Entry 1.

The bluwe slaad hhas infected wme witiv Ut
chaos phage- (t’s only a matter of fume
before | turn. My ypellbook seems to lhawne
been jettisoned from the tou-er along with
most of vy othher books and possessions
duwring tive crayin.

Entry 2:

| was dustracted dreading my own
trovsformation wihen owne of my apprentices
tfurned unfo a mothvic. Thhe signs n-ere all
there... halluwecinations, poronoia, clommy
vkim, hair Loss, bt ne ddin't want to
beliewe Lt I'nwe resorted o usying tire arcavce
telescope briefly eacih day. | feel as Hrough

| hawe Little time Left. Thhere must be a way
owt of this god fornaken glacier. P'we ginwen wp
Looking for tihe ypellbook. If anyowne funds Ut,
they' UL only hawe one pilece of tihe Rite of tiie
Arcovne Octad. Tihe Spire of lrtolartivas will
remain protected.

Entry 3.

P wearly convinced theere's no way owt of
tihe glactier. 'we Lost one eye, so I'm feeling
trepidation abouwt tryung thee telescope
agoim... but wirat chhotee do | hawne? Tihe
nwothics will eat me alive Uf | Leane tHre
tou-er. The magen seem to be able to keep
thhem away for now.



