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These are the tales of the journeys of Fra
Domenico, Monach and Painter of Monsters of the
Ramielite cloister of Heéfzogenburg, and of his
companion Hieronymus, the Carrographer. Collected
in the year 2654 from the thirteen diaries and
journals of Fra Domenico, these notes have been
compiled for the Pontifex Maximus Secundus and
the most honored Konsistorium for further investi-
gation. Many of the following entries have been
included without any changes from my journals.
Additional notes have been included with all due
diligence and restraint to point out the essential.

I, Fra Domenico, most subordinate servant of
the holy Angelitic Church, have created this doc-
umentarion to best of my own and my colleague
Hieronymus' knowledge and conscience. My find-
ings have been structured so as to allow for the ease
of further studies and investigations. Therefore, they
do necessarily take the chronological ordér of my
encounters with the Dreamseed and other demons-
pawn into account.

Some of the accounts about which the Pontifex
Maximus and the revered Konsistorium will read
on the following pages might appear to be fever
dreams and fantasies, given the amount of detail

and the various nuances which I have included — -

but I can assure you that all I have written and

drawn here is directed by the utmost scientific pre-

cision gnd is nothing burt the truth. The few con-
&

maantficat ommao B mea dommum:

clusions and speculations that I have included are
based solely on my own impressions and assumptions
and should be regarded as such, and shall therefore
neither contradict nor unduly influence the wise
opinion of the venerable Konsitorium. Rather, they
are only my personal opinion, which, I humble
remind my readers, was requested by the most holy
Pontifex Maximus himself.

Before I end this introductory text, let me men-
tion that my colleague Hieronymus and I would
kindly ask the Konsistorium not to make available
to the public the details that I will unveil in the fol-
lowing. The findings contained within these pages
will make the common believer shiver with fear or
worse. We would instead humbly request that this

rnal be kept under lock and seal in the libraries

the Vatican until the Angelitic Church has
completely evaluated, tested, and confirmed the
whole of the text — and until methods and means
have been found byscmmts of the Church to combat
and defeat: l:hm monsters. Until then we would
¢ existence of such horrible
r :hg.u' atrocities, to avoid

Set down in the year 2654 in Roma Aterna

Fra Domenico
" Witnessed by Hrcmnymus. Cartographer
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T



ONICAL 0 met DOHUIIUI

actl nolter o h Aaminum noftenm



*

which detays the $_¢S}n“}“3'°f our

journey from the eternaj city to the shores

Of heua#as WC“ as a“ lqnds Of creatures

wh}ch t:roublcd our trave[s and wh}ch

ayso }ncludes some h}nts about greater

—55rdjanuaT 5647

Our departure from Roma AEterna washasty, as
the Pontifex Maximus seemed all too eager for our
return and the results of our investigation. Hiero-
nymus, who will accompany me, is an old ac-
quaintance — a Ramielite Monach like me who, in
fact, inhabited a cell right next to mine in the cloister
of Herzogenburg for many years. He seems’to have
been waiting for this journey for many years, as he
was called to /rerna to prepare, it seems, in 2645.
Possibly my call to duty is due to his advice to the
Pontifex Maximus.

Hieronymus himself is an extraordinarily quier
person of about 50 years. His pace seems to be
something slower than mine, which slows us down

more than 1 might prefer. Perhaps his tired knees,

th}nss to come

perhaps stiff from leaning and poring over maps too
, will regain some of their vigor when we are
underway, thus hastening our journey.

Despite this speed, he seems to be very self-con-
fident, and his feet seem to follow an invisible trail
that only he can pmewc But what else could one
expect of one of the most masterful cartographers

of Europe than
almost gqyboﬂy"

the honored Konsisto-
rium will exc mments on the qualities of
others and on similar digressions — I seem to be
all too prone to such banalities at times.

God willing, we will reach the foothills of the
Apennines following Hieronymus' guidance today.
The porters seem to be at ease — which clearly de-
monstrates that keeping the true reasons for my
journey secret from them; an idea onfma!l han:hcd
by Consistorial Cardinal Rufus Kant', was the right
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choice. Excitement fills my veins when I think
about acrually coming face to face with one of the
demons of the Dreamseed. Hieronymus apparently
differs with me in this regard, though. He seems
rather tense and sometimes stares at me when he
believes me not to notice it. Maybe he is simply
afraid of what is surely to come.

2y, At delere 1l
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04th january 9047

Unluckily, we did not reach our goal yesterday.
Therefore, we have to advance a lictle faster than we
had estimated beforehand. Hieronymus was roused
from his slumber by severe cramps in his legs — the
forced march seems to be less forgiving to him than
it is to me. Hopefully, the ascent to the Apennines
will not slow us down even further®. Our porters

al ¢ S';cr &ié&n(gﬂ /cur .
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have made quite a number of jokes about my com-
panion already, and the Templars thar the Pontifex
Maximus has sent to guard us have not been of any
help in this regard....

Bran, the Armatura and leader of the five Tem-
plars, seems to be a young but extremely gifted leader.
He completes all his tasks meticulously and rerains
a strong grip on his men. Up to now we have not
seen any creatures of the Dreamseed. They seem to
be hiding as if they were aware of my most holy
mission and actually wished to hinder it.
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98th january 9647

The cramps in Hieronymus’ legs have passed,
but huge blisters have sprung up on his feet —
poor, miserable fellow. The ascent has been awful
for him, but perhaps his constant murttering and
whining will ateract the attention of some demon
of the Dreamseed. The air up here'in the mountains
is very pleasant, with a constant wind blowing
across the sparsely covered mountainside. My worst
expecrations seem to have come true: Our journey
will definitely take much longer than I had hoped
if we cannot increase our speed drastically. Thank
the Lord for our wise choice in porters, though —
the Iberians are a tough, enduring, and jolly bunch.
They probably wonder, though, why they are so
well paid. If our journey continues like this, their
questions will never be answered, I suppose. The
Templars seem to be used to such ventures as well,
as they never seem to complain.

In the afternoon 1 believed thatlisaw a small
swarm of Dreamseed creatures hovering above one
of the peaks in the distance. Unforrunately, no one
else could see them, and now I fear the fresh moun-
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tain air is beginning to play tricks on my senses”.
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Ancona is already a whole day’s travel behind us
and the claims of our porters seem to be trug re-
garding travel along the coast: it'is much faster, al-
though Hieronymus has started working on his
main endeavor and begun remeasuring the coastline
of Europe, which slows us down considerably.

Since I first sighted a Dreamseed creature ten
days ago, there have been no other signs of the unnat-
ural to be found — although we were lucky enough
to spot a few of the messengers of Heaven flying in
the distance. Bran seemed to have noticed my dis-
satisfaction with this and adviséd me that I
should not despair about not having seen any of the
strange beasts. The Himmel of the Michaelites is
much too close for us to see any of the dark and
foul beasts. This makes sense, of course, and it also
allowed me to find new courage. Before us lay the
Adriatic Sea, and those azure waters made me forget
the hard march of the last days. Hieronymus seems
to have recovered completely, though, and since
crossing the Apennines he has acrually flourished.
His work is céming along very well, and he has
regained the happiness which he often lacked in the

past weeks.

~8th [ebruary 2447

This morning a single ray of light breaking the
clouds above us illuminated a huge carcass lying on
the beach ahead of us. The gigantic and horribly
reeking flesh was covered in huge beetles with shiny
black carapaces, each roughly a foot long, which
troubled the Templars immediately. Their worries
were validated a short time later, when the things
attacked Hieronymus, the porters, and me. One of
the Ibetians was bitten in the right eye, which was
damaged so severely that he eventually lost it. We
have done our best to bandage his wounds and
hope to find a Raphaelite hospital soon, so the
Begines and Monachs there can take care of him.

More interesting than the beetles, which I have
come to classify as Tracery-Scarabs due to the form
of their carapaces, was the massive carcass itself.
After measuring it and venturing to estimate how
much of it was hidden in the sand, I came to the

conclusion that it must have been ar least 28 paces

long. This indeed was very much imprcssing, con-
sidering that this was not a whole creature in 1(561&

must be of enormous size — at least 40 meters in

buc rather only one of his legs! The whole creature: h‘%
i
J

length and weighing, we have surmised, more than
200 tons. I hope we will see a live specimen of this

4

garganruan creature, which I have come o ca‘ll,,.,_ :

Devourer of the Earth due to its huge size. My ide
of taking one specimen of every type of creature w
encounter back to Roma Aterna has herewith be-

come impracticable. The porters are unwilling even .
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to come close to the lifeless mass, and, even if they
had dared to touch it, there is no chance thatr we
could have moved it, let alone lifted it.
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The wound of our porter has become infected
and is oozing pus. He i
sometimes unable to stz
completely unable to ca
to carry for myself the s I brought to serve
as my furure journals. Burdcﬁmg the poor fellow
wu:h them is just impossible and putting them into
“the hands of one of the other porters seems unfair
to me.

Just aﬁehking up from a particularly vivid
dream, I noticed nearby one of the Tracery-Scarabs,
which flew quickly away. Unfortunately, I was una-
ble to determine if it was one of those who trou-

bled us two days ago, or if it was a different breed!.
1 begin to suspéct that the bugs are following us,
and to make sure that these disgusting crearures are
not searching for an opportunity to attack us again,
I will ask Bran to position sentries around our camp
tonight. Another such incident could prove fatal to
our expedirtion.

L

13th fe Er———g‘dﬁuarg

After and despite my having stayed beside our
wounded porter for three days, his soul ascended to
Heaven tonight, when his body succumbed to
gangrene in the thunderstorm surrounding us..

The other porters have burned his body in a

L.violation of the customs of their home, burt they

could nor find enough small st&es for a proper
burial on the beach. This is doubtedly the

bleakest day of our journey thus far, and it will
remain foréver committed to my memory.

In the afternoon we broke camp heading west,
for we plan to reach San Marino before dusk. We
hope to enjoy a soft bed and a warm meal there.
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we soon. reaclwd an umhﬁab?ted regvan Bi
| Marco de Pologma has given us some hints ak
¢ poss:b;le Riding places of Dreams

porters seem to suspect the true purpose of oug“ A gcrl‘e

yme of erc-, '.mnp 1

fervor, however, I will have him bound'sq-.ﬁ-'c_an" .

4
x

finally get some rest and sleep: - =

Finally, a&er'ii';l:érminable weeks of routine
marching, we have reached the spot Bishop de
Polognia showed us on the | tmp in his study. If my

* memory of the history of this region does not deceive

me, this is the spot where the pre-Flood city of
Venetia, or Venice, once rose. Some claim that it
was similar to modern day Roma cterna, but much
smaller, less majestic and impressive. Without Hie-
ronymus at my side and his constant encourage-
ment, I would quite possibly have returned already
to the Eternal City and presented myself to the
Pontifex Maximus and the Konsistorium — crawling
in the dust and dirt and submitting to their judg-
ment for my failing my ordained duty. In more
than 40 days now, I have not seen a single Dream-
seed creature. Even the tiny Tracery-Scarabs which
followed us for so long have seemingly been gone
for ages.

Could thefe be a connection between the dis-
appearance of the Tracery-Scarabs and the lack of
Dreamseed? Is there some mental bond berween the
demons? That would mean that there is some form
of alien and godforsaken intelligence within the
servants of the Lord of the Flies. What a horrible
thought!

Meanwhile, our porters seem to have come to
terms with our mission. Every night around the
campfire they sing their rowdy drinking songs,
which seem so unfamiliar to us conrinental Eu-
ropeans. The stoic calm of our protectors seems
equally unsettling. Bran has not voiced a single
complaint, nor shown any sign of dissatisfaction,

‘even if Hicronymus demands that we backerack for

a few hours so he can correct an irregularity in his
measurements. This Armatura seems to possess an
awc-msp:rg!g sense of duty. On my return I will try
to mention the young man’s exceptional perform-
ance to the Pontifex.

Qur decision to follow the hints of Bishop de

’-:"'{31’0[05111:1 will keep us here for a few days. Togetheér
_with the porters, Bran and his men have erected a

ct us from the worst of the weather: *\_
¢ has befallen our group — the lake **

journey — possibly one of the Templars has spoken * in front of us seems dcccpuvely calm, while the fog

too freely of his excitement in regard to upcoming -
events. Hieronymus grows tougher every day; espe=
cially since the demise of our porter, he seems to be
nigh unstoppable. Quite possibly this is his way of
coping with the death of a companion, although he

should know better than I,Fany othess that death is
nothing one I'las 0 fﬂ If he cnnﬁnucs in this

 thar has arisen this morning seems to swallew all»
QOI.I.IIdJ Some indeterminate fear has ¢ claimed m

‘soul. T have instructed Bran to find an exp nq:‘iﬂ
ferryman or @coxswain. Hopefully he will. be
soon. Eagcrly’lawa:t the chance to inspect the ruins
that jut out of the water like black, bmkmmh ‘?‘-

w‘







Afternoon, a catastrophe: Hieronymus has dis-
appeared without a trace. Although he has proven
able to defend himself, and has demonstrated his
v skills at swordplay to me, I am still very much

worried about him. I will send out the remaining
Templars to search for our cartographer. Sometimes.
I believe that the test the Lord has in store for me is

not about the Dreamseed s _but rather

about keeping rogether a

30th apri|

This morning the Templars returned to the
=‘v.:m'rq:o with Hieronymus in their midst. He was in
high spirits I doubr that he heard my remon-
strative wo istracted as he was by the maps and
measurements he made yesterday. The Templars
told me they had found him about three hours back
in the direction whence we came. He had been
sitting on a rock, studying his records — only after
two of them grabbed his arms and began dragging
him back to our camp had he taken any notice of
their presence.

His skills as a swordsman will not be of much
use to him if he does not notice a Dreamseed demon
until the foul fiend has split him open with its wicked
claws.

Bran is still nowhere to be seen. And yet, the
vague fear that troubled me eatlier has slowly sub-

7( suied My old thirst for knowledge seems to have
V"Udﬁq{ replaced it.

In the afternoon a dark figure seemed to emerge
sﬁfj ' .nts

from the mist, which turned out be Bran on the

bow of a barge. Finally he had returned, and the
re mn-&'f/ Jk

. boat offered mute evidence that he had been suc-
_iwak Tl {'Cf&& ﬂt w

Lacessful in acquiring a method of transportation.
Regrettably, the craft proved to begoo small for the
whole of our group, and we were thus forced to leave
the porters behind; the Iberians scemed to be more
than happy about this development. We boarded
the vessel together with the Templars and set ou.
The coxswain was a young fellow by the name of
Benitorio, and appeared to be a little too enthusiastic
to be a reliable guide — but at the moment he was
the only:one s H_'lahle to us. The porters waved
goodbye to us as we d:sappealcﬁ mro “:he mist, The

mg W g i ~
Gt ‘»-_at-l_ca_st- I""'ﬁn.d'.-tk'c tﬁpfwd :lus e"h*'

only thmgdlstu.rbmg my oancenuauuﬁ is the

the barge and the sound cronytn_
chokmg up his breakfast at the bow of the barge.
* - *

Later: We have heard a deep droning sound fm: 2

some time now, which seems to originate from'

somewhere in, the mist. Dark shapes seem to advance
on us from the depth of the fog; sometimes these
shapes seem to be tricks our minds play on‘uss, while

Ny
A ® s

acilt nofter o H AN

: e
others are the broken remains of the ruins tﬁngh
which we move. Our ferryman has started to sing
and has not stopped, making it almost -impossible
to nortice the sounds of our environment. As his
high-pitched voice is rerribly disturbing, I have sried
to convince him to stop singing altogether, buc all
my efforts are met with the thick-headed response
 that it has alwnys been the tradition to sing while
puncing. His singing really has me on edge. If the
- Lord had at least granted him a pleasant voice..

I have to close, now, as we are approaching thc
small island to which I have been directed and
which was at some point called Burrano. Bran is
just stepping onto the shore, closely followed by
Hieronymus, who seems to be willing to risk
anything just to escape the rocking of the boat.
Already his face changes from pale white to the soft
pink I am used to. | am waiting for the last of the
Templars to get off the barge and will then follow
them, but not before I have whispered a few words
into the ears of Benitorio — I will spare you the
exact phrases, but suffice to say that I will instruct
him about his behavior during our absence, and
remind him of his duty to meet us here after our

excursion.

1st May 9047

Dear Lord, I can hardly write, my hands shake
so. But on! The turbulent events of the past day
must be recorded as quickly as possible. Everything
has been so confusing and awful, though, that I am
not sure where to start.

On closer inspection, Burrano was not very large,
but extremely convolured, Everywhere relicts of
buildings dating from the time before the Second
Flood were to be seen. Adding to this confusing
atmosphere was the dense fog, which seemed to
ooze from the very cracks and corners around us.
Especially after nightfall, our sight was so very
much reduged that we decided to set up a temporary
camp and continue our exploration in the morning.
In the middle of the night I awoke suddenly ro the
sound of Bran ordering his Templars to geady their
weapons. Even before opening my eyes I heard a
deep buzzing noise, as if thousands of tiny wasps
were defending their hive. The mist and the darkness

were so impenetrable that I could hardly see my

: éfown hands before my eyes. The Templars seemed fo

_be hindered similarly by the bad conditions. Only
did not seem to be disturbed by :hg

enag :
10 iu'roundmg him; althougbl cdmld not

s him — his snoring was so loud that I could have

found him easily. After some time the huz.zmg
only the loud snoring of m p:m%m

;m% whispers of the Tkm

;m!'ﬁ.e
heard.
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The next morning, little if anything seemed to
have changed. The fog was as opaque as before.
Only Hieronymus seemed to have found any rest
during the night. Despite the awkwardness of
traveling in the mist, I decided to continue our
investigation. Bran urged us to stay as close together
as possible in order to not lose each other in the
half-light and mist. We evencually rcached the
remains of an old building, '
which were almost comple
inside through one of the
of our lanterns we saw M[&hﬂy bags hanging
from the ceiling or the walls, held by sticky strands
with the hardness of steel. At once I began to inspect

Ethesu': disgusting objects, which were about the size

of a pig’s skulls After I had unfurled my instruments
on the groufid and selected a long steel needle, I
began inspecting the one closest to us with the aid
of a magnifying glass. When I pierced one of the
veins in the outer shell of the bag with my needle, a
plethora of disgusting, foul-smelling ichors poured

out. I used my ‘scalpel to slice the bag open com-

pletely, but everything that had been contained had
drained out onto my feet and the ground before
me’ . I began to inspect the nauseating slime: within
it one could see small black dots, which upon closer
examination with the magnifying glass turned out
to be tiny, not yet fully grown black flies of some
kind. One of the other cocoons had burst open as
well, bur, unlike the one I had unwittingly opened
and the ones still remaining intact, this one seemed
to be dry and brirtle, almost as if devoid of fluids. I
suspect that the tiny creatures within had reached
maturity, using up all of the slimy, nourishing fluid
within, and then escaped their cocoon. After trying

- to scrape the disgusting stuff from my shoes, I de-
“cided ro look for this swarm. Sadly, we did not find

: 11'7."__
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seemingly without end. At first they seemed r.oilnoe

abour the boatman, whose body retained its erect
position, but then they flew off into the thick fog. [
was lucky enough to catch one of the little devils
with my hands, but the soul of our férrymn seemed
to have long sincé departed.

So this was the buzzing that we had heard last
night. Our way back across the water took us the
ma]onty of the night, since we had only Hierony-

* mus’ fortunarely unfailing sense of direction, which

seemed to function despite his dizziness and constant
vomiting, to guide us. If not for him, we might not
have made it back at all. In the early morning hours
we reached our point of departure and the porters
were overjoyed to see us alive and well; although the
corpse of the ferryman did cause some commotion.

9nd may 2640

Hieronymus spent almost half the day advising
me that it is not right to dissect a corpse, and the
Templars seemed similarly ill at ease about my plans
to inspect the corpse; and indeed I am no medic.
Bur after I told them that I had done similar oper-
ations hundreds of times (only on smaller animals,
though), they seemed to be sufficiently satisfied to
let me continue.

1 have come to classify the tiny demons that
caused poor Benitorio’s death as Thorax-breedeFs.
On a first cursory examination, the corpse of our
ferryman seemed to be strangely soft bencath the
skin. And while carrying it, I noticed tha it felt like
a skin of water rather than a corpse in the grip of
rigor mortis, which caused us considerable difficulty
when we were positioning it for the dissection, The
first cut with the scalpel confirmed my guesses. The

LT a’rx:
l(ﬂ‘sﬁ/&

nétfers,

fo juffe sich
.+ ‘wanted to cry out in wnmmg or accusation.
" we neared, something in his stance warned

* Edging forward, we could see that hié#yeballs wrre
rolled up into their sockets, his lids half closed so

any trace of these smallest servants of the Lord of
the Flies, and finally Hieronymu§'and Bran con-
vinced me to return to our boat before night fell
once agam

Now my tale forces me to recall the whole of
the horrible scene I had to witness. It is this memory
that still makes my hand shake slightly. We reached
the barge, which was at exactly the same spot where
we had landed. As I had ordered him earlier, our
fcrryman ngmrlo was standing completely still ac

the brow, staring in our direction. He rut%:cavdy
on his puntlng-polc, h:i&ﬂnuguh open

thar his pupils were not to be seen. When I moved

to advance upon him, Bran kept me back. The =

Templar’s intuition told him that some kind of
danger emanated from the youth. The finely honed
instincts of the Armatura were righ, of course; before
I could take more than aistep, the most horrible of
sights unveiled itself — aswarm of tiny black flies
began to pour from mouth and nose of the youth

otuli nnﬂrl m) ﬂ Dnmln;
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majority of the viscera seem to have disappear
On the other hand, the bones of the thorax region
are exceptionally brictle and break easily — even
slight disturbances make them break like the dried
icing on ap old cake. I suppose that the rest of the
skeleton has been damaged similarly. Therefore, I
decided against a full dissection. Before burning the
Benitorio’s mortal frame, I have taken Qamp_lcs of
the flesh and the bones that I will present to the
Konsistorium for further tests, to ensure that I did
not overlook anything -

After I had finished my tests, Bran suggesrad

‘that we break down the camp and continue otir
_journey as we have lost quite some time with the

of Bihac. trably, the samples I have:

from Benitorio’s corpse have begun to molder. I
feared that the heat of this climate would cause t

and I could do noﬂ'ung 10 prdrent it. Usmgkafe e
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I have cleaned the samples of their furry, light-green
covering — smelly business, but necessary. However,
I doubt that this will be of any help for long.

The mood of our parters is at a new low, and
even Hieronymus’ usual euphoria has been replaced
by depression and sullenness. chtcrday one of the
Templars broke his arm w}nlc trymg o cnrch a fish

Afternoon: Bihac is

town. Most of the people are='xll-d1sposed toward
travelers, and the inn is far too expensive. At this
point I feel I am compelled to warn any readers —
especially, oficourse, the Pontifex Maximus and
members offthe most honored Konsistorium —
about ever setting foot in the “KroArcher.” The
cockroaches in the rtoilets are so large that I am
thinking abour classifying them as Dreamseed, and
the beer is so stale that it lacks foam even being
poured straight from the barrel. Each of our beds
has more inhabitants than the whole of Bihac —
probably including the surrounding hamlets — and
I am very much unsure of the sex of our waiter. But
still, I suppose, it is good to see other humans.

I have used the last hours of the day to inspect
what remains of the samples before the mould has
claimed all of it.

Ah! At this opportunity I also realize that I still
have a living specimen of the Thorax-breeder with
me, which I had completely forgotten to mention
due the events of the last weeks. Surprisingly enough,
the little beast is alive and well, and it has just begun
a strange form of dance within the stoppered glass-

- tube in which I keep it. But let me inspect the sam-
“«ples from the mortal remains of our ferryman now.

The mould is persistent and has already begun
to reclaim the parts I have cleaned’with my knife.
Using a little water, I have cleaned the flesh again,
and afterwards the bone fragment. The upper layers
of the flesh are already too decayed for me to make
any assumptions about the effect the infection of
Thorax-breeders has had on them. But upon closer
inspection of a decper layer, tiny white bubbles can
be seen resting between the strands of muscle.
Within thm,e\tmy black spots can. be seen, but

S0 without mofe ad\rane;d }gstmm -
" medical knowledg, I can discern
.~ more.'] can only hop??ﬁat ' £eh
~Angelitic Church will be able to pmwde me with
 more informationi after I have rcru‘d to Roma
Arerna.
After cleaning the piece of bone, my earlier

e

observations seem to be conﬁrmedﬁ the Thorax- =
breeders have drawn all nutrients out of the structure,

leaving it weak and brittle; the bone is' porous, rills
run along it, and it breaks like an old pastry. The
bone seems to have retained some mea.slﬁe of its

hardness, but has become devoid o@ﬁ flexibility.

arul oo ) T At

e e will hawe

ment and hope tha it will survive. @ { %%
but I am burning the piece of He:h Ie will ot
endure much longer in any case, and, regardlcss, '
the smell has become quite unbeaﬁhk Therei ignot
enough light o allow me to. mﬁdnuc By, tess, 30 I

- will try to get some sleep

We have reached Tirana in Albania, where my
order mainrains a cloister. For quite some time my
companions and I have norticed a significant rise in
temperature, In the far distance ofbthe southern
horizon one can see a strange glow, which bathes
the city in an eerie light ar night. Hieronymus is
once again not well; he suffers from nausea and
headaches. I am not feeling particularly spry either,
bur curiosity urges me on. The inhabitants of Tirana
do not seem to share my fascination with the ap-
proaching Inferno at all, however.

Our supplies have almost run out and we will
soon have to restock for the coming weeks. Everything
that remains s damp and has begun to spoil.
Maybe our nausea is caused by spoiled food? Bran
has convinced me that horses would be most useful
to spced our travel. I consider spending this money
as an investment for the future, and hope that the
Pontifex Maximus will not be angered by this scemifig
extravagance, which I consider to be in the interest
of all faithful. Josip, the Ab of the local cloiitcr. has
directed me to a trustworthy horse-merchant in the
town.

Ah, yes! One thing of note: The closer we come
to the Inferno, the more excited the Thorax-breeder
gets in its glass prison. If it continues with its
frenzied attacks of the walls, I fear it mighu kill or
‘damage itself and therewith prevent me from stud-
ying it further. I am thinking of ways to pad the
glass to protece it, but I fear to free che creature
ur;intcnriq#ally.

ik

10th june 9547
Due to the approaching threat of the Inferno,
the local price of horses has soared. We haye decided
to purchase some much cheaper niules. Bran
"bought three of the thick-headed beasts and still
]lad t0.pay 2 considerable sum. Hieronymus" state . -
turn for the worse smce’jmterdzz HE &
1. the grip of fever, and quite possibly !
approach a medic for: ﬁ.u'thet aid.

S_J!I_;}Pm@ qfal‘

»'seemxh

~ Some of our portcrs exhibig the first
-':suml,ad' mfe;uon as well. Bran-an
s’ié 1 '7be- pletely healchy, tho
much bettefsince waking up this’ ma;mng.
confinement due to Hieronymus’ inability to
allows to investigate my uagmrt further B 5
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- .| appearance seems to |
Ve badlyutharlhmg_ﬂ

o complcwa its jour
ray of light and hope in an otherwise frusrratmg % :
and unhappy day shone bright: a fellowship of Engtl ’““thzt their *court,” as he referred to it, was the greater
" threat; when the smaller ereatures noticed Vaniel " -

Ed Eﬁ’ fgllowshlp, they began auackmg en masse
o

Alas, the specimen lies on the bottom of the
tube and has stopped moving altogether. Even rocking
the tube gently elicits no reaction, and I fear that
my premonition of yesterday has come true. The

tiny demon is dead, executed by his own, demented

will, or by that of his master.

Most alarming: W'hen
furcher study some ir
which I still canno
words. The flame o
and plunged my. roo!
of surprise or sheer cl ;
container, and in the confusion it must have dropped
to the floor. I found the empty tube lying besides
the table after I relic the candle. I searched the
wooden flogg of my chamber, bur have found
nothing. Th&demon has escaped. Did it act as if it
were dead to deceive me? This would offer proof to
my theory that some malign intellect is inbred in
all servants of the Lord of the Flies. But such a small
beast and such advanced intelligence? How could
such a small bédy contain such falsity? Was I, a
Monach of the Ramielites, really duped by a demon
smaller than‘my fingernail? What shame!

And, now I think me, where did the breeze
come from that extinguished the candle? The
windows of my chamber were all securely fastened.
Perhaps my research took so much of my attention
that I did not notice someone entering my room to
speak with me. Quite possibly the person would
have left again seeing me so deeply occupied by my
investigation. This would explain the breeze. And
the remains of the Thorax-breeder could have just
fallen into one of the cracks between the boards, of
course. There is notmuch point in spinning such

ned ﬂm cube for

3 convoluted tales about what happened, surely...

“+especially if they lead to supernatural explanations.

Later: In the evening I decided to walk the
streets and alleys of Tirana to get 4'8ense of the way
the inhabitants react to- the approaching Inferno.
Sadly, the local dialect of Common is much too alien
for me to unders:ah&r easily; it sounds like an al-
together different language. Our porters will prob-
ably not be of much help in this regard, and
H:emnymus, who h}lg masecmd ql.ute a number of

fearful looks for all my ffors. But then, as the
across the he:

is standing at the end of the road which leads to our

inn, talking to some of the inhabitants of Tirana. 1 i

can only hope that I will have the chance to speak
with them tomorrow.

Oth june

This morning did indeed bri'ng_.'some r.nlightcn« '
ment. The Michaelite of the Engel fellowship is

‘called Vaniel, and appears to be an experienced leader.
Seeing the fuzz on his chin, though I would suspect
 that he will be purified soon, and therewith ascend
to his reward, His words were well chosen and his
' voice was deep and sonorous, and his whole fel-
" lowship seemed to act in unison. He reported that

his fellowship had been sent from the Himmel in
Roma Aterna on special mission here in Tirana. He
was not allowed to disclose the details of this mission,
but then I am sure that they have Bothing to do
with me anyway. But another derail he mentioned
awoke my interest: on his last mission Vaniel had
encountered a gigantic Dreamseed creature with
limbs that bore a striking resemblance to the one
my group had encountered at the very beginning of
our journey on the 8th of Februarii. The fact that
the story did not end in victory bur rather in the
retreat of his fellowship drove home his point re-
garding the creature’s size and might. The
Michaelite’s tale was far too detailed to allow me to
doubt its veracity — Of course I would never imply
that one of the Heavenly Host could fall prey to the
sin of lying or was even able to bear false witness,
but I have sometimes encountered Engel who were
rather eager to emphasize their own courage and
bravery. But Vaniel does not seem to be one of those.

Whatever the case may be, I was overjoyed and
at the same time shocked to hear that the description
Vaniel gave indeed seemed to confirm my estimation
of the size and appearance of the beast I had only
partially been able to see, Four pairs of mighty legs,
each as long as the mast of a sailing ship of the
Angelitic Church, and each with mighty claws at
the end of the legs, were fastened to.a body otherwise
very similar in appearance to a gigantic dragonfly.
Its six huge wings caused a storm like a hurricane
and prevented the fellowship from coming too close.
The glgam:lc head of the foul fiend had no eyes to
be seen, yet still it seemed to be able ro navigare,
flying toward its goal with unshakable single-
mindedness. A large number of smaller demons
surrounded the monster, seeming to serve it rather
like the cleaning fish of the sea serye the whales.
Perhaps this strange form of symbiosis could also

‘allow the Devourers of the Earth to use their com-

_pﬂmons as eyes and ears'? During the course of his

6l also mentioned that the bchcmothg.
e not dangerous to the Ei'i'g'cl,.'ﬁi.l_t\: o

nce, w]ﬂ&wentually forced thé'?ellawshlp ro-.

retreat,
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My companions and I owe the fellowship further
thanks, as well. Carviel, the Raphaelite among
them, blessed Hieronymus and our porters with
renewed health, which will allow us to leave tomorrow.
This foreuitous meeting has also given me new faith
and resolve, so we are altogether ready and eager to
leave for new shores.

Until now there has been little to report since
my last encry. Now I can see the Inferno with my
bare eyes, an impressive sight indeed: a gigantic pillar
of fire reaching up to the clouds with hot winds
circling it formany kilometers, some even reaching
our position.®™Never before have I seen such a primal
force of nature with my own eyes, and the trepida-
tion I now feel brings tears to my eyes. The terror
of our porters has been growing steadily, and now
that we can actually see the Inferno, some are un-

willing to contifive. Only Bran was able to motivate

these simple fellows to go on. Numerous tales about
the Dreamseed imply that the spawn of the Lord of
the Flies is mainly found in or near Infernos.
Therefore, I hope to add some concrete facts to my
rather meager theories concerning their nature.

e —
-
»

i0th august 9047

This morning we made a rather gruesome find,
and I am not sure if this was pure coincidence or if
the Lord himself pointed us to this clue. Hierony-
mus, being his usual distracted self, tripped over
something hidden in the soft sand. At first we
£ believed it to be a root of some kind, but upon closer

=
wasted convincing them to continue the jolirney.
Again, Bran has proven his dedication and skill at
negotiating with the common people. '
Later: It has become almost unbearably hot.
Sweat is running down our faces and breathing
becomes ever more difficult. The mules seem nor to
mind the hear at all and continue their steady
march, while we have to dragon besides them. The
hope of finding a new species of Dreamseed has
~ sharpened my senses and makes me forget the
hardship of traveling, but no signs of Dreamseed
were to be found before we established our camp
for the night.

Tith august 9447

Despite the lack of light in these wee hours of
the day, I have taken up pen and journal to transcribe
what has just occurred, lest I forget some important
derail. I had just awoken from some horrible dream
concerning my innards and my eyes had just adapted
to the little light that was available at the rime,
when I heard a light humming similar to the noise
of the swarm ®f Thorax-breeders. Instantly, I was
wide awake and wanted to raise ah alarm, when
Bran gently put a hand on my arm, once again
demonstrating his control of the situation. He put
his forefinger to his lips, urging me to be quiet, and
then pointed at five fist-sized objects hovering above
our heads. Despite the frenzied beating of their
wings, they did not move abourt ar all, but rather
they appeared to be looking for something. Since
they were right above our heads, I got the impression
that they were spying on us. It was still too dark to
make out any details, but what little I saw only
seemed to confirm my fear that the demons were

E

rct '

mwmcﬂ{ {‘?' {&f& Cemivin™
ucafffuj. @

Senfi it 1) B Dnmlh

J - fu elds-n mere two da;rs ago. “This odd
“made me think decply, and finally Bran said what
“some of s had already suspected, difit none had

inspection we recognized it as a withered human
arm! Artached ro it were the mostly buried remains
of what ence had been a human, and the corpse
seemed to be devoid of water as well, in a manner
similar to the arm. At first I was tempted to believe
the corpse to be rather old, mummified by the sun
and heat, but after we had excavated the body I
came to reallu the true horror of the situation: only
dy had been blighted in this way. The
1 enough to suggest that this poor
hat is whal: the poor felh)w must have
. th&) i

dared to speak out aloud — something must have”
inflicted this strange dchydranon upon him, and -
therewith caused the man'’s death as well.

Is this a new hint at Dreamseed activity? Maybe
some new, hitherto unknown species? In my ex-
citement, I almost forgot to take samples, but luckily
reason enforced its power on me soon enotigh. But
there are negatives to our discovery as well: the
mood of our porters has taken another turn for the
worse (if such is possible), and most of the day was

able to communicate with each other™ Sometimes,
other sounds could be heard besides the monotone
drone caused by the wings of the demons: shrill
cries and creaks which seemed to differ slightly in
frequency and length for each of the creatures.
This unnervmg cacophony proved too much
for one of the other Templars, a young man called
Timo: he jumped up, charged the beasts, and hacked
at them with his hasta. One of the bugs succumbed
to the first blow, but before Bran and the others
could join him, all four of the remaining Dream-
. seed creatures fell upon him. A loud cry came from

."I'unos throat as he was injured in the leg by one of

the foul creatures. He retreated as the other Tem-

- plars entered the fray, clutching his leg and obviously
* in severe pain. Soon thereafter four dead beetles léyf" :
“at our feet, defeated by the skill of our protectors;

fortunately, the abominations were rather clumsy "«

and awkwand fhcrs I collected the small cadavers

and put them into one of my large sample cases -
before taking ¢are of the wounded Timo, who no
lay shaking on l:he ground.

yf;'i E

Seemingly, one of the small demons had sung
him in the leg with its long. front claws. When I lifred .
his long surcoat, | behclcl a horrible s}g@;}. all
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around the puncture, which could be clearly seen
but was not bleeding ar all, the flesh appeared to be
dried our and visibly darkened. At once I remem-
bered the corpse we had found yesterday, as the
tissue of that poor farmer had looked quite similar
after we had excavated it. At first we did not notice

how it spread, but although i it had at first been the

size of a Euro, it soon was as large as my
palm. All the while Timo" convulsively,
his face a mask of unbcarjb in. His brothers
lifted him up and carried him- from the beach,

and although they bound him to pr&ent him from
lashing about, I fear that he may be doomed. Unless

we receive some divine intervention, like a traveling

‘Fellowship of Engel, we will probably lose another

member of Q&band

" hovered between life and death for a few

IQ,I‘.E aususf 2617

This morning the whole leg of the Templar had
become blighted. I think this term is most appro-
priate for its state; and I have therefore named the
new Dreamseed species we encountered as Blights.
Hieronymus’ proposal of amputating the leg above
the wound to prevent the infection from spreading
was dismissed out of hand by the Templars. Bran
later explained to me that a one-legged Templar
could not be reborn as one of the Engel, and that
they would therefore rather let him die whole than
cut off a part of him to ensure his survival. When I
came to Hieronymus’ aid, Bran stated quite calmly
that this was not a matter for discussion. Luckily, I
am not easily swayed from an advisable course of
action — probably ene of the reasons I was chosen

. for this mission by the Pontifex Maximus — and
“:continued the argument together with Hierony-

mus. An amputation was clearly the only chance
the man had, so I had to make Bran realize what
state his brother was in. Just when I had almost
given up my efforts, the young Armatura surprised
me once again. With a quickness reminiscent of
lightning, he drew a long knife and, with no further
ado, severed the blighted leg with the precision of a
surgeon. Timo's loud cry quickly subsided and was
rcplaccd by low moaning as he finally lost con-
sciousness.. -

Late aﬁiﬂmon Timo has finally wo He
¢ 9‘5’
think, but he seems to have survived the Mof

* it He has asked for some water, and Bran seemed

~ over-eager to supply it at once. The yaling Armatura -
is clearly shaken by the decision he made earlier; he
has not spoken a single word since, but nevertheless

cares for his brother like a mother for her long-lost
son. Whatever his conscience tells him, I am sure
that he acted correctly.

