this one infernal earth, but here they were
storming.Elsewhere, they existed still, plentiful, but still and
calm. EhtEpsaker was the only being who had ever reached beyond
thecusp of this world though, and only he and Lacvin truly knewthat
the gamic forces lay there, willing to be harnessed. Twothreats,
only two. He spared himself the energy to laugh,bodiless laughter
in an eternal night, furthering thesuperstition that ghosts were
here. And what superstition! Itcast such a darkness on the hearts
of mankind, darkness thathe could feed upon, growing stronger at
each moment,growing towards the moment when he would break out of
hisinfernal hell, his prison crafted so long ago.

 

I find myself at wits end, assuming this to not only be the
endof my life, but the end of the world. Yet… I must again refer
tomy mentor, teacher, and perhaps, he was once a friend. Iknow of
no one else who has even laid eyes upon him, thoughmillions have
searched in so many thousands of years, but hehimself spoke to me…
And told me of the end of this world. Hesaid that it was not men
that should end it, but that perhaps,man would not be the last
creatures to inhabit it. I have neverknown his origin, but from his
melancholy at that sentence, Ithought that perhaps he was the last
of his species, and thatthey had ruled before the birth of mankind,
though our owntales tell that mankind was the first species to rise
in dominance, but how else can we explain a creature that
canforge gamic into armour? His knowledge is advanced… Andthis he
imparted to me: There was once something beforegamic, dual in
nature. United. It was an entity, and it was all.Nothing, not even
oblivion existed, only it. Somethinghappened, it developed a want.
Not a personality, but adesire, and as nothing was there, not even
nothingness, todesire, it tore itself apart, one part becoming what
is, andwhat part what isn’t. What is, formed our world, and webegan
to call it gamic. What isn’t… Drifted beyond our sight,until,
something occurred, and Eht Epsaker called upon the fullpower of
gamic, not just the gamic of our world, but of theheavens as well,
and struck out at it, forcing it into hiding. Hesaid the world
would end when it returned, seekingvengeance, because when gamic
and it collide, things change.They are neither existing or not
existing, but thrown out oftime itself, outside of matter and
non-matter, so that it isn’teven a conceptual idea. It neither is
nor isn’t. Beyond ourcomprehension. Eht Epsaker called it
artnscen.

— Lacvin, Notes on the Final Erdad War, C.B. 16,021

 

Reho snapped around, his fists tightening as he heard atearing
sound, and saw the white surrounding the universityvanish
completely, the familiar landscape slamming intoplace, he turned,
spinning a gamic weave in front of hismouth, “To arms!”His cry rang
out, vibrating the stones of the wall he wasstanding on and he span
backwards, in time to watch a weaveslap into his face and toss him
aside. He shot a weave beneathhim, flipping him upright again as a
soldier appeared in frontof him, the ouroboros snakes emblazoned in
gold on theuniform, and the man grinned, a gamic weave surrounding
his drawn sword, and Reho sneered angrily, “I am theCommander
of the Twice-Blind University!”Weaves snapped out from him,
hundreds forming a lacingaround the man, and then Reho pushed a
small thread ofgamic into place, and the man exploded into
flames,screaming, but not for long as the blood in his veins turned
toice, ripping their confines. Reho spun around, tossing out asmall
tendril of gamic threads causing a wave of fire to appearand slam
into the next soldier, he clenched his fists, wherewas his
army?

 

I can never really understand Thorn, though he is my
owndescendant. Thorn isn’t just a gamic weaver like the rest of
us,he was just a normal student for such a long time, years
spentbeing tutored and then all of a sudden the world went to
hell.The usurper, that man at the gates, he made a move to takethe
world down. A young girl discovered her talent as anarocle, and
Thorn showed a hidden talent for gamic that madehim at least a
little above the average, but not the man weknew he had to become.
I am an arocle myself, but the futureis hidden from me now, a
choice I made, but I can’t block outeverything, and Thorn is the
biggest thing to happen to thetimeline since Prince Akaia… I don’t
understand it. I’m not sureI want to… Because there is more than
one reason that he’s soimportant, and it might be to end the world
rather than saveit… Who knows where his loyalties lies? Not
I.

— Lacvin, Notes on the Final Erdad War, C.B. 16,021

 

Tabitha sidestepped and a moment later the ground eruptedas a
stray weave of gamic turned the ground into molten
lava.“Disgraceful.” She rolled her eyes as the ghost crossed
herarms, “How can they allow such amateurs into battle? Theywill
destroy their own fortifications!”

Tabitha smiled softly, “The winds of time tell, that you shall
becalled false.”The ghost blinked in surprise, “Truly? How
fascinating!”Tabitha leapt of the lava and landed softly,
bendingbackwards as an arrow zipped across where she would havebeen
and then flipping forwards as a soldier hit the groundwith his
blade where she had been, she rolled aroundstanding upright and
smiling, stepping backwards.The soldier stepped forwards and then
she raised an eyebrow,he hesitated, suddenly uncertain, and the
ground which wasat the edge of his foot caved, and he slipped,
falling into thelava pit. Tabitha spun around and sprinted, diving
through anopen doorway, and winced as she heard the
cacophonyoutside where she had been, knowing that a gamic weave
hadgone wrong and formed a storm, ripping life out of theimmediate
area.She stood up slowly and cocked her head at the man and
heblinked in shock, “What is this?”Tabitha looked at him carefully,
feeling her heart rate goingthrough the roof as her ancestors all
erupted into yelling atonce, and she swallowed, “How?”He blinked,
“I broke down your defences. No one here couldstop me entering if I
so wished.”She shook her head, feeling dizzy; he looked so much
like… She winced.His hair wasn’t brown though, but a deep black,
and the scarson his face told a story of hardship, but he was a
differentman. He stood taller, more confident, and his muscles
weretoned, not the weakness of years at study. He wasn’t Thorn… The
man blinked, “Ah. Arocle… Yes, I am related to him, in
away.”Tabitha clenched her teeth and searched the future for a
wayto fight him, which future might let her win?

The man shook his head, “I am an eser. No future you can
letlwill save you if you wish to bring my fury down upon you. I
amthe Emperor Sixth, and this world will be mine.”Tabitha took a
deep breath, feeling her ancestors behind her,and she raised her
hands, weakly forming a gamic weavebetween her fingers, wrapping it
backwards and forwardsbetween each of them, creating a lattice.He
laughed softly, “You are but a beginner to gamic aren’tyou? That is
a teacher’s method at how to form your firstweaves.”Tabitha felt a
drip of sweat run down her cheek, he was rightof course, but he
couldn’t possibly understand what she coulddo with it. She had
always thought that being an arocle wouldbe enough, but facing him,
she already knew it wouldn’t be.She could clearly see the results
of her efforts, but that wouldprevent the Emperor from meeting
Akaia, and everythingcould hinge on that, but history was complex,
and everymoment could become a pivotal one depending how youshaped
it. She pushed the gamic energy into place and a flareof fire, a
single tendril, shot towards the Emperor who rolledhis eyes,
creating a gamic shield at the exact point where thetendril would
hit, and this arrogance was what she hadforeseen. She grabbed her
own gamic essence, and the gamicpower of all her ancestors, and
pushed it into the weave,sheer raw power, keeling her over as her
life force bled away,but she saw and heard the Emperor swear
violently and leapbackwards, hastily enlarging his shield as the
tendril of flamesuddenly grew in size and intensity a hundred
thousand timesover.He pushed her weave back and then ripped the
gamic energyfrom her hands, stilling it and then he looked at her
carefully,as she lay there, twitching and struggling to breathe,
and hecrouched, brushing her hair backwards and smiling sadly,
“I’m not the monster that I seem, my dear girl. If fate were
kinder,I would wish you and he the best of futures… But it is not.
Hisdeath lies along the path I am fated to travel, and for that I
amso very sorry.”Tabitha starred up in fear as he stood up slowly,
“But thisworld will fall.”

 

I waited so very long, back then. Tears. I remember that
frommost nights as I cast the waiting army into sleep. It
wasn’tthat Radk Ticy was such a terrible place. Certainly,
daylightbarely seemed to recognise the city existed, but a
passablesociety could have easily been formed, but the fact that
onceyou entered, you could never, ever, leave again seemed toburrow
into the psyche of most that stumbled on it. So theviolence that
erupted in them, sometimes taking years tomanifest, decades even,
but eventually everyone became thatviolent, that extreme, that Radk
Ticy was a better forgingground for an army than the Oblivion
Prisons. It shocks me tothink that now, looking back on my time in
both places, thatRadk Ticy was the harsher than the two, and as
it’s guardian, Iwas far, far more benevolent. That cursed city was
created fora purpose however, whereas… I am not certain even
wherethe Oblivion Prisons can be found on a map. It
existssomewhere, but only gamic gateways allowed access, untilthe
artscen rips appeared, but the major thing about themwas… Though
physics seemed to change, and powers could bewithheld from
individuals, the Prisons were undoubtedlyconstructed. Not of gamic,
neither of artscen, but a blendingof the two. What purpose was it
supposed to serve? I doubtwe shall ever know that it truth. The
Oblivion Prisons were thegreatest tool of the usurper, because once
you entered… Youwere marked. You could never flee, not really, you
couldalways be tracked, and the pain of that mark, daily, minute
by minute, it slowly wore down the reserve of your body
andmind until you willingly kill yourself in your work there…
Andthough I mined there for so long… I still have not a clue whywe
did, or what happened to the results of our efforts.
Amystery.

