
"At last you have arrived at the famous town of Houndsend and are standing in the middle of, what
appears to be, the market district. Men and women in long and light robes walk from merchant to
merchant and odd pairs are discussing the latest gossip and politics. The sound volume is quite loud
which makes it a bit diffifcult to distinguish what people are saying and there is a dominating smell of
sweetness in the air.
The sun is warming and you feel the sweat is starting to shape droplets which are about to force down
your face. Maybe that is why most of the people around you are wearing elaborate garment head
wear. The ground you stand on appears to be made of sand and it stretches around the city for as far
as you can see. In an exotic and busy place like this, adventures are bound happen..."

Please roll a Sensory Check (1d10)

Sensory Check 8

As you glance around the market district you can barely hear two men talking about
some strange stuff. One of them seems to be explaining to the other something about
undead or dead people. You can not quite dicipher their speach clearly. Instinctively you
are repelled by their words but you cannot say why though their facial expressions are
serious or at least sincere.

Just a couple of meters to the right of the two talking gentlemen you can see another
man, looking somewhat deluted, standing on a wooden box screaming out the his
audience. An audience that does not seem to take any notice of him. He screams loudly
that giants are coming this way and that every single one that holds their life dear must
run, run run.

You also get a perculiar feeling that tells you that someone is secretly watching the
crowd but you cannot locate what or who.

I walk up close to the two men with the repelling discussion, keeping my eyes on the
manic speaker yelling about the giants.

The man standing tall on the wooden crate does not seem to notice you and keeps on
shouting his profecies. The other two men does not notice you either. They bare a long
robe with a hood haning down their backs. The robes seems to be made by a soft fabric
maybe lending some heat resistance to the climate in this town.

I stare blindly at the man on the crate, imitating the stare of a blind person. Then pat
the sleeve of one of the men next to me - without turning my head - asking: "Most
generous sir, who owns this voice, who yells these words of warning..." And with a
softer, sadder voice: "...and how does he look?"

The man whos arm you are stroking turns around and looks at you. His expression turn
from sincerety to a mix of devastation, helplessness and genuine caring. Unuexpectedly
he stroke his hand across your face gently, just as you would be his child, you imagine.
"Dear dear, little precious girl. What is the matter, I feel urged to help you. Are you
blind? Is that it? Come here" He says and reaches his hand around to hug you...

"I have vision, but this glaring sun has cast a spell on me. I still sense that someone is
watching us, and you must tell me about this man, why does no one react to him, why
does no one seem to see who sees us?

You seem to know!"

"I..I do not know who you are talking about, ehh.. I have not recieved you name yet, or
have I? I just need to know your name?" The man is talking in a somewhat possessed



voice but you sense it be innosent. Something tells you that your charms has put a spell
on this man, as he seems out of his wits not being able to control his thoughts.
The man continues "My name is Darwin, I am sorry I was so rudely not giving you my
name in an instant."

"Oh what is in a name, by any name, wouldn´t I smell as sweet, feel as warm and look
as lost? Now I am afraid you are lost too... though I feel that you know." I touch his
hand, then put my finger to my lips to taste. "You can call me Uma."

As you taste you finger you taste salt, and you originate it to everyday sweat. There is
also a hint of sand in the taste. Darwin looks blankly at you in confusion. He seems to
stutter when he with a redening face tries to pronounce the words "Uma". It looks like
he is tasting the name in his mouth as he speaks it. His tongue is licking his lips and you
derive that he is taking licks at every single letter in you name and he seems to enjoy
it.
He gains his wits again and produces "Uma! I Darwin of Houndsend is your servant. If
there is anything I can do for..." His voice is interupted by the other man standing
behind him. He steps forwards and speaks "Uma. delightful to meet you. Please excuse
my friend Darwin here. My name is Deck" He then glares at you with an enourmous
smile.

You sense that these two gentlemen are under a spell, your spell.

"Deck... you seem to have a grounded character... Deck, Darwin, who are you? Please
enlighten me."

Deck replies "We are but two men living in unison with our minds enjoying every day as
the mind wants to. We are companions in thought and speak. Lately we have disagreed
to aggree on the latest moral matter in town. When we saw you we lost that despair that
was given to us by that moral matter and we embraced the joy your presence gave us."
He stretches his body and seems to show it off proudly, though he does not have much
to show. He continues "Please tell us more about yourself Uma. We are both eager to
her more about you"

Both Darwin and Deck smiles and awaits a armful of new personal information about you

"But dear gentlemen, where I have been, what I have been makes little diference now.
This moments are slipping away while the giants are marching in on us..." I say the last
part with a hint of a smile. "Now please, tell me about this man showering us with
genuine warnings of a nearby terror. If he believes these giants are close, he is - if
nothing else - a brave man to stay to warn us."

"Oh, that man. Don't bother about him. He is deluted not knowing who he is or where he
is. Every day he stands here shouting. If you talk to him he ignores you, just keep
shouting his so called profecies. As far as my knowledge goes, he has been standing
here for years but noone really knows where he comes from or why he is here."

"You wouldn´t know, but you come very close to telling the story of most of us there. I
literally don´t know anything about who I come from, or where they brought me to the
world. But, who among ud knows why he is here?"

"I might disappoint you here. I know noone who knows anything about him. Feel free to
ask around of course." The man stops for a breath. "Tell me, do you not know you
parents? How does that make you feel?"

I laugh... "I was not refering to the yeller, but asking, who among us, knows himself,
knows the reason he himself, or she herself would be here, here in this dimension, this
moment, this conversation..." And turning my head, still not focusing with my starring



eyes on the man who asked: "Your question seems to presume that I would know the
difference. I feel. But I never know exactly how my situation MAKES that feeling appear.
I don´t miss them, if that is what you mean... but I long for the intimacy and trust the
idea of a family represents, but again, that is deep within - I believe - all of us... so why,
why are you here, and how does that make you feel?" I smile.

He laughs with you:"I think I got the answer i expected. Now, the reason why I am here
is as simple as the simplest of reasons. I, like many else here, have devoted our lives to
the realms of the mind. These realms are unexplored, mysterious, rewarding ever
chaning. Houndsend is merely a hub for men like us. Here we can breath the atmophere
of the mind. Did you not come to Houndsend for the same reason? For to me, you seem
like you have already wondered the paths of our minds and that you are a novice
adventurer seeking only not known but knowable and unknowable"

"But the mind reaches and stretches and grabs hold of all of your body, which then
again, commands the mind with its bombardment of information, its showers of
observations. So when you breath the atmosphere of the mind, doesn´t that leave you
with imaginary lungs full of bodily airs?"

"That is the question. Right there, you penetrated into the conversation we had just
before you appeared. I shall not answer your question, instead I invite you to the
Undrens family, just outside town. They might be in need of your help, maybe you can
lend your mind and guide them to the right decision" He relaxes and stares at you "Do
you embrace my invitation?"

Turning my head to the speaker, I close my eyes and rest my forehead on his chest, sigh
and hold my breath, resting in this position, leaning on him, putting all my weight on my
forehead.

You feel his arms embracing you as you lean against him. He starts to pet your hair with
his right hand. "Is something wrong?" he expresses

"We know nothing stays the same

But we just can’t be sure

When it will happen, lets go."

With one of his arms around you he leads you out from the market district and out of
town. He gestures to Darwin to follow and so he does.
Once you exit the market district you are walking in between houses. They are made of
of a stoney material most of them shifting in a white or light gray and yellow shade. The
ground is stamped sand and you can see and hear children playing on the streets.
Families and other groups of adults are sun bathing and all of them seem to have enjoy
it.
You reach one of the gates in town. This one is a simple gate made out of wood and it is
momentarily open for anyone to walk in and out. The sandy ground leads out of town
and shapes a road that you follow. Trees start to inhabit the sides of the road and finally
you come to a bunch of people standing outside a house that is lying on the side of the
road. The people seems to be discussing wildly and when they see Darwin and Deck
coming towards them the greet them with clear voices and gestures.

Deck, who is holding his arm around you, pass the gentlemen and gestures and excuse.
He leads you by them and into the house. Inside the house you can see a kitchen filled
with pots and food. To the right you see a women in obvious despair sitting by a dining
table. The house is brightly lit by the sun and the light wood that has been used to build
it.



In the far right corner of the house you see a young man lying on his bed. It looks like
he is a sleep, though he is heavily pale.

Deck steps up to the woman and say "Ms Undren. Sorry to bother you but I have
brought you someone I think you would like to meet. I have not explained the dire
situation you are in so please give this young woman your words and I am sure she can
shine some new light on the present darkness"

Deck then gestures at you to speak

"I don´t know why I am here." I then make myself comfortable at the feet of the
woman, staring at the wall behind her, holding her ankles. Waiting in silence.

"My mind, you are beautiful" Ms Undren expresses. The wrinkles in her face looks like
they have been carved by tools rather than age but they seem to lighten as she looks at
you. She swallows heavily and then starts the speak to you.
"I trust Deck here that you are a person who might help me. For know that I need help.
My son is lying on the bed behind us, "sleeping". What you do not know yet is that he
has been "sleeping" for over a month now. It all started with my husband and Hugos
father passing away. Just a couple of days later my son, Hugo, passed out. He thought it
be natural for the shock to take such an effect on my son but everything got worse. My
son never woke up and I thought he was dead. I called for help and townspeople
streamed in to help me. Hugo was breathing but did not respond to anything. We have
fed him, screamed at him and even hit him, but there is no reponse." Ms Undrens face
starts to covering in tears but she swallows hard again and continues."I have every day
since Hugo passed out been hoping that Hugo will wake up, but he never does. It is
taking its toll on me and the pain that my husbands death left me with has been taken
away and replaced by my sons sleep. The townspeople has been supportive and given
me advice. The talk goes both ways. Some say he is dead and some say that it is not up
to us to decide if he is dead or not. But to tell you the truth, I am not sure how long I
can take this. I am falling apart on the inside and the outside is showing that more and
more. If you can help me in any way, be it by advice or action I do not care, I will be
forever grateful."

Her stare is blank, filled with emptyness and chatic emotions

I crawl to my knees and let my fingers run over the womans face. Tracing the lines on it:
"These carvings in your face have made you beautiful. A horribly sad beauty of a woman
so pure in her sorrow.

How did you man pass away?"

"Thank you" she says. "My husband is another mystery to us. I do not know how he
died. One day he just stopped breathing. He stood outside the house thinking and
enjoying the sun and all of a sudden his body fell to the ground and he stopped
breathing. His heart stopped pumping and he was dead. It was unexpected and we have
no clue to why it happened" She stops to think..."That is what happend to my son Hugo
as well, except that he still breaths."

"I wonder if he also breathes the breath of the mind... or if its only a lonely body left
pumping to no avail. Is there a history for this type of death in your mans familly?"

Your words appears to strike a chord in the world of Ms Undren. She glares in to an
emptyness you can not quite see and comprehend but you sense it is there. She shrugs
as she had a shiver being sent from death herself.

"The breath of the mind. That means something, I know it. But what does it mean?"



"If it is true that there are more spheres than this dusty sensory one, then he might live
there. Or maybe he is here, but unable to control his body, but still fully a live in his
body, just cut of from communicating with us." I get to my feet and walk to the boy,
take his hand in mine and put my other hand on his forehead, without looking at him.