5
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The Blights 1 collected for my studies aré only
of partial use; Bran and his men severely damaged
the specimens in the fight. Of course this was
necessary, but, sadly, only one of the Blighes is of
any use to me in my research. The rest are just vazious
pieces too damaged to classify or categorize them
correctly, so I will sturvey them one last time; then
dispose of the picces and retdin only the almost
complete sppcuncn

Later: The body of the Blight is just less than
the length of a man’s foot and looks strangely dis-
torted at first sight, as the thin legs are quite long
and seem unable to carry the beast along. The front
legs in particular are horribly elongated, and seem
to work similarly to a whip, as ever¥in death they
retained their extreme tonicity. The wings seem
much too small to lift the bulky body, which bears
evidence as to why its flight was so clumsy. The
chitinous shell of the Blight is of a brownish-black
color, and exceedingly resilient. Despite my best
efforts, I was unable to penetrate the shell with my
scalpel; this might be the reason for the destruction
the Templars unleashed upon the other Blights —
otherwise the beasts would not have been harmed!
The sheer forc€ of impact seems to have crushed the
fiends rather than splicting them apart. The front
extremities are equipped with long claws very much
reminiscent of thick needles, and seem ro be made
of the same material as the shell. I was unable to
locate any kind of mouth or jaw, but possibly the
corresponding part of the demon spawn has been
destroyed beyond recognition. I could surely find
no eyes, though, which are unlikely to have been
completely destroyed in the fight, which in turn
brings me to two possible conclusions:

1. The creature has some kind of eyesight, but
I was unable to identify the receptors. Or,

2. The fiend is lacking eyes altogether. Being
blind, it must then be equipped with some other
method of recognizing its environment. These |
will hopefully be able to locate upon closer inspection
of the viscgga.

The head itself contains several white, longish
organs of unknown purpose, which could serve to
help it navigate without eyes. More remarkable is
the presence of something very much resembling a
brain, quite different from the ganglia of mundane
insects. Perhaps more educated minds than mine
will be able to come to more scientific conclusions

M{hal'l [ can achieve here in the wilderness — but'I
:am certain that the Konsistorium will excuse my
inep I':.ﬁg,my efforts to do their will and study
the se f the Adversary. 4

But I fear that I have been exhausted by the
events of the day and must bring both this passage
and p;yself £o rest.
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14th august 2647

The improvised stretcher which the Templars
built to transport Timo broke down after only a few
days. We have therefore decided to strap him to the
back of one of the mules. Something has to be done
about the infection growing in his leg before it can
spread through the whole
lacking the knowledge, ins
to do anything about it. Unless Séﬂethmg is done
soon, though, Timo will sng.-u&ab to gangrene like
the porter we lost at the begmmng of our journey.

This would be a most tragic turn of fate, consider-
ing how valiantly he tolerated the pains of his

wound, only to'succumb to the effects of his rescue.
Cold sweat :&m his face, and every step his mule
takes causes him further pain; with each step I seem
to feel some of his pain as well.

May the Lord provide for his health and safety.

I pray that we find some kind of village soon.
Hieronymus cannot offer me any promise, though,
as he is unsure when we will find the next sertlement.
The heat of the Inferno still troubles us despite its
distance, and every time I look back at it, I have the
feeling of being watched by some consciousness far
beyond my simple mind and much too alien for me
to ever comprehend. These thoughts trouble me
even in my dreams, and every morning I feel more
deeply exhausted. We all fight a losing battle if we
leave the illumined path of science and rationality.
Only with science as my sword, rationality as my
shield, and faith as my armor can I oppose the fear
slowly encroaching on my mind and thus retain my
sanity.

Afternoon: F:nally, relief is in sight! On the
horizon we can see a palisade, which hints at the
presence of an army in the service.of the Angelitic
Church. Bran has sent out one z%is Templars to
get help, while we rest in a hollow to spare Timo
the unnecessary pain of rough travel. Despite the
blankets and the heat of the Inferno, he feels like a
block of ice. May the Lord have mercy upon him.

Sundown: A group of Templars has just arrived.
Timo has once again lost consciousness, but his
breathing is deep and regular, so I am not overly
alarmed. The Armatiira of the group is, surprising-
ly enough, female — a middle-aged woman by the
as though  sh 'hgs led

quite an adventurous life'. . She seems mnﬁﬁﬂent

_ and efficient, not wasting any time but rather of-
dering her men to strap their disabledirother onto
the stretcher they have brought with them. We will

now proceed to the camp.

The camp is roomy and well-fortified, evoking :

the impression that the Templars ate prepared for
an extended stay. And indeed Ivar confirmed my
suspicion; they had been ordered by their superiors
in the Gabrielites' Himmel to come here and watch
the Inferno and to fight anysemerging Dreamsced

 told that she and her staff were discussing further’

g L heliae %
creatures. At the moment I doubt the us'eﬁ.il&';; of
such endeavors. Considering the mulnmde and
number of beasts the Lord of the Flies sends to
spread fear and havoc amongst the population of
Europe, I cannot believe that an army of Templars
would be enough to stop a massive assault of the
armies of darkness. A whole flight of Engel, consisting
of numerous fellowships, would probably be more
appropriate, I would of course never question the
skills and abilities of the Templars, especially after

‘all that Bran and his men — especially Timo —

have been through with us, but one must not un-
derestimate the danger of the servants of the Ad-
versary.

Ivar has arranged a feast for tomight. She also
seems to be very much interested in my research,
and I will gladly pass on all the information I have
gathered up to now, as they might prove useful to
the Gabrielite Templars. This could save a number
of lives, and, besides, she seems a most pleasant
companion.

May the Lord forgive the failings of this poor
sinner. I have slept well past my usual hour. When
I awoke, the day had already begun, and the majority
of Templars had been called to alert. Yer when I

tried to rise, my tortured body was unw:]lmg To
cooperate in any way. Yesterday's rice-wine has
taken its toll, as if all the demonspawn I had ever
encountered dance around within my head, filling
it with pain, as well as their buzzing and a certain
nausea. The Devourer of the Earth seems to be the
leader of the bunch, although I am unsure how
such an enormous beast can fit within the tiny
confines of my skull. He seems to ram against the
sides of my head, angered about the loss of ene of
his legs, while thousands of Thorax-breeders flit
around in the back of my eyes, obscuring my vision.

. After some cold water I feel a little better, burl
still do not know why the camp is filled with so
much activity. If I can ever rise again without
suffering severe bouts of nausea, I will do;so at once
and find out.

Afternoon: The alarum of the morning seems
to have been caused by nothing more than the
undue zeal of a young Templar, who believed ;2

~ protuberance of the Inferno to be the beginning of
~ the Final Battle and subsequently raised an alarm,

will punish him appropriately. Sadly;

Hopel -
her at all this day, a!thoug‘: I was

I ha\rc

actions. Bran seems to be part of thar staff as well |
now, and the codex of the Ternplarg_.prc\mnl‘s us
from continging our journey. My agonized feetr
appreciate tlﬁ turn of events, but my curiosity i
very much unsatisfied with it. Our quest has suffere

so many setbacks already that I would gladlyl ca
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as soon as possible. Maybe we should just leave
without Bran and his men. I will discuss this matrer
with Hieronymus tonight.

* * *

The following days did not see us leave, but
racher the discussion with Hieronymus brought on
a situation that had us confined to the camp for an
extended stay. The next three weeks did not provide
any new insights into the nature of the Dreamseed,

but offered me ample opportunity to study the life
of the Templars and the ants living beneath my bed.

The following chapter, however, will clearly
demonstrate that our stay was not for naught, and
that the Lord in His boundless wisdom had, His
reasons, as He always does, for forcing us to stay
there. A change was coming which I'did not expect
and which leads us to the second part of my doc-
umentation regarding the demonspawn in service

of the Adversary.
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which describes our [ong journey fr?é“ l:he

- myitary camp of the gabrieite teinP[ar_s

to the brandland corridor of batumu and . °
1;;— & '-_:..,"" e

a[so tej[s of the mu[tltude and dlvcrsu: \ ‘Of

the anul demons the Lnsc[ em‘-ﬂlm;
their dallg struggie asal'_:,__“f"'

"Slowly; boredom seeps into my mind. Day after
day, the Inferno approaches our position so slowly
that it truly does seem as if some superhuman power
tries to keep the pillar of flame from moving with
an intangible, invisible rope. If not for Hieronymus'
mathematical arts, nobody here would be able to
tell if the fire had moved at all. I have finally given
Bran to,understand thar I am not willing to stay
here any longer, as doing so risks the success of my
mission. To my surprise, the good man apparently

moomifeat anma B men dominum
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shared my opinion and agreed to leave the camp of

the Gabrielite Templars as soon as possible.’

However, he first wants to replace Timo, the Tem-
plar we lost due to terrible events of last month,
with a warrior of his order presented to him by Ivar
Pétra, According to Bran, Timo was in relatively
good shape and was escorted to a nearby moMiastery a
few days ago. This news brought the first smile to
my contrite face in ages. Timo will at chis place of

healing, God willing, be able to heal the phySical -

and menral wounds inflicted upon him when he

lost his leg completely’.
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At any rate, the events concerning Timo and

the subsequent course of his ailmenc tell us that at

least this malicious infliction, sprung from the Lord
of the Flies' perverted mind, can be stopped, even
though the losses incurred are terrible. Thus, our
journey shows a first success which should not be
underestimated, despite all adversities we have had

. to face so far. I must admir to feeling a little pride
. well up in my hearr.

It fills me with astrange joy to contemplate
leaving the safety of the camp behind, even to cope
with the hardships of the road tomorrow.
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I do not know how to start, yer duty obliges me
to take up the pen again to pertray the events of the
last few days, even after such a long time of not
being able to write or draw at all. On the evening
of Septembri the 5th. the world seemed a warm,
pleasant garden of mysteries and attractions waiting
to be explored. Today my mind is.enmeshed in our
harsh realitys ©ur last evening in the camp of the
Gabrielite Templars drew to a close with a great
feast and much rice wine, when suddenly the roll
of the alarm bells put an end to our festive mood.
And now If@h it had been just another false
alarm.

Hardly visible to the naked eye, a dark cloud
floated toward the camp from afar, ablack blemish
on the red-gold background of the Inferno. A quick

_ glance through Hieronymus’ telescope chilled my

blood even as Bbegan to sweat nervously — even
today, I find it hard to tell if these were signs of my
cxcn'em or my fear. There, in the glass, the largest

ofilreamseed creatures ever beheld by men
with the possible exception of that
salern, which will probably

In any cases fiﬁﬂugc 1 felt to take my possessions
and flee was surpassed only by the desire to learn
more of the Dreamseed demons, a desire that had
grown considerably during my time at the camp
waiting for another encounter with those beings.
And so I stayed, diary in one hand, Hieronymus’

“telescope in the other, rooted to the spot on the

broad gallery crowning the camp’s palisade fence, as
I stood and stared toward the unspeakable horror
drawing near.

What had first appeared to be a giant swarm of
tiny demons grew within minutes into a throng of
creatures, some appatently the size of a horse. Either
my eyes were playing tricks, or else I had just wit-
nessed a new and cunning strategy of the Lord of
Flies: Pretend to be relatively harmless in the begin-
ning so it is too late for your opponents to escape
when you turn out to be insuperable. Regardless,
when finally I turned my eyes from tha fascinating

: %

sight, the Templars had finished preparing to meet
the Dreamseed. Mighty ballistac and other war
engines had been turned to face the Archenemy's
southwestern advance.

Finding a suitable position for myself was rather
difficult: first, it had to be an elevated vantage point
in order to allow me to obserye the upcoming
events very closely; secondly, I did not want to be
in' the Templars' way during the battle; the Lord
may forgive me my weakness and my vanity, but I
thirdly had in mind the safety of my own life,
which is so dear to me. Time being short, | was not

able to find a suitable position to meer all three of

these criteria. | passed the camp’s tall watch-post
and scuttled intosan upper walkway on one of the
troops’ quarters, where at least the latter two of the
criteria were met — or so I thought, in my naiveté.
From there, eagerly, [ watched the swarm of Dreaffi-
seed demons, trying to sort out those creatures [

had already encountered during my journey from:

those that were new to me. Unforggpately, the ad-

vancing army included not only a stunning array of

creatures already known to me, but also such a large
number of various demons I was not familiar with
that I was largely unable to distinguish between the
individual species due to my excitement.

Then the horde fell upon us. The assault was of
such brutality that the palisade fence gave way
immediately beneath the weight of the first larger
demons, as ears of corn falling before the peasant’s
scythe, With long claws and grotesque mandibles,
some of the demons chopped away at the battle-
hardened, yet utterly confused and overwhelmed
elite Templars of the Engel of Death. Other creatures
artacked their opponents in a more alarming fashion,
by spitting well-aimed spumes of some burning,
sticky substance at them. I named: this latter species
Firebugs; not a very poetic name, I know; but fitting
nonetheless. Mere seconds after the name had
sprung into-my mind [ witnessed one of the
Gabrielite Templars being hit directly by a stream
of the fluid disgorged from a bug’s mouth. The
pony-sized Dreamseed turned to its next victim
immediately, but I could not tear my eyes from the
young, panic-stricken warrior, who writhed des-
perately, looking for a place to wash himself clean
of the viscous, steaming liquid. He never found ir,
however, for the scalding substance scoured the
flesh from his bones. It was not so much the horrible

sight that made me feel nauseated, but rather the,

sounds coming from the young man just before he
fell to the ground twitching, A few moments later,
he was dead.

While the Firebugs did their deadly work from
the skies, the Templars wefe attacked on the ground
by another new species with absurdly long limbs,

which these creatures used in close combart with the

utmost precision. Though I noticed two pairs of

wings on these demons’ backs, for reasons I still
cannot fathom today they refrained from taking

-
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flight whilst fighting. Maybe these creatures are

related to the Blights — their ability to fly was
modest at best and they were somewhat reminiscent
of miniature versions of these fiends that I saw
during the battle at the Templar camp. What
horrified me even more than the prospect of having
to oppose a giant variety of Blights was the obvious
fact that the demons were obviously adhering to a

_ certain strategy, moving in a very odd, synchronous

way. A

Yer my horror increased further when I realized
that these demons were actually able to turn invisible
for a few seconds — or ar least, perhaps, they were
capable of moving so fast that they appeared to turn
invisible. When I first saw this phenomenon, I blamed
it alternately on my unrestrained consumption of
alcoholic beverages earlier that night, or else on a
lack of sleep and untamed excitement. The third
time I saw one of the demons vanish into thin air
right in front of my eyes dispersed all my doubts,
however: this species of Dreamseed is somehow able
to conceal itself from our view, at least for short
periods of time, but certainly for long enough to
reappear unexpectedly behind its enemies and stab
them in the back with one of its clongated claws.
This abomination made me want to turn away
from the all too one-sided bartle, but at thar moment
the rickety afm‘rrucnon beneath my feet suddenly
collapsed. For a brief moment 1 remembered the
countless adages regarding improvised ladders that
my mother — God bless her soul —ised to tell me
when she caught me building one of them as a
child. My memories were interrupted by harsh
reality, thoughy when I hit the floor. That pain
offered great proof as to what a wise woman my
mothc‘l"liﬁd actually been — and then I lost con-

scious

M§ { tanly. came to my senses agam only
o ﬁh‘ ‘that new s were already waiting for
ere hsd.ﬁ!ought the Templars™ barracks
wouid mieet at lgast ewo of the criteria for a suitably
safe position to gake during this battle, the only
remaining advantage of my position at the moment

‘was the fact chat I would still not get in the way of

the Templars. Bur neither could any Templars be
aware of my current danger. And the enemy was
breaking through the barracks’ door. The room,
which usually gave shelter to fifty Templars, seemed
to shrink until I feared that its walls would touch
me at any moment, With a final, shattering blow
on the door, a nightmare incarnate now stood in
the opening, studying me with huge insect eyes that
seemed to reflect all the evil in the world. A sticky
black substance dripped from its maw. The demon
belonged to the species 1 had been about to name
mere moments ago. Spontaneously, hundreds of
name came to my mind, but none of them would
havé been appropriate to my Order’s scriptures,
being even less poetic than the name I have now
chosen: Shadeshifter. (All I could do was die on the
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spot or muster the last vestiges of sanity 1 had lefe.
to observe its approach and satisfy my scientific
curiosity.) Just before the demon poulieed, it seemed
to merge with the shadows in the room, and all that
happened afterwards is little more than_;'a vague
memory. ok

When the Shadeshifter came m view, it
towered a full two meters above me, claws raised to
deliver the fatal blow. I heard a high, whistling
sound, and the Dreamseed collapsed, burying me
under its massive, foul body. The last ¢hing I recall
seeing was a green-feathered arrow lodged in a gap
between the armored plates of the demon’s neck.
Then I fell into the arms of blackest night and
tender unconsciousness.

I awoke aboard a ship sailing in a northeast
direction. The face of an Engel appeared above me,
urging me to remain still. My gaze wandered

were shadowy figures. A depressed stlé'ﬂce reigned,

i

around the deck, but all I could see in’ dwda.rknmj

broken only by the creaking of th 1, and the
only illumination in the pitch black night was a |

sheen of light emanating from southwest. Two days

have now:passed since I awoke aboard the ship. I
had then been unconscious for five days, and I have
no recollection whatsoever about what happened in
the meantime. Iit that regard I have to rely on the
tales of my companions and our saviors. Hieronymus

tells me I had been rolling around on my bed s if *

in the grip of a feverish madness, uttering words
that scared my companion, even though he had not
been able to understand them. He described them

to me today as strange sounds that can only be
produced deep in your throat, followed by high .~

clicks he would not have attributed to a human
being. I tend to believe that many of Hieronymus’
depictions must have been exaggerated, and yet I
am rather worried about my lack ofgecollccuons in
regard to yesterday’s events.

L .
Apparently, Hieronymus had been at my suic ‘

the whole time I was unconscious, even though he
must have been in pain as well: his arm is in a sling
and his head crowned by a dirty bandage that ob-
viously should have been replaced quite some time
ago. I still have not seen Bran yet, but Hieronymus
assures me that the Armatura is well, even though
he has not been talkative, instead 5pcnding his time
standing by the rail starmg back in the direction
whence we came.

I feel quite all right today. I will have to ponder,
many questions for a long time to come, but at least
I seem to be of sound mind again.

Apparently, Bran has decided to put an end t6 -
his brooding silence. This morning, he stood next
to my bed, a heavy burden on his soul. After ex-
changing a few fine phrases about our smtcaf health,

-
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Dreamseed’s attack on the camp of the Gabrielite
Templars. For the first time since I had regained

' _consciousness, one of my companions would or -

could tell me what 1 was not able to remember.
. Obviously, my memories had been accurate in

that the green-feathered shaft — my last observation

. — had not been wishful thinking, but rather had

. sprung from the string of a Urielite Engel’s bow.

" The divine saviors who came to our aid had been

the fellowship of Vaniel, whom I had already met

* in Tirana — coincidence or Providence? This piece

of information made clear to me why the face of the
‘Angel whom 1 had beheld after awakening had
seemed so familiar to me. It was Carviel, the
Raphaelite who had helped Hieronymus recover
from his fever in Tirana, allewing us to continue
our journey.

Thank God, cvery(hlrfg' is coming full circle
and the last remnants of long unconsciousness,
which have hampered my senses for so long, start
to fade. But Bran has not finished his tale yer and I
do not want to disturb his reporg. ..

The arrow fired by the Urielite — who goes by
the name of Juviel, I am told — killed the monster
on the spot, and the beast collapsed, burying me
under its b Unforrunately, the demon must
have been s*&ordinarily heavy and its carapace
so hard and full of spines and protrusions that I lost
consciousness mere seconds later. (I still bear
bandages from the several scrapes afld punctures |

" suffered when the creature fell on me.)
" Together with the Firebugs, the Shadeshifters
were clearly wilining the battle when the Engel

. appea.;gd Sadly, the arrival of the fellowship came

r most of the brave Templars, and even
bits of the Lord might have been defeated,
1 > made the Dreamseed creatures
juite suddenly. I have to add
e: Contrary to my initial
] adeshifters, Bran assures me,
ap‘paremly do wings, if only to glide for a
short distance like locusts. In retrospect, these
creatures are indeed very much reminiscent of
locusts. Their limbs are extraordinarily elongated,
but otherwise they bear a certain likeness to those
insects that have plagued man, and especially farmers,
r many ages.
Why Vaniel and his fellowship arrived at the

_‘Templar camp at all is a question the Michaelite has

not yet answered. I think I will ask him about the
reasons for the Engels’ presence as soon as I get the
opportunity.

To my surprise, the ship we are on does not
belong'to the Angelitic fleet. She is a fast-sailing
merchant vessel of the New Hanse, called the
Esperanza. The ctew had been drawn to the camp
becduse of the fires raging across the battlefield.
They were convinced they were following a beacon
and had almest run ashore before theytealized their
mistake. The ship’s caprain, a man callcd,f_-lcnnings,

arfrnorier on NS
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rescued the fleeing and the wounded after seeings
what had actually drawn his attention to the camp.
He refused to sail any further toward: the Inferno
(and therewith ZErerna) when he had been heard
about the awful kind of demonspawn that haunt
the region. Not even the protcst of Armatura Ivar
Pitra — who, thankfully, was alsg ameng the sur-
vivags on board — could make the old seadog sail
any further to the west. To us, however, his steadfast
refusal came as a lucky coincidence. Although we
are not continuing our journey by road along the
coast, as Hieronymus would have preferred, we are
at least sailing in the right direction for qur own
purposes. As soon as we find a suitable place to
moor, Captain Hennings will drop us off and we
can continue our journey. We will have to look for
new porters, though. According to Bran, ours have
vanished without a trace since the Dreamseed attack.
Nobody knows if they are dead or if thgwerc able.
to escape the Dreamseed’s clutches, H&E I fear the
worst. Nevertheless, I will pray Fg.hgm tonight,
whatever their fate may be.

This evening Ivar Pétra presented me with a
gift. I am not sure whether I should feel happy
abour it or give it back because of the depressing
circumstances under which I received it. The
Armatura handed to me the claw of a Shadeshifter
that had had to be removed from her right arm.
Worse, I noted with alarm, her arm had been am-
putated, due, as she explained, to the severity of the
wound.

Wias this a fitting punishment by the Lord for
her arrogant behavior toward the young Templar
Timo, whom she had had removed from the camp
due to the loss of his leg only a few days earlier? Or
pure chance that it was her who would have to suffer
so dearly?

W

15th sept sep ember 9547 ‘

A severe thunderstorm is brewing on the horizon.
Caprain Hennings has ordered me and some of my .
companions below deck. We are not allowed to
come up again unless he tells us to. At first, Hiero-
nymus refused the captain’s order because he had
already been denied the chance to survey that part
of the Balkan coastline which we had passed during
our short sea voyage by now. The forceful way in
which the captain repeated his order, however, con-
vinced my companion of his resolve on this matter:
The sailors of the New Hanse are stoutly built to
the last man — at least those on our ship. Bran and
the Templars (at least those who are not too wounded
to help) are supposed to $tay on deck to lend the
sailors a hand in the upcoming storm.

Down here, in the ship’s guts, one can feel every
single wave, every single pulse of the sea. On deck;
I can hear sailors running madly from ong side of
the ship to the other and back again. The wind is
caught in the tightly stretched sails, tossing the bow
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hither and thither. Hieronymus is crouched in one
of the freight holds cafhers, spreading the contents
of his stomach all over ‘the merchantman’s cargo.
The sharp, sour stench of fresh vomit, coupled with
the severe rocking, is pushing bitter bile up my
throat as well.

May the Lord have mercy and may His wrath
pass quickly!

* * *

The Lord has not answered my prayers: the
storm does not abate. It rather grows all the more
severe. A few moments ago, a tremendous blow
followed by a hollow thud made the whole ship
tremble. Desperate shouts and cries of pain can be
heard on deck. I am almost torn apart by my own
curiosity regarding the events above our heads and
it is getting harder and harder for me not to stand
up and push open the porthole in order to witness
whatever is happening beyond it. Hieronymus’ face
is a pale white blotch in the darkness of our shelter,
The lanterns have finally gone out, after'e
attempts to keep them burning in the ragi
Only.the small tallow candle I always ¢
folds of my robe casts a feeble glow.

* * *

The darkness surrounding us grows thicker and: - o

more oppressive — and I fear that something lurks

- . . o
in the shadows. I can just barely make out its

scuttling movement, movement that gives youithe
impression that the shadows know that you can
only watch them from the corners of your eyes. If +
you look at them directlysghey are gone.

On deck, silence reigns. What is happening up
there? Should we look? Hieronymus seems to have
the same idea, judging from his face and%
glances. But what if the caprain tries to underlin
his vehemenrt order: to stay below deck until he
calls us up again? What if he becomes violent at our

* disobedience? I have heard that a ship’s caprain‘is’

]ud.ge jury, and executioner aboard his ship, possess-
ing all the rights he needs to have even Monachs
and their companions hanged by the highest mast
— the “yard” as the seadogs call it. I try to imagine
which fate could be more terrifyinguto be killed by
the shadows down here or to be killed by the captain
up there. Hieronymus seems to have reached some
conclusion, as he is already standing on the wooden
steps leading upstairs. He begins to open the por-
tal...,
* * *

The porthole is locked. Even with our combined
strength, we could not open the way to freedom.
We are prisoners, trapped, hopelessly suftendered
to the shadows that seem to thicken down here. My
brothers in fate can sense.the threat now; too. I can
already hear the shades’ voices, words in an
unknown language, whispering to me. I cannot
block my ears to them. O, Lord, aid us!

The shadows still do not rise, though they
remain thick. Probably these are the last entries of
my diary and this is the premature end of my

acult nofter ad H Aol

* the Lord of the ics.l T

on these seas, our caprain noted. He seems

o

excursion in service to the Pontifex Maximus. Praise
the Lord, and may this chronicle find its way into
the hands of those who can put them to good use

in their struggloagmst ;hg*mons commanded by

L *

1 am alive. Praise the Lord in all His mercy.
Mere moments after I had resigned myself to my
fate, the portal to freedom and light opened before
us and led us out of our datk dungeon, * was
soaked in the smell of fear, vomit, qmd urine. Almost I
had lost both samty and life. .

The ship’s main mast is bmkcn. Splmtcrcd
pieces of wood are scattered . here, the
rcma:% of many of the decKs structures. The fallen

t had landed on our porthole, making it im-
possuble for us to leave the freight m. Only wi
their combined strength, the wholly cxha
sailors and- Tcmpla:s whe&ﬁad stayed on cke
managed to move the mighty pole. The l;as o
passed as quickly as it had begun. No:hmg unum‘al

aught at the loss of the main sail. !
gh @ “

the ship otherwise remains ﬁmrﬂ‘l}( bu - rather
the fact that we are now 1o the sea’s often
ﬂl-tcmpercd oods. We
sion; except g lcmng dle’ ﬂlmnts guide !
May the Lord our vessel. Again, the cour 3
of our journey is'dictated by higher | and
again, the future remains uncertain. The fear of the
' Dreamseed my companions have hi.%d 5o
long has been replaced by a different kind of fear,
that of an unknown fate. At least now I will hav )
the time to think about what I experienced yesterday. -:}
I have not decided yer whether the shadows below 3-
deck were the result of my feeble nerves or if Death -
has indeed become a member of our party on'our
involuntary journey; given shape in a new, yet tobe -
defined species of Dreamseed creature. I amab-
solutely sure that the voices that tried to creep into
my mind during the storm did not originate in my
imagination. They were real. Eyen though I had
been unable to understand the words themselves — |
if the urterances were words at all — I nonetheless.
knew their meaning and their intention. They

suggested I should end gy journey, and thus my
_scara&for”"answm 0 s have not asked yer,
" not even thought of yet. "he voices were sweet and+

al!l.uyg but at the same time they were frighten
and menacing, devoid of any emotion whatsoever, »
yet determined and resolute. Thinking of them
‘makes me shudder. For the firse time, I am coni
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afraid I might actually find what I have been
looking for. %’n answer to why all this is hap-
pmil‘lgf

% -

alarm this morning, reporting that a whole squad |
of Dreamseed demons was approaching our camp:

from a westerly direction, I would still be in a heated

-

~ {st 6ctoﬁ 0047

Fate seems to bc on our side in the end. After
days of drifting over the sea, we have caught sight
of land again. Hieronymus’ joy is minimal, however.
Like me, he looks forward to having solid ground
beneath his feet instead of the unsteady planks of a
ship, but the fact that we have been adrift for the
last few weeks has occasionally turned his face red
with anger. He has made it clear to all of us that he
intends to travel back along the Thracian coast in
order to survey the coastline (according to him, we
siitely must have traveled an amazing distance),
starting once again at the point where we started
.our sea vvyﬁe As soon as we have gone ashore and
he has calmedgdown a htt]e, I will try to convince
_ him to rechink this plan. [ know all too well that he
is a perfectionist, but he has had ample opportunity
to copy some of Caprain Hennings' maps, thereby
filling in the gaps in his own.

In the afternoon, our captain spotted a suitable
place to anchor. This evening we #ill surely be able
to go ashore in a longboat. Hieronymus, Bran, and
I have already packed our belongings and have
started to make plans about how will proceed. We
have at least agreed upon what to do with our gear:
first, we will need new porters; Bran has already
taken care of our pmtccuon The majority of those
Gabrielite Templars who survived the Dreamseed
attack will accompany Armatura Ivar Pétra to
Nuremberg, where she will give a report of the
events to her order. The other Templars and the two
remaining wasgiors of Bran's original force will join
us on pur voyage, ensuring our safery. I hope the
quality of Thracian porters will compare favorably
to that of the Iberian ones. If this is the case, we
could move ahead quickly, making up for the some

« the time we have lost.

Later: Everything works out according to our
plan. Dusk is falling, and we are now standing on
firm ground. Bran has left with three men o look
for new porters. The others have started to establish
a camp and to light fires. Hieronymus proves
stubborn when it cormes to the route we should

. take. Somehow I will have to convince him of my

mission’s preeminence, I think I already have come
up with an idea of how to get him to accept my
wishes.

3rd october 9647

My little deception has werked admirably, and
Bran has served me well once‘again. I beg the Lord
for forgiyeness, but I saw no other way to get Hie-

ronymus to'acquiesce. If Bran had not sounded an
: -

“
-

o T

+ discussion with Hieronymus about our route.

Moreover, we all benefited from a long-distance run
down the beach, useful considering our protracted
sojourn ot board the Esperanza and in the Tem-
plars’ camp before thar, with all the inactivity those

locations imply. I believe we did the right thing,

even though Bran and I hadsto resort to a little lie”

to nudge our friend in the right direction. Surely
Hieronymus will understand when I explain every-
thing to him in a few days.

We are all very, very exhausted now. After two
hours of running on sand, our new porters have
obrained a first impression of what they will have
to face in the near future. Furthermore, we all
noticed the effect that weeks of sloth and over-
indulgence have had on our muscles and joints.
Hieronymus looked back toward our camp so often
and in such a frantic manner that [ do feel sorry for
having played such a nasty trick on the poor fellow.
I guess [ am oblig;d to tell him the truth as soon as
possible.

On another note, the voices in my hca.d grow
more and more — the word? — yes, present, making
it hard for me to think clearly at timeg. I have tried
to silence them with alcohol, wi@trcisc, with
meditation, all to no avail. I have to be rid of them,
to banish them from my brain, or else I am afraid I
shall éventually, perhaps soon lose touch with this
world altogether. I do not know if and to whom I
should confess my tribulations. Certainly, Bran
would insisr on ending our journq to protect me

back in the direction whence we hawi
No, I think will have to deal with chi
my own.

What scares me most is
beginning to understand the '
my head. Still, I am the mastér of myself,
long as this is the case T will follow the path I have
chosen. Nothing will prevent me from doing so.

th october

We have reached Alexandroupolis today. Every-
thing seems to start anew, almost as if a great cycle
will repeat itself. My feet are a bloody mess. The
horny skin that had grown on my soles over the last
few months must have been eaten up by the short
time of laziness on the ship. The others cannot be
faring much better than me. [ wish Vaniel's fellowship
had accompanied us when we disembarked.

Damnation! — Now I recall: I'wish I had asked

Vaniel, as I had intended, why he appeared atthe .

Templar's camp just when we had needed their aid
the most. I am growing old, I'm afraid. My brain is
like a si:\& and many things slip through it without
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me even noticing. We will have to stay in Alexan-
droupolis for a few days, so I'can write a synopsis
of our journey thus far and find the time to recover
myself. I think the rest of the party and myself can
only benefit from a short stay in the city.
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th november

No remarkable events have occurred during the
last weeks in Alexandroupolis, so all I can report is
that the voices have become my constant companions.
And I have started to reply to them on occasion. Of
course I do so only when I can be sure there is no
one else around, and even then I speak only in a
hushed voice. There is nothing more to say about
my own writings of the last few weeks, except that
they now appear incomprehensible even to myself.
Thus, I will abstain from having them published.

There. I have burned them. They would not be
of any help and would only open :peup co. ridicule.

We stayed in a small inn in rown by the
of “Inn that offers the honored traveler a
being too expensive.”
translation from the native local dialect. No matter
how hard I try I fail to remember the original name
because of its many umlauts. The innkeeper, who
went by a similarly bizarre name, was friendly
enough to translate the name of his business from
the regional dialect, which even Hieronymus, with
his many tongues, deemed, peculiar.]

[ suddenly realize that I have not explored more
than the tip of an iceberg, to use a common met-
aphor, although I have considered myself an cx*
on the Dreamseed. All the creatures I had en
countered until now do not seem to be related to
each other in any way, yet all of them remind me of

.« the disturbing dreams I had as a child. I fear now

more than ever thar a full claSsification of the de-
mons might be very difficult, if not impossible —
in the end this fear is more than justified when I
take into regard how little we yet know. However, |
do not want to distract the attention of the Pontifex
Maximus and the revered Konsistorium from my
humble account. I will resist this despair, to ensure
that my report will be read with no preconceptions.
* L4 *

Our departure from Alexandroupolis is not a
burden to me, because it distracts me from the
meager, altogether insufficient results I can present.
Frankly, my humble gains are nothing more than a
few moldy samples of bone and a Shadeshifter's
claw. In addition, my diary contains a number of
moré or less representative illustrations, my word

being the only proof for their authenticity”. Furcher,
1 do not entirely trust our new porters. Even with
Bran’s assurances that they were the best money
could buy, I am unconvinced of their quality. Certain-
ly, I will sleep with one eye open during the coming
nights. Better safe than sorry.

o

[The name here i rough 4

During the last few days I have been able to
push back the whispering voices in my head. Appar-
ently, my agitation has been the reason for my
nightmarish fancasies. Now my will urges me
ahead, and [ am determined to travel directly to
Moscow, where 1 hope to find some new results. I
have heard that the region is home to so-called
“Brandland guides” who lead roped parties into the
nearby Brandland in return for money. I am looking
forward to finding pne of these people and traveling
into the unknown together with my companions.
However, a long way lies ahead of us and we know
nothing of the dangers we mighr have to face undil
we reach Moscow, ¢

b
T

* 3rd december 9547

It is absolutely amazing how densely populated
southeastern Europe is! In the last 140 kilomerers
(as Heironymus estimates we have traveled), we
wve, passed through four large and seven smaller
ectlements, all of them being ports of call from

ich one might sail to Asia Minor. I stﬁpecif that
is astounding pherg)mcnon- is limited to the
astline. T o

We have a decision to make. Hieronymus wants

""‘to sail to Asia Minor because he wants to. draw as

many maps as possible. Bran is of a different opinion: -
he thinks that the sea voyage as well as the march

.. along the coast of Asia Minor is far more dangerous

than traveling along the coast of Central Europe. In
Central Europe, so Bran explains, the relarive
proximity of the Himmel will offer us some pro-
tection. But I find it rather unlikely that we will en-
counter Dreamseed creatures on territory belonging
to the protectorates of the Engel castles, Those few
encounters we have had with Dreamseed before
now only add to my doubts. Thus, I am rempred
to agree to Hieronymus’ suggestion and to arrange
for a crossing of the straits of Marmara. Thereafter,.
we could proceed along the northern coast of Asia
Minor toward the large Brandland corridor in the
east. Perhaps we could even hire a Brandland guide
there. If we should not find one, it will certainly be
possible to sail from there along the Brandland
corridor up to Donez or even to Moscow.

Oth december 9347

* Bran has arranged our crossing on a merchant
junk, the Nadeshda. The fare is surprisingly low
and, I think, a little unustialé the caprain would accept
us as passengers only if we were willing to lend him_
and his crew a hand during the crossing. Even
though Hieronymus and I are not used to such
hard labor, it will not do us any harm ro get some
exercise. Moreover, it is important to save some

- Manna to pay a Brandland guide. | have heard that

SEW 1CES:

they charge horrcuckms pnces for.
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Now I know why the fare was so low and the
junk’s captain has insisted that we should lend him

. and his “crew” a hand. The ship may be large,

providing ample room for my travel companions
and mie, but the entire crew consists of the caprain
and a cabin boy on the brink of malnutrition. I
hope my glances were angry enough to give Bran a
fair impression.what I think of his choice ofVessels.
I will surely have a few words with him this evening.
Noon: The sun is at its peak and the weather is
“very dull. There is hardly a breeze to stir the sails,
let alone move us along. On the horizon, a war
galley belonging to the Templar Fleer rides at anchor.
I can make out the white and golden banners of the
Michaelite Templars hanging listlessly from her
proud masts. There is something strange, almost
- surreal abour the whole scenario, however. Bran,
whose eyesight is far sharper than mine, says the
galley’s hull rides the waves in an awkward way.and
the ship geflects the sunlight strangely.

- - .
-

maanifient anim

The blasphemous swes
drawn my eyes away from the
he is more than a little anno
in our crossing. After a good
shouting, he has iust'wpis
a word. !

The surrounding sea is like a mirror. No wave

ripples across its surface, and I feel as if the world
has held its breath. But why? A sudden vibration

and a jolt rock my concentration as well as the junk.

Something is throbbing and hammering bcuﬁ"

deck. A strange rhythmic churning not unlike the
beating of an enormous heart breaks the silence and
our ship starts to move. The caprain storms up the
stairs. His hands black with some strange oily
substance and wearing a wide grin on his face, he
turns to Bran and me. We are making headway and
— may the revered Konsistorium forgive us— neit-
her Bran nor I chide the captain for his obviously
hererical doings. At least not right now. The ship is

moving without any muscle or wind' power. Seme-

thing elsé must be propelling it, some infernal device
thar has slept.in some Diadoche’s treasure chamber

for cent and is now being brought to life again
in the juiE's' hull.

B wen domioum
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We approach the galley of the MlChaEllte Tem-
plars fasr, makmg to pass by, and now I can see it
more clearly. It seems as if the ship is covered with
a finely-woven veil. Milky white threads éntwine
the masts and the structures on deck of the galley.
Bran's acute eyesight spots another peculiarity and
the young Armatura immediately points it out to

. me. In the direct vicinity of the galley the sea is
. rippling violently, as if gigantic beads of water were

dripping from the skyito the sed’s surface. The galley
begins ro bob and rock slightly as if some heavy
weight has just been lifted from it. The strange
concentric waves have begun to ripple away from
the galley in growing circles, then fade away as
spread out into the surrounding warers.