— The Grand Akaia, Musings on the End Days, C.B.16,021

 

He didn’t look up, he barely noticed the bodies as he
walkedpassed, though they were men that he had known, great
men,warriors that had stood and fought, but then again, he
wasbarely walking on his own anyway, two soldiers were halfdragging
him across the courtyard, towards the Gate, where aman stood
waiting. He slumped as he was pushed forward, hisknees cracking on
the hard cement, but he barely felt it. It waspainful, but dull,
distant, it belonged to someone else. He wasdying, he knew it, but
he was still alive. He had died, and hisbody lived on. He was
gone.“Uoy alcim ot eb eht Argnd Akaia?”He sighed heavily, “Ehs nac
vase su.”The man who had asked winced, and grabbed his chin,
makinghim look up, “Are you Akaia?”He rolled his eyes, “Eid.”The
man collapsed backwards, rolling in a seizure as the gamicin his
body ripped itself out, joining the flow that movedacross the whole
world, and he looked back down at theground again. Another voice,
stronger, firmer, and somewhatfamiliar, spoke, “Was that truly
necessary Akaia? All he didwas touch you.”Akaia felt something
burning in his chest gently, and he raisedhis head curiously and
looked at the man addressing him, andhis eyes widened, and he felt
his strength flow back in onemassive strike as his rage took him.
His heartbeat matched the beat that the gamic around him
appeared to moving at;everything seemed to fade around him, every
breath of hisenemies, every movement, predictable. He stood up
slowly,and grinned, “Erbak.”The Epsak command snapped into the
gamic rolling in wavesfrom the recent slaughter, and he was caught
in a cyclone ofgamic energy swirling, his eyes ever locked onto the
EmperorSixth, and he smiled softly as he saw the soldiers around
theman, but the man himself, shriek in agony as the bonespopped and
twisted and snapped, ripping muscle and skin andspraying blood.The
Emperor watched, unphased as all his soldiers died inagony, and he
sighed heavily, “Akaia. Really? Did they have todie for your hatred
of me? That’s not exactly reasonable.”Akaia clenched his fists,
feeling the gamic tornado focus onhim, spinning the threads so
quickly and violently that hecould barely see passed the wall of
white, but the manstanding there simply crossed his arms, “Why do
you hate meso Akaia? I come to reclaim what is mine.”Akaia tried to
speak, but he was so far beyond it now, beyondwhat human was, just
a piece in the rage of the gamic forcesin the land that were so
unbalanced by so much death, hecould barely scream a single word,
“Eliza!”He felt the force rip from him, almost dragging his soul
with it,only his focus and experience kept his soul in his body,
andthe Emperor was staggered by the flow of gamic that washedinto
him like a tsunami, and then the Emperor sighed heavily,“If you
fight me Akaia, I will no choice by to imprison you forall
eternity.”He barely heard the insult, he was struggling to
rememberthat he was a he. An individual. Not… An entity. He was,
thatwas certain. He existed. His mind… Mind! He had a mind andit
was shattering and the gamic storm that he had called
up through his rage, just like the first storms that shook
theworld before he had broken it. Power enough to shift
thecontinents. And he… Hate.Hatred for the one who had killed what
he loved.He growled, a primal thing, and with a twitch of his hand
hecreated a gamic weave more complicated than he shouldhave been
able to, building half and allowing the gamic forceto weave itself
into even more complications, twisting intothe weave for flame, but
the careful eye could see weavewithin weave until it disappeared
from the what a human wascapable of seeing.He pushed it.The Emperor
Sixth raised his hand, spinning a shield weaveinto existence, and
Akaia gasped, struggling as his own gamicenergy was almost carried
with his weave, and the flamesblasted out, he winced as he felt his
hair scorching, his skinpulling tighter as it burnt from the heat,
and then he fellforward onto his knees, and starred in shock as the
shield ofthe Emperor was pushed aside, to reveal him fine, but
hisclothes smoking slightly, and the Emperor smiled softly,
“Youtruly are the legend. That heat should have killed you. It
isnothing short of amazing. I doubt anything will ever grow
hereagain. The ground has scorched black for nearly half akilometre
deep!”Akaia pushed himself upright slowly, “Your weave was basic…
You had little gamic force in it… How the hell are you
stillalive?”The Emperor Sixth smiled softly, “All those rules of
gamicforces… Akaia… Everything you have ever known… Is wrong.Eht
Epsaker was a fool to believe he was right in what hetaught
Cnaient. Akaia… I am afraid that I did warn you, andyou shall
contemplate this defeat for some time.”Akaia clenched his fists,
“This fight isn’t over!”

“Yes it is.” The Emperor said with a heavy sigh, “Nibd.”Akaia
let out an earth-shattering scream as the agony hit him,throwing
him to the ground, as he felt something boilingbeneath his skin,
rolling, moving, reforming, constantlyscalding, but the nerves
didn’t die, if anything they seemed tobe more capable of feeling
than ever before.Akaia blacked out.The Emperor winced as he saw a
part of Akaia’s shirt burnaway, revealing a red glow in the shape
of a swirl beneath hisskin. It was lava, or something similar, and
it marked Akaia asa traitor of the empire, and allowed his Muhmen
to find himno matter what happened. For every wrong that Akaia
mightcommit in the prison, he would receive a similar mark, halfthe
size of the first. Each mark made the pain greater, andmade him
easier to track. The Emperor sighed heavily andtwisted a weave of
gamic inside out, and a window appeared,but it was completely dark,
nothing on the other side, nothingat all. It was Oblivion. He moved
another thread of gamic andgently created a loop of rock around the
slumped over Akaiaand pushed him through the portal, and then
dismissed it.He turned to the next in line and raised an eyebrow,
“Bow.Maybe you won’t be sent to the Prisons.”The man glared at him,
his age easy to see, and he had beenpowerful, almost influencing
the battle with Akaia, and heblinked in shock as the man spat on
the ground, “No.”The Emperor glared at him, “You would… ” He
paused, therewas a slight resemblance around the jaw, the eyes, but
theywere sunken now… Aged. “Lacvin.”They both looked at each other
in shock, not quiteunderstanding how it was possible. Cnaient
swallowed andshook his head, “My best student. The Emperor First…
Nowthe Sixth… Your gamic essence betrays you, you are nodescendant.
You founded the Empire!”

The Emperor smiled softly, “I have come to reclaim what
ismine.”“I will never let you live.”The Emperor blinked in
surprise, “What?”Cnaient ground his teeth together, “I bind myself
now, by allthe forces of gamic that rove this world, and all the
powerthat lies therein, to strike you down and destroy you.”The
Emperor clenched his teeth and shook his head slowly,“Truly? Even
you would oppose me? No going back now.You’ve bound yourself. I
can’t exactly put you with Akaia nowcan I? Too much power in one
place. So then… Lacvin, my oldmaster, I cast you aside. I bind you
now.” The Emperorswallowed and then spoke quickly, “Uoy era uobnd
vener otvome orfm ihts alpce.”The ground twisted and moved,
surrounding Cnaient up to hisankles, and several gamic weaves
followed the movement,wrapping around his legs, and the Emperor
sighed heavily,“Why must you all oppose me?”

 

I’m still not sure where exactly the Emperor First came
from.Lacvin told me that he was his first disciple, but
consideringthe events that followed… How can we be sure? When
weorganised the rebellion against him, backing Thorn for thethrone,
I doubt we could have seen the enormity of what wewere doing. When
Eliza and I strode forth from our respectivehiding places, I think
we thought that the mere mention of ournames would break the world
at our feet. And for sure, hername and mine did bring terror, but
they kept fighting all thesame, with a power we couldn’t
understand, side by side us.The skill of thousands of years was
blown aside by sheer will. Ithink it was Thorn who understood the
most, and that’s whatmade him into what the prophecies had said.
Did we really even know what they said? We just acted… Played
our part,like that was enough.Maybe that’s why we failed.I wish I
could sleep at night.

— The Grand Akaia, Musings on the End Days, C.B.16,021

 

Xamimus sighed heavily as he stepped onto the dirt, andChristina
looked over at him, slightly confused. He didn’t lookback at her,
she had a look in her eyes now, the look he knewhe had, and the
insanity that Erdad gamic planted there. Itwas a skill, walking the
tightrope between the violent anduncontrollable rage and any sort
of sanity. He hoped she hadenough to stay sane, he still had doubts
on occasions, evenafter all these years. “I made the island my
home, so I couldleave the world behind, Christina. I’ve come back
toeverything I hate.”She frowned, “That fortress… Is hell-damnably
huge.”Xamimus stretched out his hands, lightly gripping gamicaround
his hands, and winced as he felt his shoulders jerk ashe was lifted
into the current, drifting off the ground, “Followif you can.”He
pushed at the current, slowly shifting it, pushing lightlyhere,
shoving there, changing the current to lead to thefortress made of
a black material, but as he moved closer toit, he saw something
odd, gamic couldn’t touch it. Nothingalive could enter. He dropped
to the ground, and winced as ahurricane of gamic activity exploded
around him, the eartherupting, flames scorching him, his feet
freezing as ice formedaround them, and concrete forming around his
arms, and hedropped forward as they gained amazing weight. He
lookedup from his imprisoned position, “I came to awaken
Thorn!”

One of the soldiers there, his face had at least nineteen
scars,stepped forward and crouched, a dagger of ice appearing inhis
hand, which he used to lift Xamimus’ neck to a painfulangle, “Thorn
cannot awoken. Only Eliza could do that. EvenAkaia was unable to
open the doors when he tried. Are youmore powerful than the Grand
Akaia.”“I am Xamimus Inamilis. Get lost.” He twisted the fabric
ofgamic around him, and the ice vanished, turning to steam,and the
concrete exploded outwards in red-hot chunks and hestood up and
shrugged his shoulders, “And gamic is onlypower to Akaia. He lacks…
Subtlety.”The man stood up, laughing, “And you have it?”“It makes
for a good light and sound show.” Xamimus saidsoftly, he had a
feeling he might like this group. They were allknife-edge people.
Black as he was. He grinned, “What is yourname?”“I am Andon Garrat.
I’ve been left in charge. How do youpropose those doors
open?”Xamimus frowned, twisting a quick gamic thread and pushingit
forward, revealing the gamic after-images of theconstruction, and
he breathed in deeply, “If someone movedclose to the building with
the same essence as the builder,then they can just push the doors
and they’ll open withoutfuss.”Andon rolled his eyes, “She died.
Akaia reshaped her gamicessence with the souls of thousands and she
didn’t revive.”“The black arts are mine.” Xamimus growled, “I lead
QueenIsa’s deathsquads. Erdad is my mischief to
perform.Resurrection is impossible unless they wish to return.
Akaia,and Eliza were united. That moment… She became content.No way
to bring her back.”Andon took a slight step backwards, “You have
resurrectedsomeone before?”