"I have heard of the likes of you before." she replies."Are you from the university in
town? Are you a student of Orlan? Your philosophies are not understood by us because
they cannot be realized and Mages like you are not in the business of lending your
beautiful minds to help of others" She gets a concerned expression on her face.
"Are you a mage making good help to others?"

"My dear, as I told you, I don´t know, just like you. As far as I know, and my memory is
but a collection of waves, I never was, but who knows if one day I will be... Since I
don´t clame to know all this, I don´t hold much onto this form either and would thus like
very much, to try traveling into other spheres to look for your boy... do you know
anyone who could help me with this? I feel nothing but his hand and his forehead..."

For a split second you become unconcious but that split second feels like an eternity
when you regain your conciousness. A couple of seconds later it happens again but this
time you are able to sense a wisper but then you gain back your conciousness. What just
happened?

Please make a Sensory Check (1d10) -- result: 7

You regain control over yourself and after some pondering you understand that someone
is trying to get into your mind. Maybe if you would be able to concentrate real hard you
could get some sense out of this.

Please make a Concentration Check (1d10) -- result: 3

The weird feeling it gave you is gone. It seems like there is too much around you to
focus inwards. Your instincts tell you that you need to get out of here.

Please make a Intelligence Check (1d10) -- result: 5

Your instincts surface through your interstellar layers of your mind and you conclude
that if you want to talk to whoever it was who knocked on your mind port, you need to
get to a more quite location.

I get up and focus on Darwin for the first time: "I need everyone to leave me with Ms.
Undren and her boy. Please empty this house, close the doors and shutters and quiet the
chatter."

Please make a Beauty Check (1d10) -- result: 8

Everyone acts on your order directly and without question. It merely takes seconds
before you are alone with Hugo in the room.

I crawl into bed next to him, find a safe and comfortable position, close my eyes and try
to empty my mind of anything but the recollection of the strange unconscious moments.

Please make a Focused Attention Check (1d10) -- result: 10

A crawling sensation comes through your spine, as you lie comfortably breathing slowly
with focused attention on the moment. You Know that in a very short moment you will
become unconcious again. You need to sustain your attention.



Please make a Sustained Attention Check (1d10) -- result: 1

"Relax and try again". It is a voice that is not yours that speaks in your mind. A creepy
feeling to say the least. If you would like to get this sorted out try to sustain the
attention again.

Sustained Attention Check (1d10) -- result: 7

"Now let us see if we can help each other" The voice speaks in your mind as before "I
am sure that you are new to this but please be calm I am no threat for you. It might
seem to you like I am in your head but it is not so. I am outside your mind and you
cannot talk back to me. Therefore I need you to let me inside your mind. You need to
Will it, otherwise I cannot enter."

If you want to let another get access to your mind you need to Will it to happen.

I want it to happen, I try to apply my will to opening my mind for what ever is
approaching!

"Good!" The voice now sounds near and almost thundering. An eerie feeling of panic is
reaching you but you instinctively brush it off refocusing your attention on the present
moment.
"I know who you are, Uma. You are here to help me. I also know that you don't know
how to help me but you know that I need to be helped." Strangely enough you sense
that the voice is walking back and forth just as he would be thinking and musing. Even
more strange is that you now feel that he is staring right into your eyes, but you cannot
see anything. The voice continues:
"My name is Hugo. I know that you have talked to my mother. What you need to help
me with is to tell my mother that I am fine and that she does not need to worry about
me, as long as she feeds me that is. Do you understand what I am saying? Can I count
on you?"

I try answering: "At least, Im here to seek you. I don´t know if that will be of any help
to anyone, and I am not sure that I am somthing you can count, I am after all
something ever changing, and yet something that wants, yes, craves to be considered a
strongly knitted entity. But... who are you now, compared who you have been?"

As you speak these words they only form a mumbling sound. You know what you said
but you cannot hear what you said. It is like you have lost the ability to speak.

Please make an Intuition Check (1d10) -- result: 8

You try but you have absolutely no idea how you can shape the words. Maybe a more
primal communication form may work.

Please make an Instinct Check (1d10) -- result: 2

Your words now take shape and they do so automatically. The words have a certain
beastiality over them. The emotion in your words are there but you are unable to but
together the words in intelligible sentences, only short and distinct sounds results from
your primal ability to speak.
When you have finished speaking Hugo replies
"There there, take it easy now. It is not easy this in the beginning, it is rarely that it
comes naturally. I need you to make me a promise before I can let you go. I need you to
promise me that you tell my mother that I will be fine but that I need stay "asleep" for a
little while longer."

I try answering again, and the answer is negative, its a "no" or a "I cannot promise



that", what ever I can get across.

"I don't think you understand me. You see, you don't have a choice. You have willed me
in here and there is nothing you can do to be realeased from here. You are in my
control, you might say. I need you to make this promise"

I try answering again: "I think, that it is you who isn´t understanding. I will not promise
this, since I am in no hurry to go."

A black void is dawning down on you. You sense it coming from above and it is sucking
you into itself. The voice is not there any longer, just your own emotions and grunting
speach. Your conciousness fades. You instinctively know that you are on dangerous
grounds now and that you need to get some kind of control here.

Please make a Clairvoyance Check (1d10) -- result: 7 + 5 = 12

You don't understand how it is possible but your other senses is coming back to you. You
can now see a man standing in front of you, his arms resting on each other over his
chest. He smiles at you as he had just seen something comical. Your hearing returns and
a dark humming sound reaches you. The sound surrounds you and it has a realaxing
effect.
You look down and notice that you are standing on Nothing. A big black nothing is
beneath you and you soon realize that you are surrounded by this big black
nothingness.
The man in front of you looks exactly like the man on the bed, so this must be Hugo.
"Your back! Great! I was afraid I was going to loose you there!"

I try moving my lips and making some sound: "Bababaa...", try clapping my hands, try
bending my knees, standing on one leg.

Hugo laughs again. He seems to be genuinly amused by your fragile clumsyness. He
reaches out a hand and means for you to grab and then says "Come, let me show you
something"

I take his hand, but holds him back, looking into his eyes, pausing, then saying: "Where
are we, and how did you find me?"

"I am glad you asked. The curious may know. You are inside your mind, my firend. I am
inside your mind. But there is more of course. What you see around you is the realm of
the Mind. This realm is ever changing and you need to understand some fundamental
rules before you can make sense of it. The realm is a collective of all the minds in our
universe. You can see me because you evidently have a natural talent for sensing the
extra dimensional. This natural talent helps you navigate this realm and that is a good
start. There is more, my friend, but let me take you for a guided tour and I will explain
on the way how I found you and how all this was possible to happen"

I let him guide me.

Hugo makes his grip firmer and you experience something you never have experienced
before. hugo is flying forward and dragging you after him. It is a fantastic feeling but
somewhat strange, most probably because this realm does not have a gravitation.
While you are flying forward in the dead space suddenly images appear around you,
sounds, tastes. To your right you see a purple shimmer that sharpens into a bull that is
looking at a cow. It has a steady gaze at the cow and as it hits its hoov in the ground it
dashes forward to make an assaulted embrace around the cow. The scene fades and
your sight is drawn to your left instead. A mother is carrying her newborn child in her
arms, singing a lulaby that warms your heart. The baby is sound asleep and you for a
moment forget that you are dragged around in a mythical realm.



A bit ahead you see a giant castle taking shape and it seems to be bathing in a sunlight
that seems to come from nowhere. Knights are riding in and out of the castle, farmers
tend to the land outside and women walk peacefully in light garments in the gardens.
The gardens are filled with fruit trees and elaborate plants that have flowers shooting
arrows of beautiful pain right into your soul. Your mind is boiling of activity and it feels
good, it feels liberating and you somehow do not feel the weight of your body. When
your mind decides to remember if you felt your weight before you do not seem to
remember.
"Time is elsewhere" Hugo says with a light voice and as he says it you think you here the
soundtrack of your life being played. "Can you see it?" he continues.

Please make a Clairvoyance Check (1d10) -- result: 5 + 5 = 10

Hugo Points in a direction but you cannot se anything else then the blackness you earlier
saw.
"No matter" hugo suggest. "There is time for that later". After his last words he stops
and looks at you. As he does you can feel the ground again being steady under your
feet, you look down but nothing is there to hold your feet.
"I would like to speak to you but you can't do it on your own. I can help you you know
but this is tricky business so I need you to stay alert. I need to lend some of my mind to
you and you need to let me do it. The least lack of attention and will here will break it.
Now close your senses."

"Hugo, first explain to me, what are we trying to do? What do I need to look for?"

"I am trying to show you why I am here but you cannot understand it if you don't let me
help you first. You don't need to look for anything at the moment, once I have given a
piece of me to you, everything will become much clearer."

"Ok" I close my eyes, my mouth and focus on emptying my mind, blocking of all
impressions and sensations.

You notice that it is as easy as just willing it. If just everything were that easy. You are
knocked out conciously and awake a moment after. Your mind feels richer and you know
that you now can speak without hinders to Hugo. You also feel stronger, just as you
would have had a really good nights sleep. The images, memories, around you become
more vivid and clearer when you look at them.

Your Will has Increased by +1
Your Memory has Increased by +1
Your Clairvoyance has increased by +2

"I feel stronger, more at ease."

"Of course you do. I just gave it too you. See it as a gift. Now come here"

You think that Hugo has taken a liking to you. You don't know if that is a good thing or
not. As you follow him you come to a garden shining with saturated green grass, flowers
in every corner, birds flying and shirping and in the middle of the garden is a great oak.
Hugo sits down by the oak. It looks like where he sits is made perfectly for him and he
gains a very relaxed posture. He invites you to sit down and then says "Welcome to my
mind. What you see is pure imagination. I usually come here to relax between my
searches. I am sure you are eager to know what is going on here so please sit and I will
explain."

"Thank you for showing me around, but lets start with the most basic... what is the
relation between this place and our bodies lying in the house outside Houndsend? Can
we get back, does our bodies need food and water, how much time passes there, are we



aging there, and can we see that place from here?"

"Wow, many questions there. I am afraid I cannot give you a full explanation what the
exact realation is between here and where our bodies lie. One way to think of it is that
our bodies exist in the first three dimensions of our universe. Our mind exists in the fifth
dimension. It is a bit tricky to get your head around that, for sure, but try to imagine
what it is that is inside your mind when you think. It is just things happening in there,
right? But now imagine that what is in your mind can be layed out in a row and you can
go back and forth in this row to examine the different things. This row is a dimension.
For some reason this dimension exists outside our bodies and it has been defined as the
fifth dimension."
Hugo takes a deep breath and continues "Now, our bodies do need the same things still.
I, for example, have been fed by my mother. I will for sure have great aches when I
return but that is a prise I am willing to pay. We do age here. You see, Time is a
different dimension and it has been defined as the fourth dimension. It operates on its
own and just because our concious mind is in the Mind dimension does not mean that
Time will stop. No, Time will forever continue through the multiverse. Was there
something else? Ah yes, if we can see our bodies from here? We cannot! I am not sure
why but it has something to do with that we actually are still in the first three dimension,
referred to as the First Space, and that we are now in another represention of that
space. The laws of the multiverse are above my comprehension, perhaps you will meet
someone someday that can explain it to you better.
If you think of it all, you have done nothing more than shut down all your senses that
senses in the first space. The senses you have left is sensing beyond the first space. So
you could say that it is just a matter of sensing." He looks at you with a smile. He seems
to enjoy hearing himself talking.