But now the small spots that stir the rippling
water, the points at which the invisible drops fall
from the skies — I cannogtidescribe it in better
terms — start to move toward us, making a trail
across the surface of the water. Maybe my mind is
playing tricks on me, because the junk is heading
toward the galley, but it seems as if something is
coming closer to us beneath the waves — and it is
moving very fast! Bran must have had the same
idea: he rushes to the caprain of our ship as fast as
his feet will carry him. Even the porters have noticed
something, L must stop — I fear that we are in grave
danger.

Moments later: After a short yet heated dis-
cussion and a minor scuffle, our captain has been
convinced to turn off the cursed engine. It is now
very quier on our ship again. The small circles of
waves still ger closer, bur they have slowed down
noticeably. Arotind the patches of rippling water,
now less than a hundred yards away, the sea has taken
on a mr hue, as if a massive body is crawling

* *

underseand: The blood in my veins
%ﬂt the Lord of the Flies has

~up with a new deviltry. The

shadow now ¢ ‘éreeps beneath the hull of our

ship, remmdmg me of the body of‘a giant spider

scuttling under the sea’s surface, just like a common
spider scuttles across the ceiling of a room. The thin
tapestry around the Templar galley has to be the
“spider’s” web. All of us hold our breath as the crea-
ture vanishes from sight underneach the junk.
Minutes pass and nothing happens....

Ah! Now I catch sight of the shadow again. It
returns to the galley, thanks God, leaving us alone.
The captain’s confounded noises in our hold must
have lured it near, that much is for sure. Probably
the creature is blind, or at least very nearsighted.
Slowly, the small circles of waves retreat from the
junk and turn toward the Templar galley again.
Now I am absolutely convinced that the hererical
artifact of our caprain must have drawn the Dream-
seed creature near. Despite my former intentions, I
will reveal the name of the captain and his ship to
the revered Consistorium upon my returnl believe it

aculinoito-an A0

will be for the common good if such hererical

machinery is taken into safe hands. I will not
mention it to him right now, though ‘as this would

« only further delay my return.

* * *

Evening: The wind has arisen again. Now we
can continue our crossing withgue having to use
devices that properly belong to the Adversary. I did
have the chance to have a look at the Dreamseed
creature in all its malign glory before the sun went
down. It reminded me of a spider indeed, although
some of its features made it different from a common
spider. But who knows? Nobody can say for certain
whether those spiders living in our homes are not
Dreamseed creatures as well, hiding behind their
apparent inoffensiveness while monitoring our every
move. Anyway, the body of the Waterweaver (as [
have named this species) is as big as a four-wheeléd
teamster’s wagon, and its legs are remarkably long,
Its entire repulsive body is covered with bristly
hairs, When I saw the Weaver lifgigself from the

waters a few moments ago, 1 could spot tiny

bubbles of air coming loose of it as the creature broke

through the sea’s surface. Perhaps the thing col]ccrsl

air in its thick fur in order to get the necessary
buoyancy. Otherwise, I could not explain why it
should have thigtbristly fur at all. Meanwhile, the
entirety of the galley is covered in a fine, delicate
web. The web itself appears to be covered with ¢iny
droplets, or maybe it consists entirely of water
(though I find this latter idea unlikely). Unfortunate-
ly, the galley is too far away for me to make out such
details. After reconsidering the whole matter
thor-oughly, Bran and I agreed that it would not be
wise to get closer to the crearure again. It appears
far too aggressive to risk such an endeavor: over the
last few hours the Waterweaver hasentirely destroyed
latge sections of the Templar galley, Survivors are
nowhere to be seen. As soon as we are far gnough
from the monster, we will say Mass for those
unfortunate souls who fell victim to the enormous
Dreamseed fiend.

Oth december .264.7'

This morning we finally landed on the shores
of Asia Minor, in a minor port called Bursatum. My
body is battered and bruised from the many

hardships of the crossing. My companions are glad |

to leave the abominable junk behind, and I share
their notion. Bran has raken care of everything that
still had to be done in regard to our caprain.

The land here differs from everything else I
have ever seen. The trees 4re small, and the land is
desolate, stony and rough, almost’as if the influence
of the Inferno ro the east is carried hither on searing
winds. Still, the Brandland has to be at least several
hundred kilometers from here, making it impossible
for the heat to travel such a long distance. Moreover,
the Pontic Mountains lie ahead of us. Could it be

minum nofteum
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that a new Inferno has erupted? From out of
nowhere? A new Infeffio nobddy knows about? Or

is there really such a difference in climate between

this side of Europe and the one we came from? At

comments, sulking, and moaning. But I do not blame
them. We have been traveling like this for weeks
and months now, md I put their bad mood down
to the heatl. & .

any rate, I should not be too rash in my conclusions.
In the afternoon, we are ready ro continue @ur
travels into territory unknown to all of us.
Hieronymus has heard from one of the fishermen
in Bursatum that we are about to head into a region
where water is an extremely rare commodity. Due
to this, we will have to restock our water supply in
one of the nearby settlements in order to avoid the
risk of dying of thirst. What a horrible thought: to
die because of such a trivial lack of nourishment on
such an awe-inspiring mission! Ahead of us, the
peak of a large mountain the locals call Uludeg
(Ulodag?) towers above the landscape. Unfortunately,
I have no clue of whence this moniker springs or
what its meaning is. However, I believe that such
linguistic banalities will be of no further relevance
to our journey. "y : .
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The people inhabiting this region have to be
tougher than 1 originally thought. Almost no gentle
winds stir the air here, even though the sea lies to
our left, which should guarantee at least the ogca-

sional breeze. When there is wind, it is more of a

scorching gust, making the air vibrate, buming eyes .

and lungs. My Monach'sugbe, already in a piteous
state, is soaked with sweat, clinging to my limbs
like a climbing plant that tries to entangle and
slowly smother its prey. The others surely suffe

much as I do, but they do not let me see it. Hi

nymus seems to be the bravest of them, considering
his great age. The coastline is unusually rugged;

countless rocks and small islands form a natugal

barrier that would make landing with a scagomg
vessel nigh impossible.

Evening: We can see the lights of a settlement
on the horizon. Since temperatures drop to more
comfortable levels once the sun hasser, it would be
a good idea for us to keep walking. My suggestion
to rest during the day when the heac is almost
unbearable to us and to travel by night does nor sit

Tand God’s,,

= 0y
=

th december

~ My expectations have been disappoim:ed once
again. The sheen of light we had beheld yegserday
evening turned out to be only a beacon of a primitive
outpost of the Urielite Order, The Keepers of the
Ways have taken up the task of preventing ships
from going to anchor on these dly shores.
The. Mgnachs there could not’ pro?ﬁc us with
propcr shelter. Our nocturnal effort has been in
vain; our strength has been wasted§ Yet we fo
some comfort in the presence of a Messenger uf%%

Lord on his way from his. }gmmel in Muntsalwg:

to Amman. He told us of his journey and the:
he had seen. His cheerfulness made me sad. I felt _
. homesick. Fortunately, the Engel offered me to_?
best wishes to Ab Arbogast in the Him*‘l_- at”
J

ney

l

¢, for he planned to restgthere on s jc
k to Montsalvage 'S R
* lorche mormng, wp%.ld goodbye

the Engv:l wi ch other th
before he
 some luck we shouls

unknown.

called Samsun, within a month. Until then we have
to ration our water, for the PonnaMoumuns have
very few springs where we ghnslahe our thlm and
refill our jugs®
Meanwhile, the brood ef the Lord of the Fhes :
is nowhere to en. Once again, my mission
becomes a burden to me, because I feel ahf I am
not up to this task ar all. ;
Later: And still we move on, It appmrs to me
as if the mountain crests go on forever and the cleft
slopes want to lead us astray. Bran suggests he could .
climb up to one of the peaks in order to ger an idea |
of our exact position. Then, so he says, we will be"
able to determine Ilow long our self-chosen mar-
tyrdom will last. T guess I will not allow him to go,
since I doubrt thar his endeavor will be worthwhile.
I think perhaps I do not want to know how much

well with Bran. He fears the darkness could be far
more dangerous than the heat: Dreamseed demons
could be attracted by the light of our lanterns, and
we would not notice their approach until it would
be too late. I want to believe his objections, but in
face of the high temperatures I find it hifirder and
harder to do so. Thus, I stubbornly insist on con-
tinuifig our march into the night.

The inner tension of my companions stats to
show at last, if only in a rather restrained fashion.
Admittedly, the frequent rests I need to write down
my rhoughts slow us down a good deal. My com-
panions. displeasure shows itself in' their biting

X

ot e o [ g

* our journey. When

longer I have to climb around these mountains’,

Tst january 9048
It is January for ;h nd rime since we started
Rama ZEterna, I was a
man with the best of inte tions and the passion of«
'you;h, My journey has taken its toll on me. I Feelﬁ 1
if I have aged more than merely one year. I wonder™
how Hieronymus must fecl, my dear old friend who
doubted right from the start that
- to cope with the hardships ahead




leads his second group of Templars with the con-
fidence and prccmcm I have always seen in him,
and I admire him for his prudence and his courages
Samsun cannot be too far now, even though I
cannot see the town yet. We ran out of water two
days ago. I hope for a miracle or my worst fears will
come true: we will die of thirst. My eyes burn and
it is hard for me to write anything down, since my
hands do not want te obey me anymore.
* * *

Noon: Provided my weakened senses do not
play tricks on me, I think I can see horsemen in the
distance who seem to be hunting something on the
beach below us. Unfortunately, it is very misty and
the image blurs again and again..

Later: When we approached the place where I
had seen the horsemen, they had vanished without
a‘trace. I do not know whether they were an illusion
or not. Bran and Hieronymus confirm my obser-
vation, however. Bran adds that judging from their
silhouettes thgghorsemen must have been heavily
armored. Grimriders in such a distant part of the
world strikes me as rather unusual. Maybe the
horsemen were mercenaries in the service of a
Junklord who has retreated here to hatch sinister
plans far from the mighty arm of the Angelitic
Church. We will see what awaitsius at Samsun as
soon as we will have reached the town. Probably we
are’in mortal danger if the authority of the Holy
Mother Church does not reach as far as here. Maybe
our journey will find its premature end, and we will
be taken prisoner by some megalomaniac Diadoche.
Then we would have to lead miserable lives like
lambs waiting for the slaughter, fearing that every
new day could be our last.

Be it as it may. Neither malevolent Dreamseed
demons nor vain and arrogant Diadoches will
discourage me, We will continue our mission unless
and until we are forced to abandon it.

I need some rest now. Just a few moments of
sleep and a beaker of cool water or sweet wine to
unravel these knotted thoughts in my head.

3rd january 9648
I have slept. To be precise, 1 have slept better
than ever before in my entire life. My lips may feel
like open sores, raw, dty, and cracked, yet I feel like
.a newborn babe. I must have lost consciousness
sometime 'during the last two days. Somehow, I
sup.posc. my companions have carried me here.
Even though I can neither see nor hear any of them,
this is the only plausible explanation. I will look for
them soon to get a report on events. First, I should
try to stand on miy own two feet.
My hardships must have been more strenuous
than I had expected; I have not regained mastery
over my entire body yet.

* * *

Before I could muster the strength to look for:

him, Hieronymus had already appeared at the side. _ g

of my bed. He delivered me from my ignorance by
answering my questions regarding our rescue, his
report as short and dry as ever. But I still do not feel
up to the task of writing about the events. My eyes
are as swollen as my lips. If T had not expected the

worst, [ would have fled from my own reflection in .

the mirror. I look like a frog that has been sunbaﬂlms
for far too long. Come to thimk of it, that is exactly
how I feel.

The last few days were interminable. Fortunately,
my condition has improvcd enough for me to take
up a pen and continue my chronicle of events.

Bran has spent the last few days gathering in-
formarion on the horsemen who appeared and
disappeared in the mists like a mirage just before
our arrival at Samsun. Apparently, the horsemen
have become the gtuﬂ" of legend in this region. The
people of Samsun exaggerate every encounter with
the horsemen, whether confirmed or unconfirmed,
with flamboyant derails. With every new peasant
who claims to have seen them, the hgrsemen grow
larger and crueler than with the t before. |
would like to summarize the essential and obvious
facts here, so I can refer to them if I should ever
encounter thethorsemen myself.

In the Samsun area, the horsemen are called the
“Sea-Mares.” This name itself tells a great deal re-
garding the aura of terror that surréunds the horse-
men. Furchermore, they apparently only turn up in
groups, and most often after sundown “%='which
was not the case when we encount
however. Moreover, they ne
water. These were the facts. T
marauding group of renegade i
to fill their purses a little in*
other hand, many stories of
with the disappearance of one or several persons,
The only traces that remain of the victims are blood
and a few shreds of clothing. OFf course, this could
be nothing more than the heated imagination of
the locals. However, Bran seems to give credit to the
stories, and I trust that he would have recognized
obvious tall tales.

Tomorrow we will start to look for the horse-

men. The Grimrider theory still does nor sit well
with me. Until we can be absolutely sure abour the
nature of the Sea-Mares, I will try to enjoy the
comfort of our accommodation here at Samsun.
The inn is clean and roomy. To be honest, I would
not have expected this level of quality here. This
may be the last comfortable lodging we will see

before we reach the Brandland, and .‘perhaps foran .

even longer time. Once we have found a Brandland
guide to lead us into that pitch-black wake of the

e
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Inferno’s passage, we surely will find no shelter
therein — if there is allything*worth seeing in that
wasteland. Maybe I will'find all the answers to my
questions concerning the Dreamseed demons, their
organization, and their function for the Adversary,
but maybe I will find only weariness. Or maybe 1
will only find my own doom there. I have to come
up with an idea how to make sure my writings will
not be lost to the world, even if I must make a
complete set of copies of them. Regrettably, that
would take a lot of time, and if there is one thing I
do not have, it is time.
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The night has not brought any new insights.
Even worse, a new problem has arisen overnight: To
whom shall I give this treasure? Whom shall I
endear with my invaluable writings? 1 must ﬁnd a
solution to this problem, Bran and his Temp
already waiting for me downstairs. We want
those strange horsemen haunting the reg
no other choice bur to push aside these
thoughts for the time being, or I will notbéat

face the problems at hand.
* * *

Time flew by during the day. We followed
many hints from the local people and eventually
arrived at a perfectly situated place from which we

could watch a wide area of the sandy beach alonga .

small bay. The town coungil helped us in this, even
though the magistrates did not appear to be too
happy about our presence at Samsun. I think they
mistrust official emissaries of the Angelitic Ch

The seven councilors discussed the topic of ¢
Seamare hunt extensively (the locals pronounce the
horsemen’s name as one word, and we all seem to

- have picked up the habir), first amongst themselves,

and later with us. They wanted to know who would
pay for the costs involved in the attempt to take the
Seamares into custody. When I offered to deal with
the problem at no cost to them, they became as
polite as young Begines, eager 1o _R_rovide us with
everything we would need to traclkedown the horse-
men®, Actually, there are no Templars or militiamen
in Samsun who would have dared to deal with the
Seamare problem. Bran's sense of honor is impeccable,
and it did not take much convincing on my part to
persuade him to participate in this licdle venture.
Our Templars are well equipped, their courage has
already become almost legendary, and a few ropes,
shovels, and buckets should be more thaf enough
to welcome these fiends in an appropriate manner.
Now we simply sit around, waiting for night to fall.
The light is already fading, and I can hear my bed
in the inn calling. However, the call of adventure
after such a long time of slothfulness is far more
alluring than any bed could ever be. Iam ready for
the Seamares to arrive. They may give me the op-
portunity to test my swordsmanship — Bran, I

: 1ﬁ:‘lv.’:l‘l it during the'hight, they wer ina

have neglected to mention (as I never thought it
important enough), has occasionally been tutoring
me in the rudiments of his art in our spare time.
Hieronymus was so kind offer me his blade;
he does not need it anyway; because right now he is
where I wanted to be a few moments ago: he was
too tired ro accompany us, and swears that he has
been feeling o0 old for a brawl for quite a while
now.

Darkness falls, and soen I will not be
write anymore. I do not dare to light a lantern. The
Seamares are still nowhere to be seen. The sea is
quiet, and a gentle wind carries the salty taste with
whlch we have become so well acqy#ted with over
the course of the last year. T will stop Writing now,
for my nose already touches the pages of 1 my diary.

I fear that I will not be able to rcad—.ﬂ'lc words [ am

writing nght now when the mormng comes.

le to

thjanuary 4

. In the end, last night brought nothin ‘_ore-.

cold feer and 'sulking Templars. THE p
ood fight had a3 sthe thu-s_for bmlc
¥ protectors, Sing they had not be ;

en the morning came.
had apparent prcsumod that we would
very lucky. 'if we had already enmunt&eﬂ
marauders during the first night of our lmm:. _W’é}
will have to repear our cxcq.i.'min tonight and hope
for better luck this time. To make up for lasr:mgln’s
errors, 1 willl ing blankets and some rice wine. .-\{

Meanwhile, Hieronymus' maps and charts have
grown to such an t that we will have difficulties
bringing them any further on our journey. We need
a cart or a wagon. Ihavc;usrtalkedrohlm,a&erhe :
returned from buying new chart paper. Accordxng
to him, the paper will suffice for the upcoming
days. I did not have the courage to ask for the cxactm
meaning of “the upcoming days.” Did he mean the
upcoming days of our entire voyage, or merely the
few days until our departure from Samsun? May
the Lord protect me from the latter possibility.

The town's streets here are remarkably well
maintained. Admittedly, this does not come as quite
so much of a surprise as it would be in other parts
of Europe. Here, it almost neyer rains. The hot
desert wind shoves the thick clouds, which are
perpetually looming over our heads, in a northeasterly
ditection, toward Roma fEterna This region is only
rarely touched by a clo st, which explains the

_changes in the landscape@iid the town all round us.
“The houses are simple, flat buildings. Presumably,
larger buildings would be ravaged by the wmdt.']
Everything is covered with a delicate veil of gra?"’
and black sand, giving the town a rather‘bleak
«character that loses much of its severity onceé you x
-get to know the tow :
--friendly toward
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spiety could be more prominent. I have not seen a
church yet, and i many of the travelers who come ro
town to tradedt Samsun are savages from the south
who have opposed all efforts of the Angeliric
Church to convert them up to now. Many of them
look as'g;ihfv-'thcy were an integral, yet living part of
the gray la : their faces are pale, their black
clothes are filthy. Occasionally, I see jewelry or
embroidery unlike any in Central Europe.

Contrary to my former prejudices, the savages
are not intimidating at all. They smile ar us all the
time. Hieronymus claims this is nothing more than

a wicked fagade. He is convinced that they try to
lure us into a false sense of security, just to stab us
in the back as soon as we trust them. Personally, I
admit that they may be rather simple, but I believe
them to be utterly harmless. Their primitive clothing

an‘d thclr innocent smiles are proof to me that they

y an offshoot of common European
heir affinity toward a nomadic lifestyle
without th';'ﬁliest dcsu'e to build more permanent
homes hints at old scriptiifes from the archives of

my order that tell of the early days of mankind and

our evolution from tribes of hunter-gatherers to

rice and cattle farmers. I wish I had more time to
devote to this fascinating aspect of human evolution!
Maybe I will have the opportuniggito visic this place
again after | have accomplished my mission. I guess
it would be nice to study people after having studied
Dreamseed creatures for so long.

Tonight is just like yestermght Our camp is in
the most suitable pomﬁon and the visibility is good.
But there is something more that brings joy to my
heart: the pleasant warmth of rice wine in my belly
and the blankets around my feet and shoulders.
Darkness apparenitly falls sooner than yesterday. I
already find itgyery hard to make out the letters in
my digry. Again, I have to refrain from lighting a
lantern, which would only act as a warning to our
adversaries. I will stop writing now. If we are lucky,
I will be able to write about the success of our

- endeavor fomorrow.
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O, how innocent designs can turn into utter
catastrophes over the tourse of a single night! No

.matter how innocuously you write them down,

they nevertheless can become ghastly horrors you
never wanted to summon. Burt I should explain my
ravings before I continue.

Surely it would have been advantageous to write
down yesterday’s events %s soon as they had tran-
spired. Unfortunarely, the dread I felt would not
- abate until this late hour of morning, and I fear that
it could return with all its mlght as sgon as I finish
my report.

Just before the sun disappeared behind the
horizon thesea started rippling at several places close
0 2

> -
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to the beach Once again, it was Bran who nanoad kL
it first. His eyesight is extrcmely acute when it

comes to spotting things that would remain invisible
to others. At first, we had been watching the beach
itself, because nobody had thoughr it ncccssal.'y"'.to
watch the sea. What should have come out of the
sea anyway? Alas, I should have known better. The

troubled sea released one, thcn three, and ar lasr .

seven bizarre creatures from its waters. Initially, o
they looked like great, oversiged crayﬁsh and their
clumsy movement almost made me smile. Having
crawled from the sea, they raised to their impressive
full heighr on their six limbs. The giant crabs’ armor
was covered with small seashells, barnacles, and
other crustaceans. They gleamed in hues of red,
brown, and black in the last rays of the sun, just as
their smaller brethren which the people living on
the Croatian coast catch to cook delicious meals.
However, these creatiires certainly did not belong
to the same species as my favorite dish. This
thought made bitter gall rise in my throat, and even
before I had swallowed it down again, the seven
beasts showed their unnaturalness by standing fully
upright!

It was then that I finally reahzed :hal: we had
truly found what we had been looking for. The
Seamares — aptly named, for even I eould not have
come up with a better moniker re roughly

two and a half meters rall, bearing a striking

resemblance to knights in heavy plate armor. They
had folded eheir first pair of legs in front of their
bodies, giving the impression of wearing fine breast-

plates and ornate hclmets?. The only flaw in rheil‘ Fig

cunning disguise was that their ifhaginary steeds

lacked heads, maklng them even more dl’cadful o

through the darkness on headless co
ready to take to a cold, watery
enough ro oppose them.

everything thar is good and
expected a band of scoundrels’ ¢
with our intimidating appearance and the authonty
of the Angelitic Church. Suddenly, we were faced
with the most bizarre Dreamseed demons we had
yct seen.

Their walk was so reminiscent of a horse’s that
one had to constantly remind oneself of the:r-qﬁi;"
nature. The dull clatter of their “hooves” seemed so

real thar I turned around to see if there were nor:

real horses around somewhere. What happened
next surely was the most unfortunate chain of adverse
circumstances that I have witnessed in my entire
life. Moreover, it all happened so fast that I have
difficulty recounting events in chronological order.

Suddenly, I heard a call from that side of our
camp which lay toward the town é.l_id,'looking that
way, I saw small figure clambering over the focks .
toward us. Before I was able to shout a warning, the
terrible creatures noticed the small figure and

started swrmingi-toward it. Where I had been too
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; ;.u'mguc-ried to shout to warn the small figure of the
‘approaching menace, one of the Templars under

Bran’s command broke the silence by shouting out
loud. The small shadow stopped in its tracks as if
thunderstruck, which was exactly the worst thing to
do in its situation. If it only had kept on moving, it
certainly would have reached the safety of our
camp. But the seven demons were now barring the

. shadow’s passage, and began encircling their victim.

At the same time, the Templar’s shout called our
presence to the demons’ attention. Three of the
Seamares turned around to advance on our position.

Once again, Bran was the first among us to
assess the situation properly, instantly bringing the
blade of his hasta to the ready. Empowered by his
grim determination, I jumped to my feet — and
immediately sprawled at full length, having become
so excited thar I forgor the woolen blanket wound
around my legs to keep me warm. Thus, I missed
the following few seconds. After I freed myself from
the trap I had set for myself, [ saw that Bran was
already fighting the first Seamare. Bran put up a
fierce resistance, but the giang creature had a
demon'’s might. My brave Armatura was forced
back step by step. The two other creatures had been
caught in the trap we had set so cautiously the day
before — a deep pitfall we had dug close to our
camp, covered with driftwood and ropes, meant to
stop the charge of armed horsemen across the sandy
beach. Sadly, one of our Templars had been too rash
in his charge against the Dreamseed'ereatures, and
fell into the pit along with his opponents. Terrible

~ noises came from the depths of the pit. I refrained

from glancing déwn into it, because I was too afraid
of seeing what the noises already hinted at. Mean-
W]:ull:, olir other Gabrielite Templars had rushed to
the strange small figure, which later
7 from the town who had been

sent t ine and bread. Since everything
happ I had no chance to reach one

of my cof 'i~-‘| i time to be of any help, I watched
the whole sccuﬁi. stunned; good Hieronymus' sword
was never freed from its scabbard. I'doubr I could
have been much use with my rather feeble fighting
skills against the armor of those nightmares in any
case.

. As the Seamares did not see the necessity to
continte their masquerade, they had started to use
their first pair of limbs, now extending huge, scythe-
like claws. They were battering the Templars with
these gruesome weapons, inflicting deep wounds.
No sounds were to be heard from the piriable Tem-
plar in the pitfall, and I feared the worst. I sported
the claw of Seamare scraping over at the edge of the
pitfall, in fact, and my heart missed a bear due to
sheer terror. I am certain [ would not have been any
match for those monsters, and I guess none of my
companions would have been able ro save me. But
suddenly, there was a loud boom, followed almost
directly by a second one. A piercing screech sounded
from inside the pitfall, and the ¢law that had just

et o SRR e S
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extended from there exploded into a thousand.
splinters. A putrid pulp of burned flesh, black
blood, and bone fragments rained down on me,
covering my hair and my face, After the second
thundering bang the beast twitched for a last time
and lay still on the bottom of the pltfall. Three
more blasts took care of the seco Seamare, Con-
sequently, four of the monsters fled toward the sea,
leaving their intended victims behind. Bran's op-
ponent was no longer able to flee on its own. The
sharp blade of Bran’s hasta had cut off three of the
demon’s six legs. The severed limbs lay on the
ground, twitching in malicious reflexes. With a
mighty stroke of his hasta, Bran cut in half the rest
of the demon. We had at least won a small victory.
Sadly, though, the poor boy had been hacked to
pieces by the Seamares’ sharp claws. I fear his family
will have to bury his remains there, for so horribly
little was left of him. The poor Templa.l who fell
into the pit together with two of the beasts had also.
been crushed and mutllated by nh,masswe Sea-
mares.

After having coped with my initial dread, I
realized that we were being watched. At once, I
remembered the strange thundering bangs. 1 looked
around, searching for the force behind our unex-
pected rescue, bur I saw nothing to satisfy my
curiosity and dread. I did not like the idea of
simply accepting my fate and attriburing our rescue
to a miracle. Not that I lack the faith necessary to
believe in divine intervention, but I usually try to
find other more logical explanations first. Otherwise,
I would risk thanking the Almighty rashly, although
He did not even plan to interfere in my life.
Grudgingly, I started to examine our findings.

Obviously, the Seamares have developed the
amazing capability to deceive their victims with an
astonishing form of mimicry. Aftex Bran and his
men had pulled the two Seamares’ bodies oug of the
pitfall, I had the opportunity to study the inside of
this Dreamseed species in derail, as well as taking a
closer look at their outward appearance. Unlike all
other specimens of Dreamseed I have studied before
now, the Seamares” limbs are crooked, appearing
rather awkward and cumbersome. The joints are
protected by various seashells of immense size,
which seem actually to have been grafted-to the
Seamares’ own thick shells. Probably, their only
function is to simulate an ornfate suit of armor. These
general features are valid for the rest of the body as,
well. Legs and claws end in horn-like bulges, re-
sembling hooves and the visor of a helmer, respec-
tively. Those bulges resembling visors are an integral
part of the Seamares’ disguise, because they stand
with the first pair of limb# in front of their faces to
create the illusion of wearing helmiet and breastplate.
I was even able to duplicate the necessary movements -
of the limbs with one of the bodies. The tips of the
scythe-like claws are of a surprising flexibility and
sharpness. Moreover, they are covered with tiny
saw-teeth, so I had to be very careful not to cut
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myself when [ was examining them. Only the neck
of the creature’s head 1§ heavily armored, while the
rest of the head appeafs.to be quite vulnerable.
Considering how effecrively armored the rest of the
entire body seemed, I felt a spark of hope regarding
the overall vulnerability of the Seamares. It is of dis-
advantage, though, that the softer parts of the head
only become visible when the creatures reveal
themselves in their true shapes. Since the Seamares
apparently only do so when they are certain of
bringing down their chosen prey, this weakness
could prove minimal when it comes to the extermi-
nation of this species. Nevertheless, this represents
a relevant, significant observation.
“Bringing my superficial examination to a close,
‘would like to point to the abdomen of the
Dreamseed creature which had reminded me so
much of my favorite dish at first. It is roughly similar
to an oversized lobster’s tail, hinting at the natural
environment of these enigmatic creatures. Wh:le on
dry land, the Seamare hides this telling par 5
body beneath its massive bulk. Without
this‘tail makes the Seamare a very fast
Even so, the Seamares obviously prefer o
of the water to hunt. It remains unclear
how long these creatures can stay on dry land or if
they are even subject to something so trivial as a
need to breathe — do, not forger thar these are
beings of a demonic origin. “
This is definitely another black day for our mission.
Again, a member of our party has lost his life under
tragic circumstances. Morgover, a young innocent’s
life has been taken. What a depressing twist of fate!
What a meaningless death! The boy had been sent
to us with the best of intentions, and, just as inighe

Vo 3

4 case of our boatman Benitorio, the Dreamseed

demons have robbed him of his life completely
unexpectedly and for no purpose. What madncss,
* whar a waste!
* * a *

Evening: I am seething with anger. The
dim-witted people of Samsun have robbed me of
the chance to further examine the bodies of the
Dreamseed creatures. A veritable mob of outraged
citizens has burned the three Seamare specimens on
the beach. What a tragedy! All my work, and all our
dangers for naught. Now we will never know more

f about these mysterious beings if we do not decide
to stay in this ramshackle town longer than we had
initially planned, a stay that would spell disaster for
our overall plans for our journey. Once again, I
have reached a dead end. The problems threaten to

‘;ﬁ :

overwhelm me. -
Grant me your wisdom, O Lord. ]..ampléédulg
for Your help.
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misled. The only possible gnswer i§*h
rnibw‘

_bpponent’s way in
* furcher. Is

I.conmrﬁ*almng irritage

~my haying to address two tasks a
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We cannotwait a day er. After yesterday’s
events we have decided unanimously to leave Samsun
to bring our mission to a close. It is still unclear
who saved us from the Seamares and how our savior

managed to 'di_eféat our opponents with such ef-

ficiency while remaining invisible during r.hé fight.
Bran suspects the wounds/on the Seam odies
stem from pre-Flood projecrile weapons. fthe
ignorant townsfolk of Samsun had nor acted so rashly,
we might have found some evidencc for Bran's
theory, Now, assumprions are all ‘é If Bran is
tight, we are dealing with a Heretic, h:ch leads
only 1o further questions. Questions that - will likely
never be answered. We must dcﬁrt today %
continue our journey to the east.

I have not prayed for adong time. Co d our
tribulations be the Lord’s punishment? 1} R
cannot be. I am His humble, loyal servant. 1 act on :
e behalf of His spokesperson on Earth, the im-

nortal Pontifex Maximus — no, I have nog

. Hesis gaining
and puts obse ‘

to increase
- Lgrd of thc Flies:

rersary’s power has
and *here on earth

the Last of Days? A
Our party’s mood is gerting worse.
have left Samsun, I could fecl the heavy b
the soul of my compamonslTe‘nslon is growing
the future ahead of us is grim. Our mission les
directly toward the Brandland corridor in |
Maybe this is what takes such a toll on the narvgs
of my companion rsonally, I feel cxatcdwﬁcn I “!
think of entering the eye-of the storm andsolmn; ¢
the mysteries of the Dreamseed in a fcw#ays. Tﬁ‘gﬁ B
is no turning back for me. Despite all my fear ,n!ly
decision is irrevocable. I will not give up

Januarg

We must havc covered half of the distance now !
between Samsun and Batuni, the city ar the edge of
the Brandland. Hieronymus’ eyes keep festering 1
shut, He could barely open them this morning. The
sand gives him trouble, and over, the course of the
last four days the inflammation has evolved into a
veritable threat to our mission. I fear my old friend.
will lose his eyesight if my medicine does not show
any effect soon. Mor . his lamentarions and
st.of the men so badly
that T worry about a possible escalation of the whole
matter. Hieronymus has been unable to draw a
maps for the last three days. I had to promise h
to draw the maps in his stead as well as I a.lli ab
Unfortunately, we are slowed down )




£

#  Bran has run ahead to scour; all I can see of him
is a tiny silhouette on the horizon. Hopefully, he
will tell us chiat he has caught sight of a settlemene

upon his return. Or at least a watering hole, for we

are running out of water. If my mouth were not so
dry and my lips so sore, I would laugh at our sit-
uation. Agasl,.A traveling along the coast, with
water justa Few meters away, and yet we have o fear
dying of thirst. And $o I choke back my laughter,
crying a few hot tears instead, tears that carve deep
furrows like raging rivers across the dusty landscape
of my face.
~ * . *

Evening: Bran has returned to our camp. Un-
fortunately, his search for water or shelter has been
unsuccessful. During the last few hours we have taken
turns leading poor Hieronymus by the hand, because
he“is now totally blind. His eyes have swollen
< -'-.--:hombly L are encrusted with pus. He is in great

» pain. Thi 1¢, it more than hypochondria. He has

- tried several t tigges to force - open his eyes with all his
_ remaining strength. Since I cannor look after him

" all of the time, I have asked the Templars to tie
H:cmnyn:ms up so he can do himself no permanent

" damage. 1 feel terribly guilty, but I guess it is for the
best of all of us. We have fetched some seawater to
cool his eyes. Even though the$alt burns in the
wounds, it surely acts as a disinfectant of sorts and
helps to draw out the pus, which cannot be too
wrong. The rest of the party copes astonishingly
well with our situation. Except for Hieronymus, no
one seems to have responded to the desert sand in

¢ an unhealthy fashion. Although I notice that the
fine sand finds its way into every fold of skin on my
body, only poor Hieronymus has been hit so hard.
Tonight, temperatures are sure to drop dramarically
 again. Ever sinceswe ran out of firewood two days
ago, we haye found nothing flammable. At least we

of the world What an mteresu.ng term: “the edg':,

of the world.” Could this be true? Are we ap-: Ry e @AM,{_ §-

proaching the actual edge of the world or'is there a
land beyond it, free from Dreamseed, awaiting our
arrival? We will know soon enough, thar much is
certain. First, we will have to reach Batumi, the last
outpost of human civilization. According to my
Order’s records, Batumi is a haven for outlaws and -
Heretics, which does not belste ¢ my confidencein
the least. But in order to ujderstand the machi- B
nations and atrocities of the Lord of the Flies, one
has to explore rather than retreat from them.

Bran leads our way again to warn us of un-
expected guests or events. Thus, I have a little more
time to care for Hieronymus. His condition
remains unchanged. I am not sure whether to see
this in a positive or negative way. We shall see what
the day will bring. Fer the meantime, we are still
bound to lead Hieronymus by the hand.

Afternoon: We are resting for a short while.
Bran has discovered tracks he cannot assign to any
creature he knows; they look as if something huge
has been dragge* over the ground. The trail is at
least eight paces wide, with three smaller furrows in
the sand on both sides. From the spacing of the
tracks we can deduce that the creature, if creature

rable to that of the Waterweaver, means an
estimated 16 paces in length. ' i
In spite of our awkward situation we have de-  *
cided to folloW the tracks for a while, We want to
know which kind of creature leaves such strange :
tracks. Since the tracks have not been blown dver
by the wind, we have a good chanc#of finding their &
originator. .
* * L

it is, as we all fear, must be at least qi-i size compa- A '

It is late afternoon, and the light @
starts to fade away. We hay

~ have adlghtcr load to carry now’.
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One of our mules did not rise from the ground
this morning. I had not noticed how exhausted our
beasts of burden must have been. The other mule
seems o be in good shape, even though it lamented
the death of its partner loudly and extensively.
Every morning, it takes us a little longer to chase

,the stiffness from our bones. 1 fear that some
morning soon we will not be able to lift a finger
because we have frozen stiff overnight. One of the
porters had the idea that we should lie as close as
possible'to each other through the night in order to
warm ourselves, a plan which has been moderately
successful at best: However, maybe we would have
- turned to ice last night and his idea actually saved
our lives.

I can see the Brandland oh the horizon for the
first timey It looks like a wall of darkness, giving the
impresiién-that we have actually reached the edge

ke Ty u{s.mlv”

that reminds me vaguely of
corpse. Due to the way t
within some sort of slimy; sti
got the notion that we are ind
new species of Dreamseed = a new species that
somehow swallows and dissolves its victims whole,
only to excrete them again later only somewhat
whole. However, I am wondering what a ma.n-eanng
demon serving the Lord of the Flies does in this
desolate wasteland. It is a rather fortunate happén:
stance to find a living creature in this desertat all, and e
this odd behavior leaves me completely flabbergasted.
Hieronymus’ pitiable condition sticks at my
conscience regarding the way I have chosen, but I
have no other choice. I must accomplish my mission. ; = b
Daylight has faded almost entirely now. I am
determined to walk“on all through the wight, if
necessary. I have to keep rcducmg the distance
between us and the creature, Time is running short
ON uS, OUF WAler reserves are depleted, and Hiéro-
nymus “condition is only getting worse. I will con-
tinue documenting our journey as soon as I find the

time TOMQEIOW.

Sl ot o comeal o
«54{ b

-ﬂuu MH&M.I'MTI

éﬂll[qacssﬂ[ﬁ:s!u f hat 1%




acul noite o

I made the right decision yesterday when I
insisted on following the tracks of the Dreamseed
creature. Unfortunately, the night was very dark
and like so many times before, I could see the creature
only vaguely. Still, the darkness was to our advantage

this time. The dcr_n‘m-— for this creature certainly

can be nothing elsele— was moving very slowly.
Thus, it was no hard for us to catch up with even-
tual}y_What we saw made half of my party lose
their poise; if not for my quick assurances, the
greater part of our porters would have fled screaming
into the night. Few are the terrors in this world that
can prevent me from accomplishing my mission
after everything I have seen already. The demon
slowly made its way toward the southeast — directly
toward the Brandland Corfidor. The fact that the
creature was going in the same direction as us could
not amaze me, but.I wonder why it went such a
long way round before?