Xamimus rolled his eyes, “Not one of those monstrosities thatthe
people pretending to be Erdad Muhmen can create. Theycan barely
even remember that they were once human. Justmonsters… Slaves. I
did bring someone back once… It was arequirement.”Xamimus breathed
deeply, “But this task doesn’t requireanything so base. A
replication of her gamic energy pushednear that fortress would
break the lockout forever.”Christina landed behind him, breathing
hard, “How did you dothat?”Bitterness was plain in her voice, she
was embracing herpowers. Xamimus smiled softly, “Pragmatism,
Christina.Anyone with a little skill can weave, but to invent for
yourneeds, see the easiest way to fix the task, that’s the way to
doit.” He clenched his fists, and closed his eyes, sifting
throughmemories, and then focused from an ancient one,remembering
the shape and form, no slight copy would do. Aperson’s essence was
incredibly difficult to replicate,incredibly complicated, and
liable to drift apart without aphysical anchor.He twitched his
fingers, bringing the weaves inwards, shapingit, and he winced, “I
need an anchor for this.”He heard Andon curse quietly and then “How
fresh does thekill need to be?”“Not dead.” Xamimus swallowed, still
working, “I needsomeone willing to sacrifice their sanity, to hold
the form, andthen we’ll kill them because otherwise… They will join
thegamic stream and we’ll have a short-lived insane demi-god.”Andon
shook his head, “Like when Isa tried to first
resurrectAkaia?”“Worse.” Xamimus said through clenched teeth, “The
storieswere watered down.”

Andon turned around and then turned back, “Fine damn it.You knew
I wouldn’t sacrifice anyone else.”“No.” Xamimus’ face twitched into
a smile, “I wouldn’t havevolunteered myself. I thought Radk Ticy
would have taughtyou better than that.”“We fight because it’s fun,
not because we are some sort ofunstable society.”Xamimus’ smile
vanished as he almost lost the weave, “Ifyou’re going to be the
one, then empty your mind.”He felt the change in the gamic field,
and then slammed hisweave into place, blasting all but a few
remnants of Andon’sgamic form to pieces, and he worked, he had no
idea for thepassage of time, as sweat poured down his back,
humansweren’t supposed to work with gamic for long periods of
time,and then finally he was ready, the weave was an exactreplicate
of his memory, “Nibd.”He opened his eyes and winced as he saw the
emptiness inAndon’s eyes, it was what he called a Replicate, a copy
of thegamic essence, but empty of true life. Generally
mentallyunstable.But controllable with a few gamic nudges on
emotions.He tugged the appropriate threads and then pointed at
thefortress, “Open the doors.”Andon walked away in a slight skip,
and Christina winced,“That was brutal, even for you.”“We do what is
necessary.” Xamimus growled and glared ather, “The world will end
with or without him. Thorn gives usan opportunity to survive
it.”“Survive the end of the world?” Christina asked in confusionand
Xamimus sighed, “It’s what the prophecies always said… ”“Who
prophesied it?” Christina demanded, and Xamimussmiled,
“Cnaient.”

Then he heard a clap of thunder and he raised his head as hesaw
the enormous black doors swing inwards slowly, “Eid.”The Andon
Replicate collapsed forward, blood pouring fromits mouth, and he
swallowed, “Thorn will probably needhealing.”Christina nodded, “I
can do it.”

 

The Emperor walked into his tent and sighed heavily, and satdown
slowly, his guards stood ready, and he frowned, “Youmay leave.”They
didn’t question his orders, it was hardly surprising, hehadn’t even
flinched when fighting the Grand Akaia, a figurein the origin myths
of their world. However, they were leavingtheir Emperor with an
intensely dangerous individual.He waved at the table, “You can I
eat, I just don’t feel like it.”Tabitha frowned, watching him, “Why
have you left mealive?”The Emperor looked up at her, “Why? Because
I wantsomeone I can talk to, who isn’t going to be killed so easily
asmy men are. Someone who knows to respect me, but isn’tgoing to
obey me just because I want them to. I need… Someone to balance my
judgement. To help me remembermy humanity. An arocle seems the best
choice.”Tabitha sighed heavily, “I can’t eat right now. My teachers
andmentors are dead. My heroes are imprisoned. And my love… His
story is changing.”The Emperor winced, “Yes… Thorn fell. I don’t
understand it… But he is rising again. Slowly. Thorn appears to be
theexception to the rule isn’t he?”Tabitha smiled softly, “You are
an arocle.”“Yes.” He nodded and shrugged, “But your Thorn… What
thehell is he? His fate is always certain, just like everyone
else, but then all of a sudden it changes. No warning. No
deviation.Just destiny changes it’s mind.”Tabitha smiled sadly,
“Even if I were to see Thorn again… There was barely a spark of
affection between us. Never anypromises.”The Emperor cocked his
head, “That may be true… But… Don’t doubt so much, Tabitha. Your
fates are bound. Youbarely know each other, but… You fought for
him. Not for theUniversity.”Tabitha laughed softly, “He has spent
almost no time withme… But… I have seen our lives. All the moments.
I’ve seenour children! He has none of that experience… Which
might,because it’s Thorn, change the timeline again.”The Emperor
frowned, “I wish I could offer you happiness… But Thorn is the
reason everyone will rise against me. I’mtrying to fix the problems
before our world ends… There islittle I can do whilst he opposes
me.”“Why?” Tabitha demanded, “Your past is shrouded. You’vedone
that on purpose. Concealed it.”He smiled, “Wondering how long it
would take you to ask. Iam called the Emperor Sixth, but I was the
first. I forged theEmpire, I was the student of Cnaient that
outshone the rest.He advised me about the chaos, as my… Resentment…
Grew.Eventually I had finished my sholarly works. I’d decided
howthe Empire should be shaped. I became a conqueror, a tyrant,so
that one day we could have peace and equality together.Step by
step, people reject what they don’t know. The FourUniversities was
the key. They provided us a chance to knowwho was capable of being
a threat, and misguiding them. Itgave the people a sense of
protection, but it’s task was farbigger. I wanted to turn it into a
ruling council. Each of theMasters is elected, based on skill,
temprament, andunderstanding of the people who they serve as the
leaders.

First they were my advisors, but then my dreams shattered.
Iwanted the Emperor to become an elected leader, elected byall of
the Universities and capable of being removed fromoffice by a
unanimous decision. My heir usurped my throne.”Tabitha frowned, the
images of the time appearing as hespoke, and she saw the battle in
the bedroom as the Emperorhad awoken to find assassins trying to
stab him, and sheswallowed as she saw his wife die.The Emperor
winced, “My heir married a girl named Asi. I wasplaced in a
dungeon. It was when Asi pushed herself forwardand stole the power
of the crown and became Queen Isa thatthe world was damned. Erdad
deathsquads… Who could bethat insane? Thousands of years later
Erdad Muhmen arehated and feared, because of the sins of all of our
ancestors,or at least, yours. I am sort of an ancestor. So… I bided
mytime… Day by day… Moment by moment… And escaped,leaving behind a
gamic duplicate of myself, which quicklydied, so they thought I was
gone. I went to Nald, and hid itfrom the world, and tried to
rereate the ideal of the Empirethere, and now I come to reclaim
what is mine, to rebuild itand repair the damages my descendants
have done.”Tabitha smiled softly, “You tell the truth. Your
intentions arepure… ” She winced and sighed heavily, “But the
EmperorSixth is rising, his power is growing, his army is
readyingthemselves, and the rage that flows behind the heir to
thisgreat throne is a power that you cannot begin to fathom.
Theworld will be clay in his hands, time will be his play thing,
andhe is coming… For you.”The arocles looked at each other, seeing
the future playingout in it’s full violence.

 

The Prophecies about the Emperor Sixth are not allowed to
begathered into one place. It makes sense really. People
could steal the title for themselves. Some did try occasionly
in thetime of the Universities after the Empire fell, but none
lastedlong, a simple blade delivered by an assassin saw to
that.However, now I believe I have found him in truth. Thousandsof
years of records I have waded through, and I have foundthe man
called “Thorn, son of Darius”, his bloodline appearsinnocent
enough, however, fourteen generations back is amale named Jordan,
and he is a direct descendant of Eliza’srape. Follow Princess
Eliza’s bloodline, and you find Cnaient,and I have confirmed
earlier suspicsions that Lacvin was thedescendant of the Grand
Akaia, and therefore the father of allhumankind, Hezai.

— Master Nehry, Letter to Commander Reho, C.B 16,019

 