"Now, the strangest part of all this, is that we in this dimension have taken the same
form as in the first three... and, how did you find me, if you cannot see the space your
body is in?"

"Ah!" he pronounces as he expected you to ask it. "Every dimension in the multiverse
has extra dimensions themselves. So this dimension we are now in has two extra
dimensions which enables us to be here freely. Don't ask me why it is like that, for like I
said I do not comprehend the fundamental laws, if there even are any. But it seems like
our mind just simply operates in three dimensions at any given moment. Who would it
be if where we are now would only be one dimension? A dimension is merely a line that
has no deapth and no width, only a length. We would not be able to be here if it did not
have three dimensions...

"Hmmm... much like phantoms limbs... people who loose limbs still feel them, as if the
brain bars itself from madnes by maintaining the well known form of its vessel." I
smile...

"I am not sure what you mean. What is a phantom limb?"

"Back in Houndsend, if someone looses an arm, she would probably still feel its
presence. Its like a ghost, an invisible arm. Some claim it proves the existence of the
soul, others believe its just our mind preventing us from going mad, by pretending the
arm is still there. Maybe these bodies are ghosts or phantoms too... imaginary bodies
created by our minds to maintain the fundamental entity they are build to operate with!"

"Precisely! For it does seem to be that way. Where have you been schooled?" His facial
expressions turn concerning

"It matters little where I come from, I could hardly recreate my story, since I only
manage to store it by altering and interpreting and condensating it into the language of
memory. And telling it would again by like pulling rabits out of an old hat... everyone



knows those rabits started out as hankerchiefs..."

"You not only have courrage but you are also intelligent, versed in realms of thought and
apparently a muse, a poet." He looks into the distance then continues "Where have you
been all my life? Never have I met such a beauty before.

"Well, do I have to repeat myself...? I hardly know, and I couldn´t really tell you!"
Laughing

Both of you laugh in unison and for a moment bliss materializes looking undesribably
beautiful. After Hugo has cought his breath again his face turns serious and asks "Do you
want to know why I am here and leaving my mother desperate and alone?"

"Indeed, that is the story I came to hear. First of, how did you get here?"

"Unlike you, I can get in here by my own will. I had to help you to get here, but who
knows maybe you also know now after I have thought you some. I learned from my dad
to shut down all my senses so I could focus on the senses that gives me consiousness
here. My dad had an inate ability for this." When he mentions his dad you think you can
see a tear falling down his cheek.

"Did you turn to this realm because of the death of your dad? Do you know why he
died?"

"Yes" the answer is short. He then says "I don't think my dad is dead"

"Why not, what happened to him then?"

"I am not sure, Uma. I think he died the Death of the Body. His heart stopped beating.
But he always told me that I could forever visit him whenever I wanted to, if he would
pass away. I always thought that he ment dying from old age but then he turned out to
die young. You see, since I been a small boy my father has taken me to his imaginary
world. It was the most beautiful and fantastic world anyone ever seen. We used to go
there sometimes. We just were there doing nothing in particular. But that was the best
thing I knew, spending that time with my dad in his own world. Since then I have been
trying to find my dad in this realm, but this realm is quite big so I will probably never
find him. I don't even know for sure if what I think is true but I miss him so much."

"Im sorry for your loss... but please help me understand. Do you believe that the death
we experience, only rips away the body of the first dimensions? But didn´t you say his
was the realm of the mind... and if the body dies, doesn´t the mind die with it? Maybe
he meant that you could wander the memories in this dimension?"

"I'm sorry, I didn't explain that fully. It is said that there are three deaths. Death of the
Body, Death of the Mind and Death of the Soul. If anyone of these die all the other die
too. But it is also said that it is possble to die the Death of the Mind, or the Body and not
fully die. You just need to know how to do it. I don't know but I think my dad did"

"I don´t understand this. Isnt the mind the grey matter that splatters across the
cobblestones when people fall head first under the chariots in the city? Then how can
that get scattered and destroyed, but this realm of the mind still exist?"

"What you talk about here is the brain. It seems like the brains only function is to
connect the different deaths, the mind, the body and the soul, but on its own it is
worthless. The mind is lended to the brain, just as the soul is. Some day it needs to be
returned."



"But what is the soul then?"

"The soul is you, it is what makes you be you. Each soul is unique. I have been schooled
that the soul is the very idea of you and that you are the one who should realize the
idea. I have also learnt that when a soul is fully realize the body, mind and soul will
transcend into divinity."

You look at Hugos face and you see that he has gained new insight by talking with you.
He is silent and holds still. "Could it be?" He doesn't seem to be talking to you anymore.

"...and that might be where we need to look for your father?"

"What?" he doesn't appear to have heard what you have said.

"If he lost his body, but avoided dying... he would be beyond this dimension, wouldn´t
he?"

he looks at you with an expressionless face "I know it. You know it too now. It is beyond
me. I need to return to my mother. I have been selfish for too long now. I need to
return"

"But if you are able to travel back and fourth, then why haven´t you been back? That
part I don´t understand... if you explain to your mother that you are here, searching for
your dad, then you would relieve her of the distress she is suffering under now..."

"It is not that easy, Uma. You will see that when you get back that you will be exhausted
and wont be able to return. These are the ways of travel. I have been so determined to
find my dad that nothing else matters. Of course I always knew that I could not keep on
this charade for ever. And now it seems like it is time to return. You know Uma, I have
not yet let go of your mind. When I do you will fall back and all your senses will turn on.
That will hurt, you need to be prepared for that. When you are back in "reality' you need
to wait there until I am back. I want to give you something. But I will have to take care
of some things first"

"Why do I have to go back? Can I not help you here? I like it here with you." I smile...

"If it is true that dad has reached the outer ring, the divine, I have nothing more to do
here. It is beyond me how to reach that far and neither me nor you have realized our
souls. It is for naught to look any longer"

"I am glad though that you like my company. But I assure you that you will like me
equally well away from here. I for sure will like you the same. There is so much more out
there in life that is waiting for us and we need to get to it. We can't stay here any longer.
Whatever you do, don't run away from my home...

You feel that the ground beneath you does no longer holding you up. All images fades
away from your eyes, all sounds disappear rapidly and soon you are surrounded in a big
black void again. The panic rises but you easily brush it off. It all goes very fast and
before you know it you are back in the house where you started. You open your eyes
and you are bombarded with sensory information. It is all extreemely overwhelming and
all you can see is a blur of light that resembles faces. A chaotic sound that penetrates
your skull. Your skin aches.

Please make an Endurance Check (1d10) -- result: 9

You take 1d20 points of damage (your current HP is 100 + (10*Endurance) = 50) --



result: 16

Your extra dimensional travels has taken its toll on you. You feel bruised and tired but
you know there is more to deal with before you can have a nice rest. Hugo's Mother is
for sure waiting for an explanation to what just happened and all the people around you
and waiting to hear that you are OK. For when your sight clears up you can see that
there are several worried faces leaning over you, each over them talking worrongly
about what has happend. You are lying down on the floor next to Hugo's bed.

I close my eyes and try to clear my thoughts, feel my body if everything is in place and
appears to be in normal condition.

Everything seems to be as it should.

Without opening my eyes or moving is speak out in a firm voice: "How long have I been
gone?"

"Just for a couple of hours, dear" Ms Undren Replies. She has no tears in her face any
longer, just relief. "Are you OK?"

"I think Im ok. I met your boy."

Ms Undrens eyes widen and her mouth opens up. She puts her hand in front of her
mouth and she looks like she seen a ghost "Is he OK? I mean, what do you mean? have
you met my boy? What did he say?"

"He is good, he is in a good place. He asked me to tell you not to worry, but to care for
his body while he is elsewhere looking for his dad. I think he might return soon though.
Don´t be sad, be happy that your boy is doing well, and that his safety is in your hands."

When you look at ther face you are quite sure that she is confused. "OK" she says but
she says it as she was afraid to show that she didn't understand. "Is he coming back?
From where? How did you meet him?"

I look around the room.

You see nothing but faces hanging over you. You recognice some of the faces from the
men who stood outside the house earlier and Ms Undrens face of course.

"Ms Undren, can I speak here in this semi public space" smile, "or do you prefer that I
tell you, and only you?"

Ms Undren tilts her head to the audience and whispers to them to leave. They nod
silently and within seconds they have quietly left the house. "Come here, I'll help you up
to a sitting at the table here"
As she helps you up you feel your body is aching a bit. Ms Undren has striked you as a
caring mother and you get the know of that she would willingly help you recover.

"Ms Undren, your husband, was he a priest or a mystic, did you know of that he had the
ability to enter other dimensions?"

"To tell you the truth, I did not know. Pado, the name of my late husband, was a bit
strange sometimes but I always accepted him. He was just a regular man and husband
otherwise. He was very skilled at carpentry and has helped many in town. He and Hugo
sometimes went off in solitude and I was never aloud with them. I knew they were up to
something but I always respected their wishes to be alone. What more did Hugo say?
You see, I am not quite sure I understand this whole thing with other dimensions and I



am having a difficult time grasping how you could talk to him. You seem sincere enough
so I have to take your words"

"Ever since I entered Houndsend I sensed some presence that could not be seen, but
which was watching me. I think it was Huga all the time. He is now in what he calls ´the
realm of the mind´ looking for his father. He helped me to enter this realm too, and we
talked. He now believes his father is lost for this world and will soon return I believe. But
you will have to keep caring for his body untill he does. Returning is draining and painful,
but staying in this other realm is wonderful."

She takes a deep breath and says "You are beautiful! Do you know that?" She shakes
her head as if she just found out that she has been a fool all the time but now knows
better. "I understand what you are saying. Hugo will soon be back, I know it"

Please make an Intuition Check and Intelligence Check (1d10 for each) -- result: 2 & 2

"Do you want anything to eat, dear? You look tired and hungry to me." She points at the
kitchen as it would be a pleasure for her to make food for you

"Thank you, I would love something to eat, I feel like a troll with a roaringly empty
stomach."

She immediately skips off to the kitchen. You can't really tell what she is doing but you
can dicern that she has long experience with it. After some minutes she returns what
looks like mashed potatoes and some kind of fish. It is served on a clay plate. "Here,
take this fork. It'll make it easier for you to eat" and she smiles. "I'll prepare a bed for
you upstairs so when you are done you can just jump upstairs and sleep if you like." She
then walks away up the stairs and disappear.

I fork down the food, with great delight I imagine.

The house is empty on noise on the first floor. Outside the house the gentlemen are still
standing seeming to discuss anything and everything. Hugo is lying still on his bed in the
corner.

I crawl into the bed Ms Undren prepared for me and try to find some sleep.

It does not take long before you fall asleep. When you wake up you know that you had
very comfortable dreams but you cannot remember them.

You rub your eyes and you start to think about what has happened.