In any case, the beast’s entire body was of a
blazing red color, or at least thar is whar it looked
like'in the glow of our lanterns, and its huge abdomen
resembled an utterly distended balloon attached to
the rest of its.body. Our estimation of its size seems
to have beenfigifite accurate. The most bizarre and
horrifying detail about the demon is that human
badies could be seen constantly shifting under the
translucent skin of the creature’s sackélike abdomen,

~ apparently trying to escape from the inside of the
*  monster. This observation made even my blood

curdle, It seem&d to me that I could almost make
out r.hc fa,qcs of r.hc unfortunate victims in thcu' lea-

ffound on our way yesterday:
bones in a pulpy sac of gall
n Bran, who usually forgets
fwhen It comes to protecting
others, rnade no attempt to free the helpless victims
with his hasta. He too must have realized imme-
diately that those poor souls were beyond help. The
creature itself ignored us, and something told me it
ghc e of advantage to stay unnoticed. Who

‘could tell how fast and dangerous this creature,

which appeared so clumsy and sluggish now to us,
could become if provoked? In the end, we decided
to let the creature get away for the time being, but
to stay on its trail. Maybe we can keep on following
it unnoticed and learn more about it. It makes no
difference to us. Apparently, we are all heading for
the Brandland. All thac is left for us to do is to bury
the dead that the Collector of Souls (as I have
dubbed this new species) is expelling or regurgitating
alofg its way.
* - *

It is a strange feeling, wandering myche wake of

a Dreamseed creature, climbigg up %*.me after

;:r

dune, always worrying thar the monster could sud~
denly turn around and attack us. . Until now the
Collector of Souls has not even turned-its tiny head

+ to take a closer look at its pursuers. In broad day-

light, the colossus looks surprisingly docile. If not
for its repulsiveness, one could almost mistake it for
a domesticated farm animal g ~calmly ac pas-
turgs Unfortunately, its pasture is human blades of
grass, and the sight of its victims being digested
alive makes my hair turn white. Having shrugged
off his initial lethargy, Bran now seems eager to
attack the Dreamseed demon. Given the monster’s
size, I feel a little queasy at this thought. Mpreover,
the Collector of Souls cannot be as slow as it now
appears, because otherwise it would not have been
able to catch and devour its victims.

The groundswell is growing rougher. Frequently,
rock can be seen beneath the ashen desert sand. The
sound of the Collector’s abdomen grinding over the:
ground is slowly worming its way into my brain.
am absolutely certain thar it will hggetofore haunt
me in my dreams. We have neither slept nor rested
for more than a few moments in two and a half days
and nights now. All of us are at the ends of our
tethers, first and foremost Hieronymus. The Dream-
seed shows no sign of fatigue whartsoever. Slowly,
inexorably, it meyes on toward the darkness ahead.
I have never been so close to Brandland in my entire
life. It is awe-inspiring, yet frightening at the same -
time. The Collector of Souls crawls on without
showing any need for rest, while we most definitely
will have to pitch camp now. Tomorrow — or at
least after a few hours of rest — we will try to follow
the Collecror’s trail again, -

Bran and the Templars were gone when I woke
up-this morning. The trail of the Dreamseed creature
has been largely blown over by the wind. Still, it is
not difficult to follow. I fear Bran is abour to do
something foolish and attack the Collecror of Souls,
Hieronymus is somewhat better today. He can open
his eyes again, making the going less rough. We
have to catch up with our Templars before disaster
strikcsiand our party gets even smaller,

* * *

We are too late. Albeit we can account ourselves
happy for not having lost one of our party, the,
Collector of Souls is no more. We have been running
for the last hour and I have to carch some breath
before I will be able to think clearly.

Later: I find it hard to be angry with Bran, but
I had hoped to learn mare about the demon. At
least I can examine its body, now that they have
slain the beast. :

According to Bran, the Collector of Souls made
use of an interesting strategy to account for its
plump sluggishness. The demon can apparently

extend a long tongue from its far too sma}l head
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:ﬂ'lat it employs with breathtaking speed and pre-
~ cision to paralyze its opponents. Some kind of
poison must be secreted from the tongue’s knobby

helpless while the Collector of Souls either draws
himin or crawls close enough to swallow him whole.
Now that the flaccid body of the monster lies un-

i 77 e NS - moving in front of me, I can study the tongue closely.
o * hjtmust be at least pine paces long and it is as thick
NG “as'my thlgh (which das grown considerably more

muscular in the course of the past year). The
creatiire’s tongue may be even longer than that, but
I do not dare to touch it because I know nothing of
the poison’s potency.

The six legs of the Collector are short, but
strong. Like the rest of the body, they appear to be
somehow out of shape. The gigantic abdomen indeed
consists of a translucent, extremely sturdy leathery

material. Bran must have had'a good deal of trouble
% cutting it open. The victims of the Collector —
nomadic savages to the last man — all died shortly
after leaving their cruel prison. Many of them were
already dead when the Templars tried to free them,
while othersisurvived the first few moments of their
newfound freedom, dcsp:te their severe bite
wounds, before perishing in excruciating pain.
Overall, 1 nted twelve unfortunate victims,
seven of whali¥must have already been dead, while
the other five obviously were still alive when the
Templars cut them from the abdomen. Their limbs
have partially dissolved and are nothing more than
undefined lumps. Their muscles are lying bare,
* since their skin has vanished almost entirely. The
‘ stench of digestive juices and rot is overwhelming.
" Appalled by the corpses, porters and Templars alike

keep théit distance from the titanic mount of flesh.
! he Collector’s skin has taken on a
ade of red. I assume this
: Collector’s body fluids have
gh I cannort be sure of this.
o rest here for the remainder
brate 6ur small victory with
ter and our porters’ secret supply
‘of delicious brandy, which they had kept quiet
about until now. My examinations have been so
time-consuming that night is already drawing near.

ﬁr& january 9048

A humming noise roused me from deep sleep
this morning. At first, I intended to blame the noise
on last night's brandy, until I spotted several small
dots on the horizon, closing very quickly. With a
great a&_ﬁunt ofrceling and staggering, I rose to my
feet to have a closer look at the phenomenon, Sud-
denly, I realized what it was — Dreamseed. I woke
my‘€ompanions and asked Bran to corroborate my
observation; As I have already mentioned several
times, I'm sure, his eyesight is far better than mine.
Bran not only confirmed what 1 had segn, but he

surface that paralyzzs the victim and renders him -

&
also was more precise about nature and number of.
our encmies. They were Tainter-Dragonflies, one
of the most common Dreamseed species of our
time — the grunts of the Adversary’s army, if you
will. One of those creatures would not have meant
any danger to us, for a single Tainter-D: nﬁnﬂy is
no match for an experienced and emplar.
However, we were facing roughly twen:y of those
monsters, each of them armed with razor-sharp
mandibles and poison stingers. Even our courageous
Gabrielite Templars could not standiup to such
overwhelming odds. Thus, Bran’s first order was to
look for cover. :

Fortunately, we had been wandering through
rough terrain for the last few days. Thus, there were
enough ledges behind which we could hide from
the monsters’ view. If we had encountered them a
week earlier, we would have been done for, but now
we stood at least a chance of survivale. & _

We cowered behind various ¢ rmatlons
and waited for the enemy. The mmmg am:l
droning of the man-sized wings was loud enough to 3
make you think a thunderstorm had started to rage
over our heads. Then the demons arrived. Unforru-
nately, I had chosen my hiding-place so pooriy that
I was unable to see what happened now near the
Collecror’s bodys#At that moment, 1 did not really
care. | only hoped that none of my companions
would lose his self-control and try to flee, forhe
would never be able to escape the Dreamseed.

I watched how the demons soared over our
heads. They turned around to fly over our position
for a second time, before they turned in the direction +
of the carcass of their gigantic relative. A small
number of them stayed airborne to search the area.
Was it mere coincidence thart the Tainter-Dragon-
flies arrived here so shortly after their demonic
brethren’s death? Or does their arriyal offer further
proof of a2 mental communication system, g I had
assumed earlier? I strongly doubt that the Tainter-
Dragonflies’ arrival here ar precisely this moment
was sheer coincidence. I believe that the Collector
of Souls must have called them here somr:how prior -
to its demise.

But we have more pressing problems to deal
with right now. I do not dare to imagine what will
happen if those creatures decide to stay here until
hunger and thirst force us to leave otrr hiding-places.
Since there is nothing else’ for me to do, I shall
continue to write'down today’s events in my book. ,
The demons seem to have left the air above us, sol
will venture to look about....

The majority of the demonic squadron has
already started to feast on the remains of the
Collector’s victims. Thus,the question whether we
want to bury the bodies is no longer of any relevance.
Thus far, all my companions have remained calm. [
have to praise them for their patience. Hieronymus
— who sits next to me — has just wished_thar his
eyes would return to the sorry state they were in
two days ago, because then he would not have to
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watch this grisly scene. However, I do not take him
too seriously, for his Blindnes§ has been a time of
great suffering for all of'us, and especially for him,
since he was unable to work on his maps. (It was
even worse for me, though; as soon as he had
opened his eyes again, he started to reproach me for
the many mistakes I have made in continuing his
work on the maps, even to the point of wondering
aloud how I ever made it into the service of the

Angelitic Church.)

The Tainter-Dragonflies will not leave. Greedily,
they have begun to devour the Collector of Souls
itself. This strikes me as quite odd, for it constitutes
an act of cannibalism; the different Dreamseed
species have to be considered as a part of a greater
whole. The various species are merely slight de-
viations from the whole, it would seem, just like
some people have large noses while other have a
darker tone of skin, Nevertheless, they are all part
of the same race. I must think on this.

. . L

It is late afternoon and my back is achi
Certainly, the others do not fare any better
in their hiding-places. Hieronymus has fa
He almost gave us all away with his ¢t

snoring, but I saved the day with a spirited blow ta |

his belly. The once again airborne Tainter-Dragon-
flies are high up, moving in constantly expanding
circles, nothing more than black, glittering dots in
the steel-blue sky. They have finished their dirty
work on the ground. No trace of the impure spawn
remains on the battlefieldeNort a single bone, not a
single piece of flesh, not even the armor plates. The

jaws grinding on steel-hard chitin gave me the
creeps. I am extraordinarily glad that that is .,

As elegant and agile as these demons might ap
in flight, their way of scuttling on the ground is so
bizarre and grotesque thar it almost sickened me.
Ah, wait, what is this? Praise the Lord, they are:
flying away! I would not have been able o stand
their presence nor watch their atrocities any longer.
Hieronymus has been roused by the beatings of
their wings. Bran is even more excited than before
and I think I know what upsets the him: The creatures
came from the direction of our destination, and
they also returned there. What if Barumi is in the
clutches of the Dreamseed? Or worse, what if Batumi
has been razed to the ground? Where can we

restock our provisions then?
. * *

Nighefall: We walked in silence for the rest of
the day.

Finally, Barumi lies just ahead of us. The fear
that has been gripping us for rwo days now has
grown more tangible — the fear of heading toward
death and corruption. Morgover, we are constantly

o

~of arms, one with sharp ¢
the other with two s
‘of proper hands. Apart from 4 normal pair of human .

. raising abomination a_leout which we T:’w nothing, .

aware that the flying minions of the Lord of the
Flies could return at any second. At least for now,
that fear has not become reality. One hour’s march
away from Batuni, we can algeady see that the rown
is bustling with activity. Obviously, there is nothing
in the town’s direct vicinity its inhabitants would
have to fear.

. Forsome reason, the sound of countless beating
wings is creeping into my thoughts, not unlike the
noise of the Tainteg-Dragonflies. Is this an illpmen,
or rather the return of the voices that tried in the
past to possess me? But no — ironly takes a look at
Bran, who is walking next to me while I am
checking on my diary, to see that L am nort the only
one who hears the deep humming sound. I do not
have to look behind us — now is nor the time to

#

write. g

LS
L * *

Again, itis hard for me to recount the events of
this day with the care and derail necessary. Never-
theless, T will try my best. The Tainter-Dragonflies
ventually must have caught our trail and s:art@gp-
follow us. Our ensuing escape was a torture indeed.
Bven though the Dreamseed creatures were still far

ay when we notlced ey hacftcturn they were
tching up with us very quickly, andidfter the
dships of the recent weeks our legs werq,a.l:qady
as heavy as lead. Yet we started to run; what else was

there for us ?Wemmag:dmstayclbsctogm‘.ka\,i
for the first Half-mile and to maintain most of the

.

. distance between us and the monsters. Eventually,

however, exhaustion set in and our head start |
melted away. Hieronymus and the porters tired
more than the rest of us. Just as Bran wanted to give
the order to halt our retreat and face the enemy |
(which would t certainly have meant our i
deaths), we saw a small house ahead, to our left by
the side of the road. We dashed roward it with
renewed vigor, thinking we had found shelter, when
something unimaginable happened that will surely
change my view of the world for all time. !
When we opened the decaying door of the
house, Bran and I stopped dead in our tracks, thun-
derstruck. While I ac first ateribuced the sight before
my eyes to a frightened and weary mind, I quickly
had to accepr it as harsh reality when I realized thar
Bran would be unlikely to suffer from exactly the
same delusion as me. A creature, half-human, half-
insect, stared at us with malevolent eyes, giving the
impression that it was as startled to see us as we
were to encounter it in this mall house. The creature -
was at least two meters tall and possessed two pairs
instead of fingernails,
ke.horn blades instead

eyes, several more pairs of eyes rcsemblmg those of
a splder were spaced randomly on its head. ch
mandibles twitched where a mouth should have '1
been. We were trapped. In front of us stood a hair-
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awhile in our back a veritable squadron of Tainter-

Dragonflies waited, all too eager to tear us to
shreds. i .

The creature made the decision for us as to
which monster we should face by artacking us,
utrering sounds that mighc have been words once
but, due (cu:h.edtcred physiology of the speaker,
were nothing more than clicks and grunts. Thank
the Lord, Bran was level headed enough to ready his
weapon, while I simply stood and stared at that
which I could not fathom. I had heard stories about
the so-called Tempted, men and women who form
a sinister pact with the Lord of the Flies in order to
be granted his twisted “blessings.” I had never
thought these stories to be trueyand I still would
not do so if I had not seen this creature with my
own eyes. Bran had difficulty keeping the Tempted
at'bay while the rest of our companions arrived at
the small house one after the other. Several times
. the Templar's hasta almost cut my head from the
shoulders as hgswung it abour in his mighty battle
with the abomination. Since utter confusion ruled

~ in the crowded room, I dropped to my knees and

erawled out of the danger zone on hands and knees.

“Poor Hieronymus was hit a blow from the haft of a

Templar’s hasta just as he entered the treacherous
safety of the house, sending the'old cartographer
sprawling to the floor.

#»A few moments later, Bran had pushed the
Tempred back into a corner with the help of two
other Templars. The repulsive creature did not turn
idle there, however. Rather, it ripped the wooden
wall behind it to pieces as if it were paper, escaping
through the hole it had thus torn. My rash joy turned
to sheer terror very quickly. Probably the Tainter-
Dragonflies would not have been able to get into
the house before;/bur now a two-meter hole in the
wall had turned our bastion into a death trap. Like
'a-ﬂock‘?of frightened birds, we ran about looking for
shelter from the Dreamseed demons that now began
to pour in through the hole. I fled upstairs to the
second floor, when helpless Hieronymus came to
my mind, My old friend was nowhere to be seen
when I looked for him on the first floor, which was
now crowded with Templars and Dreamseed creatures
locked in vicious battle. After a moment of frantic
searching [ caught a glimpse of Hieronymus. To-
gether with two of our porters, he was cowering
under a table, trying 'not become the rarger of a

. Tainter-Dragonfly’s attention. Considering the

circumstances, he did a remarkably good job. Since
I could not help him in this situation, I made to
retreat upstairs when I was hit in the head by a
blow. At least, I suppose I must have been hit, even
though I do not remember it, just as I do not re-
member any other details of our fight with the

" Dreamseed spawn from that point onward. Bran later

' -; :,f

told me all abour it.
Apparently, the mal1c1ous and surprisingly
cunning Tainter-Dragonflies had taken advantage

of the fact that the roof was rather dilapidated by

mannifieat oo
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shmg]cs, seekmg to pry them up i an atcempt tb\: '
gain ingress. When I was hit in the head by one of :
the descending Dreamseed, I lost consciousnessand
would surely have been eaten had Bran and his
Templars not already defeated the enemies on the

first floor, and been thus able to tush to my aid.

Now I am lying in a bed in an inn in Batumi, -
wearing a rather bulky, bloody | ba.ndzge mnﬂ%f
head. All the other membeks of our party have
miraculously survived the incident more or less un-
harmed. Hieronymus has a few bruises and hishead =
also hurts, but at least his encounter with the blunt
end of a hasta has nor left any open wounds. Further-
more; Bran confided in me that our triumph does
not belong to us alone, for apparently we received
help from a group of men from Batumi. I will get
to know those men pretty soon; Bran has told me
that they seemed quite knowledgeable about finding
Brandland guides. They could be of use to us.

28thyjanuary 237FB=

Batumi has a unique flair all of its own. 'When
I look out of the window, it appears peaceful some-
how, even idyllic. I had conceived it quite differently
in my imagination. Still, the air is ing, and in
spite of the fact that the Inferno must have passed e
near here centuries ago, the heavy smell of fireand |
smoke hangs¥in every corner and every piece of : 3 T
furniture in my room, even though the furniture :
itself cannot possibly be centuries old. Bran hasftu‘!" “
told me that the men who helpedius to vanqmsh
the Dreamseed will not find the time twQ
us this month, because they have another i
My admittedly rude curses and B 2l
reminders that we are on a
bring those people to changq
me these men followed a
turns any agreement of verbal
contract, and they had sworn. theifs
for a time. Thus we had o put up with our fate.
Meanwhile, nobody in Batumi has heard of a
Tempted here, and the Tempted himself has not
resurfaced. Nevertheless, I will keep my eyes open.

iz

The men who saved our lives a month ago haw: "
kepr their promise. Yesterday, they sent word of
their return and they want to meet with us tomorrow. :
Now that I am back to full health I am burning to
continue my journey. When Bran told thoselpeaple a
month ago that we would like to travel into the
Brandland, they laughed at him, as the Armatura
told me later. Tomorrow I will try to convince ghem .
to find 2 Brandland guide for us as soon as possible,
even thoughithey cannot expect to be paid for their
aid, sinccﬂvc are funning out of Manna. The only
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- reward they will receive, I think, is the glory and the

 kindness of Out Lord, personified in His spokesman

on Earth, the Pontifex Maximus. Certainly, they

cannor refuse such an nffer'b.

The people of Batumi have eventually gotten
used to us after having tried to avoid us in the
beginning. It appears that making friends is easier
in a city on the edge of the world. During the last
few weeks there have been occasional arracks by
" Dreamseed creaturesgbut we have not been in any
real danger, or so it seems. The locals follow a very
simple strategy: If there are signs for an imminent
attack by the Dreamseed on their city, they hide in
the basements of their houses until scouts returning
from their patrols signal an end to the threat.
Otherwise, they simply pay no attention to the
demons with a stoic calm, as if the demons did not
actually exist. I know it sounds unlikely or even crazy,
but thart is the way it is. Dreamseed and locals
simply pay no attention to each other. Is the solution
I have been looking for so simple in the end? Is it
possible that the people of Batumi have lost their
fear of the Brandland beasts over time and thar said
beasts are no longer interested in the unafraid
humans? I will have to find out for myself. I do not
know how, but I am sure that I will come up with
an idea. g
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Today is the day. We will continue our travels

- and face new hazards. This afternoon we are going

to meet with thie men who can hopefully help our
mission. I will count our Manna and have the
porte%stock our supplies. Hieronymus finally
| pieas and has sent a trustworthy
ry! e majority of his maps to
r to reduce the weight of our
been unable to part with my
not have the opportunity to
ure, even though I have sworn
to find a way to gt:t my diaries to safety if something
bad happened to me. It is too late now anyway. All
that matters now is to face the enemy with all due
determination.

* * *

' As it has turned out, Bran knew all along that
the men who were supposed to get us to the Brand-
land guides were actually Brandland guides them-
selves. According to him, he only kepr silent about
this in order to spare me unnecessary excitement

acili naltrr qi B |

and to keep me from acting rashly. Moreover, it
would not have made much of a difference, because
the guides had a mission of their own to accomplish

. before they could turn to our needs. They would

not talk about this other mission and I cannot blame
them for it.

The four men were alteady waitingfor us, when
we atrived ac the place we were supposed to meet
them in the early afternoon. Their leader, a small
but incredibly wiry and dark-skinned man by the
name of Faraque, did not waste any rime. He quored
me the amount we were to pay (I do not want ro
repeat it here), which made me shiver and sweat at
the same time. I rold him the amount I was prepared
to pay them for their services and the four men
started ]aughmg in earnest, which annoyed me a
great deal considering our situation. After we had
paid for the second or third round of the finést
brandy, the gap between our expectations and those
of the Brandland guides slowly started to close. In
the evening we eventually came tQgan agreement,
but it was not exactly:what I had originally hoped
for. To pay the “exceptionally fair” price they
demanded for a tour through the Brandland we had
to agree to “partake of the hardships of such a
journey” — whatever that should mean. Further-
more, we had tolleave our porters behind, because
Faraque did not have enough of the strange devices
one has ro wear when entering Brandland. Since he
insisted on taking the Templars along for reasons of
our own safety, a different solution to the problem
had to be found. As I saw leaving behind our
porters as the only alternative, 1 agreed to Faraque’s
precondition which took care of another problem;
due to the high price the Brandland guides demanded
for their services, I could no longer really afford to
pay the porters in any case. Unfortunately, I am at
aloss how we are supposed to rake all our equip-
ment with us now thar we will leave our porters
behind. We shall have to decided quickly, though,
for we have made an appointment to depart
tomorrow morning, as soon as the pale sun sends

the first ray of light through the gray clouds.

This entry concludes the second part of my
documentary on my journeys and the Dreamseed
that I encountered, in all its various forms. The
third par[ will deal with the true horrors and abom-
inable atrocities of the Brandland, and with the giants
and leviathans the Lord of the Flies sends against,
humanity in his madness.
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in which our excursion comé’é furl
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circe chlCtlnS those '
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mmd bosspns lc\nathans whlch"’d’\r\rarfcd

our worst mshtmares and fears.

»

Six weeks passed before we ook the most crucial
step into the unknown.

The journey to Donez, the city where we
wanted to start our expedirtion, turned out to be
" rather dull, with few exceptions like our choice of
transportation. I do not want to bore either Pontifex
Maximus Petrus Secundus or the revered Kon-
sistorium with a tedious account of our problems
in finding a suitable ship. Therefore, I would like
to continue with the next challenge our party had
to face, when for the first ime within living memory

&
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For over a month now, stifling black smoke and
twilight have been our companions while traveling
along the Brandland border. The smoke still seems
very ecrie to/me. My dreams are troubling me;
during the course of our entire journey my sleep has
never been as uneasy as it has been during the last
few weels — with the possible exception of that
fateful night over a year ago when we lost Benitorio

X

an official delegation of the Angelitic Chureh'® and actually had to face Dreamseed creatures for

entered Brandland, the proverbial lion’s den.

muaniticat amma B men damimum

. 5 he first time.
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Faraque and his fugleman Elji are still not in a
very talkative mood. None of my questions con--
cerning the Brandland’s black heart haye been
answered to my satisfaction. They simply keep
telling me that they belong to. those chosen few
who have seen the lands beyond the currain of smoke |
more than once. 1 start to mistrust [hﬁm, since dlfy

have given this racher trite answer a little tog o?ten.% .sm:gf:g mo(‘e émj. my

I admic that I was wary of the four Brandland
guides right from the beginning, and [ only agl:cod
to be led into the unknown by them at Brans urging.
Surely, our problems in communicating with each
other must add to my distrust; as far as I can tell
they only understand halfof what I try to tell them.
Hieronymus has fewer problems in communicating
with them, for his linguistic talents allow him to get
a good grasp on foreign dialects rather quickly. The =
strange devices one Elf our guides has stored in his
cart frighten me. Faraque said something about air
supply and security measures when I asked him
abour the shiny apparatus. Now that [ have to put

them on, I get the impression we are tryingto,

disguise ourselves; with these huge round discs’

glass in front of our eyes and rubber trunks stretching
* from our noses to the machine on the cart, I feel as
if we seek ro transform into Dreamsecd:ﬁutures
ourselves, or at least that we are trying m'fook like
them. My loyalty to the tenets of @Angchuc
Church is being put to a thorough test, since [ have
been taught to regard technology as heresy and the
work of the Adversary ever since | was a small boy.
Now I find myself in the precarious situation of
being forced to depend on such deviltry if 1 want
to enter the Brandland in the Churclis service.
However, | assume the Ponrifex Maximus and the
revered Konsistorium were aware of such a possibility,
and will forgive me for violating the nﬁe.s of the
Angelitic Church rcgardmg technoioglcal heresy in
order to accomplish my mission.

My first attempt to put on the smelly mask
made of leather and rubber failed miserably, as
retching almost overwhelmed me. Right now; I do
not dare to give it another try, fearing to fall once
again victim to my anxiety and trepidation. I will
have to find a solution somehow before we enter
the darkness tomorrow.

T7th apri| 2648

This morning, my knees still were weak from
fear. However, my excitement is reaching an unex-
pected intensity now thae T have put my panic aside
and can even keep on writing while wearing the
bizarre mask. We have been moving toward the
black center of the Brandland for about three hours
now, and I do not have words to describe my feelings.

Vegetation is scarce. Everything is covered with
a fine, grayish-white layer of ash, reminding me of
snow-covered lands that Engel returning to the
v, N

describe the smell of the
1e mask hinders me from ':.E‘-
b? breath.

év y lantern is barely sirong enough
to rﬂumma pages of my jotirnal ] hope ic will
nat get much darker so wewill not have to feel our

“way like moles. The clattering and rawling from our

guides’ calismanic Rols
am coping with an

extremely enervating. |
rave of nausea. As I have »
stopped noticingfhe monotonous- moaning and
stomping of ghe machine supplying me Wlth
brea.dﬂb 2 e only thing still ann bying me is
around my hip, which makes
ay when my companions stop all too $tide
sidestep a por.holc wlthout wamln'

5

placc I have enteréd. When Faraque said 2 a few
hours ago we would not be able to lead a conve satian
for a long time I dld not pay much attention to
comment. The relatively short period of our silence
seems like ages to me now, however. [ fear [ will
start talking to myself soon in order to cope with
the loneliness.
& * N e

We have set up camp for the first time. I begin _
to realize that I cannot tell whar rime of'day it is.
Light conditions do not change here, but if :
instinets can be trusted, night should by M‘&W :
fallen. Yet this is of no consequence in the' Bfand-
land. The fire of our camp, which we have kmdled
with wood we carried with us to this Godforsaken
place, burns just brightly enough to |llummatc our
immediate vicinity, Here and there s adowy figures 1
séem to;move within the veil of smoke, attracted by
the fire. Maybe the fire reminds them of the time
when this strip of land had been in the fiery embrace
of a gigantic inferno. I am not sure what scares me
more: the certainty that huge monsters are waiting !
for us somewhere out there in the dark, or the fact
that we have to sit around the fire in silence,
connected to heretical machines by these smelly
masks. T am undecided. The more I think about it,
the more I understand that the Dreamseed creatures
are not simply “out there” in some vague direction,
not merely a nebulous threar, but that we have
actually trespassed on their termmy."ff (when?) i
they attack us here, we are doomedis ™

I feel so very tired, as if we b ady wandered
through this hostile landscape for days. Again md
again, I feel like my head will explode an ute,
but every time the pressure seems ta 5
fast as it came. I remember Faraqu:
pressure equalization before we set

T
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his damned machines. He smd sqalcthmgahout an
increase i air pressure that would set if as soon as
we pushed into the Brandland corridor.

< L]
=

My head hurts, and I would freely give my last’
Manna to breathe fresh air again and tfakc dns mask
. off.

I9th aprif

Our journey already has continued for two
periods of sleep now. I fear I must start now use This
rough méasure of time because I cannot tell for sure
how many days have actually passed. The air that T
am breathing smclls staler and staler, and I ean only
hope that this is a normal phenomenon. The

has turned

investi
d an, gation o.f a ]
‘obstacle. We are stan:

Nichid _lﬁrmspc s
lgantlc aw of” "‘-‘.

“incred ifrge cr-cntuxe, it would gppear. I find
that I ¢

ot be ’gmmy terrible and

ts mmt#debchrc now. *

-'nb 4 'some sort of strange tissue kad

shadowy figures all around us come dangerously « on, It Was

close more frequently, and it is merely a question of
time as to when the first Dreamseed creature will
atrack us. Meanwhile, we have learned to commu-

thmk Bran sharessmy concerns about our sitt
The monotony of the scenery and of our tmﬁ_ llows
me ample time to contemplare, th:s.-pla_' i

“ extensively, and I have reached the conclu
either the normally vicious demons of &
seed have indeed failed to*take notice
they: do not want to attack us for sof
reasons. Where will our journey into. th
end? Are the cunning monsters plmﬁ‘mg to let us
waltz right into their sanctum, so we can see the
truth behind their existence — whatever that may
be — before they devour.us? I fear I am closer to
the truth than I would like to be. Whatdise isiit to
gither the Angelitic Church or to myself that someday
a gigantic Dreamseed creature will ap Whe
gates of the Himmel at Roma E.ternaegd vomit
forth my skeleton? What a mockery would it be if
this journey ends in meaningless death despite all
my effores, if we end up being swallowed by a
Collector of Souls or some even more gruesome
creature?

Bur my thoughts grow clouded — I was the
one who strove for this Brandland expedition. To
whine so now is disgraceful. Yet I am almost over-
whelmed by hunger. Until roday (whatever day this
is) I had refused to subject myself to the wearisome
procedure of eating that Faraqué has shown us.
First, a tube beneath the long supply hose is
unscrewed and one o£ the food sticks — which look
so disgusting that it “almast makes me retch, being
reminiscent of human feces — is inserted into the
tube. Then, the tube is closed again. A strange
mechanism allows the wearer of the mask to dis-
charge the foul air within the tube and eat through
a small opening at the same time. My raste buds
have suffered dearly, Tjic sausage has no rtaste. At
best, there is a subﬂc flavor of old leather mixed
with the taste of iron. Maybe one of the
concenmle's componenrs is blood. It keeps us from

within ﬁe mouth of some failed experimes

nicate reasonably well via stmple eye contact I "na&d_’imth more amorphous forms si

- maw seemed to slope gen y toward the center

d 3tructure jagged spikes reminis

- inner organs of an #himal. Here, at the e
this curious change, the strange structures
form something like an infinitely large maw
" by huge thorns around the riri. The walls o

* the earth. e
Eli and Faraque were communicating via a
series of complex gestures. It seemed as if they were |
planning to circle the crater, I havc torn out a page'
from my journal to show my companions with simples
symbols and a few arrows thac | wanted
down the maw to learn more about it.
discourse between the members of our p
to take hours. Bran is doing a respectal
trying to plead my case (at least I ¢
tenacious, although our guides do
to deviate an iora from their decis
w * ) .x’
We‘i'lavc reached an agrccmen e last. Even
though it is nog entirely to my satisfaction, one.
tends to grasp at straws in situations lik
one does not want to go mad. The two.
still unwilling to*follow,us down into
they have at least agreed to wait at the
abyss for the rest of us to return. Bran is ©
the rope that served as our lifeline to

be in his position, but the Armatura s

it would be much oo dangerous for mes
lead, in case of an artack. We dep
somewhat cool goodbye. Fara
reveal that they expect it 1o bi
would not be surprised if they tak
soon as we are out of sight. Fomm
managed to take the compass, so
be forced to head into the darkn
means of orientation. [ guess this
from leaving us behind in the smoke.
writing now, because the descent req
concentration to do two things stmu.ltaneously
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* * *
I wrige this now in retrospect, as I git with my
compamons he]’e in thf mlSr
We wound down deeper and deeper i into the
bowels of the earth, our number now reduced to
six: two Monachs and four Templars against all the -
Dreamseed of the Brandland. I recall feeling a greai

pressure that threatened to make my head burst,

but which returned to normal shortly before we
finished our descent. We seemed to enter a living
organism, for the ground beneath our feet pounded
rhythmically as if floods of blood were pumped by
a gigantic heart to the most distant parts of a titanic
body. Fear gripped me, not for the first time, when
[ thought of the possibility that the gargantuan
maw above us could close with a loud smack,
making it impossible for us to return tothe surface.
But no such thing ﬁgppencd for the few hours of
our expedition. We eventually reached a sort of
terrace from where we could get an acceprable overall
view. Where I had had the feeling we were ap-
groaching the bottomyof a huge funnel, the cavern.
we were in now actually broadened. To be more
sprecise, it broadened so much that we ¢ould not see
* the other side. Then, the smoke cleared momentarily,
and I suddenly realized what purpose this mind-
boggling maw served; the voices in my head
laughed at me while I banished theory’i&cr theory
from my reclmg mind.

In plain view, horrible creatures of all sizes and
shapes rose from the mists that emanated from
deep down beneath us, Some of the crearures
appeared as if they were still nothing more than raw
clods, ideas sprung from a twisted mindi When I
fooked more closely, however, they took shape,
forming horrors that I do not want to_remefnber
and will not capture on paper, because I fear that
they will come and put an end to my life as soon as
I summon them from my memories. Standing on
the terrace, [ was convinced that dying on the spot
was far more preferable an oprion than to live in the
knowledge thar such creatures exist.

The Lord of the Flies has invented cthe most
powerful weapon in the world: Fear. I guess [ have
found the origin of our tormentors and we are
standing right in the middle of it; in the womb of
our fears and sorrows, having descended, through
the proverbial Hell-mouth itself. Words alone
cannot offer proof ta ‘the claims I dare make, but
there can be no other solation; everything matches
up so perfectly. The most horrible thing is, however,
that there can be no escape, for how could mankind
be raught to fear no more, how could they be relieved
of the dread they must feel day after day? Moreover,
there is absolutely no chance to fool them into
believing that their feats are unjustified, that every-
thing might turn outall right in the end — for who
could tell if there is not a tiny spark of panic sleeping
in us ally waiting to set our neighbor’s mind on fire

as soon a8.h&fis confronted with new terrors? And
Pk RO "

even J:uom
thoughts make n'le;
* * .

The hotrors wﬁ'fa.r from over; it was lmposmblc
for me to rest a while to catch my breath. Worse, 1
was not the only oneito be shaken by our observa-
tions. The others were affectedias well, their souls
and their sanity likewise shaken. Dear Hieronymus,
espacia.!fy, who had struggled with headachea and
labored breathing throuﬁ)ut our expcdmon into
“the blaek smoke, was barely able ro remain standing,
hit hard as he was by thesight in front of us. The
fact that the sights had not beén festricted to my
own deluded and,c]oudy mind, but were rather a
shock that strugk our party to the lastman, did not
%in the least. My devastation grcw
ed at Bran, who had a]way&;;emed o
me firm as a rock. He looked fragile and v@emblc.
like a riéwborn baby; the absolute certaini had®
struck him too that humanity was fighting a logsing
battle. Every minute the specters around us grcw in
numbers. We had to return to the surface of‘\i(c
were doomed. =

The monsters stayed at our'side for hours, and”

I am surprised to be sane after such mental pain
and anguish. The higher we climbed, the more the
creatures took shape and the more horrible their
appearance became. New forms constantly merged
with those already present, and every time I thought
to have seen all the horrors that could possibly exist
in this wide world, more grotesque forms joined the!
carnival of dread. None of them arracked us, but '}
wished rime and again they had, as that would at
least have distracted me from the insane dance of
shapes and specters clouding my mind.\In the end,
we realized too late that we had reached the upper
edge of the Broodmother, and lost our balance,
falling one upon the other. My air suppiy was almost
cut off when Bran came to rest on the supply hose.

I would have suffocated miserably, which I would
have regarded as a blessing under these circum-
stances, but my will to live prevailed, and I was able
to call the shaken Armatura’s attention to my dire
situation.

The name of Broodmother for this species
seems appropriate to me, although I am not certain
whether it is in fact a sentient Dreamseed demon
in its own right, or simply a gate ro Helll Always
before now, my first thought has always been the .
most fitting when it came to naming new species,
and the first association I had herewas of a gigantic
breeding machine for Dreamseed creatures, giving 1

1

e

birch to unspeakable horrors conceived from our
gathered fears, How pointless it scemed to me to
classify the Dreamseed now that I had learned that
the demons could take any shape imaginable!
Nevertheless, 1 have a mission to accomplish and |
will not permit my own doubts and i ns 1o

lead me astray.
L * *
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We have just returnéd.to the edge of the Brand-
land corridor, where new horrors were Jeyealed o
us that force other concerns aside for a time. Our

‘guides, Faraque and Eli, have not disappeared as I

had suspected' they would. They have not been
devoured by demons, either. They have' simply
died, sitting back to back. And — Good Lord,  gpare

e e oo, B :
loosen r]:e 'Samun hm h.lp we others pulled on .
the rope 50 !]a:d thﬁt e was almost thrown to the
ground. Evenrually, the Armatura gave in to our
ﬁlghr.tnod mob and gave up on his heroic endeayor. |
believe it saved his life, though, for the number of
our pursuers must havebeen legion and many of

me from the ramifications of this thought! — but"% the shadows were most assuredly of the size of the

they look like they have been dead for months.
Under their masks only empty eye sockets stared at
us, accusingly, and their bare, bleached bones
indicated foul play of the worst sort. Am I to blime
for their 'deaths? Was it possible that they actually
starved to death? But no, we have not been away
long enough for this to have happened, and our
supplies were far from depleted when we started
our expedition into the maw. I must know. =
Yes, I fear that, ?omchow, they ran out of food
and water, and, since they had had no means of
orientation because their compass rested in my
pocket, they have just sat here and starved to death
in this horrible place.
" No! What am [ writing? It cannot be ——mimiﬁ%

sannot be. Is this another trick of some creature of
" the Tempter, perhaps even a trick of the Adversary

himselP? We were in the Broodmotherstiaw no
longer than a few hours, surely. "How can it be that
thé two guides starved to death in %1 a small
amount of time? And even though had their
compass, they might have found their way back
simply by following the supply hose. At least if there
had been danger they could have given us a sign by
pulling on one of our hoses.

Or maybe they did pull at one of gur b hoses?
Pid I not have the feeling time and again on my
way down that something was pulling on rn)ﬁggm-
ficial umbilical cord? Did I not dismiss it as the
sharp edges and ledges trying to latch onto the
hose? Nothing is clear, nothing is certain. No, that
is not true. One thing is cerrain: We must flee this
place-at once!

