Headline: Writing on the Wall

Byline: Newsflash from Gant

A motley crew found itself in Gant recently. Divinely transported to an exitless room created by Lady Astrea in ages past, the Thief Narissa, Astrologer Pneuman and Magess Alyssa soon discovered why the location was so aptly christened the “Room of Despair.” 


Going against a god’s decree can certainly earn you their ire, as the three sorely knew, as they sat out their punishment for defying Lord Castigere – but following a God’s demands can also lead to just as harrowing results. In an attempt to pass the oppressively slow advance of time, the trio scrutinized their prison, trying to gleam clues about why this hell had been created. To their shock, they found the answer.


Tucked away behind a statue bearing a wrathful visage of Astrea lay a hidden niche. Using Alyssa’s candescence skills, they were able to illuminate the small alcove, revealing a grisly parade of rust-red letters across the stone wall. 


“It was pretty horrific,” Narissa admitted later, “And I don’t even blanche at yarl poisoning!”


The words revealed a letter left by the first inhabitant of the cell – scribed in his own blood. Although partially ruined by time, a transcription of the remaining message follows:

“The oil in my lamp is nearly gone…even now, the flame gutters and smokes, and my eyes burn with unshed tears. I fear I will not be able to finish this…

…Lady Astrea, She who I loved and honoured and was loved and honoured by, above all others, has condemned me. I was once Her High Priest – only the arcane knowledge She gifted me with has been able to sustain me long enough…

…And She passed her hand over my brow, and I saw then, clear and bright, the image of the totems, impossibly woven from ebon and onyx, winking like night and day. “Son and Daughter of Knowledge, to lead each city in their separate learnings…” Her voice resounded in my mind…

…and my craft, made Divine by her blessing, shaped it…

…for we did not know then what  the division of the wisdoms would do…and I wept, as the Magic swept across us, and I saw my Lady, fractured, torn asunder, and the Dark Murkyl arise…

…her stare now white-cold and imperious…

…banished for bearing witness to the greatest truth of the land, the unified Wisdom…shattered…disparate…gone…

…my light dies…”


Though piecing out the full story from these fragmented scrawlings is something beyond perhaps even the most adept seer, the trio each offered their opinions on what they thought the message could mean.


“Obviously he’s referring to the totems of Astrea and Murkyl,” the Thakrian Narissa offered, scowling a bit as she considered what the writings indicated. “Not surprised to see a god messing with someone just cause they obeyed orders.” Musing, she added: “Although I bet this means we can totally dominate the forces of good if we can find a way to steal their totem somehow…”


The Mercinean, Alyssa, had another take on the bloodwork. “To me it’s clear that Astrea, like many forces of good and light, meant well, but simply couldn’t forsee what her actions would lead to. Evil and darkness are crafty in their subterfuge and manipulation.”


Perhaps it was the neutral Parrian, Pneuman, who gave the most insight: “Guess old Astrea really made a mistake when she tried to separate the good knowledge from the evil. Some things just can’t be defined like that.”


The message is available for private viewings – contact Lord Castigere for further information.