“No!” He screamed, sitting upright, he paused, breathinghard, he
was wet from head to toe, soaked to the bone, buthe was sitting on
what strangely reminded him of an altar,made of a black material,
like a stone, but it was warm,heated somehow. He looked around
himself, seeing someonein dark leather he didn’t recognise, and a
woman that he did.“Master Christina.”She smiled at him, putting a
hand on his shoulder, “Welcomeback to the world of the living. What
do you remember?”Thorn winced, his head throbbing, “Nothing… I was
talking toTabitha… I was going to leave… Go somewhere. I wanted
tosay sorry… ”The man laughed, “You care for her?”Thorn went red,
and the man shook his head, “An Emperorand an Arocle. That’ll be
interesting.”“Emperor?” Thorn asked in confusion, “I’m an ichld…
Atmost.”Christina swallowed and looke at him carefully, “No. I’m
afaidthings have changed whilst you’ve been… Asleep.
The Emperor Sixth came, someone who has stolen the title
fromthe rightful heir, and they have… Butchered the world.
TheTwice-Blind University was the last sanctuary against him… And I
don’t think they’ll last long. All the prophecies andbloodlines
coincide in you. You have to be more than youhave been, Thorn. You
need to be our leader, our Emperor,our symbol of hope. This is an
Erdad War, against a man withmore power than Cnaient and the Grand
Akaia combined.”Thorn’s face went white, “I… I can barely create
flames.”The man turned to him, “I am Xamimus Inamilis. I
trainedunder Queen Isa. I will train you and you will
becomepowerful. Even if you don’t remember it… You fought
andsurvived to be saved by Eliza, when the Master who
wasaccompanying you was killed.”Thorn winced, “Eliza… The princess…
She saved me… Shecommanded gamic without using Epsak… Said it was
toodangerous to use.”Xamimus blinked, “Wise. You’ll need that
wisdom. Epsakchannels your will into the gamic framework. If your
will isstrong enough, any word you speak can do that… And
usingEpsak will make that power multiply exponentially.”Thorn
winced, rubbing his head, “I nearly died… I’ve justwoken up… And
you have literally put the hopes of the worldon my shoulders… I
can’t do that, Xamimus.”The man glared, snapping a thread of gamic
out of the air andslapped Thorn’s face with it, and he grabbed the
thread, and ittwisted back around Xamimus, and flames appeared,
theErdad Muhman leapt backwards, twisting a shield intoexistance
around the thread, and he starred at Thorn who hadreleased it and
had his eyes closed, “Thorn.”The ichld looked up at him,
“What?”“You shouldn’t have been able to do that. Gamic has to
beshaped to cause effect. You simply took a single thread and
it did what you wanted, without shaping.” Xamimus shook
hishead, “That was… Impossible.”Thorn frowned, “I did shape it. I
created the weave inside thatthread, just so many times, and so
small in detail, it looks likea normal thread.”Xamimus swallowed,
“Only Akaia was capable of that skill… Where the hell did you pick
it up?”Thorn shrugged, “I haven’t even learnt how to create fire.
Idon’t know how. Sometimes… My instincts… They let me dothings that
I don’t know yet.”Christina shook her head, “I’ve never heard of
that. A naturalborn, like you are, does sometimes twist gamic
randomly,through emotions… But nothing beyond that.
Nothingcontrollable.”Thorn sighed heavily, “You really want me of
all people, animpulsive and stupid oaf with a bare grasp on gamic
to beyour Emperor?”“We want you to lead your army.” Christina said
firmly, andThorn swallowed, “Army? What army?”Xamimus smiled
softly, “Radk Ticy was emptied for you. Akaiawas using it as a
training ground. Every man from there wasmade to swear an oath of
fealty to you. You have one of themost powerful armies in the
entire world.”Thorn swallowed, “You expect me to able to fight?
I’ve neverheld a sword in my life.”“We will train you.” Xamimus
growled, getting fed up, “Youhave no choice in the matter. You will
be trained, and you willlead us, or this world will die. So get the
hell up, and walkoutside, and greet the men who have been
protecting youwhilst you slept off your first couple of
battles.”Thorn stood up, wincing at the tightness of his muscles
andwalked slowly, almost stumbling out into the sunlight, heturned
around slowly, water dripping from everywhere, and he blinked
as he saw the enormity of what was happening.The sun was in the
sky, but it was dark as night, and thelandscape was tents, an army
of not just hundreds, butthousands of men, and all of them, turned
and looked at him.Their looks said it all.They were disappointed
with what they saw.Could this nothing really be the
world-conquering Emperor?Their world-conquering Emperor?What was
the Grand Akaia thinking of?Thorn breathed in deeply trying to
remember everything Elizahad said, and what Tabitha had said of
him, he smiled softlyand spoke, “I am Thorn.”He looked around as
the soldiers moved in to hear him, andhe tensed, “A short time ago
I was speaking with… An arocle.She told me the story of who I am,
and what the world shallremember of me, and what we shall do
together.”He took a nervous breath,“Thorn, son of Darius!The master
of flame,The master of time.He was once a man,But became something
more,Something worse.God save the Emperor,This world will never
know such a thing again.”He could feel their attention completely
on him, but hecouldn’t judge if they liked it or not, if they were
happy withwhat he was or not, and he tensed his fists, “The Emperor
isdestroying what is ours! This infernal night when the sun is
inthe sky is his doing… But he will die just as any man. I will
bethe one to deliver that blow, because I will stand at the headof
this army! We will fight, side by side, until the remanants ofthis
world turn to ash that the wind blows away. We will never give
in, we will burn this world before we aredefeated!”Xamimus yelled
from behind him, “Urah!”The army echoed it, and then each soldier
turned back towhat they had been doing, Thorn turned around and
smiledsheepishly, “Thanks… ”Xamimus shrugged, “It’s your first
speech, and you are… Well,almost dead. But we have little time.
Your sword trainingstarts now. Come with me, I won’t have you
embarrassing usand demoralising the soldiers by training publicly.
Go inside,the blademaster will arrive shortly."

 

The Emperor will live long, live strong. He is a mighty
creator,and conqueror. He came in a blaze, a sword of fire in his
hand,and eyes as black as hell. He rove across the Great
Continent,reforging it in half a span, and so became the Era of
Deathand Pain. Thus it is the fire, our day of days, the renewal
ofstrength, the rebuilding of Nald, the recreating of theContinent,
and rebirth of the Empire, upon this world.All reality
trembles.This world will tremble.This world will scream.This world
will tumble, and it will fall.

— Tabitha, Various Letlings, C.B. 16,021

 

“I can’t do this!” Thorn yelled in frustration, and
Christinawinced, “It’s only been three days.”“The army has lost all
hope in me.” Thorn said, grinding histeeth, “My teachers are
exasperated with me. I can’t learn likethis. I won’t be what I need
to be.”Christina winced, “So what do you suggest then,
myEmperor?”

Thorn sighed heavily, “I need to learn with one of the
legends.The Grand Akaia, Cnaient, or Eht Epsaker himself… Only
theycan teach me.”Christina sighed heavily, “You can’t leave us
now. We needyour guidance. We need to feel like we’re preparing for
anassault. The Twice-Blind University fell. The raiding parties
ofthe usurper are getting worse. He’s almost here.”Xamimus looked
up, “Maybe we’re doing this the wrong way.Maybe you should just be
some sort of… Political leader. Ageneral. No one expects you to
lead us into battle now.Afterall, you’re not exactly Cnaient are
you?”Thorn glared over at him, “Don’t tempt me Muhman. Ipromised
them.”“You can’t leave.” Xamimus growled angrily, turning
andwalking out of the fortress, and Thorn rubbed his forehead,“How
are the food supplies?”“We’re running low. We’re beginning to use
gamic to supportus.” Christina said slowly and Thorn nodded, “Then
we need aseries of raids. I’ve been looking at the maps… And I
think… The best supplies would be if we tried to raid the remains
ofEci. We’ll need some skilled Muhmen to locate the supplies,but
there should be quite a lot there.”Christina winced, “That’s right
into the heart of enemyterritory.”“I know.” Thorn said with a
smile, “We’ve only playeddefensive this whole freaking war. Time to
turn things on theirhead. I want that man dead.”Christina smiled,
“I’ll organise it myself. A few at thesurrounding towns
again?”“Yeah… ” Thorn winced, “Though the last few we’ve sent
cameback empty-handed.”She left slowly, and Thorn turned around,
focusing on thegamic streams around him, using his recent training
to create a passable copy of himself, it wasn’t really
sentient, itreplicated his essence and appeared to have a fever,
but itwould do for a few hours at least. He grabbed a gamic
threadand pulled himself upwards climbing by grabbing
passingthreads until he was near the roof of the fortress, he
swungover and landed beside a window, and twisted the gamic inthe
window, forcing it into a funnel, and the window slowlychanged
shape, until he could step through it, he released thegamic and it
snapped back, completely unharmed.From here he could see the smoke
on the horizon, theEmperor Sixth coming to quell the last of the
rebellion, hewasn’t hurrying though, and it confused him, but the
Emperorwasn’t his interest in the camp, at least, not quite yet.He
twisted gamic around him, splitting the light around him sohe was
invisible, and then careful to hold it in place, or hisown soldiers
would attempt to kill him, he lifted into the air,moving with the
gamic current, tweaking tiny parts, so thatthe guards watching the
skies wouldn’t notice themovements, and sound the alarm and fill
the sky with flames.Eventually he’d drifted beyond the camp, but he
was coveredin sweat from the effort, and he lowered himself to
theground and released the gamic threads, breathing hard fromthe
exertion. He smiled softly and grabbed a nearby gamicthread and
snapped it up around himself transforming it intothe weave to bend
light, leaving it as a shield in front of himand he walked slowly,
moving towards the firelight.He saw the first sentry and widened
the shield into a bubblearound himself, and held his breath as he
slowly inchedpassed the man, hoping that the night would ensure
that theman wouldn’t notice the footprints appearing in the grass.
Heducked passed him, and a few moments later arrived at thefirst
checkpoint into the camp, and he grabbed onto thecurrent, allowing
it to lift him into the air before forcing it to lower him
gently. He then modified his gamic shield, so thatthe light twisted
inside out, changing its reflectivity, causingthe colours to
change, replicating the first sentry he’d walkedpassed. Disguise
complete, he walked confidently through thetents, stopping for a
few moments to warm his hands at oneof the fires, listening to the
soldiers, expecting to heargrumbling, but he didn’t. All he heard
was praise for theirEmperor… And then he was happy that the weave
protectedpeople from seeing his skin colour, because he went white
asone of the soldiers laughed, “What are they going to do? Killus?
I’ve already died six times and the Emperor has broughtme back
every time!”That’s where he’d got an army after their destruction
by Akaiaat the Twice-Blind University then. He’d just
resurrectedthem. Impressive. Terrifying.Thorn moved on as quietly
as he’d arrived, and as he waslooking backwards he bumped into
someone, and from thefeel of it, a girl. He looked down, not
certain if the soldier wasmeant to be all tough or apologise.The
girl, woman really, looked up at him with a glare, herhands were
bound, and she pushed herself up with a littleeffort and glared at
him, “Aren’t you going to say sorry,Thorn?”He felt his heart
flutter, “Tabitha… ”She pushed him to the side, just as some
soldiers appearedwalking down the road, and put her hands behind
his neck,and she looked at him with a smile, “Don’t worry… No
onecan see us. I can keep us from being seen.”He released the gamic
weave, and he swallowed, he stillwasn’t sure what he’d planned to
say, but it just came out, “Ilove you.”

His heart was racing, palms sweating, and Tabitha grinned,her
cheek dimpling, and she moved her head closer to his, “Ilove
you.”Thorn moved his hands into the small of her back, pulling
hercloser, resting his forehead against hers, “I had to know if
youwere safe… ”“I’m an arocle, Thorn. You don’t need to say
anything, Ialready know.”He grinned and lightly kissed her nose,
“Then come with me.”She shook her head, “We have other things to
do, but stopruining the moment.”Tabitha grinned as she moved her
lips up to his, Thorn felthimself swept away into the moment, the
light scent of herhair, the smell of the soil and sweat hanging
around them likea cloud, Tabitha moved him forward and sidestepped
into atent, but they didn’t separate, enjoying the moment, and
thenshe spun him around outside the tent, and he heard thenearby
footsteps, feeling a flutter of excitement.She pulled back slowly
and he starred down at her, knowing,utterly certain, that she was
the one for him. He loved her.He had the whole world on his
shoulders.He loved her.He had an army waiting for him, but he
didn’t care!He loved her.Tabitha smiled and sighed, “This can’t
last forever. You haveto go. Have to learn.”Thorn winced, “Where
are they, Tabitha?”She shook her head, “They can’t help you. They
have things todo. You need to go back to the source.”Thorn blinked,
and she put a finger to his lips, and theywaited, heartbeats in
sync, and then Tabitha smiled, “EhtEpsaker has never been found
except by those he chose. Hewill choose you. Go to the mountains…
And try not to crap yourself when he talks to you. Just go
north, Thorn. Your armywill be safe. The replicate isn’t about to
fool Xamimus, even ifyou don’t need an anchor to do it and he
does.”Thorn grinned and kissed her forehead, she grabbed his
wrist,“Not yet. Try and remember these instructions, you’ll get
outwithout being found."