* * *

We are out. When I had turned away from the
new horrors of our dead guides to look into the eyes
of my remaining companions, our expedition into
the Brandland turned instantly into a flight from
the darkness by silent murual accord. Without the
help of our experienced Brandland guides, we groped
systematically, frantically along the supply hoses
toward freedom. The longer our flight rook, the
more fearful we all becime. Frequently, I found
myself looking back over my shoulder, noticing
thar my companions did the same. As if T had dearly
hoped to find proof for my congerns, I suddenly
realized we were indeed being pursued. The
shadows around us condensed and formed legs and
claws. With every new shadow, our hope of leaving
the Brandland aliveldiminished. Bran was the only
one who gathered his courage and wanted to face

the enemy but he was unable to unfasten himself
Fos F
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"Jshed burning tears due to the unfamiliar brigh

 largest houses in Prague or Roma Arerna.
“Never before had I run so fast, and.I pray thar I
will never have to run so fast again. Since we had:
“lost tragk of rime anyway, | can only estimate as to
how long our odyssey through the darkness must
have taken. My lungs were burning like fire and my
knees were bruised and battered from constant
3
tripping. I grey so tired that I'm suré-] must have
fallen &sleepryet kept on running. Ac st.;me point
‘on my own vomit, for the etra&q were so
great ‘that ‘my body almost gave up on ni':q when
sqddculf it grew brighter all around us.

and I greedily sucked fresh air into my lungs afge
tore the mask from my face. Surely I would"
died right there if we had nor reached the edge of
the corridor in time, because I would have tom off*
the putrid, vomit-filled mask anyway, come what
may. Hysteria is the only appropriate term to describe &
our behavior then, for the first thing to happen 3
after we had thrown aside our leather and rubber =
prisons was that we all started to laugh from the 1
bottom of our hearts, hugging each other as if we,
were a family whose members we had not seck in! j
ages and were now reunited. L e B
The unholy machines were awaiting us: the wo i
remaining Brandland guides were little.more than i
two skeletons in the decaying remamévof clothgs.
Qur joy ebbed soon enough at such a gruesome
sight; after the first moments of happiness at having
strvived the black hell, a far more familiar feeling
returned to our hearts: once again, fear. The two
had not just died of starvation — one had lost his
head, and the other had been cut neatly in twain
by a nearly horizontal slice through the midsecrion.
I must digress here. I cannot express enough my
astonishment regarding the inability of the human
mind to get used to fear. One would think there is
a certain limit to the terror one is able to feel, buc
my own experiences have taught me better. I will
never again mock anyone in the grip of fear, no
matter how causeless that fear might be. This 1s not «
to say that our fear was causeless, We will, I fear,
always have caus'c to fczu-.‘ | ?;:u £ :
As soon as we dared to look toward the black
smoke, Bran called out in surprise. He was looking -
upward, to where the white wings of several Engel
had appeared over our heads. Or so we thought. It
was almost too lare when Bran noticed thae whar
we had thought to be messengers of the Lord were
no Engel, but grotesque mockeries of those divine

P L
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champions. From afar, they were indeed very similar |

swhich means the Lord does not want me to die yer.

to Engel, but when they got closer, we realized thag .qu I cursed? Have [ seen too many of the secrets

~moths, their wings bore a sparkling coloration

reminiscent of Engels’ wings. Their abdomens had
even grown hideous flaps of skin that from a distance
resembled the war skirts of the heavenly beings.
They had drawn their limbs close to their bodies,
but when they realized that their ruse was no longer
effective, they raised their claws, which glictered in
all the colors of the rainbow, and attacked. Since I
could not flee from the descending Pseudo-Engel,
I lay down and strerched my arms like the body of
one dead, waiting to be covered with stones in
order to make it easier for my companions to get
rid of my mortal shell. Then I turned my head two
watch everything in cruel derail.

It quickly became clear to me what had
happened to our poor Brandland guides. The
razor-sharp wings of one of the diving Pseudo-Engel
cur a stunted yet sturdy tree cleanly in half, as if it
had been a mere wheat-stalk; these beasts must have
slain the guides with their deadly wings, made in
mockegy of the graceful feathered pinions of God’s
divine servants. One of the monsters descended
upon Bran, who seemed yet unwilling to die.
Rather, he was miore than ready to use his hasta to
do unto the demon what it had done to our guides.
These demons weretheither stupid nor clumsy,
however, and théir chitinous covering proved
strong. Most of Bran’s attacks missed cheir target.
In the end, the Lord must have appreciated our
Armatura’s efforts, however. After several moments
of vicious fighting, the exhausted Templar gor rid

of the monster by casting the ponderous hasta

aside, dropping catlike to the ground, and ramming
his knife into the &‘udo—ﬂngcls abdomen when
the monster dived down once more to slash at him.
The Dreamseed creature’s blood painted the whole
of the battleground red, and Bran emerged from
the whirlwind of limbs like a wingless avenging
Engel, Somehow our Templars managed to defeat

‘he defnonspawn, which must have waited for easy -

pre s here. But, alas, what a terrible price we had to

ay! We lost two of our number. Our onceglormus
" and proud party was now reduced to four pathetic
figures, each one of whom wished devoutly to be
hundreds of kilometers away in some berter place.

el he Pseudo-Engel had been the latest sign of the

_ Lord of the Flies to show us how he mocked us,
" amused by out pointless efforts. Through the
Adversary’s tcrrlble mind the Lord’s own servants,
5‘:: pinnacle of Creation, have been twisted into a
canca.ture, a mockery of grace and beauty. Even the
most steadfast Engel would have turned away in

.. tears from suchﬂasphemous brazenness.

b T -

And here we are: Bran, the Gabrielite Templar
Amrob, Hieronymus, and myself, standing on the

.. edge of the world. 1have not yet seen the hereafter,
it

~they were Dreamseed demons. Similar to giant % ;ﬂfCreatlon’ Have 1 become a prophet who should

spread his revelations among the Lord’s people? Or
am I merely a lunatic who has seen so many dreadful
things that his frail mind has shattered? My only
anchor in this world are my companions, who have
seen everything I have seen. They are living proof
of what is wrirten here. What if we are decimated
even further? Will I return home all alone in the
end? Or will I only make it to Roma Arerna to be
locked away in some deep dungeon, slipping away
into oblivion, because my report is' deemed madness
or worse? 1 have no choice but to find it out for
myself. £
So cheer up, my loyal companions. Let us
continue our journey. Whar could ever happen now
thar is worse than what we already have faced?

93rd august 9451

My eyes fill with tears and my body shakes in
silent sobs as I write this date. What has happened
to us? How can this be? This has certainly been the
cruelest trick the Lord of the Flies has ever played
on us. I have calculated and recalculated, con-
templating the matter a hundred times. It cannot
be that we have spent three and a half years in the
Brandland. Admittedly I had no means at my dis-
posal to measure the passage of time while we were
in the Brandland corridor, but this goes beyond
everything I am ready to believe. But I must continue
my tale. Let us leave these other considerations
aside for the present — whenever that is.

After our companions had been buried, we
wandered north again. Fortunately, we soon found
a fishing yéssel in a small coastal village whaose
captain would accept us as passengers; Hieronymus
had apparently had the presence of mind to take
the Mahna that the Brandland guidés had been
carrying when we buried them: It would not have
done them any further good, so Ftannot think il
of Hieronymus. None of us was able to think clearly
or talk much, even though we should have been
eager to do so after our long term of vocal abstinence.
Quite the opposite was the case, however. The
Brandland has changed us al], The maps Hieronymus
draws are no longer as precise and detailed as they
were before, and he frequently looks at me with

reproachful eyes as if I was to blame for our situation,

Maybe he is right and I really am to blame for our
suffering, our battered minds. We have all left
behind a part of our innocence, our immortal soul,
back there in the Brandland. -

Will the gates of Heaven stay closed for us now’
Have we all been banished from Eden? The only
straw I am clutching at is my task. Hieronymus,
however; no longer seems to draw any pleasure

from his.




The fisherman, havm& brought us 1o the estuarys
of the river Desna, has just revealed heart-breaking
news to us. The Desna, a small river, co could take us
almost to Moscow — if the words of our caprain
can be trusted. But why should he be lying to us?
Unfortunately, we cannot spare the time ro visit this
grand city; having rest and civilization so close
before our eyes bur not being able to enjoy the
benefits leaves me and my companions more than
a lictle frustrated.

Eitﬁ ausqsf §3§i

Aljl"i‘ob is suffering from an ailment which
keeps him from sitting still in our boat. All day he
has been complainihg about itchiness all over his
body that is now starting to hurt. I have taken a

look at the Gabiglite Templar’s skin. It is reddened. -

in many placcs ah.d stretched nghtly over small”
bumps. Ifalmost looks like theres Jis sulrcthlng
growing bengach his skin or cls¢"some horrible
disease i8 ‘producing hardened cysts allbver his
body. I would not be surprised if the lgtfer was the

: Cas}uoomtdermg (even though I still refrain from

ng about it) that we have been ‘wearing the

same clothes for three and a half years. Hygiehe has ~

not been a priority during the last few weeks, either. ,
In fact, we smell so bad thar our coxswain almost
would not allow us on his boat. I start to feel dis-
gusted by myself.

Thinking about it, I feel an itch all over my
body as well. An examination of my own body does
not yield the same results as that of the Templar's
body, however. Scabs cover large parts of my skin
and my backside still hurts, since the hygienic con-
ditions within the Brandland were gruesome. The
special clothes given to us by the Brandlandguides,

~ Lwhich I still wear today, have soaked up all the

natural processes of my body. Of course, we have

“emptied the bags in which our feces were stored in

the meantime, but the strange suit still smells
awful. We have grown used to the smell, I suppose,
but others we encounter must surely be very
annoyed if not appalled by it.

How I long for a hot bath in the thermae of the
Himmel at Prague! Even a simple bath in an inn
would be a godsend. I will daydream a little more
and go to sleep very soon. Who knows when I will
be able to sleep again?

This morning I was roused by terrible screams,
and I encountered Bran halfway between my own
bed and the deck. I already knew who was crying

out in pain, Amrob was squirming on his'bunk. I

the pillows under his back had turned red, soakg_d-?

“mnanificnt animo

forms of camouflage. If they did nor, then they
could see his skin moving beneath his clothes, ﬁﬂdﬁp were af least extremely hostile, brutal, and strong.

Iy 3
with his bfoud B ind I rore off the p
clothes as fast as wr:!t:)dld Npiﬂwt ould
caused the Tcmplarw much pgin. Bum
big as a man’s fist had sprung up all
bady. and whatever grew within them 1
stirring, trying to find a'way our of&m
the light of day. In some placa the skin w
so tight thac it ripped open like an o
The sharp ridges of the creatures ben s
were unmlstakably a sign of thJ-Advemry
had to be the Lord of the Flies' la ﬁtest deviltey, 2.
legacy from the Brandland corridor poot Amrab
had been carrying inside him ever since our rétur
from the smoke. The creatures breaking h
the skin-were of a blue-violet mﬂor. visible in places
beneath the film of blood in which’ they were =
covered. They had two feelers, twice aslong
rest of t&e demon’s body, that whlpped throt
air like a scourge. e

After they. had left the host body in whigh th
had matured, tHey scuttled abou full”
dodging many of Bran’s efforts to.
the sole of his boots. Since they were
— 1 thank the Lord forithis small
nevertheless managed to @
quickly. Not later than
the real dangér of these ¢ e becamc apparent.
Their spiny ridges had i through Bran’s boots,
hurting his foot quite painfully. Noticing this, I
stopped following the Armatura’s example and
snatched a frying pan from a nearby shelf to rake
our enemies o task. A short time later I had done
my bloody wm& and killed au of the Scourges.
Wheo knows what havoc ¢ t have caused if
one of them had survived. But had I really managed
to kill them all? That co er*d!de I assured
myself that Bran had not been wounded too
seriously. The Armatura was back on his feer, hmpmg
around, cursing and swearing.

1 then decided to rake care of Amrob. Now' dut i
the creatures had.left his body, the poor man seemed x o
to be in better shape. He had fallen mercifully R [ 1
unconscious, no longer thrashing about on his bed.

With the help of Hieronymus I even managed to \
bandage all of his wounds; he has lost a lot of blood,
but I am convinced he will survive this attack of the
Dreamseed. s

ey AT '_h ° :

I have awoken in the middle of the night: there
is a thought I cannot get out of my head. Surely
there must #ie more to the scourges than what we
have witnessed so far. They mature within a host
body. I do not know how they get there. Then they
hatch — which causes the host considerable pain
— and can be dealt with rather easily. Somehow
this makes no sense. Thus far, most of the creatures
of the Tempter that we have encountered have
posscssbd hidden natural weapons or used bizarre =~

c._‘S_courgcs are differentc I must have missed
e ‘ b
#




something, or else the Lord of the Flies grows weary
of his own creations. To be sure, 1 will submit our
bodies to a careful examination for any signs of a
‘similar infection.

* * *

Examining Bran and anmnymu.s'ﬁas not yield

| ._*?‘ﬁl{qnhzmgm in r!:ie
h

e first cut was the

rrgvfnldxe first time [ had acrually

sunk the blade into living flesh. Worse, a dear

_ companion of mii on the receiving end of ir.
. My belief rha: the S¢ourges had already grown to

any further results. We agreed on doing L‘hl.é_ u:— - considerable size turped out to be correct, rnal-ung
amination every day. Furthermore, we decided mﬁi‘i -my work difficult. Wd;fur»combmcd efforts,

keep silent about the whole incident, as we are
afraid that our coxswain might throw us overboard
if he hears our story. It will take at least another
three days before we reach the coast. We explaified
the Templar’s screams as being the result of a colic
he always gets when he eats raw salted fish. The
simple fisherman accepted our story and leaves us
alone. We threw the dead Scourges overboard when

however, countless kerchiefs, the large net we threw
thmium*mtp after we, had wrapped them up in
the kerchiefs, and a good measure of hope, we
“*managed to free Bran from the troublesome parasites
with minimal pain, Every cut] made added to my
self-confidence. Presuma'bly I could have become a »
surgeon with a tdent comparable o my artistic

he was not looking, Just as we did with: the bloody =
bandages
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'\ Bran has just wokcn me, at this lat'h(;m
_pranding next to my bed with a lantera. Without a
* word he lifted his shirt to show me what a  deviltry
lies hidden behind the seemingly harmléss D ream-
seed creatures 1 have dubbed Scourges. jq.pt like in
Amrob’s case, large bumps have app; all over
Bran’s skin. I could see that the brave ﬁ'matura was
in as much pain as the Gabrielite Templar before
him had been, although Bran clenched his teeth
and tried to put a good face on the matter. [ saw no
other option but to cut'the creatures out of his
body before they started to leave their hast in their
more brutal fashion. Bran simply nodded when I
told him what I was going to do, and I promised to
be as careful as possible. The Scourges Bran had
squashed under the sole of his boor must have laid
their eggs into his open wound even ‘as they died.
There is no other explanation as to how the
monstrosities could have infected him. Before 1
took care of poor Bran, I had ro take precautions
against suffering his fate myself. Therefore, I went
looking for the frying pan and also fetched a fishing
net as well as a number of kerchiefs. I also roused
Hieronymus, which turned out to be the most
difficult task of all. But I could not do the surgery
all on my own. Even though my skills in that regard
have increased over the course of the last five years
(how I sicken at the theught of those lost years!), I
am no surgeon, o
* * *
Bran’s brow was covered in sweat and I thought
I already could see some movement beneath his
skin. Why did he wait so long before he came to
me? I would have been able to do the surgery without
causing too much harm, but now the cuts will have
to be quite extensivé«Time seemed to fly by while I
was cleaning my scalpel — usually, I use it to
™ o

‘M.
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one. Maybc I would have lived a very different life
l:hcn .4 ofg it'would have been dtﬁrem
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We spent the whole night stitching Bran to‘:ﬁ:ﬁ
again. We threw the net.with the Scourges, still'fi

of life even though they were wrapped up"ﬁ
kerchiefs, overboard. My companions and | have"
spent the remainder of the.day resting.

In the afternoon, I realized that we owed our
coxswain some explanation when he asked me why
Bran suddenly seemed so uncomfortable as well,
and if he also had a problem with salted fish.
Fortunately, the Lord has granted the fisherman a 5
rather weak mind, so I was able to convince hlm
that Bran had simply begun to feel the strain of bus
many travels. I assured the fishermen that Bran was
too tough a man for his own good, .Which had
delayed the onset of his illness until now. Just when
I got the impression that the fisherman had lost the
plot halfway through my explanation, we were both
apparently satisfied and returned to our day’s work.
My day’s work consisted of making up for the sleep
I had lost during the night. I cannot say what the
captain did, as I fell asleep almost immediately.

Late evening: The sun has already ser after
shining through the clouds for the first time in
days. A breeze has éprung up which; I am hopeful,
brings us closer to-our destination, When I look at
the waves I have to think of our first sea voyage.
Hieronymus had not had much opportiinity ro
look ar the sea then, excepr for the water directly .
under the rail as he hurled forth the contents of his
stomach. Now he is on deck fo,t:-_'hph'rs at a time,
looking calmly toward the horizon. 1 am not sure
which Hieronymus I like better. The only thing I
can say with certainty is that this journey has made
men of us, adventurers like those appearing in old
stories and sung of in epics. I hope the revered
Konsistorium will not misunderstand these words
when I return. Neither arrogance nor H&s_pirits
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makes me write them. lt was rather the insight tllat
glory and heroism hide far darker secrets thau ol
* would assume.

nclzad second-hand knowlcdge All the
all the suffering and all che pain, all the [Gsses of life
and soul are left behind by history and slowly fade
away. Will there be tales told of our deeds? Will the
allegedly heroic acts of Fra Damenico and his brave

.ﬂlﬁ.{ 1":-

achievements will we be most praised? Are we those
who shed light on the mystery that isithe Dream-
seed? Are we those who survived the Brandland? Or
will we be an example of folly and arrogance? Who
knows what name I Will be given and what name
will be given to our story? ‘Maybe there will be a
memorial stone at Roma Zrerna, on which will be
written: FRA DOMENICO, EXPLORER,
SCHOLAR, PAINTER OF MONSTERS, Monach
of the Ramielite Order of Prague, who lived and
died for the Angelitic Church on his search for the
Truth,

" A nice thought for a nice cvcnmg“ But now,

pltq‘tht fact that I have slept much of the day,
my bed is callmg Thcreforc I will end my writings

J..q{ m)f:z-e- q’-u
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g Tode,

A severe storm is raging, churning up the sea.
We are gnats trapped in a nurshell, afloat in some
‘titan’s cauldron whose water is oommg to a boil. I
think it must be dayrim it is dark all around

5. The clouds are so
as black as the mgh '

y irself. And yet, strangely,
st that nobody noticed it
Aftcr having praised our

. “the constant up and down of
pour boat gelentlessly. * &
l,cannot write any longwcr. ﬁ‘r 1 will surely have
up, destroying my writings, if T keep looking -

scribbles on these pages.

= .
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.
‘he sterm has passed as qulckly as it came.
I have nor grown calm, There is somcthmg
nge about the Silence all around us. Moreover,

,"ed Rather, it has grown even darker since this

mugc silence E in. Could ir be that the reports
ahoq,rq:orms hi ng a place of uter calm in their

iccustomed to tlmdarkness But waic — I
ﬂ sense son? change in our direct

words and thoﬁ of my companions seem to
' walls as if we were standing in

. >k

~ Stories of heroes are nothing more than roman-

{ships, -

companions be remembered? If so, for what

‘with rain that they look

s has not faded awayaslwouldhavccxpcct—-

L

gof rushing waters is all around us. We face a strong
“ﬂhﬁﬁd and it seems as if we move forward at great
-meqclty, a Fcclmg—-—»

* L

I beg the pardoﬁ of the revered Konsistorium
for the sudden interruption of my writings before,
but external factors tore my writing utensils from
my hands. Now that I have found my journal
under a jumbled pile of fishing nets, I can give a
summary of the most recent events. Just when [ was
.abour to point out the rapidity of our movement,
we seemed to run aground, and were stopped rather
abrupely. Bue then our ship almost capsized when
the bow bore dowh into the Water, and then we
seemed to fall from a great height. We were throyn
around like rag dolls and I lost hold of my journal
when [ tried to dodge falling pieces of debris. Now
all is eerily calm again, and we remain afloat.
Nobody seems hurt. Even Bran’s wounds did not
open again. Amrob, who is in an astonishingly good
shape again, considering his condition only a couple _
of days ago, helped me to my feer. We found
Hieronymus beneath a pile of ropes. Except for a»
few bruises, he has gorten off lighly.

Still, a deafening roar makes communication
extremely difficult. I have been looking for an
explanation for this noise, but I have not come up
with a satisfactory solution. It sounds as if a waterfall
is pouring down toward us from far above. The fine
droplets of water on my face support this assumption.
Bur whence and how could a waterfall patter down
on us on the open sea? Has the storm blown our
ship to an unknown shore? Only now do I notice

‘ the biting stench all around us. When I run my

hand over my face and sniff at the damp conden-
sation, I realize what is the cause of the stench, The
liquid reekslof hile, as if one of my companions’ ad”
vomited opto my, face. I am perplexed. Scmcthmg
strange hds happened, something I do not undﬂstan‘
et. Something terrible: -
TS
Now that our initial panie_has' suBs:dcd we
l:.)me decided that we are inside sofne huge cavern;
the information at hand simply does not allow for
any other conclusion. I was never educated in the
physical laws of nature, but I have had ample op-
portunity to experience their effects in myitravels.
The sound of our voices,echoes back from the
gigantic walls. Further, we ‘cannot see the sky. While

_my eyesight is not the sharpest, Bran’s senses have

rarely failed us, and even his eyes cannor pierce the
darkness. We have not come up with a sensible
explanation with regard to the stench, however.
Right now, we have to deal with a far more worldly
problem. The mast is broken — not that I can feel
the slightest breeze which could bring us to a
better place, even if ¢he sail were still in one piece.
Bran, Amrob, and our coxswain are already trying
to cope yith the matter, so | have the time to think
about more far-reaching problems.

_ oftlgﬂ@nmslq,lu Prague. The sound “#



I have developed a good sense of time, I think;
although appearances can be deceiving, as we only
recently learned far too well, Fhave the impression
that my calculations are correct this time. Otherwise,
I could never trust my mental faculties again. The
sail is back in its original place and will serve until
we have reached a safe haven, even though it is
repaired only provisionally. But how on earth are
we supposed to find that safe haven? The air is still,

and neither the darkness nor the awful stench have’

receded. :

* *e .

Dull thuds atthe boat’s fore make me prick up
my ears. Have we reached the shores of a heretofore
unknown island? MY curiosity urges me to lay my
pen aside and see for myself what fate has in store
for us.

* . * * £

I was right. We have reached something. It is
neither an island nor solid ground, however. Surely,
the Pontifex Maximus and the revered Konsistorium
aré wondcrmg now what kind of shorciwz reached,

~and I will give an answer soon (perhaps I do not
* want to write down what I can hatdly believe
myself), but first I will hold to the facts and tell of
events as they occurred, in chronological order.

As soon as I had laid my journals aside, I could
hear Bran’s voice from the ship’s fore. After having
rushed to his side, I could barely believe that we
had found land. The Lord had not left us. When
Amrob jumped overboard, however, 1 quickly
realized that we had truly discovered something
other than land — if I were still able to feel true
fear, it would have overwhelmed me then and there.
Landing on the supposedly firm ground, the
Templar immediately sank into the soft, stinking
mass up to his armpits. When Bran directed the
light of his lantern toward it in order to help poor
Amrob, I could see that the mass consisted of many
layers of fleshy tissue that seemed to suck greedily
at the unfortunate Templar, Shortly after we managed
to free the Gabrielite warrior, finding almost no
resistance in doing so, my initial calm eventually
turned into panic.

* At first I had thought the fleshy mass to be a
new species of Dreamseed, but now I suddenly
realized that we had been in the clutches of a Dream-
seed creature all along. It was not only the soft
substance beneath us that was rainted with the
~ touch of evil — everything around us was. To make
sure of my theory, I asked Bran to make a few deep
curts in the mass with his hasta after he had helped
Amrod get back onboard. I could not fool him for
long, I guess, because when our eyes met I thought
I could see the glimmer of comprehension in the
Armatura’s eyes. Without a word he did what I

asked. Yer even though it was not too hard to cut the

appalling flesh with the weapon, no response to ow;
attack occurred — no vibrgtion, no shaking of the

T8
waters around us, not even a rgar from the crearure

in whose bowels we are now trapped.
A few moments.ago I thought I had seen through

the Lord of the Flies’ sinister games, and now I

realized I have been misled by rnfm-vn arrogance. ©

How could I have known such a creature to exist, a
creature so inconceivably large that it could block
out the sun, a Leviathan of biblical proportions? A
story comes to my mind, one I'was told when I was
a little boy at the Ramielite Himmiel, The story s
of a man called Jonah, who had been swallowed by~
a whale (a huge, aquatic creature of the old world);
only to be spart out by the monster again some'time

later. It is an allegory from days long gone, the -

meaning of which I never really understood afd
probably never will. Unfortunately, I dannog
remember the whole story. Perhaps if I did, it csafd
give us some clue or information rcga:dmg ouf
situation.

3rd september 9651 . .|

Our precarious situation makes it impossible
for me to sleep. Again and aym, the same bewildered
thoughts run around my hi€ad, circling around the
same question: How can we escape from the
Leviathan’s body? Despite yesterday’s disappoint-
ments, | am still sure we are in the belly of such a
beast. I will go for a walk on the deck of our prison.
Maybe I will find the inner calm necessary to sleep.

o 4 .

Thank the Lord, for our salvatlon is near! How
grateful I am that my mentor insisted on a thorough
education when he introduced me to the customs
of the Angelitic Church! How happy I am that my
tortured mind has not forgotten about evérything
that made me the leader of this mission!

If I am right, then only a thin membrane of
skin, muscles and sinews lies berween us and our
freedom. There has to be a way to pierce this
membrane, and even if Bran's hasta has proven
ineffective, this is only due to its relative size: small
Dreamseed creature, small weapon; large Dream-
seed, large weapon. We have a sail and we have the
foul-smelling gas bubbles of the Leviathan’s belly,
which are most certainly inflammable. If we make
a balloon of the sail and channel the gas into i, it
must then yield the most explosive results when
exposed ro flame. Even though the gas here at large
has not reacted with the flames of our lanterns, 1
am sure thar this is merely a problem of the right
concentration — and that concentration surely
exists in the bubbles that float about by the hundred
alongside us in our prison here. In defiance of all
dull theery, I will try whether my idea works out

before we starve to death here.
* * *
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To my surprise, my companions were rather
taken with my suggestion, and more thap willing to
put it into action. However, doing so out to be far
‘more difficult than I originally expected. To reshape
the sail into a balloon mighrt surpass our abiliries,
for none of us is skilled with thread and needle.
What a mean skill, yet now it means so much! It is
evening now and I am too tired to think cle._arry.

o

7th seprember 9651,
My hands are bleeding and sore. At least T am
in good company. Rickard, our caprtain, has
demonstrated considerable ralent in the use of
thread and needle, the logical result of mending so
many sails and nets, I suppose. Without being able »
to actually see it for the darkness that surrounds us,
I presume that we are now in the possession of a
balloon. Surely we would not win any prizes with
ityand now the second part of my plan is yer to be
implemented, We will artach the balloon te the
ship’s mast and place the opening on the ballooms
bottom over one of the enormous gas bubbles. Now

* we will have to wait. My experiments to achieve the

desired results with a small model I buile from a
piece of sackcloth all failed. Nevertheless, I must
remain hopeful thar my plan will workiand we will
soon be free.
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~ Oth september 9451

Today is the day. We are in‘bad shapb The air
gakes our heads hutt and our-fresh-water and food
supplies are almost depleted. The balloon is now
bloated like the belly of a pregnant woman about
to give birth. I would prefer to wait a while more
until the balloon is just short of bursting, bur we
do not have the time. Amrob and Bran have made
a makeshift fuse from ropes and pitch. The plan is
to use this fuse to detonare the balloon from a safe
distance. Whether or not this plan fails, we can spare
ourselves the attempt to repeat our procedure: if
the gas does not light, we are doomed; and if it does
light but my calculations are incorrect, we will
probably have blown ourselves and the ship to bits.
The tension in me is mounting so that [ feel it is
me who is bound to explode, and, given the light-
headedness I suffer from the gas we have been
handling, I must be carefitl not to lose consciousness.
Since we will be embarking on an unknown journey
as soon as the way out has opened, we have packed
all our belongings in warterproof containers. We

Usmg
are getting
can safely hgh; € hank God the Gabrielite
Templar Amrobhts some experienceswith the use
of dangerous exple sives, saying he has used them

many times in his war against the Dreamseed. |

hope they. do notﬁmgn&nng I will close my ]ournal ,a

 .now in order to tie and s%);:}n as cautiously as |

have done with the others. May God protect us. & .
I 2t oo
hel > ':; = "?" .

deseribe how it féels. I am sitting,on the sandy
beach of a coast | suspect to be in r_hc'fqir north, fot
a cold*windtig'blowing into my face. I could not
cate less, 1 am alive and this is the only thihe
to me. Bran and Hieronymus sit nearbyib
sd&nt a1, My heart fills with contentmé
another reason: I was right. My foolhardy¥plan *
worked. The explosion was far more violent --'\"*‘

would have imagined, however. Bur let me cateliup.
on events. . -
As soon as the fuse lit, the fire raced tow:uﬂ“ '5'- |
gas-filled balloon. On Amrob’s order we dropped 4
=

1 am alive. Al;“}hﬁm_ I arl‘.l;ﬁlivt I cannot »

down to the wooden planks beneath our feet and
waited for the explosion. For a long time nothing
happened. Then, suddenly, a deafening noise rocked
the space aroutid us, and an enormous wave made
the ship’s hull shudder. At first I thought th
would be the end of our attempt, when a second:
explosion knocked me off my feet. Thwml O
detonation was shortly followed by oduxitless :
others, and an epic version of whart I h expected

to see a few days before in my small iments fell ‘i
upon us as a belated validation of my 'thmry The
creature, our gfﬁa{ pl’lson, SGCMF ln agony 30
loudly that my ears still ring: frou‘b.lrs bellowing.
Then we were grabbed by a gigantic, _invisible hand
and rossed through the huge hole thar had opened
before us. The impact broke my nose, I think, when  *
I was hurled over the side of our sloop.

I cannot say with absolute certaifity what
happened next, but I am convinced that I saw the
Leviathan in all its glory, if only for a short moment.
I have drawn him now exactly how I believe to have
seen him. I am certain I have not missed any
important details, Its body was as large as@n entire
island, and on the monster’s back grassqmd small .
trees had grown into a forest that wai‘!now being
turned into a storm of loose leav ﬁymg trunks
due to the Dreamseed’s deach 'thfoes. The fiend’s

“n

have wrapped the books in‘oil-cloth and tied them
to our bodies using sturdy ropes, and Caprain
Rickard has sewn shut several dried blowfish from
his catch, hoping that'they will provide us with the
necessary buoyancy if we should be thrown over-
board asfind ourselves without a ship. If not, I will
sink like @ sténe with all the baggage on my back.

RO Y B e

head was of such colossal size that it reminded me
of a Himmel being toppled by an unholy power’.
The creature’s flippers were so huge that
with them could have razed an entire
ground. The demon’s blood colored
black.

I must have lost consciousness then, and‘when
I regained my senses, a bearded man I had “w."f-'

BT







aamicat.anima mea ooRuim,

seen in my entire lifé — although he seemed
strangely familiar to me — offered me his assistance
to stand. It seemed as if bones and traces of earlier
forms of life on earth sprouted from the ground
beneath his feer, and his voice was warm and
pleasant. 1 asked him whether he had seen m
companions. He answered that he had seen thbm.
but that he was not sure whether I would cver see
them again. These words made lictle sense to me,
however, and I simply stared at him. He added that
my journey was not over yet and that I"had to
continue following my destiny. I must have pak‘scd
out again at that moment, and when I woke up later,
the mysterious wanderer had vanished without a
trace. The only thing preventing me from dismissing
him as a phantasm is the fact that a slender path of
tiny bones and seashells led up to the place where I «
regained my senscs.'rhe longer I looked at it, the
more it faded away. : ;
¥ My search for my companions took quite some
time. Eventually, though, I found Bran and Hierony-
mus; they were lying close together, as if they had
clung to one another during the escape from the
Leviathan, and both of them were in a pitiable
state. However, 1 guess they must have thaught the
@ same when | awoke them. i
Offshore, the bay into which Providence had
swept us all contained several small is!#_i‘ids whose
once thick evergreen copses had apparently been
ravaged by a severe storm. The sea beyond was
churning and had taken on an almost blackish hue.
Amrob and Rickard were nowhere to be found.
Hieronymus was forced to use a tree branch to prop
himself up, for he had a sprained ankle. @bvlously
he was in great pain, and his ankle had swollen to
the size of a ripe melon. Bran had suffered aifew
new cuts and abrasions, and some of his old
wounds had started bleeding again as well.
Otherwise, we had gotten off rather lightly once
again. We had vanquished the Dreamseed creature,
although T have to admit that chance had certainly
been on our side. I am not sure if it is possible to
defeat such a monster in an open battle. The
Leviathan was beyond a doubr the largest Dream-
seed creature we have ever seen or even heard of.
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We have searched the whole beach and found
. no trace of our Gabrielite Templar or of Caprain
Rickard. If they had been washed ashore in this bay,
we would surely have found them. If they have
survived, they must have stranded on one of the
islands. We do not have the time nor the means to
search for them any longer. I am afraid that they
will have to make it on their own, if they live, and
all we can do is wish' them good luck and God'’s
blessing for the rest of their journey.

1k
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~of the forest stood a stag, a noble animal m

'I'he now barely:

The tm:l ‘has led us to:
forest so thick that we soon lost both the trail and
ouﬂ-bearmﬁ thn we were almost ;eady to turn

e gdge of a coniferous

back, B arp ears heard a sound that made him
“stop. He has described it as a shrill, harsh roar in
the distance. Our curiosity and our longing to sce
other peoplc again lead"us in the direction of the *

curious noise.
[=
- * *

crept into my heart. Soon, as we walked al¢
heard s&?r“u:thmg In a small clearing in the

the people back home know only from tal
books. This stag, however, was but a moc Qf ‘I
those depictions I have seen in the libraries of | ag :
Himmel. The miserable creature rose to a height of
nearly two meters on shaky legs. Its reddish-brown ;i
fur was patchy, and in some places bone shone
through bare muscles. Ina dead creature, the sight _
would have been disgusting, but bearable. This =
stag, however, was still alive; and screamed its agony ,1
at us as we entered the clearing, Its eye sockets were §
already empty, and its pain must have been:
maddening indeed. Pink foam dripped from it§ gaping *
mouth, and it moved as if it were dragging along
an infinitely heavy burden. When g% pitiable
creature stepped into the light | cou.ld,see whar 1 1
realize now was the cause of its deplorable stare. If o
there had been something in my stomach worth
Bringing up at thar moment, I would certainly have
responded to my stomach’s wishes. Yer I had no
other choice but to keep on wartching the grisly
scene, spellbound, mesmerized by its horror. The
stag’s entire body was covered with a myriad of
worms that wcr@'ca[mg ic alive, maddemng it in the
process.

Whether the worms on its back or the last
vestiges of its rebellious spirit were responsible for
its actions I cannot tell, but the stag suddenly lifred
its head and stared at us with its empty eye sockes.
Then it started to move fitfully toward us. Sadly, .
sickeningly, what should have been a furious and
gallant charge was nothing more than a grotesque
swaying and staggering movement of the half-dead
animal. As it neared, one of its hind legs simply fell
off. The creature crawled roward us on its remaining
legs, and if we had not been stunned ac the
horrifying sight, Bran would already l:mre‘wn it out
of its misery. The creature kept crawling t¢
when suddenly I intuited the purpose of its







attack. The worms were lookmg for a new host

hind leg of the stag opened my eyes to the :n.lth of
‘the matter: they were barely able to move on their
own, even though they tried to readl us, so they

needed someone or something to carhy ‘them. 1 tolgi

my companions of my theory just in time, an
luckily we shunned touching the stag and th& pests’

that had infested it. I am sure that the stag under

the control of the Pestworms would have posed a
serious threat a few days ago. Ir could easily have
killed a full-grown man with its antlers. Sincé*we
were not eager to suffer the same fate as the poor
stag, we withdrew and paid attention from a safe .
distance that no other potential host apprgached
the clearing and turned into an involuntary minion
of the Pestworm Dreamseed. No living creature s
should suffer such dlsgrace The stag now lies on
the ground, wcakly. its sides heaving as it emits
small moans, and many of the Pestworms continue
to'feed although many have fallen or dropped off -
and have moved several inches toward us,
* * * ‘.- W
/. Now that darkness approaches, wsc:fear ﬂut we
" might still be within reach of the Pestweo
their current host. Therefore, we retreatySifice
do not want to get even more lost in chisforest than
we already are. We will return to the b

15th september 9851

The first thing I noriced this mormng was the
smell of rice fields and frcshly cooked ri Aiﬁrst,
F wanted to dismiss this smell as a tell-tale si of
my hunger, an olfactory delusion, but when I
up and looked to the horizon I could spot?omcthmg'
that the darkness of night had hidden from me
yesterday evening: houses. I roused the others and
after shouldering our meager belongings we ran as

- fast as we could, given the condition of Hierony-
mus’ ankle, toward the houses — and the rice.

Now, having arrived, we realized that it is nota
village, but rather a single farm with several out-
buildings. The most striking feature of the farm is
the large number of scarecrows on the fields. This
region must have been faced with a literal infestation
of birds, since scarecrows are virtually unknown
where 1 come from yet we had birds aplenty. But
wait: have I just answered my questions myself? No.
No birds infected with Restworms have descended
on this settlement, buc that image in itself is one
that makes me shudder convulsively.

The closer we came to the main house of the
farm, the heavier became the smell of burnt rice. 1
have to admit that we did not approach due to any
altruistic reasons, And if I had not been so hungry,
I might have actéd” with greater caution and
aplomb. The door of the main house was wide
open, stasing at us almost reproachfully as we stepped
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body! Watching the feeble worms on the ¢ detached’

‘enough to look for the
er than feasting mindlessly
und them, we will search% 5
: thg:, despite our great

M
=
havc b&l fooledﬁto belléﬂng’
f the Lord does not hold
ges métorc for me? Samcthmg awful
: -:-.4- ar this, fdfm f«-xanfedibg of a nature »
o the Lokd of the Flies, dvmethmg that

ed; tg be more precise, the ﬁ[trate -'
ars s to be inexhaustible and the Tem

give shapc to these fars. s,
In the water on the edge of the rice field e
found evidence of annthcr of the Lord of the F
sm&stcrschemes the Corpses of 2'man and a woman," 1
torn to pieces by some clawed beast and sunply-lcft i
where they had fallen..No animal can ever be
responsible for such atracities. Only Dreamseed
creatures revel.in such pointless killing — well, ©
Dreamseed creatures and a certain kind of people,
those godless, deviant people, Heretics. 1 abandone
myself far too carelessly to my own anger at thei
finding, however: I did not even notice e :
crow standing so close to the two corpses. But'then
its sudden wide grin alerted me, and I ggalized thar i
its outstretched arms waved in a breeze that did not
exist, bur it was too late for me to rua‘ away. e
. Immediately, the Scare fell 1 me, its thin
[fmbs upraveling in order to/slash ar me with its
great ralons. Bran’s courage saved my'ﬁfe yet again
when he flung himself with all his weight against
the Dreamseed creature, disappearing with it into
the water covering the rice fields. As quickly as the
shock of my sm!slon allowed me to, I pulled away

= R

from the Scare to observc it lockedin its ﬁgn:c fight
with Bran. At that moment, however, 1. ‘noticed
movement at the other end of the fields, and only
then did I understand into whar a dangerous rrap
we had been led. We were only three. To bs‘honest.







sword, ecither — despite its weight and the
hardships, despite all the horrors we havg faced. He
has carried it as if he had known he would have to
‘use it ar this very moment. With a courage and a
determination I would never have attributed to

him, he stormed roward the second Scare, which

approached our position on spindly legs. Hlemny»

mus waited for it just inside the edge of our rice

partty, where the field fell away beyond, and my
companion could thus both face the monster eye to
eye and gain the advantage of higher ground. The
most bizarre of my thoughts at this moment was
that [ was most worried for my friend’s sprained
ankle, which had not had the time to heal properly.
Now, I recall thinking, it would take several weeks
until it would ger any better. Anyway, from that
moment everything happened so fast that I have to
write more quickly l:;‘gforc my memory of the battle
fades.