You have learnt much about the mysteries of the multiverse and even experienced it
with your own being. You have met new people you never could have imagined you
would have met if this all did not happen. You have experience real close how
desperation and depravation can make physical scars on a human being and it leaves
you with a reminder of how fragile life is. What might be new for you is the town of
Houndsend. Everyone seem to be very helpful and seem to care with interest about their
sorrounding human beings. It strikes you as strange that you have not yet met anyone
that treated you as a complete stranger.

You have gained +1 to either Memory or Constitution, +1 minor Mental Faculty
Point, +2 to Clairvoyance, +1 to Will and 5 Skill Points. You have also earned
100 XP to your experience pool.

New Charactersheet for Uma:

Strength -5



Agility -5
Endurance -5
Beauty 10

Instinct 5
Intuition -5
Intelligence 3 +1
Will 2 +2
----------------
Memory +2
Constitution

HP (50) 34
XP 100
----------------
Sight -5
Hearing 2
Taste 8
Smell -10
Physical feeling 5 (touch and temperature)
Balance -5
Clairevoyance 5 +4 (remote sense for sensing in other dimensions)
-------------------
Combat -10
Exploration 2
Creation 4
Socialisation 4
Concentration 5
-------------------

You sit up in the bed and you here people talking downstairs. You can't dicern exctly
what they are saying but it is most certainly Ms Undren and another man. Their
conversation is filled with emotions.

I run downstairs exclaiming: "I might just be three dimensional, but at this point in the
fourth dimension I am very satsified with it. Thank you for giving me opportunity to
rest."

Ms Undren gives you a baffled expression "You're welcome!"

Next to her you can see Hugo is standing not saying a word. You are surprised and in
the next moment he looks at you and walks towards you with open arms. He is
definately gonna hug you.

I take a step back, smiling: "Youre looking pretty physical yourself today, how was your
journey back?"

"Oh!" he expresses trying to not give away that he did not expect that."It was fine. I
have done it quite some times in my life. I have had some rest and feel quite ok. More
importantly, how are you doing?"

"I believe I just proclaimed that" laughs, then gives him a quick kiss on the cheek while
passing him on my way to the kitchen: "I am very sorry, but this litte body Im stuck
with really seems to behave like a bear... would there be anything for me to devour?"

Hugo blushes and his mother smiles, looks down and turns around walking towards the
kitchen. She replies "Of course dear, I am already on it"



"I said I wanted to give you something, remember?" He then produces a necklace from
his pocket and hands it to you. "My dad made it for me, but for what you have meant to
me I want you to have it"
The necklace shines of a purple light when you look at it. The color reminds you of the
same shade that you saw in the Mind Realm.

"I have done nothing for you, which didn´t in itself make it worth it for me. Please keep
this in memory of you dad."

"It is of no use to me any longer." Hugo Explains. "I have no choice but to give it to you.
The necklace represents Meaning. It is a magical necklace shaped out of love and magic.
My dad gave it to me because I meant something special for him. Now I give it to you
because you mean something special for me. You see, that is how the amulet gets its
powers. At the moment the necklace is only useful to you and only you. Whenever you
meet someone that means something special to you the necklace will know and will stop
being useful to you. That is when you have to give it away." He stares at you waiting for
you to show some sign of understanding.

"I will respect your wish, but this idea of meaning something special is weird? I mean,
your mum is pretty special, or the guys who guided me here from downtown, both
unique and the reason I am here, thus they mean everything I do for you and more...
you could give it to them!?"

"It is not my choice in saying who or what is meaningful. The necklace choose for itself. I
suspected that the necklace had stopped working for me. So when you had left I
checked if it were so. And I was right, the necklace had stopped working for me. And
now I suspect that the necklace will only work for you." Hugo points at the necklace and
gestures you to pu it on."Try it and see for yourself" He has a look of excitement in his
eyes.

I take the necklace and put it around my neck - "How do I know if it works?"

When you put the necklace on you feel a surge of energy flowing through you. It almost
feels like you are lifting from the ground. You feel more confident and strong and many
things seems clearer in the real world.

Necklace of Meaning
Will +2
All Senses +2

"Well, just tell me how you feel" Hugo says.

"I kind of think its working..." big smile.

"I knew it!" Hugo almost screams with a smile looking as a slice of water melon. "Now
Uma, we need to eat something, I sure Mom has made something nice. After that I
would like to be alone with my mother but I would like you to know that you are
welcome back here at any time. And before I forget to tell you. You should visit the
career advisor in town. His name is Jon Aalben, a really nice man. Don't be scared away
by his title he has lots of good stuf to tell you." he gestures at the table "please sit"

"Career advisor... that sounds like the last place I would ever go." I join Hugo at the
table... "Thanks for the necklace." After eating I want to head back to the center of
Houndsend.

You have a nice meal of some kind of stew. After the meal you say goodbye and leave
the Undrens to their reunion. Light on the foot you head back to the center of town. On
one of the roads that you walk on to get back, you see a sign hanging over a door, it



says "Career Adv..." the last letters are scratched off and it doesn't seem like neither the
building or the sign has been taken care of.

Where do you want to go?

I open the door and step in.

Now when you have little of your smell back, you smell something awful but you don't
know what it is except that it smells old.
Right when you come in you can see a long wooden desk with instruments and papers
on it. To your right is sveral contraptions that you do not recognise at all. They are all
made of metals and wood.
To your left you can see an old carpet and a pedastal that holds a glass ball. It has a
glow around it for a second when you look at it but then disappears.
There are portrait paintings all over on all the walls but they are not very well done and
you wonder if they represent humans at all.
Behind the wodden desk stands a short hunched man wearing a dirty sleaveless sweater
that might at some point have been white. He wear suspenders to hold up a pair of
brown trowsers. He has tatoos on his arms that does not seem to be made up of vary
much muscles, more fat and sloppy skin. On his head he wears an old brown cap that
has several holes in it, but it looks like it fits the head.
The man you see in front of you is working on something on the table. He has some
strange tools in his hands and seems to be very concentrated. He does not notice your
presence.

I quietly walks up to him attentively watching what he is doing.

He does not seem to notice you walking up to him. You can see that he is holding some
type of metal pincers in each hand and with precision he pokes at a box that made out of
cogs. The cogs spin and turn, making noises as they do so. He seems to be having a
problem with one of the cogs as every time he tries to poke in its position the cogs swifts
back with a mechanical sound.

Please make an Intelligence Check (1d10) -- result: 10

Your sharp attentiveness tells you that the cog is swifting back into its position each time
because the cogs below is budging out of its position in the exact moment the man is
trying to poke the cog into place. You think that if you would push the cog below while
the man is poking the other cog in place it would stay.

With calm movements I reach to push the lower coq.

You manage to push your hand forward under his arm but not further "Eh! What'd ye
at?" the words coming from the mans mouth sounds like grunting more than speaking.
As he speaks he brushes your hand away and looks you sharply in the face with lowered
eye brows.

I smile: "If I push the lower coq while you push the upper coq into place it will stay.
Come, lets try, Ill be careful."

He looks at you with suspicion but signs you to follow through. You put your tiny finger
against the lower cog and push and as you do the man uses his pincers to poke the
other cog in position. With careful hands he lets go of the cog he just put in place and to
his suprise, you notice, the cog stays in plays and the cog box appears to be complete.
"Aba dehente! Roigjos!" He expresses in delight

"Wha' 'an ido ye for?"



"My name is Uma, I don´t know where Im from, what this box is for or what you are
saying... but my friend Huga just returned from the Realm of the Mind, and he asked my
to drop by."

"Relm o'te Mind ye say!" He scratches his bearded chin, turns around and picks up a
srap of paper. He hands it to you.

On the paper you can read "Test Sign up Sheet". There is a field where you can fill in
your name but the rest of the paper is blank.

"Fill in a name a'top wil'ye" He points at a chair and probably wants you to sit down.

I sit down and write: U M A

The man takes the sheet from your posession, reads and says "Uma eh! Ye wanna do
a'testing?" Foll'a'me Wil'ye!" he then walks over to the strange contraptions around in
the room and shows you how to do everything. Because his speach is not very
intelligible he uses sign language and gestures instead. But you are surprised of how
easy you understand him and there is really no problems at all in understanding what
you need to do with the machines.

He takes you through all of the tings and writes down notes as you go along. One thing
you did not first understand was the glass ball on the pedestal. He asked you to look into
it for a couple of seconds and that was it. He said "Senses!" and continued to show you
the other tests.

When all was done he gave you a small piece of paper that had "U M A" written on it and
then he says "Get back te'morrow 'n get ye results. Now Off!" He then gestures towards
the exit, turns around and then starts working on another trinket on his table.

I looke around the room, checking for diferent exits and doors.

You can only see one exit and that is the door you came from

I quietly slip out the door and look around the street outside.

Once you come outside you are struck by the heat. Either it is warmer than before or it
was just very chilled in the Career advisors home.
The streets are sided by houses that look alike, you cannot see any other public places
as there is no sign outside the other houses.
You can see and hear the market place a little bit ahead and to the left. In the distant
you can see spire tops that seem to come from a big building.

I stroll along towards the market.

You arrive at the market district and as before you hear lots of chattering and you now
also smell something.

Please make a Sensory Check (1d10) -- result: 7

The smell is faint and you cannot decide where it comes from. You get a wary feeling
that something is not right. You instinctively cock your head to the left and you can see
a character with small stature, much like yours, reaching his hand down the pocket of
one of the merchants.

I keep my eyes on the small figure in front of me, casually walk that direction, intent on
following her without her knowing. I take a good look at the merchant and his wares in



the process.

The woman sees you coming and stares back at you. She smiles and does not seem to
be afraid of that you see what she is doing.
The merchant is selling lots of different powders in all kinds of different colors. The
merchant himself is talking with some customers loudly and gayly.

I walk up to the pocket picker and stand silently next to her, looking at the wares.

Before you get there she has already scuttered off. She is much faster than you
probably..

I follow her the best I can.

She is fast but you follow her out of the market district and in between some houses.
The alleys are narrow but you can still see her. She makes several turns but you tag
along. The heat and the runnig is making you tired.

Please make an Endurance Check (1d10) -- result: 4

You are just too tired to continue, unless your will is strong enough to continue.

Please make a Will Check (1d10) -- result: 9

I call out: "Wait! Please wait..."

Your Will lets you continue running and you also feel a surge through your body that
makes you run a little bit faster.
When you call out to hear she just continues. She doesn't seem to want to stop.

I keep running, trying to catch upn with her.

At least you com to a dead end and you face walls all around you, except from whence
you came. Your body is pumping with blood and adrenaline and you breath heavily.

Please make an Instinct Check -- result: 7

You instinctively turn around and there you can see the same woman is pointing a knife
right in your face. You freeze and realize that you were very close to being stabbed.

"Why are you following me?" her voice is pretensiously harsh and short

I camly show her my two empy palms while attentively watching her face.

"Scared are you, eh? Now tell me why you followed me!"

I watch the knifes position.

"You got something wrong with your ears or what?" She pokes the knife closer to your
face and you think you can feel its tip on your nose

I slowly tilt my head to the left, smile and start making a small step towards her, still
holding my hands palms up, at each side of my body.

As you tilt your head to the left the knif follows you. When you take a little step towards
her the knife scratches your face, lets hope it does not leave a scar. It hurst and you are
afraid that the knife might not be a clean knife leaving you with undesireble after effects.



"Stop it right there missis" it almost sounds like she is hissing at you.