What is the power of an arocle? The rare individuals
obviouslyget their power from the gamic stream, but they seem
torewrite the rulebook. The energy of life is more concentratedin
them, and arocles are only hereditary, but… Things are oddwith
them. Why can they see the future? Nothing seems toactually explain
it. Time splits off into new dimensions at everychoice, every
chance, and an Eser sees these, and that makessense, their mind is
allowed to be carried on the gamic flowforwards and backwards in
time, but an arocle actually seeswhat will happen. They are never
wrong. How is it that theycan bend multiple futures into a single
without actually willingit? I muse upon these things, and Eht
Epsaker seems tounderstand but is unwilling to speak. I myself am
an arocle,but I have found that arocles are capable of hiding
themselvesfrom others with similar abilities to pierce the veil of
time. It’sdifficult, you create a gamic replicate of a timeline
itself, andthen let it fade, as it will. The gamic weaving is
unstable, andcannot be maintained. It takes months to build, and if
you failand it slips from your grasp… That’s a gamic holocaust
thatwill erupt around you. However, once done, arocles and Esersand
letlers cannot see into your past. Am I so shallow? Socallous that
I fear my past so much?

— Lacvin, Notes on the Final Erdad War, C.B. 16,021

 

Ross was crouched on the rooftop, he hadn’t twisted gamicthis
time, in fact, he was resisting the temptation to even touch a
single gamic thread, because of the woman walkingup and down the
road, followed by six guards. She was anessitive. The secretive
weapon of the Emperor Sixth. Oncescarred for the Lboivion Tips, you
could never escape anessitive’s search. Your heartbeat could be
felt in the tremorof the gamic current, the patterns that flowed
around theworld in all their wonder. At least, that is how it would
seemto a nessitive, who were hyper-sensitive to changes in
gamic,capable of tracking any Muhman, but mostly escapedprisoners.
What really troubled Ross was that this was thesame nessitive that
had started to track him ten years agowhen he escaped Lboivion. Had
she never given up? Had shebeen waiting for him to leave Radk Ticy?
What in hell’s namewas this? How did she even realise that he was
still alive?Questions weren’t about to get him out of this jam
however.She paused, spinning around in the street,
obviouslyconfused, and Ross was certain he knew why, one twelfth
ofhis soul was in his body, and one twelfth was in a crystal
jarburied over the other side of the road underneath Vadid’shouse.
The other soul pieces were probably too far away.Maybe she thought
that he’d found a way to confuse anessitive.In a way, perhaps he
had… Though if she found that jar… Shecould still end up killing
him. Losing part of your soul, orworse, having it taken captive and
used to force his actionswould not be a great thing.Ross clenched
his fists; he would have to do something.The woman looked up at the
roof, noticing the burst of angerand fear and smiled softly, “Ross,
come down.”He swallowed, knowing that her hyper-sensitivity would
allowher to prepare defences for any attack, or block an attempt
toflee.

She grinned, “Come on, let’s have a civilised conversation.
Youwere forgiven for your crimes at the Pits. This has to do
withthe fact that you’re supposed to be dead… And I think
youare.”Ross leapt forward, using a gamic thread to slow him as he
felltowards the ground, and he glared at her, not releasing
thegamic thread, and she laughed, “Ever hesitant, aren’t you?What
made you so very hard to track. The use of rohcrucis hasonly made
it more so.”Ross winced, “I paid the price, as I said I would. I
kept myword, so I am now free.”“Free also from your vows to the
Emperor Sixth.”Ross frowned, “What?”She sighed heavily and rolled
her eyes, “He isn’t the EmperorSixth, not really. He’s… An
opportunist. A bastard who willend my world, and yours. We each
have our skills, but yoursRoss, appears to be survival, and that’s
all we need rightnow.”Ross scratched his head, “Are you…
Rebelling?”“I’m asking you to join the head of the rebellion, which
is, bythe way, over five hundred years old. Are you willing?”
Hersincerity was there as it always had been, she had never had
aneed to lie. He sighed heavily, “All I care about, is killing
thatman so the world won’t die. He was arrogant enough to blockout
the sun.”“It’s what moved us to our decision.” She said softly
andsighed, “Plants are already dying. Crops are being lost.
Thisworld is going to starve in a couple months, we’ll survive,
butthat much of an impact to try and twist a prophecy to makeyou
look more like someone you aren’t? He can’t be allowedto continue,
however, he has power we can barely dream of.”Ross swallowed,
“Oh.”“We need someone who either can’t die, or already is.”

Ross nodded, “Fine. What now?”










Chapter 3
Three


Unfortunately, I am the Emperor Sixth.I don’t know what
people really expected, he was alwaysprophesied to end the world.
Yet, despite this, we alwaysthought he would be re-forging the
world into somethingbetter, a huge storm to balance our world. We
were living innear anarchy, each town choosing its own method
ofgovernance, and occasionally the Universities getting
involvedbecause no one was willing to stand up to a group that
weretraining with mysterious powers and could kill you with asmall
amount of effort. Of course we would that hope… But he came to end
the world, not fix it.I can’t find a way anymore, all roads lead to
the destruction ofall life on earth.It’s not like I ever had a
choice.

— The Emperor Sixth, Notes on the End of Days, C.B.16,021

 

Thorn paused at the edge of the camp, and he saw
Christina,waiting and glaring at him. “Our scouts spotted you
leaving.What the hell were you thinking?”Time to assert yourself.
Thorn crossed his arms, “I am yourEmperor. Treat me as
such.”Christina raised an eyebrow, and Thorn shook his head, “Ihave
no need to explain myself, you are just an advisor, andthis army
serves my whim. Which now carries me north.”Christina blinked,
“What did you do?”“Snuck into the enemy’s camp and met up with
Tabitha.”Christina’s jaw fell, “You what? Are you nuts?"

“I didn’t say I wanted your approval. But she is an arocle,
andhas directed me to find Eht Epsaker.” Thorn shrugged,
“Thereplicate should have dissolved by now, unless Xamimusdecided
to further my ruse.”“He was considering stealing control of the
army.” Christinagrowled, and Thorn frowned, “Maybe. You need to
dosomething for me… You have to buy me six days somehow. Iknow the
Emperor Sixth is moving against us again… And it’sworse than you
thought.”Christina gestured and they moved into the fortress,
whereXamimus was training with the blademaster, at Thorn’sentrance
he dismissed him, “What the lehl where you thinkingboy?”Thorn
glared at him, “Show some respect.”Xamimus grinned, “Finally!”Thorn
sighed, “I know where he keeps getting his army from,and why each
soldier is zealous unto death.”Xamimus winced, “I thought so. It
proves his power, beingable to bring so many back.”Christina
frowned, “I don’t understand.”“He resurrects his soldiers once he
has victory.” Thorn saidslowly and sighed, “Which means you can
forget about cuttingoff his supplies. If he can do that, he can
create and sustain agamic weave that keeps his soldiers healthy and
not hungry.”Thorn frowned, “Tabitha has told me to go to the
mountains,because Eht Epsaker will allow me to find him, and I have
tospeak to him.”Xamimus frowned, “You should know Thorn, that your
fateisn’t so easy to determine as everyone else’s is… You canchange
what an arocle sees. Your decisions twist destiny.”Thorn sighed,
“So be it, I have to be the man, not the legend.And seriously…
Without the teaching of Eht Epsaker, I don’tthink anyone could
overcome the power that man has. Most of his era only had
skill… His is skilled… But he doesn’t use it,because he has enough
raw power that he doesn’t need to,we need an edge here.”Xamimus
nodded, “I know. I just hoped it wouldn’t come toyou leaving
us.”Thorn glared and Xamimus shrugged, “If you weren’t showingreal
leadership, I needed to force it on you. A coup is a littleextreme…
But I’m an Erdad Muhman.”Thorn nodded, “Then you should know I will
come back fromthis, and I will destroy anyone between me and that
bastard.”Christina blinked, “What happened?”“He found the girl he
loves, woman!” Xamimus snapped andshook his head, “She was a
prisoner, that alone is enough toraise the blood a little.”Thorn
blushed, and Christina blinked, “Surprised you didn’tstay the
night.”Xamimus grinned, “If the arocle says, then it should happen…
But don’t go alone Thorn. You can enter the mountains alone,because
otherwise I doubt you’ll find the beast… But, thereare dangers
between here and there.”Thorn shook his head, “I wasn’t thinking of
walking all thatway. Tabitha taught me a few weaves, a couple I
will need. Iwas thinking of transporting myself.”Christina choked,
and Xamimus frowned, “That’s possible?”She looked over at him, “One
of the secrets that CommanderReho showed us. Only the Masters. We
were bound never toreveal it.”Thorn frowned, “It’s a surprisingly
simple weave, so is theweave to create a portal, and they’re
related. The EmperorSixth uses portals to Lboivion as his
punishment. To create it,you take six threads, and create a simple
loop in the air withit, and then turn the threads themselves inside
out, whilst youtry and push the gamic current into the same shape
of the destination’s most common gamic flow inside that loop.
Theportal should appear. Transporting yourself… ”Xamimus smiled,
“You use your own gamic life force as thatloop, and your body is
the ‘inside’ of that loop. Yes… Simpleenough… But hellishly
dangerous, and requires you haveintimate knowledge of your
destination. Have you ever beento the mountains?”“No but it was
Tabitha, Xamimus. She taught me.” Thornfrowned, “The question is…
How did the usurper getknowledge of Oblivion enough to create his
portals? It’s neverbeen found on any map.”Xamimus shrugged,
“Another mystery of his life.”Thorn swallowed, “Well, I guess
that’s it. Should I do thispublicly?”“They’ll still think you are
abandoning us.” Christina said witha shrug.Thorn nodded, “Fine.” He
turned around and concentrated,shaping the gamic threads, splitting
them, twirling them,weaving them into a fine mesh, and he felt a
trickle of sweatrun down his back, and then he smiled softly,
“There.”Xamimus glared at the construction, “No.”The figure turned,
“Yes. I am a directly linked construction.Based on the idea of a
rohcrucis. I am not actually a fragmentof his soul, but I am a
fragment of his mind. I know what I amand cannot forget it, and he
and I can communicate acrossvast distances of this world. It will
allow Thorn to remain here,whilst fulfilling the need of travelling
to Eht Epsaker.”Xamimus winced, “You’ve created an ahsdow… The last
time Isaw that was when Queen Isa did it, in fear of assassins
it’sthe main way she ruled. She was un-killable that way.”Thorn
sighed, “You can’t have everything Xamimus.”He shook his head
angrily, “Six days? That’s going to be hardto achieve. How do you
suggest we do that.” 