Hieronymus’ rush as:the creature stepped onto
the ‘edge of the field was of such force that the Scare,
desp1tc standing much,taller than the old Monach,
was knocked down when the two collided. Hierony-
_#nus’ sword bit deeply into the creature’s exposed
" belly. But the Scare caught him for a moment with
one claw so that Hieronymus was d‘rﬁi@cd off
balance; and both he and the Scare landed in the
water, breaking through the surface in'a glittering
splash. Mud colored the channel a murky brown,
and I was far enough away from them in any case
that I could not see what happened bencath the
water’s surface. When they rose from the water
again, my friend’s weapon protruded from a gaping
wound in the Dreamseed creature’s bodg [ would
have thought the next blow mighty enough to
decapitate my old companion, for theseiwiry
creatures proved remarkably strong for their ap-
pearance, but he did not back down, clinging to
the handle of his sword as if his life depended on it.
And, frankly, ic did.

In the meantime, Bran had emerged from the
brackish water behind me as well. Somehow, he had
managed to get behind the Scare’s back, and 1
finally moved to join the bartle. Wich a calm origi-
nating from my desperation, I waited for the right
moment and pushed myself off the ditch’s edge,
landing atop the Scare’s claws and pinning them to
its body in such a fashion that the monster could
no longer attack with them. There was only one
thought in my head while I was clinging to the beast:
Do not let go! Letting go'meant certain death. I was
sure that the creature was only waiting for me to
weaken and loosen my grip. It wanted to get rid of
me by any means. When it failed to shake me off
using sheer strength (though I don't know how I
managed to resist it), it pretended to ignore my
presence. Its claws relaxed for a brief moment in
order to fool me intb+¢hinking it was pacified. I did
not fall for its trick, however, nor did I loosen my

grip aroun'd its claws. It then raged that much more
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ferocious in rhe nexe ihstant, [ prayed and started
to sing songs from my childhood days in my head.
I had not finished the second ditty when the
creature’s body went entirely limp, falling into the
water with me beneath it. Expecring another
treacherous maneuver, I held onto the Scare as it
sank into'the water with me. If Bran had not pulled
me out, 1 would most suredly have drowned
trying to resist the dead Dfeamseed creature.

‘How H@mnymus managed to defear the other
mionster remains & mystery to me. | can only assume
“that the Lord granted him the strengthinecessary to
pass this test of faith, He is exhausted now, his ankle

is of blackish ‘color, and his whole body is shivering. =

Bran took the r:i_pparl:u.nm,-r to climbyup the Scare's
back and to cut its head from its shoulders. Frltrm—
phand& he--!mlﬂ the creature’s head in its left hand,
as?nng mb to take it with me so that [ h,-gd ar least

some phys:cal evidence of this new species’ e!nstencc
L

I have Buried the Scare’s head under the water-*
proofed journals in my backpack, and buried the
farmer and his wife while Bran watched (he
surrounding fields to warn us of any subsequent
attacks. Since Hieronymus was incapacitated, I had
to face this last horrible challenge on my own. Bran
has seen no further sign of Dreamseed attacks, and
since Hieronymus is not currently able ro walk a
single step, we have decided to stay at the farm. It
offers everything we need to regain our strength.

th october o

It has been three weeks since I last wrote in this
journal. This is partly due ro the fact that | have
grown tired of writing. I beg the Ponrifex Maximus
and the revered Konsistorium for forgiveness, but
nothing extraordinary or eventful has happened
during this time in any case. But now Hieronymus'
foot is no longer swollen, my companions and 1
have regained our strength, and we have been granted
a much-needed time of respite from further
encounters with the Dreamseed. 1 had begun to
worry that we might be drawn into an endless
whirlwind of Dreamseed encounters that would
surely have driven us mad in the end. Hieronymus
has copied the few remaining maps still in his
possession onto a single large map over the course
of the past several days. Afterwards, he destroyed all

his other works in the fireplace of our haven. I have .

not asked his reasons to do so, but I am sure he is
doing the right thing. At least, he issesponsible for
his own acrions in the end.

However, I have noticed thar he is talking to
himself when he thinks nobody is watching. I have
not been able to discern what he is actually talking

about, but he always secems to wear himselfour as if

he was arguing with himself. Certainly, recent
events have taken their toll on him, and ;f-fguess it
will take months before his mind has recovered

ocult nofter od H dominum noltrum






completely — if that should be possible avall for

We make good progress in the first few kilo-

any of us after everything that has happened, * ineters, and I suspect we will arrive at the port

Anyway, he is not a danger to himself or anybody
else at the moment, even though I am not sure
whether he will not act as rashly during future
g encounters with Dreamseed demons as he did with
e the Scare, thus endangering not only himself but
Brand and me as well.

We will continue our journey tomorrow
morning, because we all feel up to the task at present,
During the last few days, Bran and I have had the
chance to wander through the area in the immediate
vicinity of the farm. As far as I can tell, sve must be
on an island, because we have reached a stony beach
to the north as well as the south of the farm after
only short walks. As I suspected before, we must be
on an island in the far north, for the wind is cold
and the sea has been rather chilly for the last few
days. I agree with Hieronymus — whose knowledge
in geographical martters is far more extensive than
mine — that we must be on an island off the
Scandinavian coast, possibly Goraland. I do not
remember much concerning this region, and what
I do recall is displeasing: This island belonged to
the rerritory of the Raguelite Order once, whose
B ¥ members died as margyrs quite some time ago, as
everybody knowssThere has been much talk in past

2 years of unscrupulous mobs haunting this corner of
Al 3 the world, and sortie rufaors even.claim that Gotaland

i is under a curse. I'do not give much credence to
curses, but a land without a strong ruler always falls
i prone to the influence, atrocities, and machinations
;. of those wicked individuals whose endeavors would
otherwise usually be nipped in the bud. Ergo, we
have to be cautious.

During my excursion along the shore last evening
2 1 I spotted a small settlement twinkling across the
bay, which should prove to be a port where we can
look for a boart to get to'the mainland. Since I did
V= not want to gake @innecessary risks without my

companions, I'did not try to go there myself. We
will leave the farm tomorrow, and this place will be
_jour ﬁ:ﬂét destination.

g g It comes as quitea surprise, but I actually feel a

. ' R~ " i little sad having left behind us the place which has

: _been our haven for so many days. A tear rolls down

! - " may cheek as 1 yerite this. I assume thar the others

feel the same way, judging from their expressions.

B - ®  Theburden on my back seems to have become even

_ : eavier. Some provisions add to the weight of my

5 Bt ' journals, of course, but I would not have thought

. that it would make such a difference. Probably the

; short time of idleness on the farm did not go well

- with me. [ am sure that the weight of my equipment
will soon be far more familiar to me again.

-
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¢ within a few hours. The drizzle thar set in around
noon has stopped, and a brisk wind is chasing the
clouds over our heads away. A bright glow shines on
the horizon, reminding me of the light of dawn. My
calculations regarding our current position seem to
have been quite correct. Since it is rather improbable
that we are seeing the light of a setting or rising sun
at noon, the glow must be produced by a Inferno,
turning the lands far ahead of us into a literal
purgatory. I guess it might be the Inferno of Trond-
heim that was responsible for the destruction of the
Raguelite Himmel. T cannot be absolutely certain,
of course, but I trust my feelings in this matter. |

* L *

Late afternoon: We have come so close to the
port that we can watch it from a nearby hill. Bran
insists on waiting until the morning, because it
would be easier to have a closer look at the sertlement
by the light of day. In Bran’s opinion, it is absolutely
necessary to see what kinds of acrividies are taking
place down there, because it might not be safe for
us ro visit the settlement ar all. 1 agree with him,
although I do not know what kind of threats could ’
be possibly spotted from so far away. Nevertheless,
we will rest here on this hill.

1{1ch october 9351

Bran was right, Yesterday, I would have doubred
that we would be able to spot any derails of the
small town from our remote position. What took
place down there in the marketplace, however, was
clearly of such heretical nature that the townspeople -
might as well have lit a new Inferno or hoisted ‘
large bannets saying that the town has fallen from
grace. Algigantic monstrosity is looming over the
marketplace, so tall that it even dwarves the houses
of the town's center. The idol — for surely it can be
nothing else — must be at léast ten- paces tall and
looks remotely human. It is impossible to say qf
what material it has been made from our position.
Bran says he can make out something like wooden
framework attached to it. It seems that the blas-

phemous work has not been finished yet.
* . *

what to do next. Bran wants to look for another
way to get to the mainland safely and to return here
only if we run ourt of options. Hieronymus prefers
to walk into the city, decry the townspeople as
Heretics, and send a messenger to the nearest Him-
mel in order to inform an Inquisitor about whar is
going on around here. Since I fear that Hierony-
mus’ plan might well lead to our untimely demise,
I only support certain aspects of it. I have proposed
sneaking into town withourt attracting too much

We spent the rest of the morning discussing |
i

.
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unwanted actention, so that we can look for a
caprain willing to accept us as passengers aboard hiss _
ship; upon reaching out destination, we would give
a reporrt of the hererical practices to the Ab of a
monastery or a Himmel as soon as we are reasonably
safe. Unfortunately, Bran put an end to my wishful
thinking by pointing out that we do not have the
Manna to pay for a crossing. We could only offer
some of our meager belongings as payment, and
most of our equipment would be of no worth ro
common folk. My journals would certainly be of no
use to them. The maps Hieronymus destroyed a few
days ago would have been a much better medium’
of exchange, but I do not want to cast this into my
friend’s teeth, even though I have to admit I already
had a sly reproach on the tip of my tongue
moments ago.

When our party'oonsistcd of more than a dozen
members, the chain of command had been much
ore obvious. Now that our journey has rurned
into a daily seruggle | for survival of sortsy every
decision we make n‘:qmres lengthy discussion.
Nevertheless, we reached an agreement rather
quickly. We will walk into.town and tryto act as
intonspicuous as possible. Once therey we will try

6 find a means of arranging for a legal way to get
on board a ship — either by offering to work for
the ship's caprain or by appealing to his generosity.
If we do not find a captain willing to accept our
offers, we will try to steal some transportation and
try our luck on the water. May the Lord forgive us
for this plan, which was born from dire need and

not ill thoughrs.

So far, we are not facing any problems régarding
the implementation of the first part of our plan.
The inhabitants of Skévde — the name of the town
— are far too busy with themselves to take any
notice of us wharsoever, Nevertheless, I will continue

my entry later, because my habit of writing as I
walk might eventually draw some attention our
way.

Finally I have the opportunity to write down
what has happened during the last few hours. The
situation is even worse than I feared. The appearance
of the idol, which we studied only from afar, goes
far beyond our wildest imagination. I have no clue
what purpose it might serve once it is finished. Bran
was right about the idol still being in a state of
incompleteness, though, if such words can be used
to describe such an appalling‘ monument. The

" inhabitants of Skévde have some rather curious
burial rites, I might add. They have joined rogether
all the bodies of their deceased, using ropes and
wooden frameworks to combine them into an
uncouth, remotely human structure.

Still, there is one thing I fear to know: Did the
bodies of the people used for this construction as if

they were stone and clay die of natural causes, or & species, if I am correct — hollow and empty. The'

did the heretical inhabitants of this town choose
more SlnlS{CT means to cn}ure a steady Sﬂpply 0? b
building materials? If my lagter suspicion holds™

some truth, we are in serious danger and must be

all the more cautious. In any case, we will not be

able to stay for long under this wooden ramp; where

we have marked out a hidden ma‘kcshlﬁ camp. [*% i ’*;a

have spotred three ships rldlng at anqhor in the
harbor, two of which look like trustworthy

vessels. However, they appear to be closely gumdecF
so I fear they do not offer us any chance for a safe

crossing. I even dare to claim that the dwners of \q
those ships are in |eaguc with the inhabitants of this

cursed town, ensuring a steady supply with bluldmg
materials for the idol. I will not find any sleep
romg]'lt that much is certain.

Everywhere in this town, I find what appear to
be chestnut-sized carapaces of beetles, or perhaps
some strange seashells on the grotiﬂﬂ..Cautiously
asking a fisherman about these objects, I have learned
that they apparently fell from the sky like hail three
weeks ago, damaging many toofs and windows in
town. I had actually noticed the bad condition of

" many of the houses beforé now. Here and there,

people are busy repairing roofs. I picked up some
of the shells for later examination. Due to the
limited number of examination methods possible
with my equipment, I have not learned more about
the shells than 1 could have learned simply with the
naked eye, This more than cngugh for a start, though.
However the objects Inlgh( have gotren here —
whether they truly fell from the sky or whether they
were droppcd by someone or something — my
experience tells me that rhey are relared to some
sort of Dreamseed.

Whar purpose do these empty, extremely dufable
shells serve? They closely resemble snail-shells, and
except for a small opening in each one of them, there
is no sign thar they have ever been anything other
than empty. Nonetheless, they must serve a purpose.
I have tried to link all the facts abour the shells in
my mind over and over again, but to no avail.
Something abour the inhabitants of Skévde is
wrong, eerie. I have decided to keep my eyes open
for any derails that could help me reach some
conclusioni in this matter, and have returned to
sneaking through the town'’s streets like a shadow.

* * *

After my return to our hidden camp, I had a
vague intuition as to whart is happening in Skévde.
The first detail to draw my artention was the sroic
calm with which the populace responded to the
gruesome sight of the idol. They acted just as if they
were themselves exactly like the shells of Hailseed
— which is the name I have given to this new
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second detail catching iy eye was the face that a
large majority of the inhabitants of Skiyde sported
bandages on their heads. They always try to keep

*the bandages hidden under hats and caps, but the

bandages are quite obvious to a trained eye. Third,

I had a sudden recollection of the Pestworms chat
had in some way taken control of the stag in'the
forest. Taking into account all these obseryations,
several conclusions can be drawn which eventually
yield the same results. The people of Skévde have
lost their free will. Somebody or something else is
pulling the strings in this town, something that
must have crawled from the empry shells thar fell
from the sky several weeksago, hitting many of the
inhabirants in the head (if that indeed is how they
arrived). But how can the people of Skévde be
cured? How can I prove that [ am righs? To whom «
shall I give a report 'when all the people here have
been affected?

And there is another.question I have to ask:
How does the idol made of dead bodies match up
with all of this? Hieronymus and Bran are as Chlclﬁﬁ
as I am. We have actually decided thar solving ehiis

Mnystery is of greater importance forithe present
" than escaping from this sink of COrruption.

15th october 94871

I have come up with a daring yer loathsome
plan. The means I am ready to employ in order to
get to the root of this matter make me start back
from myself.

I have to look inside a citizen of thif toqm to
see whether my theories are right.

If I am wrong, then I am simply a mundmr,
not an iota better than the people of this town. If T
am right, then we can be certain what is happening
here and can then start thinking about'a plan to put
an end to the threat., Nevertheless, I would still be
a murderer. That is why T.am having so many
second thoughts about my plan and why I am
trying to come up with another way to prove my
theories.

Waitl — do some of the dead built into the
appalling idol not wear the same bandages around
their heads as most of the living citizens of this
town?! My companions confirm my observation,
and a ray of hope now brightens my dismal mind.
Now it seems there is a'chance for me to die without
having to burden my soul with a sin too great to
appear before the judgment-seat of the Lord. Of
course, it will be difficalt to remove one of the
bodies from the idol without drawing attention or
to do the post-mortem examination right on the
spot, since the areassurrounding the idol is often
occupied by townsfolk. Since we have managed ro
survive in this townmdetected so far, though, I am
convinced that we will obtain a corpse sooner or
later.” ‘win
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~ my mouth with a piece of cloth, because the ste

We put m;n‘vplgﬂmo action lastsnight, Now I
am ready to report how we ended up on this ship,
upon whose planks. 'uke these notes, and T will
also tell how [ redched the conclusion thar it is not
.up to us to save Skovde. "

In the night, the three of us went to scout the
ma.d:cqﬂa “There was nobodrguggg.mg the idol
at that time. I simply a ed our good luck, since
*most of the time we had not been soplucky in our
journey. I'was determined to steal one of the bodies
and drag it to our ramp’ ‘down at the “harbor, so that
is exactly what wq.,tild Even though it was not easy
to unwind the body from the combination of ropes,
woodén ﬁt and other en :wu'lcd bodies,

our way back, we evcntually arrived at the ramp.
am{ I stﬁrr:d my grls]y work right away. I dpvered®

of the rotting corpsé was nauseating. I could
hope that examining the body would still e
some results, even though it was in such an adva
state of decomposition. Bran and Hieronymus had
been arguing as to who should stand guard outside '!
our makeshift camp. Both*were sure that we needed b
a guard so that we would not be caught in sucha
morbid act. Since I was well aware of why both
were suddenly so eager to stand guard, I suggcstr:d ’9
thar they should both do so. 2
As I had assumed, the man before me had!
suffered a head wound while alive, as them“b‘
healing in the tissue around the wounrg' clearly
demonstrated. There was a fine fracturg'along the -
bone structure itself that was half-c zsed agajn,
scabs covering hair and skin all round the thin
crack. I had to use Hieronymus’ swnﬁ[ to open the
skull, for I had no other sultable‘.jnsrrumcnt at
hand, Due to the unwieldiness of the sword in this
situation and the inadequate lighting conditions in
our camp, the cut was not very accurate; nevertheless
I was sarisfied with it, as I could now see what | had
quite expecred¥o find. A black larva sporting
chitinous armor was coiled around the decaying
brain, clinging ro the cortex with all of its six limbs
and its tiny sucker-like mouth, even in death. So
gruesome was this sight that I nearly forgot to
breathe, and I had to convince myself sevekal times
that the creature was truly dead. I was absolucely
sure only after I lifted the armor pl
Dreamseed, which required mi or
reminded me of a sick tree she. :
I called my companions in to show them whar
I had discovered, as I did not want to shoulder the
burden of this appalling sight alone, Now I knew
that it had been the Brainlarvae that Bﬁﬂmﬁdcd
from the curious Hailseed shells into the. of
the people of Skovde. The Larvae also hildl to be
responsible for the people’s strange behavior, I'assume

g
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" Hieronymus has sounded an alarm: th

the Larvae have taken r:o.nrrol of thelr hosts, just

like the Restworms forced their will upqn d-;e poor *hﬁh to rem?

stag, only in a much more subtle fashion. ‘A.n‘: the
‘Brainlarvae the next evolutionary step of the Pest-

worms? Had the Lord of the Flies respondcd tothe =
fact that we had seen through his trick in the for&sf
A ofﬂw shfp;' it d&ﬂ'r control while all the others

and therefore tried to hide his influence even

Only the Tempter himself knows — and he will n
tell, but will merely laugh up his sleeve because we
Were SO presumptuous as to believe we could foil his
plans.
We have to act on the assumption thaahe
whole town has been infected in a similar fashion,

and since there are so ‘many townspeople, we .

cannot possibly save them. All we can dao is ger
away from Skévde as quickly as possible and hope

we might arrange to send a fellowship of Engel to = gotl:h! :

this Godforsaken town later on. Furthermore, it is
an undeniable fact that it is not in truth human
townspeople who build an'idol here, but a horde of
Dreamseed creatures. And if that is the case, then
the thing is not'nécessarily an idol, but erk
something far worse. But Hieronymus callﬂ- :
¢ As if my assumptions called foﬁvahdanbn.

Golem — for thar it is — has come alive

* * * P
To my surprise, my cxamlnauons}ﬁ'.wnum-

plations regarding the Brainlarvae appatently took
the rest of the night, for in the sickly light of a new
day my sudden fears regarding the Corpse Golem
had become horrible realiry.

The idol had turned: into a living nightmare
looking for new victims to incorporate m*lwlsly
makeup. It did not seem to care whom or what it
destroyed with its grotesque, massive limbs po;
entirely by human bodies. With every inhabitant of
Skovde it killed, it also killed a fellow Dreamseed
creature, but I guess the Brainlarvae’s will to survive
had been replaced by a more significant goal: the
creation of a war machine that grows with every
person it slays. As far as I could tell this was the
only goal the Golem was pursuing: its own growth.
Every inhabitant of Skévde it killed was then in-
corporated into its body, seamlessly integrated into
the larger structure. The whole of it was covered by
thousands of busy beetles that reminded me of
Tracery-Scarabs. Thank the Lord numerous houses
stood between the monster and us, so we were able
to watch every move itemade while still keeping a
safe distance, The most fascinating thing about the
creature was the fact that it apparently consisted of
many individual demons of the Tempter acting as
some sort of collective entity, I have to admit, though,
that this assumprtion of ming might be wrong. Maybe
the Brainlarvae actually mutate into the beetles that
could be seen scurtling over the monstrosity’s body.
In any case, this foll'rl of Dreamseed was certainly
the most complex T had seen so far.

\‘i,', L LAY

ent this phe,nomcnon from
d%l‘ the world 4f we decided
1 50 many things undone. In
m to this: we had to ger one

quesnon‘ﬁf 10w

ad 10 be destroyed so obody could leave the
~island. 1 kmmg,a.u too well the likelihood of other
ships riding ar chor at some or.heu;tdement on

.

this same d, but at ‘time there was nothing
else wck:oul! do to delay the threat. Gerring a ship
under our contml turm:g.l out to be much easier

than Imk! ‘have s . Like thg townspeople,

" the @hips crews were running round frantically on

shore, in sheer p a.ruc, as if their will to,survive hacl
sper't and and they were suddénly in their
righta Or perhaps the Bramlarﬁﬁ did mot
agree wit l.dymg for a greater cause. er thc
C?’ Bfin rtook care of scurtling the oth twor
shl}’s I‘Iuﬂs, while Hieronymus and I took of °

' the final preparations for departure on the bo we

had chosen.

And so here we are, riding the waves of the'&
once again. I can still see che Corpse Golem ragmg :
and growing.; The ships we wanted to keep from
pursuing us, due to the work of a large axe wielded *
by Bran, lie in the harbor with a heavy list. I guess
the Armatura has done his job perfectly, as always.
Nevertheless, 1 am far from satisfied with our
current situation. We did not get hurt and we did f
not violate the Lord’s commandments, bug an:
abomination that should have been destroyed still *
walks. this earth. Only time will tell whethér we
missed the chance to nip this threat in ghe bud.

I will not write on, because my dnger at the
present is too great — anger at my own ificompetence,
my own helplessness, and anger at the Lord of the
Flies, whose abominable creatures continue to take
so many innocent lives.

rd OCLoDer 9,

Our voyage is anything but pleasant. Although
we all have sailed on high seas numerous times now,
experienced sailors were always at our side on those
occasions. This time we are on our own, and the sea
turns out to be a much rougher opponént than
many of the Dreamseed creatures we have encoun- .
tered. Even now, as [ start l:o scribl:llc a few
sentences here, one of my companios "15 calling for
my help. This ship is far too big for a crew of enly ’!
three rather inexperienced men. If we ever reach the q
coast, we should consider ourselves very lucky.

- L4 * : i %
Regarding my actual mission, 1 musnham thar

something of the urmost importance to the entire
world is about to happen. The Dreamsees







are coming across the sea in squadrons. This gathering
of the Adversary’s forces has to servg a certain
purpose. A battle is about to join, yet I fcel myself
unable to give a report to the Pontifex Maximus.
When he will read my journals, it might already be
too late. Perhaps it already is, Who can rell what
events have taken place in Europe during our

on the pler of Uﬂ)s? ipsia, I started to cry hot te
of relief and joy. Thesship on which we reached

absence? We have been lost for three years, and " ciry has sunk. Apparenrly esﬂlcd into the ha.rbor '_d
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wandered on the edges of civilization for two years
before that. Surely, we must be thought dead, since
our last known whereabouts would have come from
a Urielite on his return trip from the battlefields of
Jerusalem, and he must have given his report a long
time ago.

Yesterday, at great last, I had my earliest wish
of our journeys fulfilled: T beheld in full view the

first Dreamseed creature [ ever met, if enly in part « :hcyvaﬂ

— the Devourer of the Earth. The vast creature
passed over our heads, accompanied by hundreds
upon hundreds of smaller creatures, most of them
Tainter-Dragonflies. There wis no joy in me to see

this wish fulfilled, however. All my fears and

assumptions were confirmed. Furthermore, the Engel

Vaniel had not been exaggerating when he told me

of the immensity of the Dreamseed's flying fortress.
Today, however, I am no longer as eage:‘,m know
the whole truth as I was when I started my journey.
The monster’s leg on that beach long ago should
have satisfied my curiosity. Now this largest of the
Dreamseed creatures — with the probable exception
of the Leviathan — is moving toward my beloved
Europe and I can do nothing else bur add another
sketch to the hundreds I have already drawn.

Apparently, the Devourer of the Earth is cruly
blind, yet it seems to command an entire army of
smaller creatures. The wind of its huge wings sped
up our ship as if the giant tried to mock us, lending
us its support in this one-sided race. I do not believe
there is a single vulnerable spot for even the weapon
of an Engel to pierce through the tangle of thorns
and armor plates the creature bears.

Is this the Lord of the Flies' ultimate creation?
Did he create an invincible weapon in order to win
the battle of good and evil? Or does this gigantic
war machine have a weak spot I simply overlooked?
Or does the Angelitic Church have hidden weapons
to defear such creatures? I do not dare to hope for
such a thing, because 1 have seen too much suffering
and pain to believe now that everything will turn
out all right in the endwl must beg forgiveness that
an old fool like myself is se depressed, that I can see
no spark of hope left to me. Nevertheless, 1 pray to
the Lord every single day that He might bring
about the end of my odyssey, one way or the other.
I am tired, bur I am roo afraid to sleep, because 1
fear my nightmares might catch up with me. Some

mouth too steeplyl. [ have card many stories abo
this:distant gan:hern port town, “‘bué&would never
have mcpcctcd irto beo monumental size. A"
“stone wall whose true enormity I could only guess
at surrounded the entire city, keeping the'waters of
the sea at bay as we[L,F’fihd it hard'go believe that
this' construction has been built by human hands.
From old writings at the Himmel at i’:sgue I knew I
5 ic from the time befo
FlSod. Inistead of wasting my time maryg]
architectural wonders of the city, I sha -, dppea
the local authorities, trying to get my warhin,
‘the impending atrack of the Drcamseed
through to the righrﬂcrsons. With some good'|
it should be possible to inform the Himmel just

time.

- . Te : 4

In the end, it seems my audience with the
Archbishop of Urbs Lipsia, his Eminence Aroch of %
Leipzig, was more useful to me than to the Holy ¥
Angelitic Church. The people of Urbs Lipsia already &
knew about the approaching squadrons of the Lord =
of the Flies. Urielite messengers had delivered the
terrible news to them two days ago. The city
is not presently in danger, however, since thes
of the Tempter is advancing more than th
kilometers to the west, near Coloma ippi

was still a matter of debate, but tthrea.msécd S
could attack two exposed targets LE"t simply kzpt
on advancing straight ahead, 4 ‘Gratianopel
and Roma Aterna. Both cities are possible targets i
for an attack that could deliver a fatal blow to

Europe as a whole. We can only hope that our fears i]

will not come true. o
-';-“
.’.'

st december |

His Eminence the Archbishop has cared for us
in a very touching manner, offering us feﬂigmg at
his own palace during our entire stay.
enjoyed all the amenities we had mi
Of course, his Eminence initi
report about our journey, but
Pontifex Maximus’ insignia to him
the secrecy of my mission, he refrained from

me further, assuring us that he woul

of them are so real that 1 fear I will not awaken from
them. 4

I am shattered.

Ay

in his power to help us on our con
The rest of the time I spent dozing
or recuperating in the baths, trying






to accustomed to the luxiries here. Moreover, 1 am
very confident that I may actually accqmplish my
mission.

4th december 9651

‘and for' ill P
erating ina mﬁm'm strength; although I
have grown seuﬁwiza: accustomed tevhorrors, this

Here, the

new encounter w ghe Dreamseed frightened me
greaﬂy Now I'.hat weihﬂ', safe and homeward bound
— great news, gehtf”qréader‘ — 1 will give a report .

Somehow, I felr like a newborn baby whcn wets ~of what has Pmppcned. & o

left Urbs Lipsia, equipped with horses, pack ani-
mals, and provisions that could easily feed us for
several weeks. I am indebrted to the honarable
Archbishop Aroch, as it was him who virtudlly
ensured our recovery. The revered Konsistorium
will surely chide me when they read my report and
see it written here in black and white that I refused
the offer of Templars to guard us on our way. [ am
surprised at myself, but my companions and [
agreed that we do not need any protection, and that
young Templars would only risk their lives unduly
in our service, So we leave as we came: only the
three of us. :

There is one question I have been contemplating

for quite a while, but unfortunately I did not corie

stip with an answer to it: What has become of the
# Corpse Golem and the Brainlarvae on Goraland?
More than three weeks ago, a Gabrielite l_ﬁ'uisitor
arrived at Urbs Lipsia on demand of the Archbishop.
He ar once betook himself to the city’s harbor
barracks, which are run by all the ﬁg}mng orders.
Immediately afterwards, the Templar galleys stationed
at Urbs Lipsia took to sea under the Inquisitor’s
command, but we have nor heard of the course of
their mission ever since. I pray that it has not been
too late to deal with the Dreamseed Onr'-‘;G()E;land
and that those brave men will return safe and
sound. Maybe I will learn about the course of their
mission later. For now, I suppose, 1 must be content
to accomplish my own mission.

th december

The last leg of our journey is much more
comfortable than anything thar lies behind us. We
have left the ancient city of Colonia Agrippinensis
and are traveling through a potentially hazardous
area, since the Dreamseed flew over it mere weeks
ago. The townspeople actually confirmed that the
monsters had been seen flying in the skies, but
local authorities couldsnot tell whar might have
transpired in the meantime.

We are entering the coastland marches near
Agrippinensis. Countless birds live here, and it is
indeed a wonderful sight to see so many different
species of birds in one place. I am not very familiar
with ornithology, bur nevertheless I take great
pleasure in the often very splendid plumage of our
winged friends. &~

* L4 *
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his afternoon, we stopped in a small forest

“close to the bﬁch smelling of | rmma‘pd softwood

mixed with a dash of bnnﬁ"ﬁmce the sea sometimes'
“evokes#a certain drowsiness and we had already
traveled for some.time, w;dcadcd to rest'there for
awhile. Just when w&.bcﬁm to tie toane of the trees *
the tanvas cover that should have been our roof for

the night, we that we were in sésious danger
What d taken for a tree was not a trunk
offw wo d bark, but the gigantic leglpf a huge

blrd glarmg down at us with yellow eyesi O

Isrp‘a: Ie#p saved me from bcmg lmpaled 2y the'

the ground for a ﬂll[ meter tight next to. '
Panicking, I jumped back to my feet and nedsl
knocked over poor Hieronymus. We all started
run in different directions, away from the giant,”
malevolent bird., This strategy turned out to be -
most effective, because we gave the monster a real
headache in deciding which one of us it should ;
pursue. Of course, fate would not have it any other - ,5.
way — it chosé me as its intended prey. While my =
skills as a horseman could undoubtedly be improvi :
I am quite a talenced runner, and when it comes to!
long distances, I fare much better than nqﬂm\ nd
Hieronymus: Nevertheless, I was humble@‘ against
the strides of a flightless bird at least seyen meters:
tall. Every stride brought me closer tadeath, and
soon I could hear the dreadful claws of the monster
crunching against the earth and stones of the forest
floor behind me. I have always thought it curious,
the details one perceives in moments of mortal fear.

I had begun to accept my inevitable demise
when for the second time in my life an Engel's !
arrow saved me. I heard the beating of wings,
followed by a dull, resounding crash behind me.
Hearing no more the sounds of pursuit, I stopped
and turned around. The Stilter — as I will call this
Dreamseed creature from now on — had been cut
down just as the tree we had raken it for falls to the
forester’s axe. At first, I did not dare step €loser to
the thing. When I could not see any signs of life in«
it, however, my curiosity gained the upper hand. 1'
An arrow protruded from one § round eyes,
which were the size of cartwheels. The creature’s
plumage was of shimmering green and brown hues; ©
the feathers' coloration actually reminded me of
late summer leaves, brown at the rdgcs, but;gnl‘.%tly
of a rich green. The vestigial wings weréiso small
that the Stilter would never have bag:mb ¢ to take
to the air. I almost overlooked them, to b&ho







The claws, however, were far from vestigial. Like
strong, gaarled tree roots, they towered yoward the
sky. The razor-sharp rips would have surely have cut
me to ribbons, if not for my heavenly savior who -« L.
had ended the Dreamseed’s life. w:th a well—almed . , the Urielite Simiel and
shot. . 4 his ta village in the eastern foot-
The Urielite Simiel surprised me in many ds. i here they were supposed to!
He is a masterful marksman, which does not smke’ﬁglea ned tgangcher fellowship that
me as very surprising, and has actually been searching ~ had  the Vlllage seyeral weeks earlier.
for us on behalf of Pontifex Maximus Petrus Thoﬁr§ ¢ '1p had been Sengigo look aﬁer
Secundus. He has been sent to tell us — God be  some farm:zs" o had b&l neglecting their wotrk
praised! — that it is time for us to return honte. T Yor quite soﬁe time. Afeer finding no grace of either
cannot believe that our odyssey is about to come to  farmers oF lost fdlg\rshi om the air, they landed
an end. Obviously, Archbishop Aroch notified the .  and found a grove of déad trees at the center of the »
revered Konsistorium, as I had requested, that their \ﬂlllgc; et uaHy dlscove:ed thc morta.l
servants were not moldering corpses, but rather in  remains of a Micha

perfect health. And now it seems they eannot wait» one offt trees, as butterflies .
to hear our report. Tr[ is a fact, though, that there  on edles reasons of scientific exdpinari

will not be enough time to deliver a written report, ~ Witho k loubr, this Engel had been a méipber of
since my countless notes first have to be sifted T e lostfe lowshlp Simiel and his broth md'

thtough and brought into proper order. Moreovcr, Psisters were seeking. They did not find any ¢ 2 of
. the other lost Enge’ however. Thus, the cong

a presentable copy has.to be made, and the origin frite -
text certainly needs some editing. 2. messengers of the Lord wanted to bury their fellew
: . . s 3 : Engel’s body in the usual way. .

It seems that Simiel (or rather the revered When the fellowship began to cut 73

Konsistorium) has anticipated all my objéctions.  tree in order to let the Mlchnhtc down gently from
Simiel told me he would take me to the Urielite  it, however, the earth ben€ath their feer started o
monastery of Saint Etienne, where all ¢he necessary = shake and a horrible roar sounded from deep
work on my journals can be done. A delegation of  underground. When the earth lifted itself up, all the
Monachs from Prague is already on its way to Saint  Engel had taken to the air, only ro see a gigantic
Etienne to assist me. And so, our odyssey comes to  Dreamseed creature emerging from the groun
an end without us having actually seen all of the  What the fellowship had taken to be a dead grov
European coasts. Surely, Hieronymus will nor let  had in fact been parc of the creature’s b&ﬂ‘é
this marrer rest, however. : & & trunks were not made of wood, but of chitin/forming
’ an impenetrable, thorny armor upon'its shell. i
Z5 Although, thank God, the creature could not fly,

J 7[ 71‘:8 .‘u1[ [ "’)8
I,sfs
%’:ﬁj &Z{é? é 31[

cmfrJ:‘c« Jf i rﬂ[ l

ke e 1o
g g

S
d'"r‘a;{ has l;gn
»r-rfh?l fw‘ Jh

o oottt oo B dominum nottcum

ad d e n d u m = " the Engel were utterly unable to hur " what Simiel .
called the Thornwood, or, altema ly, Thorngiant.

: After the titan had razed the entite village to the

Here I sit, now, at my escritoire at Saint Etienne, ~ ground during his fight with the &prshlp, the
finding it hard to finish my work, since there are ~ Lord’s champions were forced to retreat because
still too many mysteries to be found. Fortunately,  they were torally exhausted and could not muster
Simiel has become a veritable font of experience  the strength necessary to defeat the monster: I could
and knowledge; actually, he has told me of so many  feel the desperation welling up in the Urielite when
mysteries that all of them cannor be included here.  he told me of this encounter, and hlsa.pangs of
I suppose | would have experienced much of what  conscience were written on his face. With Simiel’s
Simiel has rold me of if we had ended our journey  help and careful instruction, I have drawn a striking

as we initially planned tob. OF course, Simiel’s  sketch that might help future fellowships to defeat
words are truth, and he is capable of descriptions.  the creature. So far, the creature (or i its ﬁke) has
so vivid that I almost feel as if I had lived through  never been mghtcd again. :
the events he depicts. Hieronymus has heard most .
of Simiel’s stories as well, and he will be my witness Another mctdcnt occurred
upon his return. As I had supposed, Hieronymus  fall of 2649. Simiel had been very
set out again to complete the rest of his maps  very inexperienced in dealing with
immediately after having spent only a few days at  in its various forms. In some places
the monastery. I wish him the best of luck. Had I ~ worship rats as holy animals, since the Lo
the rime, I would haye gone with him, as he came  those rodents the ability to survive
with me so many years ago. catastrophes, It is said that these cu
The creatures Simiel described to me on our  rats in order to obtain the abilities

journey to Sain Etienne are included in this  animals. Simiel’s fellowship was sent out to annihils
v A F
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one of these rat cults. However, the Hererics must
have drawp the favor of the Lord of the, Flies, who
seems to have eyes and ears everywhere, and who
“$enit one of his creatures among the cultists: a rat-
demon, if you will. This King of Rats was none tao
eager to abandon his newfound Fokfbwcrs SImKJ %
described his fellowship’s battle with the crcan.u% in

such detail that I have been able to make a iramng“?

of it as well. The Urielite could not know with any
certainty whether this creature was truly destroyed,
for it was not actually a smglc creature the fellowship
had had to face. Rather, the King of Rats consisted
of hundreds, perhaps thousands of rats, which had
merged to form a new composite entity with its .
own powers and sentience. In form it resembled a
veritable mound of rats with a humanoid torso on

top, which also was composed from bodies of these =

despicable rodents. Eflcn hours after the fellowship
had torn apart the King of Rats' body, they were
forcedto defend themselvés from atcacks by single
rats, some of huge proportlops; until a sizable _
portion of the entire gwarm fled, thaybe to :eﬁqm;.
‘¢lsewhere. ]

' If reports about another King of i_tatg were to
# surface, I guess it would be best to use fife against
this threat. Surely, Simiel would have hadifhe same
idea if he had been more cfperi before
encountering the vile and cunning cre i’cs of the
Adversary.