I step back, tilt my head the other way looking questiongly at her... "...are YOU scared?
Of me?"

Please make an Agility Check (1d10) -- result: 8

When you pronounce the word "scared" you feel your legs being pulled off the ground by
a kick from one of her legs.

Please Make a Balance Check (10) -- result: 3

You fall to the ground and land on your back. The unknown woman grabs your arm in
the fall and twists it in an uncomfortable position. She then with a thrust puts her knee
over your chest. She follows through by launching the knife towards your shoulder. You
can fell the pain coming when the sharp metal blade penetrates your skin and clings to
your shoulder bone. But right before the knife hits you she stops it making sure you
know it is a warning.

I wait till I know I am in control of my emotions, then look her in her eyes: "You have
been waiting for this for years."

the look on her face is thoroughly confused. "My waiting is my business. Listen lady, you
don't know who you are dealing with and I don't know who I am dealing with. But the
facts are quite clear here. You have a knife poined towards you shoulder and a woman
holding you in a grip you cannot get out of. So, tell me what your business is following
me and I will tell you weather I've been waiting or not" You know this is not a game any
longer for she is dead serious now.

I try to speak slowly and calmly: “That is what all his fierceness and nastyness is about
isn´t it? To create a clear simple situation of danger, a situation you understand to play.
Waiting and waiting to be cornered so you are free to strike in blind fury… like a cat. Are
you a cat?”

you can see her turning her face away from you and then you think you can hear her
wisper to herself "I didn't think it will come to this".

She stabs you with her knife in your shoulder and it hurst. You scream, at least on the
inside, of pain and the blade is tugging itself into your skeleton. It gives you a chill
through your whole body that can only be desribed by shear fright.

You take 6d4 damage. -- result: 16

"So I'm a cat am I. You think You are better than me, do you?" her eyes do look like cat
eyes now and she has that blind fury you spoke about before in her eyes. "I'll tell you
what. I have an offer to make you. If you hold your bargain I will spare your life. Are you
interested?"

I focus on the pain, try to contain it and regain control of my emotions.

Please make an Intuition Check or an Instinct Check(1d10) -- result: 5

You gain control over the pain and your emotions wash away. You feel cold.

I relax, keep my hands on the sand, then focus on the woman again: "Dear girl, we are
not here to make any deals. Just enjoy this rush of focused energy. And then let me ask
you, have you ever considered, that I just might like cats? Tell me, what more can I do



for you than expanding this moment like we just did?"

"Do as I say and you will be fine" she awaits your reply

With as calm and dry voice as I can muster I whisper very quietly: "Answer my question!
...what more can I do for you? Aren´t you absolutely filled with bliss at this moment?"

"You rat!" She spits the word at you "Soon there will be bliss but not yet. You Will do as
I say"

"Listen kid! We both know you saw me stealing something from that so called merchant.
I am going to tell you what I stole from him, give you my offer and then let you go. I
have already given you the terms of this deal." She flashes the knife before your eyes "I
stole a key from that "merchant" and that key will open up a door that is not supposed
to be opened. You will take this key, open that door and take something that I want
beyond that door. Get me kid?"

"Get of my chest and tell me where that door is, sounds like quite the adventure!"

"Not quite yet Kid! The door you need to unlock is located inside a house close to here.
There will be no problems getting into the house, for it is not locked. You get to the
house by going back the alleyway you came from, then you take the first turn left and it
will be the second house to your right. Get it? In that house you will see a trap door.
This is the door you need to unlock and you need to descend the stairs. Once you are
there you will know what to do. Get it?"

"Get of my chest."

"Or what?"

"I am not making deals you are. But if you move your dumb little body and give me the
key I can get of to explore this dungeon youre talking about... how about that?"

"So you mean we have a deal?"

"Why are we opening a door that shouldn´t be opened? It is becoming a pattern, first
you jump at the smallest person you can find, just to play dangerous, then you open a
door that shouldn´t be opened... putting yourself in a new problematic situation. I could
also just take you for a solid meal!"

"You can't do shit!" You think you can hear a laughter. Is she amused? "Do you want to
test me kid?"

"No I mean it... then you can explain it all to me. You can always catch up with me and
kill me if I try to run, right..!?"

The woman moves her knew from your chest and with one hand she twists your already
twisted arm so that you roll over on your stomach facing the sand floor. The twisted arm
is now on your back. You feel that you are released and in an instant you hear that she
runs off and she is gone before you can see where she ran at. Your arm is hurting and
your bleeding shoulder even more so.

You have in a way been cursed as the feeling you had first in the market place that
someone was watching the crowd has now turned into a feeling that watches you.

I get up, look around as I walk back towards the market.



The crowd is as usual. Maybe there is someone here that knows something about healing
your wounds. The merchant you saw before selling powder is his usual self and does not
seem to know that he has been robbed.
As before you see the tall spire tops protruding from a big building an the distance.

I walk up to the powder selling merchant: "Excuse me sir, could you help me get help to
nurture this wound in my shoulder?"

The merchant looks at you with concern and says "oh lady, allow me!" He then grabs a
cloth from his counter and steps towards you. He binds the cloth around your shoulder
and says "you need to stop the bleeding madam!" He then asks "Are you in pain? I can
relieve the pain for you a bit but I can't heal it for you?"

"Well, it does hurt... but my main concern is to find a healer, can you help me find one?"

"Hmm. Healer..." He scratches his head as to massage the information out of his skull "I
can't say I know a healer but I am sure the university might know some of it" He looks
you up and down and says "You know, my gargoyle has disappeared and I saw it last on
one of the western balconies in the university. You can't get in and out of the university
however you like cos it is a bit tricky to navigate in there. I suggest you go to the
university as soon as you can, asking for healing and if you do have some time over
while you are there, could you fetch me my gargoyle for me?"

"I will look for it, thank you sir... can I ask you, what are you selling?"

The merchant is completely confused when you say "selling" "What i am "selling"? Are
you from elsewhere? I am not fimiliar with the term "selling"" He waits eagerly to learn
something new

"All this stuff you have here, is it not yours? And wouldn´t I have to give you something
to get it?"

"Yes it is mine" he stops to ponder your words "are you interested in it?" he seems to
get happy by your interest. "Tell me what you want and I give you what you want?"

"Most places I have been to, people never give anything. You own something, protect it
from other people with force, common or private, or security - like locks and heavy
doors. It is a matter of great importance how much you have that others cannot get,
especially if other want it or need it... it makes you special and important. Trading is the
act of giving something to get something back... most things in the world I have seen
are based on trading." I pause, looking a his wares.

He looks confused again. He does not seem to understand what it is you are saying but
he tries. "But if you need something why shouldn't you have it?"

"The reasoning goes like this I belive: I have an urgent need for attention and
admiration from other people, I am afraid to be neglected. If I own all the food in the
world, I would get maximum attention and everyone would do my bidding. Since food
isn´t always sparce other ressources are easier to dominate. So often people stock up on
rare items, such as gold or diamonts. You see, its not about what others need, but what
the individual needs... does that make sense?"

The merchant gestures to one of his collegues, a merchant standing in the booth next to
him. "Mara! You need to come here this" The other merchant, obviously called Mara,
comes eagerly to listen "What, what? What is it". They are both eager. The merchant
then says "Tell Mara here what you just told me, please? I have never heard anything
like it"



I repeat my story with a bafled smile.

They look genuinly amused "Have you ever hear Mara?". "Tell me madame, what faction
do you belong to? we need to speak more of these theories you have!"

"I am not from around here, and have very few bonds in this world, so I don´t believe
there I belong to any faction. But please tell me, how does it work around here?"

"I am born here in Houndsend and I have never travelled around. I have understood the
the world is big, Reeeal big, but I have never wanted to see it. Now when I think of it I
realize that I have probably never thought of it. The way it works here in Houndsend, at
the way it has always worked, is that we do what we want. I for example have a deep
passion for finding natural spices and herbs and to laborate with them to see what I can
do with them. My father and mother tought me much about it and we have found
numerous variations of spices and powder. But what would our spices and powder be if
they were not realized? So of course we want evrebody else to experience these spices
and what nature gives us. Nature gave it to us and it is for us to give it further. I have
never realized that could be something new for anyone, but now I admit I enjoy talking
about it."

"So you would never keep something locked up and out of reach of everyone else...?
Everyone is free to take and do and give and consume as they like?"

"Of course I would! Who wouldn't! If i found a spice that I deemed poisonous I would of
course not hand it out to everyone. That would be cruel." You see him shake irradically
for a split second like he got a chill up his spine

"The problem I see in this is this, who cleans the streets? Who does the work nobody
wants? What about the people who don´t have a deep passion for something - like you
have?"

"I don't know what they do because I have never met them." He then points to the
ground "Do you deem this sandy ground needs cleaning? If it did would you clean it?

"I know that most places I have seen, were full of human trash, and noone would clean
it unless they got payed, or owned the place... but I think you have more urgent matters
to attend to!"

You get the impression that the merchant has taken a liking to both the conversation
and you "I don't fully understand what you mean with "payed" but i guess it has to do
with the "trading" you talked about before, has it not? Can I offer you some spices, I
have some really good ones?"

"I would love to use them some day, but I got a stab wound in my shoulder, and you
have lost your key... I think it must wait for another day! I saw a woman picking your
pocket, and when I chased her down she stabbed me. Before she fled, she told me it
was a key she took from you!"

The merchant immediately looks through his pockets noticing that his key is gone and he
starts sweating."I'll be damned" he expresses hopelessly"Did you say someone stole it
from me? This is dire news my lady. You must tell me at once the whereabouts of the
thief otherwise the thief is in grave danger, dangers I do not wish upon him!"

"I think she is rushing to the door with the lock that fits the key... do we need to stop
her?"



"Yes we most certainly do" I then turns around and runs towards the alleyway you ran
into before.

I follow him.

The merchant does not run as fast as the woman you followed before so you keep up
with him. You follow him up until the house that you were instructed to. He then opens
the door and runs into the building. He rushes to the other end of the house and rips up
a carpet lying on the floor. There you can see a trapdoor and you get the feeling that
this is the trapdoor already spoken about. The merchant grabs a handle in the trap door
and tries to pull it up but it is still locked. He now stands yet again confused not knowing
what to do. He then looks at you and says "the thief is not here".

"That is good isn´t it? Why would she want to obtain something that seems to be so
dangerous?"
"I have absolutely no idea and I am more clueless to anyone got the know of this. This is
bad news. It is good, or course, that noone's here but I cannot leave until the key has
been returned. This I guard with my life." He then sits down on a ocean of pillows that
looks inviting to you. "You need to tell me more about what happened to you. I haven't
heard of knife stabbing in a very very long time"

"Will you clean my wound while I do?"

"Oh yes of couse." He stands up signs you to sit down among the pillows. He then go
and fetch some water in a bucket and some bandages. He puts it beside you and then go
the the eastern wall to open a cupboard. He picks out a mortel and pestle, puts some
herbs in there, pour some oils over it and starts smashing and stering. He then walks
back to you and says "Here, let me!" He then takes off the cloth bound around your arm
and starts to remove your dress attempting to slide it down your shoulder but stops
"May I?"

I don´t say anything, but remove the clothe carefully from my shoulder. "Will you have a
look at this cut on my face to?" I close my eyes and lean back on the pillows.