Thorn closed his eyes, and his ahsdow blinked, “Ah. Yes.
Ibelieve that the best way to do that would be ademonstration of
power of some sort. Bring the sun back.”Thorn opened his eyes and
smiled, “That was me. Histhoughts are only semi-autonomous.
Speeches and basictraining. He will continue my training with the
blademaster,and we will both learn from them.”Christina starred,
“Bring back the sun? How?”Thorn shrugged, “No idea… But I think the
key would beworking out how he did it.”He closed his eyes,
twitching the gamic weaves into howTabitha had described, and he
vanished, yanked across theworld.

 

Tabitha was the key to the Final Erdad War. Without her…
Idoubt anyone would have survived. She prepared the TwiceBlind
University for the coming war. She delayed the Emperorand so the
Grand Akaia survived. She lead her love to EhtEpsaker. She stopped
the Emperor from ending the world. Idoubt that any one person can
claim so pivotal a role in theevents, but I think that the best
thing she did for us, the mostpowerful, was killing the Emperor
himself.

— The Emperor Sixth, Notes on the End of Days

 

The stars were shining brightly, the air was freezing cold,
butthe world was her own. She smiled sweetly to the guardoutside
the Emperor’s tent as she walked inside, and healmost saluted.
Tabitha raised an eyebrow at the destruction,“What happened this
time?”The Emperor glared over at her, “Are you an arocle?”Tabitha
sighed, “You mask your own history.”The Emperor pointed a finger,
“But Thorn doesn’t! He came tothe middle of my own damn camp!”

Tabitha swallowed nervously, “Oh.”The man stood there, glaring
at her, chest heaving fromexertion and anger, and then he sneered,
“I gave you freemovement. A semblance of trust. You have proven
yourselfunworthy. I see I have little choice. We are arocles, we
canchange our fates… Why are you so desperate to face
yourown?”Tabitha shook her head, “I shall not die yet, for the Era
ofDeath and Pain is only just beginning, and you know as well asI
who is coming, and that only Thorn can face them, and if Iam dead,
his vengeance will divert him from that course.”The Emperor
grimaced, “That would not have been the case ifyou hadn’t kissed
him. You would risk reality for a chance tolive? Really?”Tabitha
laughed, “I love him you fool! If the world has to end,let it end
with me knowing that he truly does love me.”The Emperor winced,
“You are… Despicable. Together he andI might have defeated this
thing. Not apart.”Tabitha shook her head, “Haven’t you looked to
your futurelately? You are going to die. It’s fixed. Unavoidable
now,because you made a mistake weeks ago! You didn’t kill Ross.”The
Emperor went white as the future played across hisvision, “No… No
one will survive… ”“You’ve doomed us all, you idiot.” Tabitha said
softly, notunkindly, but it was the truth.

 

I am not sure that this rebellion could ever have guessed at
it’sgreater role, and even now it’s difficult to see how muchpower
changed hands in brief moments because of whisperedconversations.
Each of us played a role, but who can fathomthe ripple effect?
Mindless forces have struck out against us,and we played our cards.
The world is dying… My brother has killed our god… And the
devil has turned up, how foolish werewe really? Damn us!Damn us
all!

— Cisilly, Journal entry for 2nd Frequent of C.B. 16,021

 

It was freezing.Beyond teeth chattering, to the point where
muscles creakedand bones bent, where your thoughts slowed down and
youcould only continually wonder that you were dying. He fellface
forwards into the snow, feeling it compress and puff intothe air
around him, he was gone.“Uoy uhsold ton fo moce.”The voice tossed
Thorn into the air, causing a distant cliff tocollapse into an
avalanche, and Thorn looked up throughteary eyes, and only
Tabitha’s warning kept him from fillinghis pants. He was frozen in
fear looking up at this enemy, orrather, this behemoth of ancient
times. It was huge, so bigthat the gamic current was twisted by its
very existence as aliving being, it was akin to a lizard, but it’s
legs moreresembled tree trunks, except a thousand times larger.
It’ssingle eye, the other an empty and vast socket, was largerthan
Thorn was, and the wings, though still folded, dwarfedthe horizon.
Over the whole creature, even the eye and it’spartnering void, were
semi-translucent scales, each one thesize of Thorn’s hand, they
were glowing red and goldalternatively, and the gamic threads were
packed in almosttoo tight to even be noticed, it was gamic itself
that createdthe armour.Thorn swallowed nervously, “I came… To
train… If you will… Take me… As a student.”Eht Epsaker sneered,
vibrating the mountain, his eyes flashingto a red colour, “You who
have doomed this world, boy? Whywould I have you?”

Thorn clenched his fists, “I came to you so that I could
saveit!”Eht Epsaker’s eyes became blue, “Quite a temper you have.
Ithas often caused you strife… Like your awakening. Burningdown
your own home?”Thorn ground his teeth, “So you would rather watch
thisworld die? With all your power… You’re nothing but
acoward.”“Oofl.” Eht Epsaker growled, and the snow underneath
Thornbecame dangerously unstable, “I don’t speak or care aboutthe
troubles of that stupid little empire. Something far worseis
happening, and even I will be near powerless against it.Your
rashness in caring for Tabitha will render you incapablewhen you
will be required to pay the price to save thisreality.”Thorn
frowned, “Explain.”“Gamic is a force. The force that is bound to
reality as youunderstand it. It represents everything that is
living, but it isnot the only force. If gamic was alone, it would
appear like animpenetrable fog. However, it is a pattern, therefore
there is achaos that is opposite it. This is artscen. The opposite
of thatwhich exists. When artscen and gamic collide there is…
Idoubt that you could comprehend. Gamic is, artscen isn’t,
andtogether they are neither. Not existence nor non-existence.Not a
flux between the two. I fought a master of artscen, andwas unable
to defeat him, but able to imprison him. Therewas a great cost. Now
however, with so much death andgamic upheaval, all centred around a
singular being, youThorn, he will be able to break free.”Thorn
swallowed, “How did you stop him?”“Gamic has limitations. If you
flow too much power throughyourself, your own gamic will be taken
away by that streamyou are creating. All the gamic on this planet
is not enough, but the stars above us and beyond are
surrounded by gamicenergy. A wise man I knew long ago created a
device, and Iused it to channel half the energy of everywhere
against thatpsychotic. Do you understand Thorn? The world is
ending, andthere is little you can do about it.”Thorn winced,
“Artscen is chaotic… But could it be channelledto the same effect?
Will he destroy our reality that way?”“Yes.” Eht Epsaky replied,
his eyes going a milky white, “Butyou know where the gamic device
is don’t you?”Thorn winced, “Oblivion, being powered by slaves
andfocused on the man calling himself the Emperor Sixth.”“Lade is
his name.” Eht Epsaker said with a deep sigh, “And hedoes not have
the instinctual skill necessary to control thatmuch gamic nor weave
something complex enough to be theprison for the coming danger. You
must be there, and he mustnot be allowed to interfere.”Thorn
winced, “I came here because I suck at gamic!”“You are a Muhman.”
Eht Epsaker said with a bonewrenching laugh, “And the world will
know it, if you butunderstand! Gamic manipulation is no mental
game, nosupreme effort of your mind will achieve a single thing.
Thereis no mind. No focus, and no soul.”Thorn swallowed, “No soul.
Then what am I?”“A fracture. A quiet piece of the greater gamic
force. Aphysical conduit for a universal knowledge. Once
youunderstand, when you know you are the tipping point, wherethe
physical and gamical meet and can balance that, then youhave power.
Your will becomes the direction of gamical force,and just like an
equation, what happens gamically will happenphysically. That is the
Law of Gamic Constance. If you canchannel enough power, you can
shift the world in the sky at awhim.” Eht Epsaker watched him
carefully, “I will do what Ican for you, Thorn son of Darius. I
will keep the prison closed as long as I can, but my life will
be expended in the efforteventually. It will become your task. So
you must master thislesson, and reforge your empire to face the
threat that willarrive within the month.”Thorn clenched his fists,
“So be it.” 

 

 










Epilogue


Ross closed his eyes, shifting his hands backwards andforwards
quickly over the tabletop, and Cisilly, the womanwho had been
tracking him, watched curiously. He hadn’t toldher what he was
weaving, or how, and he wasn’t certain hewanted her to know, but
she was a nessitive, so she would beable to read the weave, and be
able to recreate it herself.He winced and then his eyes shot open
as the various objectsappeared in front of him, he release the
gamic threads with asmile and turned to her, “If you want me to
live, then youneed to hide these… Where no one can get them…
Andnowhere near each other.”Cisilly nodded slowly, “These are your
rohcrucis’ aren’t they?”He hesitated and then nodded, “All but
one.”She smiled, “I don’t want to hurt you, Ross. How can Iconvince
you?”He winced and then swallowed, “Tell me why your face is
sohauntingly familiar. Why I remember tossing fireballs withyou,
playing all sorts of childish games, why I can rememberyou
screaming.”Cisilly winced, looking down, and she sighed heavily,
“Becausethey all happened. Do you remember when your
motherdied?”Ross swallowed, fighting back the pain, “Yes. Our
house… Burnt down.”“I was screaming then. It’s when I cebame. Can
you imaginewhat it was like, becoming a nessitive whilst surrounded
byash and smoke and burning flesh and your screams of loss?The
tears of our father? Everyone thought I died, because Ipassed out…
But he saved me. He felt my ceboming, and transported me. But
no one is assumed to be loyal, and so heset me to work in
Lboivion.” Cisilly said, cringing at thememory.Ross starred in
shock, “The burns, the scars… They keep meawake at night. The pain
nearly blinds me. No nessitive couldsurvive it… ”“Not easily, no.”
Cisilly said bitterly and looked up at Ross withtears in her eyes,
“Only the strongest and most powerful ofnessitives can survive such
brutal torture… And becauseyou’re marked, he can kill you by
focusing some more pain onthe scar. He has an anchor on your life
that can never, ever,be removed. So you serve. You hunt… Until you
find a chance,a way that he will end up dead.”Ross looked at her,
and slowly he smiled, and he held out ahand, knowing that a hug
would probably put a nessitive intoa catatonic state, and Cisilly
squeezed it, a show of affectionbetween the two.The Emperor Sixth
should never have hurt his sister.He was coming for him. 