5 s R

The last encounter with Dreamseed I recount
here should be read without bias, since ncither
Simiel nor myself was prcs'egt to verify it. I only
heard the tale yesterday, and did not wafit tg miss
the chance to present this most recent proof of the
Lord of the Flies” cunning and malcvole;pcc
Although I did not witness what I am here about
to write, its details match up pcrfccfly with my own
knowledge of the usual strategies and tactics of the
Temprer.

In a village not Far from:Saint Etienne lived a
woman who gave birth to three children in one

ot
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poor mﬂnrs dried out like old husks. The pa mnts!

¥ 4 &' '
mght One ﬁ: _ d.
was buried Withour been bapuwd. Unfor- .
tunately, the Mater _Wﬁo-servcd as midwife during
birth had told the young mother, net wxshmg o
cause undue concnﬁﬂn such a time, that the missing
child was merely t00 weak to be given to the mother
at once. ‘As fate would’ havc it, this area !acks‘,jg,'

‘midwives, and thus the goad Begine hurried off to

- deliver another. baby. She left the v1llagc before sheis *

found the ?umgc to tell the m)?)le%,rmthcr tthat
one of her daughters was Wead. And 50, the woman'

“assume#l that her other child would be returned to

her, Thus, on the third day after the birth, when
there were again three &hildren lymg insthe cradle,
the young mothcx,thought evcryrhm§ was all right.
She — most certainly not the smartésg of women
28 w'ngsi 1 erjoyed to have her l:sschild back,
e following nights, howelet, '
the ',ci'i' dren died of a strange disease th

were desperate, of course, and pourcd all ghei.
effort and care inf0 their remaining child
flourished — and when she turned one yes
had become strong cnough to try to do unto REE
parents what she had done unto her sisters. Wi
night after night shed the skin of the child who had
died during birth was an*abominable Dreamsced
creature, which had drunk from the mothers own
breast until it had grown strong enough to work its #
wickedness. The Changeling had killed its “sisters”
quickly in order to grow even faster, eating the
infants from within, using the flesh of the dea
child to implement its sinister plan. The¥p :
survived the creature’s attack and were ablg t6 slay |
the beast, but they have never had children
again, for their fear the horror mlghf peat n:&clf
was too grcat -
Of course, gentle reader, thmz,OF this story.
whar you will, but I am convinced that it contains
at léast a kernel of truth, just as any good story
does.







P.stseriglon: :
bear Tt £

wwm/a&!@,w,ﬂwwf . o A
%fapcﬂc\:& Jou ﬁ;wl/’fi WMM&AU%J’} asdlié:é
Hein & Aa{x/a/lwyaﬁ W&q’mf’” i

eusye. ot w Ak il ot de st esyedl
A 1ol ,ﬂ@f f),.,ww; iy y * T
- M.Tu,%/ Y P
u/,ykvw! LMM ;smnéem_ﬂ
e s Yo Fro .@m 1, fa

il e aho et a1 o

M‘ﬂ‘r !.‘I S

M@bl/‘iffsl/nﬁca krca:sT[ l/.r -17‘-5& :
il Ad e i by bt A 5l &,@G&M@ o
é’ ﬁo]‘iﬂt{’;’c aum‘ é;\'f o ﬂES f ;yk“ |
L eas s hk iy ,..;wﬁ Ve f

Goon 7 alaste U o ik ;// hs it bt o .
«M%w e euf A
fors

Wmcnfa

e
.-‘l
, s L."l -:_-‘_ 5 #

* 1» 3 d‘
R L a0 : A
A . o

§5 T TR ¥
£

ocult nofter ad H Aominum nofteum









Certainly, a storyteller amongst our readers

. might have noticed it — the descriptions of the

Dreamseed creatures within the pages of this book

are heavlly influenced by the subjective views of the

author, Fra Domenico. In Appendix Two: Rules

for Dreamseed you will find 3rd edition stats for all
creatures which appear i Domenico’s journals.

|

gtorute lmg
ceamgeed -

maamfeat ammi

‘.
e o

A

balancc of

POV\;CI‘

If you have read this book carefully, you should
have noticed that it often appears to be very :
for theiEngel, especially young an inexperienced ' - . »
ones, to stand up to one of the demons of the Lord e
of the Flies described in the first three chapters.
This is n&’fhmg but the bitter truth.

‘B men dominum




The Dreamseed creatures are large, countless,

‘and possess the most absurd means of disguise,

defence, and attack imaginable. Your players should
know that any encounter with the Dreamseed is
potentially lethal for their characters. Worse, if the
players’ characters fail, their failure could lead to
the destruction of an entire city, or worse. Of course,
the storyreller of an Engel chronicle also has to be

- aware of the momentous impact inherent in using
such mighty opponents, The appearance of a titanic

creature like the Devourer of the Earth should be
the exciting climax of long campaign or an epic
adventure scenario. The largest, most powerful
Dreamseed creatures must not become everyday
horrors. This would unbalance the game profoundly,
because the Lord of the Flies would no longer be a
dire threat to the European continent, but an
unstoppable force of nature that is sure to annihilate
the entire planet. Try ro 'make your chronicle
interesting without resorting to a constant stream of
new monsters assailing the bastions of humanity.
Demon attacks are 2 common enough phenomena
in the 27th century, but such a terrible encounter
should nevertheless always be dmcﬁ:cd as something
very special. You will see how an entirely new type
of tension will be established in your chronicle
when of cougse the characters have to risk their
lives time m&dn, but do so in carefully measured
doses.
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ssumptions and theories lead
ns, some of which will play a role
tions, others of which you will
yourself. One theory of the
always true to a cerrain extent,
however. The fears of the beholder determine the

- actual appearance of the Dreamseed. The demons

sent by the Lord of the Flies to battle the heroes of
your chronicle are nort limited to the shapes given
to them by the author of this book. Those creatures
Fra Domenico encounters on his odyssey through
Europe are bur a tiny selection of the most bizarre
and treacherous fiends one can come across in the
world of Engel.

If you come up with ideas for new Dreamseed
creatures, feel free to create and add them to your
own petsonal version of Engel. Maybe the characters
of your players fear entirely different things than
those described in this book — perhaps use a snake
motif in your designs, instead of an insectoid one.

' -

minum nolteum

.the way to the
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The small bur enlightening Brandland expe-
dition of Fra Domenico and his companions is but
a single aspect of mystic elements ro be found in
27th-century Europe. It serves players and storytellers
alike in illustrating the vast potential of the world
of Engel. The players are not encouraged to have
their characters spend their time in a nearby Brand-
land corridor, for this would be as detrimental to
the game as using roo many powerful Dreamseed
creatures. The storyteller should decide whether he
declares the giant scorched corridats part of the
game world actually accessible to the players’
characters or whether he prefers gg make stories
about Brandland travels fairy rales or legends in his
version of Engel. In any case, it should be noted
again thae 95% of all Brandland expeditions end
with the death of one or all of the members, due to
human frailties, technical malfunctions, or encounters
with Dreamseed creatures from the nightmarish
fantasies of this book or the storyteller’s own mind.

—
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the brand[ahd

When Fra Domenico leaves the Broodmother
after the creature has turned his nightmages into
reality, three and a half years have passed that were
like mere hours to the companions. This does not
apply to the Brandland in its entirety. Only inside

the Broodmother, which gives birth to new Dream- -

seed creatures conceived from the fears of humanity,
does time pass in such an irregular manner. Time
may even flow backwards or stand still within the
bowels of the Broodmother. We leave it up to your
personal tastes as a storyteller as to what happens
when your heroes enter the epicentre of terror. Please
keep in mind, however, that the Brandland guides,
have not designed protective suits for Engel as of
yet. And even the angelic heroes of your story still
have to breathe,

v "
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the creatures of the [ord of thc flres

are described in d20 terms.

creatures of the
[ ‘ :

dreamseed

The term “Dreamseed” describes all those
creatures born of the dreams of the Lord of the
Flies. As such, the Dreamseed monster type is
distinct from any other form of creature.

Most Dreamseed are very much reminiscent of
insects, although they vary widely in appearance,

- size, and powers. Certain derails of the creatures
desgribed in this book are left open to interpretation
or alteration. This is intentional, so that the Story-
tellerhas a grear deal of choice on how he wants to
use them in his game. This also maintains the sense
of wonder and mystery that is such an integral part

of Engel.
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Several abilities apﬁcar thfdlfgﬁ'ﬁﬂi-this appendix.
Each is designated cither extraordinary (Ex) or
supernatural (Su).

Extraordinary: Abilities that do not stem from
any sort of “magic” or any mystical bond or
connection, but which simply arise out ofia
creature’s remarkable or “superhuman” physical or

too larse, too sma

W

In_ this appendix you will find all the statistics necessary to let Jour heroes battle
against the spawn of the Lord of the Flies. But some of the demons described by Fra
Domenico — like the Broodmother and the Leviathan — are just too large to combat

effectively on a personal scale. Only some of the most powerful artifacts of the Angelitic

Church might be able to defeat such beasts. Therefore we have refrained from publishing
any statistics for certain demons and leave the choice in the most capable hands of the
Storyteller. Pestworms, the Hailseed, and the symbior biigs of the Corpse Golem are
also without statistics, as these are part of a greater whale andlor simply unable to put
up a fightion an individual basis. Any other details have been included with the individual

beasts.
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- physiological qualities. Using an extraordinary
I ability is generally a ffee action unless otherwise
5 indicated in the specific @bility’s description. These
" abilities may or may.not provoke attacks of oppor-
tunity, as explained under each ability. y
* Supernatural: Abilities that draw from quasi-
magical or mystical powers or energies. Using a
4 supernatural ability is a standard action unless
otherwise indicated in the specific ability’s descrip-
tion. Supernatural abilities generally do not provoke
attacks of opportunity.
Some specific special attacks or qualities that
. appear throughour this appendix are as follows:
Damage Reduction (Ex): A creature with this
ectal quality has a thick hide or shell that is hard
- penetrate. This covering reduces any single
amount of damage the creature takes — from
weapons of any kind, though not by fire, cold, etc.
— by the listed amount.
. Improved Grab (Ex): A creature with tim §
» atrack may attempt to grapple as a free actio
the listed attack type if thac attack is su,
. addition to dealing normal damage for .
, . This grapple attack does not provokca'ﬁ
a opportunity. The creature is not requir
= an initial touch artack to start the grapp]c, as this is.
assumed to have taken place with the initial attack.
Unless otherwise stated, this attack can only be
. used against an opponent one or more sizes smaller
than the attacker. In general, the grappling creature
can move while still maintaining its hold.
5 Scent (Ex): This specialyquality lets a creature
detect approaching enemies, sniff out hidden foes,
and track by sense of smell. The creature can detect

opponents by smell, generally within 9 mctc#.
IS

E the opponent is upwind, the range is 18 meters;

it is downwind, the range is 4.5 meters. Strong

. scents, such as smoke or rotting garbage, can be

- detecred at twice the ranges noted above. Over=

; powering scents, such as skunk musk, can be detec-
S5 ted at three or more times these ranges.

The creature having scent can detect another

: creature’s presence but not its specific location.

)RR Noting the direction of the sceng is a standard

™

action. If it moves within 1.5 merers of the odor’s
source, the creature can pinpoint that source.

The creature can follow tracks by smell, making
a Wilderness ligre check d or follow a track.
Thesgypical DC for a fresh trail is 10. The DC
increases or decreases Elcpcnding on how strong the
quarry’s odor is, the number of creatures being
followed, and the age of the trail. For each hour
thar the trail is cold, the DC increases by 2. The
ability otherwise fallows therules for the’ feat,
but creatures tracking by scent nore the of
surface conditions and poor visi

Creatures with the scent ab:l:ty can identify ™
Fan'ulla.r odo:s just as humans do familia |gh1:s.

er, particularly running water, Tuins a trail

for air-breathing creatures. Waneﬂ-brcathmg
such as sharks, however, have the l‘nt abslny# .

can use it in the water mdy@

False, powerful odors gan easily mas
scents. The presence of such an odor comp
spoils the ability to properly detect or iden
atures, and the base Wilderness Lore D

completely
types of D 3
seemingly incelli tly
suddenly as an &
may also end abruptly, whm all Dre
simultaneously as if some unseen }
them.

Dreamseed creatures havc—
unless otherwise noted.

Dreamseed: All crean;&s of the Drumucd‘a%
immune to mmd—mﬂuencmg effects and to nafl iy

poisons and dlS%‘ TR




Bight

Hit Dice:

Initiative:

Speed: i » -

ACT -

Attacks:

Damage:

Face/Reach:

Special Artacks:

Special Qualities:

Saves:

Abilities:

Skills:

Feats:

Climate/Terrain:

Organization:

Challenge Rating:

Advanceméil‘

; d-u_cnpnon
- 1] [}

See page 22.

combat

Blight (Ex): The whipclaws of'the Blight secrete a most dangerous poison. The woymdled limb or area
(Storyteller’s choice) begins to throb with pain immediately and slowly begins to blight.
a Fortittde save (DC 10). If this save fails, the victim loses 1 point of Constitution permanently and suffersa™
—1 penalty to all rolls due to the pain for 24 hours.
After 24 hours, the victim makes another Fortitude save (DC 11); in the event of a failure the victim
looses 2 points of Constitution and suffers —2 penalty to all rolls due to the pain. Every 24 hours thqgegﬁe‘r,
bt
Cons_t_imrig%‘

the victim must make another Fortitude save, with each consecutive DC increasing by_1 and the rcsu[tah
penalty to actions and loss of Constitution rising by 1 point for each day thereafter, as well. IF his

Tiny Dreamseed
1d10 (5 hp)
+1 (Dex)

6 m, fly 9 m (clumsy)

14 (+2 size, +1 Dex; +1 natural)

Whipclaw +4 melee

1d3-3 and blight

0.75 m by 0.75 m/0 m (1.5 m with whipclaw)
Blight

Dreamseed, resistances

Fort +2, Ref +0, Will ~1

Str 4,--pcx 12, Con 11, Int 2, Wis 9, Cha 3
Spot +3

Weapon Finesse (whipclaw)

Temperate plains and hills

Solitary, pair, or nest (5-7)

2

. 2—4 HD (Tiny)

- -

reaches 0, the vicrim dies from pain and dehydration.

There is no known antidote to blight poison: only amputation, the Potestates of an En

few pre-Flood artifacts might have the power to halt or cure it.

Resistances (Ex): Due to the extremely hard shells of Blights relative to their mm,& m& nly

from slashing or piercing weapons.

maaneet oo B

Hit Dice:
Initiative:
Speed:

AC:

Attacks:
Damage:
Face/Reach:
Special Attacks:
Special Qualities:
Saves:

Abilities:

Skills:

Feats:
Climate/Terrain:
Organization:

Cha.lleng&l:lating:

Advancement:

kLD
A

iy

Diminutive Dreamseed

1/4d10-3 (1 hp)
~2 (Dex)
1.5 m

12 (+4 size, -2’ Dex) &

None

0.3 m by 0.3 m/0 m
Brain control
Dreamseed

Fort —1, Ref +0, Will +5

ctim must make

&

"

Str 3, Dex 7, @on 5, Inc 5, Wis 17, Cha 6

Spot +6, Listen 6, Climb +2

Iron Will

Any terrain "

» 2

Solitary, pair, storm (3—10);'brood (11-30)

or plague (50-100)

1/6, or that of host +1

men dAominum
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combat L' 4 : : ” - o

During the thankfully rare Hailseed storms, these Dreamseed creatures fall from the sky azzc'ompanied by more mundane hail. When the
Hailseed begins to drop, all those without shelter might be hit; a simple shield held over one’s head generally provides sufficient shelter. Every
round, any creature without shelter suffers 1d6 points of subdual damage and must make chﬂex save (DC 20). On a failed save, the victim
is hit on the head by a Hailseed cocoon — the character suffers 1d6 points of real damage and must then make a Fortitude save (DC 20) to
avoid being knocked unconscious for 1d3 hours. The Brainlarva then escapes its shelter and crawls into the head weund of an unconscious
victim, burrowing through the skull if necessary, while the anaesthetizing slime covering its body numbs the pain. It then attaclgo the
brain stem and the spinal cord to take control of its victim. It takes about half an hour for the larva to attach completely, after which it is no
longer visible from the ourside.

Removing the Brainlarva once it is firmly attached is practically impossible: it may be actemptcd oniy by one who has ar least 10 ranks in
Heal, and then only with a successful Heal check (DC 40). Further, the attemprt is potentially fatal to the host; if the Heal check fils, the host
suffers a number of hit points of daffiage equal to 40 — the check result. o
Brain Control (Ex): Once it has entered its victim’s head, the Brainlarva tries to establish dommancc over the will of its hostgBoth host and
Brainlarva make opposed Will saves every 4 hours, with the Brainlarva gaining a +1 bonus for each prior roll. After the Larva has succeeded i
dominating its host, it gains full control of the body and access to the majority of the skills and memories of its host; although the host may
at cimes (with a successful Will save) act and speak freely if the Brainlarva is not directly endangered. The Brainlarva often stimulaces the
production of adrenaline, so that the host effectively gains a +4 bonus to St ’ 1 and Constiturion, and appears to be much more aggressive K
and hostile than usual. ;

Engel are immune to the domination of a Brainlarva, which dies in the -" :

C lng to the brain stem.

*
> k. ﬁmngcms
Small Dreamseed . _ . -
Hit Dice: | 1d10+1 (6hp) : f,-;‘g-.:
Initiative: +3 (Dex) P
x Speed: 9 m, fly 12 m (average)
AC: 15 (+1 size, +3 Dex, +1 natural)
Artacks: : “Bite +2 melee ;
Damage: Bite 1d4 -2
Face/Reach: ; 1.5 m by 1.5 m/1.5um
s Spcci:l ﬁttac!&.i: Latch, blood drain%- '&
Special Qualities: Dreamseed, exchange
Saves: Fort +3, Ref +5, Will +0 =i
. Abilities: Str 10, Dex 17, Con 12, Int 7, Wis 11, Cha 12
Skills: Bluff +9, Disguise +9*, Escape Artist +17, Listen +2
M Feats: Skill Focus (Escape Artist)
- W Climate/Terrain: Any terrain
R Organization: Solitary
4 {ﬁb Challenge Rating:
B Advancement: 2-3 Fm (Small)
descry ption
0! See page 96.
combat
Latch (Ex): If a Changeling hits with its bite attack, it latches onto its victim’s body. An artached Changeling
loses any Dexterity bonus to AC (it thus has an AC of 12).
Blood Drain (Ex): A Changeling that is Iffched onto a victim drains blood and gt er boclily fluids for 1d3
of temporary Constitution damage eachround.  ©
55 g : Ex ange (Ex): A Changeling can slip through the hole left by its bite into thc skm of a baby after having
P e e consumed the infant’s blood and internal organs. At mghl:, the demon can leave this shell to cause fun:hcrl_
ey havoc. The only evidence of its false nature is the tiny scar'on the back of the baby’s neck (Spot check DC"
¥ 25), but of course the fiend will be unwilling to be inspected closely and will try to prevent anyone from
: inspecting its back (rawmg as little suspicion as possible in doing so, of course). R T
. Skills: A‘Changeling gains a.+4 racial bonus to Bluff and Dl,sgulsc checks :ul‘i a +8 fa

Artist checks. *When inside the skin of an infant, the Ch&n
bonus to Disguise checks




f‘co“e___g.tor Of soufs

Huge Dreamseed

Hit Dice: 14d10+65 (142 hp)
Initiative: ~1 (Dex)
Speed: B 9 m
AC: | 15 (=2 size, —1 Dex, +8 natural) :
Attacks: Tongue +21 melee touch; or bite +20 melee &
Damage: Tongue (poison); bite 1d10+12 *®
Face/Reach: 3 m by 6 m/1.5 m (7.5 m with tongue)
Special Attacks: Tongue, poison, improved grab, swallow
Special-Qualities: Dreamseed, blindsight 18 m
Saves: Fort +16, Ref +8, Will +3
Abilities: Str 27, Dex 9, Con 21, Int 4, Wis 9, Cha 3
Skills: Spot +10, Listen +9
Feats: ' Cleave (bite only), Great Fortitude, Power Attack, Weapon Focus (tongue)
Climate/Terrain: Warm deserts and swamps
‘Organi ati i Solitary
Challenge Rating: 10
Advancemendit . . 15-26 HD (Huge)
description

See page 50.
combat : 3 B N
Tongue (Ex): The Collector uses its sticky tongue to snare any Medium-size or smaller targefwithin 7.5 meters of i t% and to slowly pull lihe
victim towards its mouth, This requires only a successful melee touch atrack against the rarget. Victims can break free from the tongue witha .
successful Strength check (DC 23) — the Collector does not provokc artacks of opportunity for using its tongue to snare m r.ius WAy If thc

victim's Strength check fails, the Collector of Souls draws the victim'in to bite him in the next round.
Further, if the Collector’s tongue attack hits the victim’s normal AC (as opposed to his touch ACJ the victim is also a‘ﬂ‘ccmd' by zhe :
Collecror’s poison, which is secreted by glands running the length of its tongue. »
The tongue has an AC of 18, and 25 points of damage with an edged weapon will sever it. A scw::cd tong_ gro
7 days. Lk
Poison (Ex): Tongue hit, contact poison; Fortitude save (DC 21); save every round or take 2 poﬁi& of temporary S h damagé. '
Improved Grab (Ex): The Collector must hit with a bite attack to use this ability. If successfi deal,s normal blt:Eagc with th
attack, and can attempt to swallow its opponent in subsequent rounds. 2
Swallow (Ex): Collectors of Souls prefer to swallow their prey whole instead of ripy ing it 4
allowing it to swallow victims much larger than appearances might initially suggest. A@ﬂe : i
it has grabbed by making a successful grapple check. Once inside the Collector, a victim points oF.'a.cid damage every hour from the
weak digestive juices within. i o
A swallowed Medium-size creature can cut its way out by using a Small or Tiny s]a.shmg weapon to deal 20 points of damage to the 4%
creature’s iriterior (AC 18). Once a victim cuts its way out, the hole closes due to muscular contraction; any other swallowed Wictim must cut
its own way out. A Collector of Souls can have swallowed up to 12 Medium-size creatures at any one time, which are slowly dlgeated over the
course of 7 days after acid damage has killed them.
Blindsight (Ex): The Collector of Souls can sense its surroundings within 18 meters by means of :m pressyiee and vnbratmns, bur has no
normal sense of sight. If its carapace is completely covered, it is considered blinded. P ud

*
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COI‘PSG solem e

Large Construct : » i
Hit Dice: 6d10 (33 hp) - ;
Initiative: —-1 (Dex) s
Speed: - 9 m
AC: - 16 (-1 size, —1 Dex, +8 natural) &
Attacks: 2 slams +8 melee : & 1 F ‘
Damage: Slam 1d10+8 ; ¥ -
Face/Reach: 1.5mbyl.5m/3m ‘-':,'
Special Qualities: Construct, “we are legion” T -
Saves: Fort +1, Ref +0, Will +1
Abilities: Str 25, Dex 9, Con —, Int—, Wis 10, Cha 4
Climate/Terrain: Any terrain
Organization: Solitary S
Challenge Rating: 3
Advancement: 7-12 HD (Large); 13-20 (Huge);
21-36 HD (Garganruan); 37+ HD (Colossal)
descr}Pt}on "

See pages 88.

Construct: Constructs are immune to all mind-influencing effects, poisons, disq
sleep, paralysis, stun, and death effects. They are unaffected by critical hits, life drain,
ability loss and damage, massive damage, and all other effects requiring Fortitude % %
saves that do not explicitly affect objects. ™
“We Are Legion” (Su): The Corpse Golem consists of cadavers, and it gains in strength
by incorporating more corpses into itself. It therefore seeks to slay everything living to
continue its growth. Every Medium-size cadaver incorporated into the golem grants it
an additional Hit Die, and for every two HD it gains its natural armor improves by 1
point. Every consecutive increment of 6 HD increases its CR by 2 points; thus, a 12-
HD Golem (Large) is CR 5, while a 24-HD Golem (Gargantuan) is CR 9. It tak

Golem 1d6 rounds to incofporate a single man-sized cadaver sufficiently to gain th
bonuses. Sy i

.

evourer of the earth

» Colossal Dreamseed o
P Hit Dice: 34d10+510 (697 hp) o !
A Initiative: -1 (Dex) o e s
Speed: 6 m, HS' 30 m (poor)
AC: 17 (-8 size, —1 Dex, +16 natural)
Attacks: 2 claws +40 melee, 2 wings +35 melee
Damage: Claw 2d8+14, wing 2d6+7
Face/Reach: 12 m by 24 m/4.5 m it e "
Special Attacks: Crush
Special Qualities: Dreamseed, damage rcducnon 5, storm df doom,
telepathy

Savee Fort +34, Ref%18, Will 11 & :
Abilities: Str 38, Dex'9, Con 41, Int 14, Wis 1 11 Cha 13 .

S Skills: Spot +15 (only via telepathy), _ ks sk [

' Listen +15 (only via rclepathy};*:-j_:' F_'_,‘.:__ i
Feats: Cleave, Power Attack, Sunder : . 5N
Climate/Terrain: Temperate and warm plains and forests i
Organization: Solitary or pair, always acoom?nnwd by’a vast artay of f
5 = ssmaller flying Dmmseed Creatures

Challenge Rating: 20
Advancement: 35-42 HD {Colossal)

acult nofter o h ATk
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combat

Crush (Ex): A Devourer of the Earth may simply land on opponents as a standard action, crushing them beneath its vast bulk. This erush .7
attack affects aﬁcmamm of size Huge or less, and can affect asimany creatures at once as may fit under its body (i.¢., any in a given 12- :
meter by 24-meter area). Fortunately, the Devourer’s enormity makes it relatively slow, so victims may. avoid the crush atrack with a
successful Reflex save (DC 27); a target who Tails the Reflex save is pinned and takes 3d8+21 points of damage, whilesghe who saves is
considered to have dodged to the nearest edge of the affected area. If the Devourer ?.i"ﬁmned a victim, the victim suffersBd8+21 points of
damage every round until he escapes with a successful grapple check, or until the Devourer lifts off again.
Storm of Doom (Ex): The immense wings of a Devourer of the Earth cause powerful air turbulence. The flight maneuverability of any
creature of Gargantuan size or smaller within a radius of 100 meters is reduced by one category, and that within 50 meters is reduced by two
categories. Further, the flying speed of any such creatures attempting to move toward the Devourer is reduced by half. Creatures reduced to
worse than clumsy maneuverability cannot maintain flight while in this radius. Other Dreamseed creatures are immune to these effects. An
Engel attempting to use a Potestas within this area must make a Concentration check (DC 10) to do so.
The gusts generated within this area are also sufficient to blow out small open flames up to the size of campfires. If the Devourer of the
Eatth is within 50 meters of the ground and there is debris such as sand or loose dirt at hand, all sighted crearures within the area are '
blinded while they remain therein, and for 1 round after they exit the area ofturbulence. An Engel atrempting to use a Potestas within this
area must make a Concentration check (DC 27) to do so. '
Telepathy (Su): Devourers of the Earth maintain a constant telepathic link with all Dreamseed creacures in a radius of 5 kilometers. This
form of coordihation alloWs it to give the other demons commands while using their senses to compensate for its own blindness. These are
- considered free actions. As Devourers of the Earth lack physical senses and have to rely on their minions to guide them, they are effectively
blinded if no other Dreamseed creatures are within 5 kilometers. - i

-

o B
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3%
Hit Dice: 6d10+18 (51 hp) =
Initiative: b - +1 (Dex)
3 Speed: 9 m, fly 9 m (clumsy)
- AC: 18 (=1 size, +1 Dex; +8 nattira
Attacks: Claws 48 melee
Damage: Claws 1d6+3
Face/Reach: 1.5 m by 3 m&le5 m
Special Attacks: i
Special Qualities:
Saves:
o Abilities: Con IG',_lnr 4, Wis 11, Cha 7
’ Skills: +2, Listen +4
Feats: .. ok !
Climate/Terrain: R erate and warm plains, hills, mounrains and forests
Organization: Solitary, pair, or swarm (3-8), or horde (9=20)
Challenge Rating: 4
Advancement: 7-15 HD (Large) g
# dcscr}Pt}on % i *'-
See page 30. g
combat

Burning Stream (Ex): Firebugs can attack their opponents with stréams of a burning
hot chemical substance. As a standard action, a Firebug may target anyone opponent -
within 4.5 meters with a single stream, making a ranged touch atrack (+6 bonus). If
it hits, the target is covered with the buging fluid, and takes 4d6 points of fire
damage in the 1st round, 3d6 in the 2nd, 2d6 in the 3rd, and 1d6 in the 4th and
final round. An opponent can scape the substance away as a full-round action. A
Firebug may use its burning stream attack #p 10710 times before it exhausts its
fire-chemical gland; the gland can “recharge” a single use'8f its burning Stream attack
every 30 minutes.

Cold Vulperabilisy: Firebugs suffer double damage from cold-based attacks.

* Skills: Firebugs gain a +4 racial bonus to Hide checks.
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rats

. =
: Huge Dreamseed
Hit Dice: 15d10+75 (157 hp)
Initiative: +5 (+1 Dex, +4 Improved Initiative) e
Speed: 3 m, climb 3 m; swim 3'm : '\ L TOE _,f!f
AC: 7] 14 (=2 size, +1 Dex, +5 natural) o A
Attacks: & Slam #17/+12/+7 melee - M
Damage: Slam 2d8+6 -
Face/Reach: 3mby3m/3m
Special Atracks: Wave of terror, frightening appearance
Special Qualities: Dreamseed, swarm . .
Saves: Fort +14, Ref +10, Will +6
Abilities: Str 19, Dex 12, Con 21, Int 6, Wis 13, Cha 11 9
Skills: Climb +12, Hide +13, Listen +12, Search +6, Spot +10, Swim +12
Feats: Improved Initiative
Climate/Terrain: Swamps, underground, wet cities, = b =
Organization:  Solitary ; 1.:‘{;;:
Challenge Rating: 11 0l
Advancement: 16-30 HD (Huge) . B
de scription 4
‘See page 94.
combat e .

Wave of Terror (Ex): As%standard action in pl f its slam attack, the King of Rats can send forth wav:;ﬁcr wave of the rats from which
it is comprised to attack its opponents. All opponents within 3 meters of the King of Rats who are not flying are subject to a melee touch -
attack (+17 bonus) for 1d8+4 points of damage, Any creature that takes damage from the wave of terror must also succeed ar a Reflex save
(DC 10 + wave of terror damage taken) to ayoid tripping or being knogked over by the rodents and thus falling prone.
Frightening Appearance (Ex): When first seeing a King of Rats, a character must succeed at a Will save (DC 17) or be frightened for 3d4
- rounds. A frightened character must flee the King of Rats as well as'it is able; if she cannot flee, the character may fight; but she does so with
ey ?-—2 morale penalty ro attack: d damage rolls and to saving throws.
* Swarm (Ex): The body, if it may be called such, of the King of Rats is actually a massive swarm of hundreds of rats, and i§therefore devmd of
o any hiﬁ'nan vulnerabilities. A King of Ratsi§s immune to all critical hits, sneak attacks, and death by massive damage. Furth:rmorc, it cannot
ed, and suffers only half damage frg 1ercmg and slashing attacks. v -
s nga;ofRat&zun a +2 racial bo.‘ "to Lis d Spot checks, and a +12 racial bonus to Hide checks.
3 :

r .e;»‘ 2 i *§ :

¥ e Pseudo-er_tse[f

Medium-Size Dreamseed

T 3 Hit Dice: 7d10+21 (59 hp)
Initiative: +4 (Dex)
‘Speed: 12 m, fly 18 m (good) i
2 e AC: 21 (+4 Dex, +7 natural)
Attacks: 2 wings +10 melee, claws +8 melee
Damage: Wing 1d10+3, claws 1d6+1
Face/Reach: 1.5mby 1.5m/1.5m T
“ 3 . Special Attacks: Executioner’s edge
: ; Special Qualities: Dreamseed, false savior
Saves: Fort +8, Ref +9, Will +3 f
Abilities: Str 16, Dex 19, Con 17, Int 12, Wis 13, Cha 15
¥ Skills: Bluff +8*, Disguise +8*, Hide +6, Listen +9, Spot +9 ,
Feats: Dodge, Flyby Attack, Multiattack : #
= " Climate/Terrain: Anywhere © '
- Organization: Solitary, pair, or fellowship (3-5) L_-\'
Challenge Rating: : . .
Advancement: 8-12'HD (lﬁediurn—size) : i e X

otull nolter






descrlptlon
» o 1 1
See page 70.

combat

Executioner’s Edge (Ex): The Pscud&-Enge[ can employ its hard, razor-sharp wing:_j_ as
slashing weapons with horrible precision. If the Pseudo-Engel scores a successful crirical

hit, it has dccapnated or otherwise fatally dismembered its opponent.

False Savior (Ex): If a Pseudo-Engel can close to melee with an opponent before the

opponent has realized the Pseudo-Engel is not actually an Engel, thar opponent is ; ¥ i
considered flat-footed for the first round in which the Pseudo-Engel attacks. ;
Skills: *In poor light or if more than 30 meters away from an onlooker, a Pseudo-

Engel gains a +4 racial bonus to Bluff and Disguise checks made to impersonate an Engel,

Hit Dice:
Initiative:
Speed:
AC:

% Attacks:

Damage:

Face/Reach:

Special Artacks:

Special Qualities:

Saves:

Abilities:

Skills:

Feats:

Climate/Terrain:

Organization:

Challenge Rating:
4 Treasure:

Advancement:

descnpuon
] 1}
See page 80.
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Large Dreamseed \

5410415 @2 hp)

+3 (Dex)
12 m
18 (-1 size, +3

Rake ld8+6,,i L A ;
lSmby]SmlSm %'“} ' _"
Pounce . e %
Dreamseed, vestigial wings d Il ¥
Fort +7, Ref +7, Will +2 LT . Bl
Str 19, Dex 17, Con 16, Int 6, Ws 13, Cha 11 &
Disguise +9%, Hide +5, Jump +29, Spot +6

% Combar Reflexes
" Temperate plains and hills

Solitary g

y .
Standard Q o

6-15 HD (Large)

Pounce (Ex): During the first round of combat, the Scare may take a Full-atra.ck action if it has already
Jumpcd upoﬂ. ltS OPPOﬂEnt as a m aCtan

Vestigial Wings (Ex): The short

gs of the Scare do not allow it to fly cﬂ"ecm'ely, but using the rudimentary

wings and its strong legs, the Scare can make mighty leaps. When using their wings, Scares receive a +25
racial bonus to Jump checks and may ignore the maximum distance for height or distance in regard to

jumping.

Skills: *In a location where the use of scarecrows or similar effigies is not uncommonysa Scare gains a +4
racial bonus to Disguise checks in order to appear as a han'nlws varlery of one of these objects.

%

e L4




Hit Dice:
Initiative:
Speed:
* AC:

Attacks:
Damage:
Face/Reach:
Special Attacks:
Special Qualities:
Saves:

Vi Abilities:
Skills:
Feats:
Climate/Terrain:
Organization:
Challenge Rating:
Advancement:

descr}Pt}on
See page 71.

combat

Barbshield (Ex): The barbed, sp

Diminutive Dreamseed
1/2d10+1 (6 hp)

+2 (Dex)

9m

18 (+4 size, +2 Dcx. +2 natu:al)
None i

K 3

0.3 m by 0.3 m/0.m

Barbshield

Dreamseed, blindsight 18 m
Fort +3, Ref +3, Will +1

Str 6, Dex 15, Con 12, Int 2, Wis 13, Cha 4
Spot +3

Toughness

Any terrain

Solitary or plague (20-150)

1/4

2-3 HD (Diminutive)

uﬁdgc on the carapacc%; the Scourge can easily

wound the feet of those stepping onto it. Regardless of the intentions of the character

stepping on a Scourge, he takes an amount of damage equal to 1d3 + his own Strengch -

modifier. Only extremely resilient footwear can prevent this damage (Storyteller's

choice). Besides the more obvious damage; though, a more insidious threar lurks -

beneath the thorns: tiny reservoirs of spores. Anyone wounded by a Scourge’s spine . *

will be infected with spores, whichsbegin to travel thqg | the bloodstream to gﬁtagg =
beneath the skin of the victim. Within 1d20+20 hours; 2d6 Scourges reachétuat'
and each causes 1d6 points of damage to"#‘bost when it d.lgs
flesh. They may be dug out of the victis zforc they tear their own way ot

this requires a successful Heal check r each larval Sﬁu’ge apd deals |

points of damage per such at ' & py
Blindsight (Ex): The Scourge rmmdmgs wnhm 18 meters by means of ¥
air pressure and vibrations, but b
covered, it is considered blindei

seamare

Hit Dice:
Initiative:
Speed:

+AC:
Attacks:
Damage:
Face/Reach:
Special Qualities:
Saves:
Abilities:
Skills:
Feats:
Climate/Terrain:
Organization:
Challenge.Rating:
- _&Mvmnﬁm:

mannifient amm

Large Dreamseed

5d10+10 (37 hp)

+2 (Dex)

15 m, swim 9 m

15 (-1 size, +2 Dex, +4 natural)

2 claws +7 melee, bite +5 melee

Claw 2d4+3, bite 1d4+1

1.5 m by 3 m/1.5 m

Dreamseed, currentsense 30 m

Fort +6, Ref +6, Will +1

Str 16, Dex 15, Con 15, Int 4, Wis 10, Cha 9
Disguise +0%, Listen +4, Sport +6
Multiattagk

A(iuatic and coastal regions

Selitary, pair, or troupe (3-7)

3 » :
6-12 HD (Large)

fac
t
S
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.de;sc.r}Pt}on : v &
! See page 45. 'J:'
combat . 2 _ " 4
Currentsense (Ex): Scamares are able ro navigate pcr&cdy underwater due to spc;:lnl -
sensory organs, even if the water is murky or there is insufficient light. When submergcd, ¥
they gain the equivalent of blindsight to a radius of 30 meters under water. &
Skills: *In low-light conditions, a Seamare gains a +12 racial bonus to Disguise checks
made to impersonate a mounted and armored human. » *
» “:
=haﬁ¢ s’h;lfte =
Medium-Size Dreamseed | AR B );F ;.
Hit Dice: 4d10+8 (30 hp).. o R
Initiative: +8 (+4:Dex, ed Initiative) _ ,*
Speed: 12 m, fly 15 m’ - ﬁﬁq.‘—_‘
. AC: © 19 (+4 Dex * ’ 5
. " Attacks: 2 claws +8 - 'l
. Damage: Claw 1d8+3 me - -
Face/Reach: 1.5 m by 1.5 m /1.5 m ‘5} A
f £
Special Attacks: Sickle claws
Special Qualities: Dreamseed, shadeshl&mg, blfnds;ght J{?-‘ 3
Saves: Fort +6, Ref +8, Wil +2 =
. Abilities: Str-14, Dex 19, Con 15, Int 4, Wis 12, Cha 8 _
Skills: Hide +17, Move Silently +10 agifia ke f
Feats: “wImproved Initiative, Weapon Finesse (c.laws) Rt T
Climate/Terrain: Temperate or warm plains, hills, and fo G My :
. Organization: Solitary, pair, clusteg 5), or horde ( ) T =" = LB
a Challenge Rating: 3 _ *_ : et T
¥ Advancement: 5-9 HD (Medium-size " 3
_descrlptlon e
s i % ; i
See page 32. e 2
- - combat %
EE Sickle Claws (Ex): The sickle-shaped claws of the Shadeshifter have a critical threat range of 19-20.
‘ = Shadeshifting (Ex): A Shadeshifter can use the Hide skill as a standard action even when it is being observed.