"Of course, of course" He handles you and your wounds carefully. He breaths heavily but
not exhaustingly when he tend to you. He dips something in the spice and herb oil and
says"This might hurt" and then you feel a shooting and burning pain in your shoulder but
it is soon numbed. "It will remove any infections if any, and it numbs the pain for you a
little bit" It is not just a little bit because soon you don't even feel your shoulder
anymore.
He spreads another oil, that he produces from a small flask picked from his pockets, on
your facial wound. The facial wound is just on the surface he says to he tells you not to
worry.
"That should be all I can do for you know, lady. The wounds has to heal for them selves
but I would not worry about the facial wound it'll heal fast."

"I saw this woman taking something from your pocket when I got to the market square.
When I approached her, she fled. So I ran after her, I guess I was curious what she was
doing. As I turned a corner she appeared to be gone, and the next thing I felt was a
knife and a sharp voice. I tried to talk to her, but she was intent on me promising not to
tell about what I saw, as she was ´going to open a door that wasn´t meant to be
opened´. As I refused to promise her anything she stabbed me, threw me to the ground
and searched my pockets while holding me down... then she ran... I most admit, I really
want to know what is behind that door. Why is it so bad and yet desireable?"

"I feel for you, lady. I hope this is the first and last time such an ill fate is dawned upon
you." He then turns serious "There is nothing Desireble under that door. Only a fool
would go down there. But the curious may know. Hear me and hear me well. Down



below is ancient ancient ancient ancientness. There is no other way to explain it. It is of
such an evil and destruction that our wildest imagination cannot phatom it. I cannot tell
you what it is, for I know not. All I know is that I have seen what it can do to a man. My
mothers father was the one who found it. He went down and never came up again. His
beloved went down after him, my mother and father went down after him, his brothers
and sisters went down after him and I went down after him. I saw with my own eyes him
slaughtering every single one except for me. I heard every scream being screamed down
there and I also saw what happened to my mothers father and I do not know what was
worse: Seing him killing everyone I loved or seeing him taking an uglier shape than
ugliness itself. I survived just because he died before my eyes. Of What, I do not know
but he died. He died with an even uglier dagger in his hand. This dagger is a memory
that I will never get rid of, it is burnt into my eyes."

His eyes darkens and he looks like he will remain silent for a while.

"He died... killing himself? What kind of dagger?"

He doesn't answer you. When you study his face you can see that he is subdued to his
thoughts, his memories.

I look around the room, letting him dream of a little.

As you let him rest you can see a very simple house. You are in the far end of the house,
sitting down on big pillows probably stuffed with some kind of feathers. On the left wall,
from you your side seen, there is a sink of some kind, followed by wooden benches
which is filled up with clay pots, glasses, herbs and there is what seems to be a animals
leg, skinned.
About in the the middle of the room is a simple bright wodden table with some chairs
and stools scattered around. The other wall is adorned with cabinets and cupboards,
which is where he picked his herbs and oils from earlier.

As you study the room you can see that the merchant is falling asleep on the pillows.
They look inviting to you too and you don't brush off the idea of a good sleep.

Please make an Exploration Check -- result: 10

On the floor just beside one of the table legs you find a stone about 2 cm long. The
stone looks like it has been a part of something bigger, as one side of the stone looks
chipped

I pick up the stone and further examine it in my hands.

Please make a Touch Check -- result: 6

You feel that the stone has been chipped off from a corner of a stony shape. You sense
that the chipped surface is fresh but you don't know where it comes from.

I examine the stone with my tongue.

Please make a Taste Check -- result: 10

The stone piece tastes salty and earthy. You think you can sense many minerals in there
but your knowledge of the natural and magical fauna does not stretch far enough for you
to get any more precise information.

I sneak out of the house and head towards the university.



You run out of the house and into the alleyways of Houndsend. The heat hits you soon
so you camly walk towards the university.
When you come out at the marketplace you can see the spire tops in the air and you
change your direction towards there.
You sense that it is quite far to the university, a five minute walk or so. You come to a
broad and long sanded alley that leads straight to the university. You get the feeling that
this road is built there to emphasise the importance of the university.
When you get closer you see the university clearer. It looks like a fragile castle made out
of silvery stone and some blue clicks of color here and there. A stair case shaped like a
half circle leads up to a magnificient and authoraitve entrance. The doors to the
university stands open for the moment though you cannot see the doors themselves.
People in robes, much like the robes other people in Houndsend wear, sit on the
staircase in relaxed positions.
You stop outside for a moment to take in the atmosphere.

Please make a Sensory Check -- result: 6

You don't sense anything out of the ordinary. There does not seem to be any public rules
regarding who can and cannot enter the building so you are quite sure you are welcome
to go in.
Noone around you seem to take any particualar notice of you.

I take my time, walk through the doors and look around inside.

Once you walk in the sound volume gets louder but it does not get uncomfortable, more
the opposite. It is a big hall brightly lit, there are very few hard and angular edges.
Instead the roof if jarched and round pillars are streching up supporting the roof. You
can see stone bookshelves standing around the walls with some books in them, many of
the books looks to be elsewhere.
There are many people sitting on benches, standing and walking back and forth. They all
seem to be concentrated and involved in something. You sense a strong feeling of
purpose in here.
One man in particular stands out among the crowd, standing at the far end of the big
hall you are now in. He his taller and stands more straight wearing a muted blur robe.

I look for someone close to me to ask who the taller, blue robed man is... someone not
too deeply concentrated on reading or discussing.

You see two young women sitting on a bench to the right of you. When you look at them
they look back at you and they smile. You pick up their invitation and wakl up to them.
"Hii!" one of the girls say to you with a broadened smile, looking you up and down.

I smile back: "Hi, I need a little guidance. How can I get help to study a certain subject?"

Please Make an Intuition check -- result: 4

"What subject is it that you wish to study...?"

"I have an interest in demons, in stories about possesed people."

"Puh" both the girls says in uniform. On of the women continue "I don't know anyone
being schooled of this subject here in Houndsend. The only people I can think of that can
give you a push in the right direction are Orlan Spellfist or Moss the Librarian. You can
find Orlan at the end of this hall, the tall man protruding from the crowd. Moss I usually
around here somewhere, don't know where exactly." She pauses and looks at you as if
she was studying you "You are not from Houndsend are you?"

With a laugh I answer: "Well, depends how you look at it. I just walked in from out



there, and the most vivid impressions that determine how I feel and where Im going
have been imprented out there. But I haven´t spent all my life here, that is true. How
does Moss look?"

"Moss always has the cape over her head, no matter what. She is a bit hunched, not
very tall and her robe looks old. She also has a golden ribbon around her waist" They
look at each other tyring to understand what the answer you gave them means. They
seem to be wanting to think about it. "Is there anything else we can help you with?"
They say with a relaxed smile.

"Right now I need to study, could be nice to talk more some day, but Ill go and talk with
Orlan." I head towards the tall figure at the end of the hall.

As you walk towards Orlan he sees you. He stands straight without moving a keep his
eyes fixed at you wihout shifting focus. You sense you are being examined. He does not
say anything.

I walk straight up to him, looking him in his eyes.

Orlan stands still not saying anything. The air around you becomes stiff. You see that his
eyes shifts focus and he is now watching your necklace. He squints with his eyes as to
examine it further without coming closer. You cannot decide if it is you are the necklace
he is interested in.
Orlan releases his arms crossed over his chest to let them fall down haning next to his
body. He then opens his mouth and forms the word "So...?"

"Demons, possesed people, mutating daggers of an underworld... I urgently need your
help to learn more about these subjects. Please guide me Orlan Spellfist!"

"I am him!" his voice is steady and calm "follow me" he says, turns around ninety
degrees to walk towards a spiral staricase.

I follow him.

He stops right before the stairs and says " You are new here, you need to learn the ways
of this place. Close your eyes."

I close my eyes and follow him.

Orlan asks you to open your eyes again and then you can see that the stairs has shifted
to a strait staircase instead and ir protrudes into the wall which before was just a wall.
You have no idea how this happened but now it is there right before you.

Both of you start walking up it and once you pass the wall, the wall that was there
earlier, you can see it closing behind you, separating you from the big hall you were just
in.
Just the two of you are now walking upwards and you at last come to another room. The
room is circular and has the same architecutre as the rest of the university. There is a
fountain in the middle of the room where statues of creatures you have not seen before
are squirting out water from their mouths. At the other end of the room there is a short
bench with room for two people. It is made of a dark wood and it is clothed with a dark
red soft looking material. Orlan invites you to sit down and then takes a seat himself
after you have sat down.
"I would like to hear your story" Orlan says and crosses his legs there after.

"I don´t have one story, but I have heard a story that I want to investigate further. A
story about an entrance to a lower plain, where most of a family has been killed by its
one of its members, who finally killed himself with a shapechanging dagger. I am afraid



that this horror can spread or break out into the city, and would like to prepare myself to
face it."

"When you say "plane", do you then mean a physical surface or do you refer to higher
dimension? I also need to hear where this story originates from and what a
shapeshanging dagger looks like"

"I suspect it would be another dimensional plane, but I don´t know. The door should be
a trapdoor though, so at least it appears to be an opening that leads down to a lower
level within these three dimensions. I am afraid to tell too much, since the source of this
story didn´t want to come himself, I shouldn´t tell you it all, it is not my story. I have
not seen this dagger, but the description I have heard is "an uglier shape than ugliness
itself"... does that tell you anything?"

"It is a peculiar story you bring me. Hmm. I think I need some reference here. If you
would please allow me to go get a book on these subjects, i'd be right back?

"I will wait for you then..."

When he comes back he is holding a leather bound book in his both hands. He sits down
and opens the index of the book. You are able to take a peak and you can see that he is
looking up the word "Animate". He reads through the pages in silence but then flicks
back to the index again. This time you can see that he looks for the word "Soul binding".
Again he reads through the pages and goes back to the index. This third time he looks
up the word "Posession" goes to the correct section and reads it through. He then looks
at you and says

"May I have your name please?"

"My name is Uma..."

"Thank you! Uma, are you able to tell me who told you this story and could you also tell
me if this person described any particular voices or personas when the story was told to
you?

"Why is important who told this story? I have a feeling it wouldn´t be right... it is not my
story."

"Fair enough, for the moment. We need to know if this story has any truth in it. The
truth in itself is what is important here. Truths in subjects like this are not welcome.
Does that answer your question?"

"I have myself no reason to doubt, but I don´t have any proof either. In the room with
the trapdoor I found this stone though... does that tell you anything?" I show him the
stone.

He takes the stone from your hand, inspects it and smile saticfyingly. "This stone is a
piece that belongs to a Gargoyle. This gargoyle has taken residence here in the
university. I know who this gargoyle belongs to. Is the trapdoor located where you found
this piece of stone? No matter" he says and then continues to fiddle with the stone. "We
should head there at once, if you don't mind? I also know that you should become a
student of our university, if you would allow me to become your mentor? We should be
able to get right to that After we have gotten solid information on this story.

I smile: "Well, then I will no longer have to tell you who told me this story... and yes, I
came to you to learn. There is so much I need to learn. But we are going, then lets bring
the gargoyle too."