'On the Reformation, Creation,
Reincarnation, Bastardisation and Forging of the Empire’ – Sixth
Edition


IntroductionsI, Lord Arkcken, first in the line of Arkcken, was
given unto me a task bythe Emperor Fourth, may his soul rest in
peace, at a time of struggle andpower-mongering amongst the Houses
made noble by the Fourth's quest for astable Empire, may his soul
rest in peace, and in that I was sent out beforemy lordship was
made known, and before discord and resentment couldovertake me, to
go out and study, to create maps and charts so that roadscould be
made, and the Empire travelled safely once more, and to find
thetruth in the legends of our past, as far back in time as can be
reachedthrough science and gamic in this current era. I have found
that talk is worthjust as much as epsak, if not more, and through
it I have stepped past theboundaries of our time to discover
exactly how our Empire was forged. Thereare details lacking in many
areas, and many influential figures are shroudedin mystery thanks
to thousands of years of mythos that has built up aroundthat
figure.However, with what I can, I have written down with certainty
what I can,and have collated these notes here for you now, in this
document written forthe Emperor Fourth who never saw it before his
demise, may his soul rest inpeace, and this document has been
entitled for you as 'On the Reformation,Creation, Reincarnation,
Bastardisation and Forging of the Empire'. Readand study well, this
is our roots, and our history creates us what we aretoday.Gamic is
force, the energy of life, what encircles, raises up,
compounds,extracts, stretches and guides all things.It is life,
death, the shadow that stretches beyond human reasoning, andbefore
human creation, it is what binds us to the cycle of creation
andreplenishes our energy during sleep. The winds that flow
across the world, from mountain stream, from stream toforest, from
forest to desert, from desert to shore, and out across the
ocean,carries the flow of gamic, whirling in some places, dipping
in others,sometimes flowing like a raging torrent, others like a
gentle trickle, gamic iscarried around our world, embracing us and
allowing us to become a part ofit.Gamic is the essence of life, it
is our mother, and father, without it life cannotexist. Deserts
teem with life, but it is reduced, as deserts have only a
tricklingof gamic flowing through them. Sometimes our parent must
admonish us formistreating her, and so tempests and disasters
caused by intense gamic areasare created in proportion to our
crimes.Long ago, our world was broken due to such a tempest. There
were noislands, no other lands, no different peoples. One nation,
and one continent,the winds blew equall across the whole world,
until the rise of Prince Akaia.The Prince was not like his father,
King Hezai, a kind and generous manthat ensured that none went
wanting, that all were considered equal. Akaiawas obsessive with
new technologies, inventions and continually demanded ofhis father
that he be allowed to keep designs for himself. King Hezai in
hiswisdom never granted such requests, however, Akaia's growing
anger beganto upset the natural order of things, drawing gamic to
himself, causing thecreation of the first cloud. The White Sign it
was called, and fear began togrip the populace, channeling gamic,
and the first storm shattered the people'sconfidence in wise King
Hezai. The King began to fear his people, and socreated the first
Con of Warfare:A closed fist.Storms became regular and lightning
strikes began to be seen, and in onestorm, the King formed the
second Con of Warfare and struck a servant. Theman had surprised
the fearful King, but such an occurrence could not beallowed to
tarnish history's view of him, and so the third Con of
Warfarebecame, as the servant was publicly accused of violence, the
first suchaccusation, and the first such deception.The people
demanded that reparations be made, and so execution wascreated.
With this first death, first murder, came the loss of immortality,
andthe cycle of life and death through gamic. King Hezai fell ill
and died, and the foolish Prince Akaia became Grand Akaia, who
stored up secrets andstole knowledge from his people till writing
and reading became forgotten andviolent storms became common.So the
third Con of Warefare was formed, as people banded together
inanger, creating the first riot. This is where the energies began
to turn againstthe land, and Prince Akaia realized warfare, and in
that moment, humanunderstanding of gamic was lost, and our world
ripped asunder byearthquakes and Grand Akaia fell into the depths
of a new sea.This is the story of a man who became the Great
Cnaient, but this was aman, and these are his beginnings and
endings. Unlike the rest of thisdocument, the literary sources are
in question, as such an extreme amount oftime has passed since
Cnaient, and even the culture of his time conspiresagainst accurate
information being preserved, and so, after exploring theentire
Empire, and in every village and city, finding every legend of
Cnaient,I believe I can present a version of the tale without most
of the mythosassociated with such an influential figure. This
chapter will read like such alegend, and I cannot guarantee much of
it is without legendary influences, andso those areas of text have
been considerably shortened, such as the time theman who became
Cnaient spent with Eht Epsaker, it undoubtedlyhappened, however,
how, for how long, and what form such a time too shapeis entirely
ruined by our so many fancies as the creatures that we are. So
now,without anymore shameless self-protecting blather, I present
this well knowntale to you.The man who became Cnaient was born by
the name of Lacvin, and borninto the time of anarchy before the
formation of the Empire, and into afarming family.Literacy skills
were not his, nor was he remotely related to any warlord ofthat
era. However, as time progressed, and his father taught him how to
fightand farm, it became apparent that Lacvin had an aptitude for
learning, andit was during a raid in Lacvin's sixtieth year that
the rest of his family wasstruck down.Lacvin's entire farm was
torched, and he sat in the burning farmhouse, asthe embers refused
to burn his body. After the ash had cooled and Lacvinrealised that
to remain without food or water would be to risk his
new-foundapparent immortality, he walked across the land until he
found a farm and men working it that he did not know, and
Lacvin was set upon, assumed tobe a spy or scout for a raiding
party.Lacvin was unarmed, his sword lost to the fires of his home,
but of the twelve(at minimum) that attacked him, he allowed only
one to live. (All legendsagree to a startling fact here – No sword
was able to break Lacvin's skin.)Lacvin demanded to know which
direction raiders attacked, and knowingwhere his own home had been
attacked from, he made a rough guess as to thelocation of the
enemy.It took thirty four years, (of which I am certain), of
searching until Lacvinfound the base of the raiders that had killed
his family, but by that time theywere long since dead. Lacvin was
denied his vengeance.Knowing that neither fire nor blades could cut
or burn him, Lacvinapparently went to the mountains to try and
embrace death, but amidst thecold and snow, he found instead a
creature far more terrifying, a beast that heobserved from afar,
and began to stalk in fascination, as he saw it commandthe wind,
cause the snow itself to create a pathway with but a word,
andLacvin became convinced that this was the power of the old
legends.Lacvin was one hundred and seventeen years old when he
first approached thecreature, (this is a hypothesis but should be
accurate), and that was the dayhe was reborn.The creature is now
forever imprinted in our minds as Eht Epsaker, the onethat knew a
language that could cause gamic forces to obey. Eht Epsakertried to
kill Lacvin at first, burying him in an avalanche, but Lacvin
simplydug himself out, (how this took under a day is beyond my
understanding, butagain, all legends agree), and it was then that
Eht Epsaker decided himworthy to learn how to epsak.Lacvin returned
to the place his family had died eight hundred years later (arough
estimate), and began to mourn them, he then began to teach, and
hetook the name Cnaient after the ancient mysteries of gamic he now
revealed.Cnaient vanished without trace the day his finest student
began his campaignto become the Emperor First.It was the Emperor
First that forged our world. He was a student ofCnaient, and a man
without equal. He did not conquer the Great Continentthrough
kindness nor generosity, he ruled with an iron fist and through
his mastery of gamic. Those that opposed him would find nature
itself seeking todestroy them.Once the Emperor had brought a peace
upon the Empire though, he didsomething unexpected so that the
peace would not die quickly, it wasn't theformation of gamic
deathsquads as was expected, but rather the EmperorFirst forged
four universities, and any were allowed to enter and be
taughtthere, and all fees were paid from the coffers of the Emperor
First himself. Itwas carefully executed however, so that no one was
fully trained till they weretoo old to be truly fierce, and so
gamic Mumen became little more thanfootsoldiers, and rebellions
were few and far between as would-be traitorswillingly set
themselves to scrutiny by enrolling at a University.However, in
time, the Emperor First grew old, and even his command overgamic
could no longer extend his life, and so he had the brightest that
theuniversities could offer brought before him, and from among them
he found achild no more than forty years of age, who showed
promise, but had onlymastered the basics. In that moment a decision
was made, and a coronationheld, as the Emperor First's heir was
named.A mere twenty years later, the Emperor First died and his
lifeforce rejoinedthe gamic stream, and that was the first time the
Great Continent sawSpring, and the day that saw the Emperor Second
ascend the throne.This is however, where the tale of the Empire
turns sour, for it is here thatthe entire continent learnt the
saying of no hope, “Ehs nac vase su.”In the fiftieth year of the
Emperor Second, he sought out a wife, in the sameway as he was
named heir. However, amongst the Universities it was wellknown that
only one of their students was the most adept, and so only the
girlknown as Asi was sent.The Emperor Second debated with himself
for nine years after meeting Asi,and in that time she was free to
come and go, and it pleased her to do so.On the first day of the
tenth year, the Emperor Second called her into hispresence, and he
spoke quietly, without haste, and laid out that she might
bematerial for his heir, but not his bride.Asi had used her time
wisely however, and from the treasury of the EmperorSecond, paid
off the court officials, and continued her training in the ways of
gamic. And so on the first day of the tenth year of the
Emperor Second's reign, hewas struck down without mercy, without
conscience and without remorse.The woman once called Asi, appealed
to the public, allowed them to see thedevastation, and blamed the
Universities that sit on the East and Westwinds, and the people
began to chant, “She can save us.”This became the warcry of Queen
Isa, as she renamed herself, and during herbrutal and dark reign,
the tongue of epsak was lost. In the nine hundred andtwelfth year
of Queen Isa's reign, she died in circumstances never
fullyrevealed.What followed was a thousand years of chaos as the
most powerful Muhman,as gamic weavers came to be known, vied for
control over the GreatContinent, until two men, Maximilis, and
Drago, manage to reach anaccord and quash resentment against them.
The Empire was split in two, theNorthern Isle, and the Southern
Isle.Maximilis ruled the Northern Isle with a mastery of the gamic
forces of ecinever before seen, and so he founded a fortress where
he had found thismastery and made it his capital, and the Northern