It does this by flickering its wmgﬁ“;n such a rapid, mesmerizing blur thar its observers are momentarily

distracted, as if the Shadeshifter had made a successful Bluff check to hide. It may use this ability only as

long as there is a dark area or shadow within 3 meters of its position that it can move to. It cannot hide
ot within its own shadow or that of another Shadeshifter.

Blindsight (Ex): The Shadeshifter can sense its surroundmgs withm 18 meters by means. of air pressure,

sound, and vibration, in addition to haying low-light vision.

Skills: A Shadeshifter gains a +8 racial bonus to Hide checks.

& g
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stijeer

Hit Dice:
Initiative:

Speed: i
AC:

Attacks:
Damage:
Face/Reach:
Special Attacks:
Special ‘Qualities:
Saves:

Abilities:

Skills:

Feats:
Climate/Terrain:
Organization:
Challenge Rating:
Advancemeneit

descnpnon
1] i
See page 92.

combat

Powerful Kick (Ex): A Stilter may effectively make a bull rush attack as a free acrion againgian opponent
of size Large or smaller if it hits with its kick atrack. This does not provoke atracks of oﬁ

Huge Dreamseed

12d10+48 (114 hp)

+2 (Dex)

15 m

18 (-2 size, +2 Dexy +8 natural)

Kick +16 melee, gore +11 melee

Kick 2d6+6, gore 2d4+3 "
1.5mby3m/45m

Powerful kick

Dreamseed

Fort +12, Ref +10, Will +5

Str 22, Dex 15, Con 19, Int 4, Wis 13, Cha 6
Spot +7*, Listen +7, Hide —2*

Power Attack, Run

Temperate forests

Solitary

9

. 13-24 HD (Huge)

reunity. The

opponent, if this attack is successful, is knocked back as if the Stilter had opted to move with him as pare "5

of the bull rush attack, even if the Stilter remains stationary. . s
«  Skills: *A Stilter gains a +4 racial bonus to Spot checks in daylight conditions. In forested areas, a Stilter

gains a +12 racial bonus to Hide checks.

Large Dreamseed

Hit Dice: 2d10+2 (13 hp)
Initiative: 4+4 (Dex)
Speeds 9 m, fly 21 m (perfecr)
AC: 15 (=1 size,+4 Dex, +2 natural)
Attacks: Bite +3 melee; or sting +5 melee
Damage: Bite 1d8+3; sting 1d6+2 and poison

* Face/Reach: 1.5mby 3 m/1.5m
Special Attacks: Poison
Special Qualities: Dreamseed, scent, cold vulnerability
Saves: Fort +4, Ref +7, Will +1
Abilities: Str 14, Dex 184Con 13, Int 1, Wis 12, Cha 11
Skills: Listen +6, Spot +6, Wilderness Lore +1*
Feats: ' Weapon Finesse (sting)

« Climate/ Terrain: Temperate and warm lands

Organization: Solitary, pair, swarm (3-7), hunting swarm (10-50) .
Challenge Rating: 2 ’ : -
Advancement: 3-6 HD (Large) LS R
descnPtlon ‘ ¥
1 g
See page 52. y : .
combat 2

Poison (Ex): Stinger hit, injected poison; Fortitude save (DC 12); initial and secondary damage 2 points of Déﬁcri.ty; »
Cold Valnerability: Tainter-Dragonflies suffer double damage from cold-based atracks.
Skills: A Tainter-Dragonfly gains a +4 racial bonus to Listen and Spot cliecks. *A Tainter-Dragonfly gains a +4 racial bonus to Wilderness

Lore checks when tracking by scent.

L.
.
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thorax—,—ﬁrccaer swarm

¢ Medium-Size Dreamseed 50 il #

Hit Dice: 6d10 (33 hp) : " T '

Initiative: +2 (Dex) #Y ; e
Speed: - 0.75 m, fly 4.5 m (good) F

AC: . 14 (+2 Dex, +2 dodge) * .

Artacks: Bite +5 melee touch ' ST =18
Damage: Bite 3d4—1 : e S ,‘b
Face/Reach: 1.5mby 1.5m /1.5 m *

Special Attacks: Poison, infestation iy e b
Special Quahues Dreamseed, swarm a9 e

Saves: Fort +5, Ref +7, Will +1 2t Mg .gd',&

Abilities: Str 8, Dex 15, Con 11, Int 1,Wis 8, Cha 4 " % . it e

Skills: Spot +6 o oy

Feats: Combat Reflexes '

Climate/Terrain: Temperate plains, hills, and cities

Organization: Solitary or invasion (5-10)

Challenge Rating: 5 ke

Advancement: 7-12 HD (Medium-size) @ ;
*descr}Pt}on

See.page 14.

combat

Poison (Ex): Bite hit, injected enzyme; Fortitude save (DC 13); initial damage 1 point of Plextet

An opponent that has its Dexterity or Wisdom reduced to 0 is effectively paralyzeg, and is then sus
Infestation (Ex): Anyone paralyzed by a Thorax-breeder swarm (or attacked by a swarm when already ) 2
Fortitude save (DC 14) to avoid being infested with Thorax-breeders. If the save fails, Tho:ax-hrceam are lodg C Jﬁthe diges: o
respiratory system of the host and begin to consume their w?m from the inside. After a number of rounds equal to t Can#u"i:uuo 1 t'hc big
host, he loses consciousness for 2d6 hours. After this rime the host is semi-conscious burt remains paral while a of Thorax-
breeders feast on his viscera — which kills him within another 2d6 hours. After a number of days equs halﬂrheWs onguis.l Coﬁ;ghdpn_ A
score, the new Thorax-breeders hatch and leave their host. The new swarm has Hi equal to half the Conmmtiblt score of the M

host. -

Swarm: Thorax-breeders collect in swarms that contain hundreds of these Fine demon—bugs, which collectwely amdl creatures to ﬁﬁd)ﬁmﬁ
to feed their next generation. It is very difficult to fight a swarm cffccuvely' Opponents within 1.5 meters of a swarm suffer a —-1 Circu
penalty to all rolls, and the swarm receives a +2 dodge bonus to AC; piercing weapans deal only | ;
the damage of all other weapons is halved. A swarm is immune & all critical hlts and sneak attacks, and to death by mamdm:ge. Fut— or

gas-based atracks, hawevcr, deal double damage to the swarm. a0

L ol

"
- 4 ﬂ'lofrnstam?"’
a8
Gargantuan Dreamseed
Hit Dice: 17d10+119 (212 hp)
iy Initiative: -2 (Dex)

Speed: 9 m, burrow 3 m e * a0
AC: 21 (—4 size, =2 Dex, +17 nal:um.l) Becd '
Attacks: Horn +21 melee, 2 claws +16;lnelcc b
Damage: Horn 2d8+8 melee, claw 2d6+4
Face/Reach: 6 m by 12 m#8 n (45 mmth hn;n}.: e
Special Qualities: dam 3, burro g

; = Saves: . Fort +17, Ref +8 Will +5 =

L e ' Abilities: " Str 27, Dex 7, Con 25, Int 3,%{3 11, Cha 13

: ' Skills: Hide —7*, Listen +8
Feats: Power Attack
Climate/Terrain: Temperate plains wd hills

.3 Organization: Soliary e

Challenge Rating: 12 ) I
Advancement: 18-26 HD (Ga.l'ganruan)



— tracery-scarap

g B Tiny Dreamseed X

Bite +4 melee 2
Bite 1d3-1"~ >
Face/Reach: 0.3 m by 0.3 m/0 m
Special Attacks: Bum g spray
Special Qualities: , blindsight 18 m * '#‘

. Saves: Fort +3, Ref +3, Will -1 s
Abilities: Str 8, Dex 13, Con13, Int 2, Wis 8, Cha 7 x
Skills: Spor +3 B .
Feats: Weapon Finesse (bite) 4

_ Climate/Terrain: .+  Temperate and warm plains, hills, mountains and forests : e
Organization: Solitary, pair, brood (3—6), mating swarm (7-16) - Ry« T
Challenge Rating: 1 : s ,ﬁlﬂ‘: _
Advancement: . 2-3 HD (Tiny) i < (e @
ducrtBnon -

Seg page 8.
combat e
Burning Spray (Ex): As a standard action, a Tracery-Scarab can spray a 3-metér conex fluid from

T

b » . : '* . et
_ description
-
a1 +  See page 9’?
5 combat %
‘ﬁa ' Burrow (Ex): Thorngiants are adepr at dlggln&“l'ld can move through earth and loose'
e T stone at a speed of 3 meters. They cannot run or charge while doing. so. They often lie
B R L . just beneath the surface of the, gmund with thur enonnous spines protud sqr&cing
L _ only to attack prey that passes nearby. ?Vm 5 T

Skills: A Thorngiant gamr‘+ racial bonus to Listen chccks hen buried j just
beneath the surface of the ground, a Thomg;mt gains a +20 circumstance bonus to
Hide checks (when any dcepcr, of course, it cannot be seen at all).

1d10+1 (6 hp)
+1 (Dex)
5.4.5 m, fly 9 m (average)
14 (+2 size, +1 Dex, +1 natural)

- glands located inside its mouth. Targets in the area take 2d6 points of fire da.n:lages alt ugh a successful i
Reflex save (DC 11) negates this damage. It takes about 10 minutes until the respective glands have rccovered

and refilled sufficiently to allow for another burning spray attack. :

Blindsight (Ex): The Tracery-Scarab can sense its surroundings within 18 meters by means of air pressure

and vibrations, but its normal sense of Slgh&ls virtually nonexistent. If its carapace is completely covcrg

it is considered blmded 3

o
e

an X : W . ’i"
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waterweaver b &

ﬂ‘.

: i Huge Dreamseed 4 ™ o

Hit Dice: 10d10+30 (85 hp) ; -

Initiative: +1 (Dex) -4 -
Speed: - 9 m, climb 6 m, swim 9 m

AC: - 13 (-2 size, +1 Dex, +4 natural) %

Attacks: Bite +15 melee, 2 gores +10 melee - .

Damage: Bite 1d8+7, gore 1d6+3 . ” ‘
Face/Reach: 4.5 mby 4.5 m/3 m

Special Attacks: Net

Special Qualmes Dreamseed, currentsense 30 m, nest

Saves: Fort +10, Ref +8, Will +4 § *1 -

Abilities: Str 25, Dex 12, Con 17, Int 3, Wis 12, Cha 4 W - g

Skills: Climb +15, Hide —-3*, Listen +5, Spot +9, Swim +15 v

Feats: Combar Reflexes < ol %
Climate/Terrain: Aquatic i Y
Organization: Solitary ; ¥ gy o .
Challenge Rating: 9 ? e Sl s
Advancement: 11-20 HD (Huge) @ :* :\g

E AR
description . ¥ T
See,page 40. t

- o y 3 m : 1 ." “ " :gr
combat & e 4

Net (Ex): The nets Waterweave® spin are stronger than steel and can be produced m%&lﬂngiy short amounts of S
caught in these nearly invisible nets, and are subsequently completely covered in nggring by the Warcrw&w:: When exposeg air,
begins to harden and to contract slowly, thereby crushing the ships encased. ;

A ship the size of a junk takes only abour 3 rounds of spinning to be held immobile, and another 5 tounds to be completely covcrcd'.J :
10 rounds after the net is finished, it begins to crush any%xg‘suﬁcr than steel, causing 1 point of damage every round until the s&p Jo
completely destroyed.
Currentsense (Ex): Waterweavers are able to navigate perfectly underwater due to spccml sensory orgaw’evcn if the water is murky or. ﬂ*m'e ls,» x*ﬁ
insufficient light. When submerged, they gain the equivalent of blmds:ght toa £ 30 meters under warer. _‘
Nest: Waterweavers often‘gollect driftwood, warcr-planm’ or even the remains of ‘ships with their nets, #lis creating nests for themsdm
When hidden within their nests, Waterweavers gain a +6 circumstance bonus to Hide checks.
Skills: A Waterweaver gains a +4 racml bonus to Spot checks. *When rotally submerged, a Waterweaver gains a +6 racial bonus to dee checﬁs

oy

>

dreamseed tcmP[al:esrx '

r

PCSC

Pest is a template that can be applied to any ammal or human. The affected being’s type changes to
Dreamseed, and it retains its special abilities, skills, and feats, in addition to gaining the following:
Hit Dice: Increase to d10.
Speed: As basic creature.
: Natural armor is increased by +2.
Acracks: As basic (:l't.'::l*ﬂ:lL et = *

o e Da : As basic cmmxﬁ e .
g __ Special Attacks: The creature gains the infection special atrack. :
- - W R Inﬁman (Sw): Any.farget hit by a pest’s melee artack must make a Fortitude save (DC 10 + half &‘5,

creature’s HD) or be infected by Pestworms.
Special Qualities: The creature gains the Dreamseed, consumed, and half-life special qualiries.
Consumed (Ex): Pestworms constantly consume their host, but their excretions keep the creature ina.
B constant’state of half-life. The Pest loses 1 point of Constitution pcrmnm;iy every d that
reaches 0, when the host dies. Just before cgn.summg their host com  the finc
new host; therefore, the Pest is pamcularly ngrcssm: when its Gmts



* maintain this control to a radius of 27 meters. &

o - . ‘:F ;
" Half- L:ﬁ (Su): Pests mqun'e nglther their _'
- immune to all critical hits and s
+  weapons also deéal only half “to the hhtt §
- Saves: Asbasmcmm,;i
Abilities: Gain Str +2 and Dex -2.
Skills: As basic creature, o
P Feats: ° Gain Alercness; e _
' = Climate/Terrain: As baﬂc creature. - - o
Organization: " Be _ sohmry % ‘e : * &5
Challenge Rating: ' sic creature +1. i
Advancement: As basic creature,
tCmPted 3 s “

Tempred is a template that can be applied to any human. The affected character’s type changes to Dreamseed, and he retains its special 4
abilities, skills, and feats, in addition to gaining the following:

Hit Dice: As basic character. «:i_& o
" Speed: As basic character. - o1
AC: o Natural armor is increased by +1.
Attacks ™ _ As basic character.
As basic character,

Spel:.lal Amcks See “mutations,” below. »

_Special Qualities: Gain Dreamseed type, and see “mutations,” below. b o B i i

Saves: As basic character. g Thisg

Abilities: Gain Str +2 and Con +2. S §9 2

Skills: As basic character. 4 # . :
Feats: As basic character. *’ ' ho b A8 N _

- Climate/Terrain: As basic character. : 2 @ A _‘:!‘; i g (=2

Organization: As basic character. . 3

Challenge Rating: As basic characrer +1. - . l

Mutations: All Tempted are granted one or more mutations by the Lord of the Flies. All Témpted gain low-| hgh! vision, arhdfjgan .
outdoors on a moonlit night as well as a human can during the day. In addition, each gains 1d3 mutadions from the foﬂowmg Tist. (chosen- Sy
the Storyreller); some servants might have addirional blessings, but these are exceptional 1ﬂlmduals and shou desi
with a certain purpose in mind: s ”
* Additional Limbs (Ex): An extra pair of arms sprouts from the Temprted’s sides. These are fully,
choose the Multiattack, Multidexterity, or Multi-Weapon Fighting feats (the latter two,are the il
and Two-Weapon Fighting fears, respectively, allowing the creature to fight more ¢
* Blessing of the Swarm (Su): The gifts of the Lord of the Flies can rake any form'
SCOres. .

* Child of the Brood (Ex): The soul of the Tempted is merely an extension of the will of
over the Adversary’s lesser servants. He may control a number of HD of rats and, {

; a.nd th:'-rempted thus gains dominion
. ﬁ-puu equai 0 hu character level, and can F&

* Corrosive Saliva (Ex): The mouth of the Tempted constantly dnps a milky fluid whlch is actuaﬂy an e!m'cmely caustic ad"&ﬁ'lls bite attack
causes an additional 1d6 points of damage; objects treated with this acid also take 1d6 hit pmnts and this damage ignores their hardness. The
Tempted himself loses 2 points of Charisma.
* Giant (Ex): As many demons of the Dreamseed are gigantic relatives of insects, so is the Tcrnpted a giant amongst men, a.llmt an ugly and
awkward-seeming one. The size of the Tempred increases to Large: as a result, he gains a bonus of Qﬁr Strength and Cons:i!q&’qg and a
penalty of -2 to Charisma and Dexterity. ; =

«* Hook-Claws (Ex): The hands and feet of the Tempted sprout tiny claws and hooks, allowing him to scale. any wall or even to cllmb across
ceilings: he gains a climb speed of 6 meters and thus a bonus of +8 to all Climb checks.
* Jointed Legs (Ex): An additional joint develops beneath the knees of the Tempted, and the muscles of his legs gam conslderably in smng%
and power. He gains a +10 bonus to all Jump checks and has no maximum vertical and horizontal jumping limits:* »
* Mandibles (Ex): A pair of horribly sharp mandibles grows from the jaw of the Tempred: he gains a bite attack ﬁ:r 1d6 points of damage and
the Weapon Finesse (bité) feat. He also loses 2 points of Charisma. * i,
* Roach Shell (Ex): The back and limbs of the Tempted are covered in gray, green, or brown plates of chitin, He gairu :Iectnc:ty resistance 10

" and his natural armor is increased by +2, but he loses 2 points of Dexterity and Charisma, _ i
# Scuttle (Ex): When he uses all his limbs to move, the Tempted's base speed increases by 3 meters, ™
* Spider=Eyes (Ex): A number of smaller eyes develop around the head of the Tempted, grammg him 360-dcgm‘ﬁvmon He?*l no longer be
flanked.and gains a +2 bonus to Spot checks, bur loses 2 points of€Charisma.
* Venom (Ex): The neck of the Tempred swells and his salivary glands begin to produce a poisonous saliva to which the Tempted himself is

. immune. He may bite an opponent to inject this venom into her bloodstream, This venom has a primary and secondary damage of 1d6
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ints of temporary Constitution (Fortitude DC 10 + 1/2 charactcr level of the Tempred + Con modifier of the Tempted). The Tempted loses

‘;opomts of Charisma.’ »

#Wings (Ex): Dragonfly-like wings sprout from the back ofithe Tempted; he cannort hide them, but gams a ﬂymg speed of 9 meters, with a

clumsy maneuverability. He loses 4 points of Charisma.. M

o Perverted Potestas (Su): Some Tempted are also gtftcd with perverted versions of the Engels’ Pommu: — ver, only exceptional

individuals may be gifted with such special powers (Storyteller’s descretion). Wlm;h‘ corrupt Potcstams are poasible lies solely in:the hands of

the individual Storyteller. : 2

. i: e .

everything beneathithe sun

The world of Engel includes creatures other than those spawncd by the rwnwd dmm of the Lord of .
the Flies. In the following, we have included some stats for the most common a.n.imak to be encountered
in 27th-century Europe. If an animal is not listed below, we encourage Smryulleu ¢ their own
apimals based on the staristics given here. ’q,- i 4E

A T-lny A_w' B % 2 .h. ¥ i
Hit Dice: 1d8+246 hp) o s 6d8+24 (51 hp)
P Initiative: +3 (Dex) “ 0 #l(Dex) .
. Speed: 9 m, burrow 12m
% AC: 15 (+2 size, : 15 (-1 size, +l_l_,)mﬁ
Artacks: 2 claws +5 m 2 claws +11 miglee, bi e
. | Damage: Claw 1d2-1, bite 1d3- Claw 1d8+8bite 2d8+4 &
Face/Reach: 0.3 m by 0.3 m/0 m 1 5 m b}r3 5 m
Special Attacks: i — : #
Special Qualities: Scent, low-light viston, burrow - 3
» Saves: Fort +4, Ref +5, Will +1 ; :
o Abilities: Str 8, Dex 17, Conl5, : 'Stl’ 27 Dex 13,
: Inc 2, Wis 12, Cha 6 Int 2, Wis 12,
Skills: Escape Artist +7, Lm+4,$pot+4
< Feats: Weapon Finesse (bitgyclaw)
8 Climate/Terrain: Temperate forests, *I Any foresti b
" hills and plains andu umi ]
Organization: Solitary, pair, or cete (3-5) ~ Solitary or pair
. Challenge Rating: 1/2 B A
< el Advancement: 2‘3 HD (Tiny) 7-10 HD (Large) e ? .
- s badger
‘}-g‘l; Description ' o i
o Bl Badgers are a common proble{u in most of the hilly regions of Euf&])e Déapi‘tc their small size h;q
e can be fierce opponents.
Combat
Burrow (Ex): Badgers are adepr at digging, and can move through relatively loose earth at a speed of 1.5
meters. They cannot run or charge while doing so.
- ;
bear £
Description i bt (AP 1
Bears are commonly found in the m&r!ymous region&%mpc. far om hul%q,n habitation.
: = They,are especially fond of caves. e R y e TN, W, 3
o .‘ S Combat = )
5 R lmproved Grab (Ex): The bear must hic with both claw attacks to use thu ability. Whlle it mlinm _
i hold, it automatically deals normal bite damage in each su quent round _ ﬁ" REHS
b i % .
il
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g cat = :
S L r =4
e Tiny Animal = Medium-Size 2
Hit Dice: uzda 2 hp) C 2d844 (13 hp)
2 Initiative: +2 (Dex) : 42 (Dex)
e i Speed: _ Im &3 12 m'
R X AC: 14 (+2 size, +2 Dex) 16 (+2 Dex, +4 natuml)
e % Attacks: 2 claws +4 melee, bite —l g]cloe Bite + E&E -
Damage: Claw. 1d2-4, bite ldBj Bite’ ] e
Face/Reach: 0.3 ﬂby 0.3 m/0 m 1.5 mby 1.5 m/1.5 m
Special Qualities: Low-light vision  * . Scent
Saves: Fort +2, Ref +4, Will 1 Fort +5, Ref +5, Will +1
. . Abilities: Str 3, Dex 15, Con 10, . Str 15, Dex 15, Con 15,
_ Int 2, Wis 12, Cha 7 Int 2, Wis 12, Cha 6
3 Skills: Balance +10, Climb +5, Hide +17%,  Listen +5, Spot +5, Swim +5,
Listen +4, Move Silently +9, Spot +4 ~ Wilderness Lore +1*
Feats: Weapon Finesse (bite, claw)
Climate/Terrain: ,‘,'g‘,Any forest, hill, mountains, Any land
and underground
Organization: Solitary Solwary
b Challenge Rating: 1/4
e cat + ;
; : ; Description " YR ke £
The cat is one of the most common pets of rhe 27th century, because it can sustain_ .3 2
& itself on mice and rats and requires lictle, &
Combat f :
- Skills: A cat gains a +4 racial bonus to 'Hide and Move Silently cheeh@nd a+8 rac:al
bonus to Balance checks. Cats may use their Dexterity modifier, rather than Strength, @

for Climb checks®*In grassy or ovcrgrown areas, the car’s Hide bonus memm to +8

= dOS
Description »
Dogs are not as common in the 27th ce
statistics above describe one of the larger
used for hunting. -
R * Combat
» _ Skills: *A dog gains a +8 racial

donreg hawﬁ".’"

Medium-Size Animal Small Animal

Hit Dice: 2d8+2 (11 hp) 1d8+1 (5 hp)
Initiative: +1 (Dex) +2 (Dex) St
Speed: 9 m & 3 m, fly 24 m (average) NS N
AC: ‘ 14 (+2 Dex, +2 natural) 14 (+1 size, +2 Dex, +1 natural) A ':“f%“ﬁ'.
Attacks: Bite +1 melee 2 claws +3 melee, bite -2 melee '

" Damage: Bite 1d2 Claw 1d3, bite 1d4
Face/Reach: 1.5mby 1.5 m/1.5m 1.5mby 1.5 m/1.5m "
Special Qualities: Scent - r o ' *
Saves: Fort +4, Ref +5, Will +0 Fort +3, Ref +4, Will +2 4
Abilities: « Str 10, Dex 15, Con 12, Str 10, Dex 15, Con 12, *

. Int 2, Wis 12, Cha 4 Inc 2, Wis 14, Cha6 :

. Skills: Balance +3, Listen +5, Spot +4, Swim +4 Listen +6, Spot +6* : #
Feats: — Weapon Finesse (bite, claw) P : Y
Climate/Terrain: Any region \ #Any forest, hill, plains, and mountains w  r
Orgamnnon Solitary Soligary or pair : e
Challenge Rating: 116 - %

_ Advanfemgnt: ° 3-4 HD (Modmm-sm:) D (Small); 3 HD (Medium-size)

e T R e



don Key 1 '
Description
The horse of the common people, the donkey is found in the households of many farmers and in the caravans of many merchants.
hawg
Description .
Hawks of various kinds are found in many parts of Europe, and some are even tamed for sport or company.
Combat )
Skills: *A hawk gains a +8 racial bonus to Spot checks in daylight conditions. 72 Tl 2 a
horse horse, grimrider
Large Animal Large Animal &
Hit Dice: 3d8+6 (19 hp) . 4d8+12 (30 hp) :
Initiative: +1 (Dex) 41 (Dex)
Speed: 18 m 15 m
AC: 13 (-1 size, +1 Dex, +3 natural) 14 (-1 size, +1 Dex, +4 natural)
Artacks: 2 hooves +2 melee 2 hooves +6 melee, bite +1 melee
. o Damage: Hoof 1d4+1 Hoof 1d6+4; bite 1d4+2 : i
. Face/Reach: 1.5 m by 3 m/1. §m 1.5mby3 m/l.5m ju
Special Qualities: Scent s Scent T
Saves: Fort +5, Ref +4 ﬁh Fort +7, Ref +5, Will +2 & :
v Abilities: Str 13, Dex 13, flnn;_,l' . Sul8Dex13 Conl7. o ¥
: . Int 2, Wis 125 Int 2, Wis 13, Cha 6
L Skills: Listen +6, Spot +6, Swz? Listen +7, Spor +7, Swim +5 ;#&
Climate/Terrain: Any land Anyland _
Organization: Solitary Solitary =
Challenge Rating: 1 " 2 =
horse
® Description
Besides the donkey and the water buffalo, the horse is the most common pack or r!dmg animal in the
27th century. Horses are rather expensive to kccp, though, so cmiy relatively wealthy mercenaries or
traders keep any.
w“ Carrying Capacity: A horse may carry up to 60 ki bgmms as a light load; 120 kilograms as a medmm load;
or 180 kilograms as a heavy load. It may drag 900 kilograms.
horse, grimrider
Description
The Grimriders have cultivated a special breed of warhorse; these are rarely sold and are therefore found
- only in the employ of Grimriders and influential Templars.
' Carrying Capacity: A Grimrider horse may carry up to 90 kilograms as a light load; 180 kilograms as a
medium load; or 270 kilograms as:a heavy load. It may drag 1,350 kilograms.
PiS
i 'Medium-Size Animal
Hit Dice: 3d8+6 (19 hp)
. Initiative: +0
Speed: 9m
AC: 16 (+6 natural)
Attacks: Gore +4 melee % ]
Damage: Gore 1d8+3 : o iy ‘% J
Face/Reach: 1.5 m by 15 m/1.5m T 5 ¥ :
Special @a.lmes ’ Scent ‘
Saves: Fort +5, Ref +3, Will +2
Abilities: Str 14, Dex 10, Con 15, Int 2, Wis 13, Cha 4
¥ Skills: Listen +5, Spot +7
- Climate/Terrain: Any land 3 _
‘l'é. OrganiZation: Solitary 5o
3 " Challenge Rating: 2 %
& Advancement: 4-5 HD (Medium-size)

g
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Hit Dice:
Initiative:
Speed:

AC:

Attacks: ;
Damage:

Face!Reaéh
Specul Qual# s:

w

Abnlmes.

Skills:

Feats:
Climate/Terrain:
Organization:

Challenge Rating: +
Advancement:

rat

Description

Rats ate a.gommon problem, especially in the ruins of older cities, due to the 2 bt
pits available. A variety of methods are employed to exterminate the dangerous pi

been successful.
Combat

Skills: A rat gains a +4 racial bonus to Hide, Jump, and Move Silently checfsand
“ checks. Rats may use their Dexterity modifier, rather than Strength, for Climb, ]ufnp,

ract, r.uss}an

Description e o
These large cousins of the common rat have jet-black fur and seem to enjoy spoiling and dcstroyin%. i i
much food as possible — after gnawing into a granary, for instance, they often spread urine and feces inside. % *ﬂ'

Common urban legends claim that Russian Rats steal babies and serve the Lord of the Flies directly.

B =

._1,..*'

PiS

“Description

* Pigs are one of the most common farm amﬁulﬁ?founﬂ in the 27:!1 ccnmry '
because they will feed on nearly anythmg The surviving
of wild boars and domestic pigs from earlier &
particularly with strangers.

rat

Tiny Animal

1/4d8 (1 hp)

+2 (Déx)

4.5 m, climb 4.5 m, swim 3 m
14 (+2 size, +2 Dex)

Bite +4 melee

Bite 1d3-4

0.3 m by 0.3 m/0 m
Low-light vision

?For‘l: +2, Ref +4, Will +1

Str 2, Dex 15, Con 10,

Int 2, Wis 12, Cha 2

Balance +10, Climb +10,
Hide 418, Jump +7, Listen +4,
Move Silently +10, Spot +4, Swim +10
Weapon Finesse (bite)

Any land and underground
Solitary, family (2-7),

or swarm (10-100)

1/8

1 HD (Tiny)

u J]..."jl_ £S

m%;however. and can be quite vicious,

rat, russtan o .

Small Animal . =R -

1d8+1 (5 hp) ¥

+3 (Dex)

12 m, climb 6 m, swim 6 m

15 (+1 size, %:3 Dex, +1 natural) x

Bite +4 melees 2ail

Bite 1d4 N

1.5mby 1.5 m/1.5 m

Scent, low-light vision, cold resistance 5

Fort +3, Ref +5, Will +1

Str 10, Dex 17, Con 12, . e ; : N
Int 3, Wis 12, Cha 4 i Wl
Balance +11, Climb +11, Hide +ll‘ = ;
Jump +7, Listen +6, Move Silently +7, : #
Spot +7, Swim +11 e
Weapon Finesse (bite)
Any terrain

Soligary, pair, family (3-6),
or pack (11-20)

1/2

2-3 HD (Small) .

" Combat ’
Skills: *In darkened or shadowy conditions, a2 Russian rat gains a +4 racial bonus to Hide checks. Otherwise A
it gains the same skill benefits as its smaller cousin. 4 & i . ,‘
L] "' =
: - ; o
5 ] -m.
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o sea gu[| v Pigesharg

X Tiny Animal "~ Medium-Size Animal

Hit Dice:  1/4d8+1 (3 hp) : 3d8+3 (16 hp) : ” “

Initiative: +2 (Dex) +2 (Dex) -

Speed: 3 m, fly 12 m (average) Swim 18 m '

AC: : 15 (+2 size, +3 Dex) 15 (+2 Dex, +3 natural)

Artacks: : Claws +4 melee Bite +4 melee [

Damage: Claws 1d2-1 Bite 1d6+1 ; -

Face/Reach: 0.3 m by 0.3 m/0 m 1.5 mby 1.5 m/1.5 m . : l‘
Special Qualities: — Scent .

Saves: Fort +3, Ref +5, Will +1 Fort +4, Ref +5, Will +2

Abilities: Str 8, Dex 16, Con 13, Str 13, Dex 15, Con 13,

: Int 2, Wis 12, Cha 6 Int 1, Wis 12, Cha 2 x 4@
Skills: Listen +6; Spot +6 Listen +7, Spot +7 & 3
Feats: Weapon Finesse (claws) Weapon Finesse (bite) & .
Climate/Terrain: Any coastal or riverside region Any aquatic § Y
Organization: Solitary, pair, brood (3-12), Solitary or pod (6-11) . -
Jr or flock (10-30) . gy s
3 Challenge Rating: 1/6 1 iy - ;

Advancement: — 4—6 HD (Med
sea su[| % P

Description AN U

Due to the close proximity of the ocean, sea gulls are found almost anywhere in E
have eagerly claimed their ecological niche.

Plfes har K s
Description

Pikesharks are an extremely dangerous subspecies of shark able to survive in salt water as wcll as in ﬁeeh water. Thcyhnlmt the cani.ls’and = ¥
coasts of Europe, but sometimes even enter the deeper rice-figlds. Nothing is safe from their dcprbdatmn
Combat
Scent (Ex): A pikeshark’s scent ability works only underwater, but is effective to five times the dlsmnceéf the standard scent abiliry (1 LR up o
45 meters for normal scents under normal conditions, and it can pinpoint oppon% by scent within 7.5 meters). However, the plkaha.rk
can smell blood in water at distances approaching a kilometer. X #

snaje ~ water buffalo
Small Animal Large Animal
, o Hit Dice: 1d8 (4 hp) 5d8+15 (37 hp)
» Initiative: +3 (Dex) +0 (Dex)
o Speed: 6 m, climb 6 m, swim 6 m 9 m
7 AC: 16 (+1 sizey#3 Dex, +2 natural) 14 (-1 size, +5 mxural}
Attacks: Bite +4 melee Butt +7 melee
Damage: Bite 1d2-2 and poison Butr 1d8+8
Face/Reach: 1.5 m by 1.5 m/1.5 m 1.5 mby 3 m/1.5 m
Special Attacks: Poison —
Special Qualities: Scent Scent -
3 Saves: Fort +2, Ref +5, Will +1 Fort +7, Ref +4, Will +1.
Abilities: Str 6, Dex 17, Con 11, ~ Str 21, Dex 10, Con 16,
Int 1, Wis 12, Cha 2 ~ Int 2, Wis 12, Cha 4 .
Skills: Balance +11, Cliffib +12, Listen +8, Spot +5 ;-
. Hide +15, Listen 49, e ;Swim +9 “* v, :
, o Spot +9, Swim +11 y %
o i Feats: Weapon Finesse (bite) ¥
Climate/Terrain: Any temperate and warm land  Any region except desert :
. or aquatic region ‘and high mountains
Organization: Solitary 3 s 3§eh|ary pair, or herd (5—30)
o, Challenge Rating: 1/2 ¢
Advancement: — -
.




snarc :

Description . ~ #
The statistics here represent a typical polsonous snake, a danger to many farmers and w.llagcrs, but
. almost never found in cities. Smaller, non-venomous varieties are not uncommon, but pose no real threat
to humans.
Combat :
Poison (Ex): Bite hit, injected; Fortitude save (DC 11); initial and secondary 1d6 points of rcmporary
Constitution damage. g
Skills: A snake gainsa +4 racial bonus to Hide, Listen, and Spot checks and a +8 bonus to Balance chiedks’ "r

They may use their Dexterity modifier, rather than Strength, for Climb and Swim checks.

water bu)tfalo

Description

Without a doubr, the water buffalo is the most common farm animal of the 27th century. It is used as
beast of burden and as livestock, and to pull plows and wagons. Almost no rice-field is without one, and a
few have even escaped into the wilderness, starting small herds away from the yoke of mankind.

. L
&
Medium-Size Animal i
Hit Dice: . 2d8+6 (15 hp)
. Initiative: +2 (Dex)

Speed: 15m
AC: 14 (+2 Dex, +2 natural) i
Attacks: Bite +4 melee b (e o A E
Damage: Bite 1d6+3 - o e

I Face/Reach: 1.5 m by 1.5 mil.5 % AiE
Special Attacks: Overbear ; 4 - W
Special Qualities: -'..:'

" Saves: t +6, Ref +5Will +1 v
Abilities: ' n 17, Int 2, Wis 12, Cha 6
Skills: = +6 Move Silently +4, Spot +4,
3 Feats: Weapon Focus (bite) §

Climate/Terrain: Any forest, hill, plains and mountains %
Organization: Solitary, pair, or pack (5-16)
Challenge Rating: 1
Advancement: 3-5 HD (Medium-size) &
Description 1

Due to the many wild dogs and escapees from a number of zoos and thé"poor
hunting in many regions, wolf crossbreeds are a problem in many rural areas. They generally
do not attack humans, but water buffalos or pigs can easily fall victim to a pack. When
they do attack, they generally use flanking and pack tactics o best ac[vantagc
Combat
Overbear (Ex): If a wolf hits a Medium-size og smaller opponent with its bite attack, it
may make a trip attack as a free action without having to make a touch attack and
without provoking atracks of opportunity. If this trip attempt fails, the wolf cannot be
the object of an opponent’s trip attack in return. -

Skills: *A wolf gains a +6 racial bonus to Wilderness Lore checks when tracking by scent.

. e » 4
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This printing of Creatures of the Dreamseed is done under version 1.0 andlor draft versions of the Open Game License and the System Rtﬁrmn'D‘armprm by
permission from Wizards of the Coast. Subsequent printings of this book will incorporate final versions of the license, guide, and document. b o
Designation of Product Identity: The following irems are hereby designated as Producr Identity in accordance with Section 1(e) of the Open Game Li se; version
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The following text is the prapérty of Wizards of the Coast, Inc, and is Copyright 2000 Wizards of the Coast, Inc (*Wizards™). All Rights Rcscrvcdf‘ e R
1. Definitions: ()" Contributors” means the copyright and/or trademark owners who have contributed Open Game Content; (b)"Derivative Material” means coj 2
ted material including derivative works and translations (including into other e@mpurer languages), potation, modification, correction, addition, extension, upg
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rent, lease, sell, broadcast, publicly display, transmit or otherwise distribute; (d)"Open Game Content” means the game mechanic and includes the methods, procedures,
processes and routines to the extent such content does not embody the Product Identity and is an enhancement over the prior art and any additional content clearly
identified as Open Game Content by the Contributor, and means any work covered by this License, including translations and derivative works under copyright law,
but specifically excludes Produer Identity. (¢) “Product %(iry” means product and product line names, logos and identifying marks including trade dress; artifacts;
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lhese ave the writings of Fra Domenico, collected in the year
2654 from among 13 jowrnals which burdened bim beavily
during his travels throughout Europe, and prepaved for the

Pontifex Maximus Petyus Secundus and the most honored

Konsistoreum.

I, Fra Domenico, most subordinate servant of the holy
Angelitic Church. have created this documentary to the
best of my knowledge. based on my experiences with

the Dreamseed and other demonspawn.

But betore | end my introductory texy, let me mention that

my colleague Hieronymous and I would kindly ask the

Konsistorium to not make the details of this text available
to the public. The findings contained within these pages will
mike the common believer shiver with fear — or worse. We
would instead suggest this journal be kept secret and in most
responsible hands until c\rl‘_\lhillg within has been evaluarted,

tested, and confirmed.
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