"The gargoyle is of little importance for the present matter, of course, but we can do as
you say." He then shows you down the stairs again and the wall opens up before your
eyes. You continue through the entrance hall and walk up a spiral staircase up to a
second floor. A big opeing in the wall lets big amounts of sun into the university and
outside the opening is a balcony. You remeber that the merchant had told you that his
gargoyle had been seen on a balcony at the university. You walk out on the balcony and
get a great view over Houndsend. Orlan streches his arm to point to your right. You look
in the direction and see a little stone figure with wings, clawed arms and feet and a
grotesque face looking out over the city. The stone figure does not seem to be animated
but it does look to be aware. Something very strange is happening before you now. You
can see Orlan lifting from the ground and he hoovers out to the university roof, where
the stone figure is sitting, lands next to it and picks it up with little effort. He then
hoovers back, lands next to you, gives you the stone figure and says "You didn't see
that." he lift his eye brows to get some reaction from you and says "This is the gargoyle
that you were talking about" as he says it he points to where the stone figure seems to
be broken.

With a smile and big innocent eyes I reply: "See what?" Then I carefully try to fit the
stone to the broken spot.

When you try to fit the stone piece you notice that it fits perfectly. When you hold it
there you relalize the the stone piece is stuck. You hear a "Squeek" sounding from the
gargoyle and it starts to flap it wings and a smile is put on its hideous face.

"Let us go!" Orlan speaks.

"Im ready, lets go!"

You arrive at the merchants house within some 15 minutes and you feel the heat is
increasing. Both of you take your way into the house and can immediately see the
merchant still sleeping on the pillows. There is a serene afternoon silence in the room
and everything looks as you left it.

"Should we wake him up do you think?" Orlan says with little effort

"Well, it looks like all is still safe. Let me show you the trapdoor first, and then maybe
you can tel me what you think."

Orlan hunch to inspect the trapdoor. He start with touching the metal handle with slow
movements. He lets his thumb stroke the surface with extra effort but do not give any
signs of recognition. "Do you sense something weird here? I feel something but it is
difficult to describe."

Please make a Clairevoyance Check -- result: 2

You don't feel what Orlan is suggesting. Orlan then rise and addresses you "I think we
should wake up Obol here, I deem it best if we could get his story again. Don't you
think?"

"Ok, let me wake him." I walk over to him and stroke his face gently, calling him back
from his dreams.

Obol wakes up with a surprised face. It looks like he was in deep dreams. "What, what?"
Obol expresses in what looks like slight panic. "Oh you! For how long have I been
asleep? I didn't mean to fall asleep on you like that, forgive me?"

I smile... "You seem to have needed it, you didn´t sleep for too long. But the story you
told me alarmed me, and I have looked for the best guidance I could get. I believe I



found someone who can help us - Orlan Spellfist."

"Oh no! I fear for this. It was not my will that this came to anyones attention but here
we are; trapped in a situation that only has one outcome. I have no choice but to reveal
what has been unknown for so many years.

Orlan interupt

"I have understood that there is something very dark in your basement. I have also
gotten to know the story you told Uma here. I am here to lend my assistance so I need
you to tell me what it is that is trapped in your cellar"

Obol replies

"So, you have both heard the story now. A story that pains me every day and that I
have to live with without being able to share it with anyone. Now you know it and it is
time for me to tell you what is down there." He pauses and he tries to recollect and
gather his emotions
"I have looked it up, you see. I needed to know what unluck had befell my family and
what that dagger was. The chase for this knowledge took many years but I eventually
unfolded what turned out to be a horror of the worst kind. There is a witch on some hills
far away from Houndsend, Lonely Hills I think they call it. She told me what this dagger
was but it was above my comprehension so excuse me if my details are not completely
accurate or easy to understand. She told me that dagger is alive. "Alive" I expressed and
did not understand if she meant it literally of metaphorically. "Both" she replied which
made me more confused. But after many hours of witchery wisdom I was taught that
there is something called "The Opposite Planes" and that these planes exist as an
opposite to our existence. I did not fully understand what that meant but she compared
it to a scale where we are on one side of the scale and the Opposite Planes are on the
other side of the scale. She explained further that this dagger came from the Opposite
Planes but in the same time she explained that it is impossible for anything to travel
from the Opposite Planes to us, and vice versa. If you have followed the trend here, I
was more confused now than when I first came to her for guidance." Obol stares away
but continues the story "How should I explain this? I was told that this dagger is not a
dagger but a living being. That doesn't make any sense of course. She tried to explain to
me that a person from the Opposite Planes is trapped inside that dagger and that that
person will do anything to escape. The witch wanted me to understand what that really
meant so she told me that asked me to imagine how it felt to be tortured every single
moment of my life and that at each consecutive moment the torture got worse. I replied
that this person must be very angry and sad, for that was what I felt when I imagined it.
"Despair" she shouted at me with eyes penetrating my skull and a shiver crawled
through the room. She didn't speak to me about it more after that but she told that I
could not under any circumstances spread the knowledge about this dagger to anything
or anyone" Obol exhales a big breath and it looks like he is relieved "I know nothing
more of it"

"Orlan, you have not yet heard how I got involved in this story. A woman tried stealing
the key for the trapdoor from Obol, I ran after her, she cornered me and tried forcing me
to open the trapdoor. She threatened she would kill me unless I took the key and
opened the door... Obol, do you have any idea who she might be? Why she would open
the this door."

When you have told Orlan these news you are surprise to see that he has no idea what
you are talking about. "I..I..had no idea. Is this the truth? Did this happened in
Houndsend? What is happening here? Orlan now looks almost frightened, though you
had not stricken you as a character who is easily scared. "Something is out of place
here."



Obol then replies to your question with a baffled face "I have no Idea who this person
might be. It strikes me as odd that anyone in Houndsend would be able to do such a
thing even. I am getting the same feeling that our Orlan here gets. Something is not
right here. Did you see where this woman ran away to after the incident?"

"No, she pushed me to the grown before she ran, she stabbed my shoulder when I
suggested we should go to dinner instead of fighting..."

"We have to satisfy with that for the moment" Orlan says after he has calmed down "As
I have understood this, this woman still has this key and we need to get this key from
her No matter what and I see only one solution that fits this beacuse you, Obol, cannot
stay guard here forever. I will trap the trapdoor with magic, so anyone who tries to open
it will be paralyzed and we can safely return the key and find out what is really going on
here"

"The woman forced me to take the key, it is right here..."

You are not sure if both Orlan and Obol is giving you an evil eye but you are very sure
you that they did not expect you to say that. "Are we naive or are you just very good at
hiding what you know?" Orlan speaks

"I don´t know this place well enough to know who to trust... but I have decided to fully
trust you."

Please make a Beauty Check -- result: 6

"It is not our business what motivations you have. Thank you for bringing this all to our
Attention. Are you planning on giving the key back to Obol or do you have any better
suggestions what to do with it?" orlan says and looks at you

"No doubt this is Obol´s key, but I do not believe it is safe to carry this key around in
your pocket anymore." Hold out my hand with the key to Obol.

Obol puts up his hands in the air "I have learned something from this and it is my belief
that I should not have this key any more. Can I suggest that we find a way to remove
this dagger from my basement and move it to a safer location?" Obol says while looking
at Orlan

"That is my suggestion too" Orlan replies He then takes the key from your hand "If I
may? You and I, Uma, need to put you in practice in the arcane. I deem that to be
completely necessary if we are to deal with this further you and I. Do I have your
consent?"

"I would love that."

"Then it is decided. Obol, you should learn from all this and go back to your life. This
matter is now in the hands of me and Uma. Do I have your consent in this?"

Obol looks relieved when he says "You do Orlan and thank you Uma for your persistence
in this. I know more now and it is for the better." He then smiles at you both and it looks
to be genuine.

You and Orlan then head off towards the market place where Orlan shows you around
the food sections. He presents some type of fish that you find absolutely delicious and
with that you drink a dry alcoholic beverage and are told it is light Ale. He then leads you
back to the University where he explains that you too will begin your studies the next
day but that before that you need to rest in the initiates room in the university. Orlan
explains to you that it is important that you are alone in this room before the studies



start tomorrow. He shows you to the room and tells you to not leave it until he comes
back. He then leaves you there in your solitude and you cannot help to wonder what this
initiates room as all about but you are sure you will find out soon enough.

You have earned 200 Experience points for helping Obol Clear up his troubles

Inside the room you can find a small bed and a desk. The room is round without a single
corner. The bed is simple and made out of wood bearing a light red sheet which seems
to be the only blanket. The table is also made out of wood and there is a small stool in
front of it. The whole room is lit up by a florescent purple light.

You walk up to the table and you can see that there is a sheet of paper lying on the
table. A simple pen like object lies beside it. You sit down on the chair and you start
reading what it says:

"Question One

Imagine that you can see a wheel in front of you. You can see the wheel from the side.
The wheel is constantly spinning in your right direction. On the top of the wheel there is
a line being pushed in the right direction, as well, by the force of the wheel. When you
look to see where the line starts and where it ends you notice that it is infinite.
Now imagine that this line represent the dimension of time and that the wheel
represents our physical world. At which direction does the time go?

I pick up the pen and start writing an answer: "The wheel spns horisontally, and the
timeline is pushed out to the right hand side of it."

When you have finished writing you notice that there are no more papers on the table
and it strikes you as odd that this paper was marked with "Question One" but that there
are no more papers.

Please make an Intelligence Check (1d10) -- result: 9

You realize that both the paper and the pen is not of physical origin and that they might
be magical. You think that if you flip the page and at the same time pretend that there is
another page behind it another page will appear.

I pick up the paper and hold it to the light.

When you hold it up towards the light to let the light shine through it you can see that
the paper is moving. The shape stay the same but the material is definately moving. You
find it impossible to describe how exactly it is moving because as soon as you
concentrate on a specific point you see no movement. But it is definately moving.

I try really hard, to concentrate on the paper, and bending in with my thoughts.

Please make a Clairvoyance Check(1d10), Intelligence Check(1d10) and Will
Check(1d10) -- result: 7, 9, 7

You definately feel the paper in your mind and you understand that the light shining
through it is not normal light. It is light with magical origin. You also understand that
because the magical light shines through the magical paper it starts to animate. Because
you feel the connection with the paper and the light and that you understand its origin
you also understand a little bit about how magic works. You set your will to the very
magical material of the paper and to your surprise and delight you can see the paper is
being bent. However, you are not quite sure how this exactly happened.

I put the paper to my mouth and satp nipping away at one of the corners, carefully



feeling and tasting it.

The paper does not taste like anything, not even paper.

I put it back on the table, flip the page and look for a new one.

Just as you had calculated, a new paper appears behind the current paper. What looks a
bit weird though is that the paper you are holding is morphing into the other paper, it
grows into itself in a way.

When the next page has materialised you can see that there is a new question for you, it
reads.

"Question two

If you could travel from your mind to another living persons mind, just as you would
travel from one city to the other. Would that mean that you are traveling in the same
way, as when you travel between cities, or would you then just imagine that you
traveled from your mind to another mind?

I pick up the pen back up and start writing: "If I ´could travel from [my] mind to
another... just as [I] would travel from one city to the other´ - then that would be ´just
as´ - thus very similar or even in identical fasion. But such a similarity does not seem to
be very easy to accept for my mind..." I put the pen back down and look around for
somewhere to seat myself.