Isle had four hundredyears of peace.Drago rules the Southern Isle
with a mastery of rife, and peace was not seenin his three hundred
year rule. There were constant uprisings against histhrone, from
the people of the land as well as from amongst his close
advisors.Sactle Rife became not only his fortress but a necessary
symbol of death, butin the two hundred and fifty-eighth year of his
reign, a rebellion with bothorganisation and strength rose up.The
rebellion began at a town called Brun, and they crossed the
riverborderthey had used as sanctuary and took the port called ‘End
of The World’,and went south to a castle nestled in a small
mountain range, and within twodays took it. It was then that Drago
found news of the rebellion and set sailto meet it, and amongst the
Southern Forest, the two sides fought, and Dragowas injured in the
encounter, but drove off the attack.In the three hundredth year of
his reign, Drago died from his injury.In the chaos of the generals
of Drago each attempting to seize power,Maximilis took the Southern
Isle for his son.At the death of his father, Maximilis the Second
became the EmperorThird, however the Empire was not truly complete,
as most islands refused toacknowledge the regent. It was
during the reign of the Emperor Third that a man claiming to be
theGrand Akaia of legend appeared. With a whisper to the East Wind,
theisland group he had appeared at first re-arranged into a circle,
hence it’sname: “Akaia’s Riccle”.The man raised nine others up, and
taught them for forty days and nightsstraight, and then, the night
before the Emperor’s investigators arrived at thecircle, slipped
away to the place we now call ‘Medon Isle’, after the chaos thatwas
forged there, as the Grand Akaia gave the natives of the island a
choice,join or lose your soul.From Medon the army struck out to
attack through the forst, to destroy orcapture the Northern
University and grow their forces.This was not the case as the
Emperor’s investigators had prepared theUniversity.After ten years
of warring, the Grand Akaia’s army was struck down bythe shore, and
the city called Erfedom now marks that location.Despite the
violence, the Grand Akaia stood without a scratch, andappearing to
flee, with his army dead, made for the mountain range.Whilst his
attackers still sought after him, the Grand Akaia shook
themountains and killed them all.He then made it to the Varen’s
Alcw Isles, and legend says he ran across thesurface of the
water.An envoy of the Southern University met him there, and
despite beingblinded to the forces of gamic, and then physically
blinded in the combat thatfollowed, he imprisoned the Grand Akaia,
in a place now called ‘RadkTicy’.That was the last event of the
years of the Emperor Third’s reign.The Emperor Fourth was thirteen
when he assumed the throne, and he wasborn without talen for gamic,
and so his rule was weak. To unite andstabalise the Empire, he had
the people elect Lords from amongst them, andthrough the Lords he
would rule.This was his downfall, for after seventy years of
intrigues the EmperorFourth was forced into Exile, by the Lords,
and Hezai’s Isle became hishome, until his death, and those of his
bloodline were then as news wasreceived, put to the sword.The man
the Lords esteemed the most was then raised up, and this yearbecame
the year of the Emperor Fifth. [The following only appears in
the 5th Edition, and appears to be aninterpolation by another
author. It blends the well known Erdad WarJournal of Princess Eliza
with this document by creating a joining statement.However, it is a
verbatim quote from the Erdad War Journal and can beconsidered
authenticate.]I now divulge from my illustration of accounts,
because another has alreadyundertaken the work, and she is well
known to me, and despite the emphasison emotion, this work is a
grand account of the Erdad Wars, and recentevents. These notes are
taken from the last journal of the Princess Eliza.Quoting
verbatim.This is the account of the Erdad Wars written down in a
stinking bloodyditch. I was known once as the Dread Princess Eliza,
but today, as I lie innear darkness, the rotten stump of my arm
screaming at what is left of mynerve endings, I am simply Ileza, a
woman who has lost at the hands of herenemies.I was trained by
Queen Isa, as a personal guard, and on that fateful daywhen she
die, I was on an errand, decapitating an unruly son, her last as
itturns out.My story truly begins in the Year of the Emperor Fifth,
when Lord Nasdswas elected as our Emperor, to celebrate he needed
slaves and servants, so hesent out patrols to seize us, to force us
to follow him, to become his property.May the name of Nasds be
forever cursed,may the heavens conspire against it,the earth reject
it,by all the power that is in the name of gamicmay the name of
Nasds be cursed!It is because of him that I tore this world apart,
and so let this record beknown, that the Empire fell by an
Emperor.I was captured by a patrol near Urbn, and captured is the
best word. I spenttwelve days and eleven nights in their thrall. I
was abused constantly, withoutceasing. Either beating, raping or
the soldiers playing with random gamictricks that had picked up.I
went from a white virgin used to people obeying me through fear, to
beingkept on the razor-edge of death to be used as a toy for the
pleasures of vilemen. On the twelfth morning I opske the name
of the sun, and the arduouspenetration for commanding such a force
was put into play, and I burnedthem up, one by one, the last image
they saw was my bloated and disfiguredface and the hatred I was
wearing.Hatre is fuel for anger, and for a woman schooled in gamic,
anger is power.That hatred allowed me to keep myself alive till I
got back to my village, andthe Muhman there took me in, and brought
me back to life over a period ofabout a month.However, only two
days after I left his care, I was arrested, my fevereddreams had
been passed on, and I was charged with treason, murder andillegal
use of gamic.I bided my time in prison, building my anger and
confidence, re-trainingmyself, and by the time I was tried eight
years later, I was ready.The Court opened, the Emperor sat down in
front of me, and asked me howI pled.He actually asked me to speak.I
spoke, and I opske, “Fusfer.”His skin went red, and he began
coughing.The guards hesitated long enough for me to yas “Elsep.”The
entire room fell asleep and I walked out.That is where some
historians begin the Erdad Wars.I didn’t really know where to go
after I’d cursed an Emperor, there were fewoptions open to me, and
so I returned to my father’s house. Lord Arkckenwas his name, and
he was an Empire historian, a cartographer, a diplomatand a bard.
He did not welcome the fact that his only child was female, northe
fact that she was a rebel, a traitor and a murderer.He was unlikely
to be glad that I had cursed his Lord and friend, theEmperor
Fifth.I snuck into Sactle Mount, into an obscure and unused storage
room, andopske a bed into being, and wove a gamic lock in place. It
would be obviousto a Muhman that someone was hiding there, but I
doubted that theEmperor would make an extensive search of a
friend’s house.How my father hated me for that choice.I was safe
for twenty seven years, locked in the cupboard, using gamic
tosustain my thread of life as Isa had taught me. The Emperor
never stopped hunting me in that time, and so eventually, inthe
twenty-eighth year of my captivity, I was found, white as sheets,
thin as arake, and covered in dirt. Thus did they believe that my
fall would comeeasily and that any man might bind my wrists
together.They did not expect the hell I had been planning in my
years of exile, Ididn’t plan my vengeance this time, but rather a
way out of being hunted,mocked and ridiculed.So I meekly knelt when
they accused me, and they tied my wrists with chainand a Muhman
sealed it, and they walked me outside as they talked and Ilearnt
their names.The shock outside delayed my plans, as I was held in
stead, to watch myfather beheaded.The Emperor wasn’t present,
whether it was his curse or the punishment hehad been enforced to
inflict on a friend because a law introduced against anythat might
harbor me, I still do not know.After the shock faded, however, came
the rage, and that brought with itErdad power.I opske with
assurance and clarity, and even in this common tongue I foundpower
over the gamic forces, and I bound them as slaves, bound their
wills tomine, and so what should have been a message of victory to
a tired andsuffering Emperor became one of utter defeat.Anyone
introduced to me became my slave, and their will became mine.I
created an army to rival that of the Emperor’s within the space of
a week,and then sent someone so we could open negotiations between
us.I met the Emperor’s team of lawyers by myself, a foolhardy move,
had I diedthere, the following wars would have been
unstoppable.Instead however, we together discovered that every word
I speak, even in thecommon tongue, forces gamic energies to make it
so. The lawyers weredesigned to kill or trap me, but were bound by
an agreement we spoketogether, and I too, was bound to it.The
agreement was a truce, neither the Emperor Fifth nor myself
couldattack each other, and we were both bound to it.I felt the
bond on me immediately, and was overcome with anger at myself,and I
killed every follower I had, bursting them from the inside, and
mademyself invisible and I ran, making for the one place no one in
this worlddared to dwell, the Dark City. That was the end of
the First Erdad War.I spent the entirety of the Second War in the
Dark City, unaware of it’sprogression.People who were degraded rose
up in anger, using my name and legend tofurther their cause.That
war lasted thirty seven years, four million eight hundred and
ninetythree people died.That is my regret.My burden.That was my
fault.My pain to bear.My sins against this world.I should have
stopped it, I should have cursed my own name. Should haveprepared
for it… But I didn’t, and I was imprisoned in the Dark City at
thetime.Fear never really was present in my mind until I stepped
passed the gamicwards on the entrance keeping anything inside,
in.With that first step I realised the light didn’t shine as bright
as it should inhere, that even though it was midday it appeared
like twilight.Every stone was the colour of pitch, making it
difficult to see the pathsbeneath your feet, so where could you
go?That was when I met the first inhabitant of the Dark City, and
when fearseized my heart, and blocked my access to my eternal
anger, making thepowers of Erdad inaccessible.I never really saw
him, I went from standing to face in the dirt, barelyclenching a
hand that was slowly struggling to bring a shard of metal againstmy
throat. With the block against Erdad, all I had left was epsak, so
Iopske, “Lemt”.The metal shard bubble and warped and turned liquid,
the man screamed inagony, and ran away.I pulled myself upright
slowly and wondered how bad a decision I had made.That was the
moment I saw Akaia.Some say he was just a powerful Muhman, some he
was mad, some both, butthis is truth, the man who claimed to be
Akaia… Is the Grand Akaia. Ofthat I am certain. I saw him,
high over the city, a silhotte in the sun, and his voice carried
outacross the entire city. “Elsep.”I heard thuds, and for a brief
moment felt drowy, but I didn’t succumb to thecommand.I think that
was the time I fell in love with the Grand Prince of a
bygoneera.[This is where the Erdad War Journal ends, or rather the
six pagesfollowing it are too soaked with blood to be legible. How
the Princess Elizaleft Radk Ticy has never been revealed, but her
injury that prompted her towrite her final words was received in
battle with the forces of the EmperorFifth, and it was there that
Eliza made her grand proclamation that madecertain that the Empire
was no longer allowed to exist, and gave rise to ourcurrent state
of near-anarchy.]
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