The only places to sit is where you sit at the moment, on the bed or on the floor

I stay seated on the bed and flip the page again.

The same thing happens again and a new sheet of paper is produced. It reads:

"Question Three

As you already should have understood, this paper is magical. If magic is another
element, just as Earth, Water, Wind and Fire, why is it that you magic is not naturally
occurring?"

I write: "Many things are invisible, my thoughts are invisible, but still the most real and
fundamental part of me. Maybe magic is the thoughts of the world?" I raise the pen
from the paper, sit back and watch it for a minute. Then turn the page.

Same procedure. The new paper reads:

"Question Four

If you knew that it was absolutely important for you to sleep after you have answered
this question, would you then fall asleep because you wanted to sleep or would you not
be able to fall sleep because you would be thinking that you should sleep?

I write: "After quite a challenging day I believe sleep will fall as refreshing summer
showers." I put the pen down, undress and climb into bed in expectation of a deep sleep.

Please make an Intelligence Check(1d10) -- result: 7

You start thinking about what the last question really mean. Was it a trick question that
was just trying to make it harder for you to sleep or was it a serious question that would
have impact on the over all result? Would Orlan judge you on you result.



Please make an Intelligence Check(1d10) -- result: 4

The questions in your mind does not resolve and you linger at them for a long period of
time. A feeling inside you tells you that this test probably has some importance to what
Orlan will think of you. It is a disturbing feeling and you feel a little bit smaller and a
little bit more insignificant.

Please make an Intelligence Check(1d10) -- result: 10

You realize that you are fooling yourself and that the last question was a trick to get
your mind going. You somehow appreciate the mental exercise and are able to push the
simple questions out of your mind. You fall asleep.

When you have reached a level of sound sleep you start to dream and you notice that
you are able to control your own dream, just as you were directing your own mind at
sleep. "What would I like to dream about" you ask yourself

I try dreaming of meeting myself, of walking hand in hand with myself, through my own
life, looking at the selves I have been, traveling towards selves I could have been or
might become. I want to enjoy this, to meet myself playfully.

You feel that a very dark presence is coming towards you and it feels fimiliar. It feels like
you are going to meet yourself. It feels like nothing you had expected. The feeling is
dark and very uncomfortable.

In a state of panic you find yourself locked into a cage with no exists. You feel your body
starts trembeling and all your senses is going up and down in sensitivity. Loud and quite
noises, bright and dark light, strong and weak flavours, fragrant and mild smells,
pleasure and pain shoots through your body.

You are unable to control what is happening to you but a faint voice inside you screams
for help but you are not sure that the voice is just inside you or if it sounds outside your
body. You lay there paralyzed and epileptic for a long while and the horror of it just gets
worse and worse.

At last you are back in the bed you fell asleep in and you can see Orlans face in front of
you and you feel both of his hands holding a steady grip around your head. You feel
safe but confused.

"Are you OK, Uma? What happened?" Orlan expresses very fatherly.

"I was caught in no cage with nothing, and it was horrible and it was me."

"I am not sure I understand Uma. Do you mean that you had a nightmare?"

"It was no ordinary nightmare, as I could seemingly guide it, control it. I wanted to
dream about meeting myself... and somehow I succeded in doing this. But it was
horrible, it was like staring into an empty cage, with a strong feeling of an enourmous
presence crowding the emptyness. How did you find me, did I scream... or is it morning
again?"

"That sounds...not very pleasant." He pauses and then replies further "It is not morning,
yet. I heard you screaming and I ran down to see what was wrong and I found you
shaking violently in your bed. This is not normal behaviour and I have not seen this
befoor. This is something new for me and I assume it is something new for you too. I
think we need to go through what has happened to you since you arrived in Houndsend,
if that does not answer our questions we need to go further back. I suggest that you



recover, put your clothes on and exit the door behind us. It will lead up to a room where
I will be waiting. There you will give you some food and we will discuss further."

You feel better now and before you know it Orlan has left you.

I jump out of bed, grap my clothes, run out the door while trying to put on my clothes
on the run.

You exit the room and run up a long set of narrow stairs. At the end you can see Orlan
sitting at a table served with all kinds of foods. When you arrive in the room at the end
of the stairs a chair is welcoming you to sit down.

I look down at myself to see if I managed to get all the clothes on the right parts of my
body, then direct my attention to Orlan: "Youre fast..."

You managed to put all your clothes in the right place "I am!" Orlan replies "Please sit
and eat what you like" His face is serious and he continues "I told you that what
happened to you has never before happened to any of my students. The nature of what
happened to you I do not know but I am sure that this is nothing that should not
happen. Many people before you has dreamt of meeting themselves, that is nothing
special. What is special is what happened when you met yourself. To me it sounds like
an overload of some kind. A mental overload you might say. I mean not to be some kind
of phsychiatrist I just want to know what happened to you. So, could you please try to
summarize what has happened to you since you arrived here in Houndsend?"

I smile: "It´s a long story already. But first I had this nast dream thatlft me shaking and
screaming, then I got stabbed, left this dimension to he one of the mind, brought a boy
back from there, and then I met you, and we talked with Obol about this hidden
nastyness in his basement... I have also been around the town, seen the market, the
university and I understand, that things work much differently here than elsewhere. That
nobody trades and even seems to own anything... thats about it I think." I grab some
food and start eating.

When you explain about Hugo and that you left to another dimension Orlan seems to
sharpen his attention "Can you tell me more about this boy you brought back from
another dimension and perhaps the nature of it?" He is leaning his head on his hand
heavily, massaging his chin.

I explain the details of the story, how I sensed Hugo´s presence and soon got contact
and help to enter the dimensions of the mind. Then look at Orlan full of expectation.

"You did what!" Orlan almost shout out the words as if he was surprised and irritated of
your stupidity at the same time. He gathers himself though and continues "What made
you think that it is a good thing to let others enter your mind? Do you realize the danger
of such a thing? Eventhough I imagine that it must have been a truly remarcable
experience. But that aside what were you thinking, literally?"

"I am not so worried about the danger... nobody needs me and I can fill my pages untill
the might catch fire. It was an absolutely astonishing experience... I hardly wanted to
return. Have you ever entered the dimension of the mind?"

"I have entered that dimension, yes, but I have never willingly let anyone else into my
mind. You should not take this so lightly, great things can be at stake here. Let me ask
you, do you know anything about Genies?

"Never heard about that? And please tell me, what is at stake? My safety and sanity, or
anything beyond that?"



"You are at stake, I am at stake. The whole world could be at stake. I am ranting
though, forgive me, I am being superstitious." He seems to regain some wits again "It is
said that whenever the Laws of the Universe fail a transcendant being is produced. A
transcendant being is someone who can exist at will in any of the dimensions, including
the opposite dimensions. It is also said that it is in the nature of these transcnedant
beings to become divine. And they do so by tapping into the minds of people in order to
scan their soul. According to stories they present themselves as genies and they offer a
wish to people, if they get to read their minds. So they continue until they have scanned
enough souls and have become powerful enough and then they disappear into the divine
dimensions. What business they have there we will never know. Of course this could be
superstitions just as much as facts."

"Why would they want to scan a soul?"

"I am not sure. I have not been schooled in these subject as much as I have been
schooled in the magic arts. But I think, just as I said, that these beings can scan a soul
and absorb it somehow, they can become it. This should make them incredible powerful
beings that can comprehend vast principles and knowledge. What their motivation for
this is however impossible for me to say. Do you know av Linga Sharira and the Lyceum
at Spire Top?"

"No idea what that is!" Smiling... "Any idea how one could recognize a transcendant
being? I mean, I have travel to a different dimension, but that doesn´t make me a
transcendant being!"

"You cannot recognise them to my knowledge. Many of the stories told through history is
that they tell you that they are genies and that they can fulfill any of your wishes. The
thing is that they can only do all this if you willingly let them to. Imagine someone
knocking on your door and asks if they can come in but that that door is the door to your
mind. And no, you are not a transcendant being for you cannot not be physical at Will,
neither can I."

"Hihi... sounds like a lot of fun being transcendal though. But I wasn´t thinking I would
be one, but the reason why Hugo had left to explore the dimension of the mind, was
because he believe to be able to find his dad there. He now seems to believe that his
father might have ´fullfilled´ or ´realised´ his self, and instead of dying into
nothingness, he might have entered the dimension of the divine... could he have tapped
into the secrets of the transcendent?"

"Hugos Dad? I doubt it! But don't take my word for it. I think we need to get some
professional help here."

Please make a Memory Check(1d10) -- result: 6

You remember that you have an appointment at the Career advisor. You instinctively put
your hand to your necklace that was given to you by Hugo. You think that maybe Orlan
could tell you more about it.

"Oh... the abrupt coming of this morning almost made me forget that I have promised
the career advisor of Houndsend to come back for the results of my test today. Do you
know him? And... do you know this necklace? I noticed you were looking at it when I
first walked in here... Im not used to that... most of the times it is me and not my
garmets and jewelry that holds peoples attention." Giggles...

Orlan cannot help to produce a smile as you giggle even though he tries to hide it in
order to remain focused and serious. "I know him yes. A very strange fellow, I have
never really figured him out but I have understood that he has never failed in the advice
he has given." His eyes then shifts focus and zoom in on your necklace. "Yes I noticed



your necklace earlier. I sense it is magical. That means that you must have been given it
by someone that knows how to materialize magic or you know it yourself, but I doubt it
as you came to me to learn magic. However, it takes great power to produce such a
necklace. May I ask what it does to you, other than looking good on you?" You are quite
sure Orlan did not mean it as flattering even though it sounded like it

"I empowers me somehow, sharpens me. My senses and my mental focus. When it was
given to me, it came with a funny compliment, namely that it only works if given by
someone who feels a deep attachment to you. That it seems to work for me seems to be
true, but if it really only works when given with love... I don´t know."

"If what you say is true, then you have a very rare type of jewelry around your neck.
Unfortunately it only reinforces the theory of a transcendental being because if a being
has read your mind you must have meant a lot to it. But I should not read into much in
this. I have promised to teach you magic so either we get started with that or you go
and see the Career advisor and we start the magic lessons afterwards? It is up to you."

"Since we got up indecently early... Id say we might aswell get our hands dirty right
away. Let me finish up this tea and I see nothing but a sudden silence from you stopping
me from soaking up my first lesson on magic."

You finish up your breakfast and then you head up to a floor in the university that is
filled with doors. The doors are numberd, one to twenty and they have strange symbols
engraved above them. You and Orlan go into the door with number 1 one it. The room is
quite small and comfortably lit. There are not many things in here but pillows are
scattered on the floor. Orlan asks you to sit down.

"The first thing we need to do here is to start from the beginning. Do you know what a
dimension is in principle?

"To know could be taken to refer to a stable mental image... which I have. But its all
home cooking. Lets flesh it out and build on the same paths."

"OK! Good! I need you to focus all your attention on this moment and what I am saying
from now on."

Nods...

"I want you to imagine an imaginary dot. Then I want you to imagine a second
imaginary dot beside the first imaginary dot. You should now have two imaginary dots
next to each other in your mind. Now I want you to draw a line between these two dots.
This line is a Dimension. Any questions on that?"

"For as long as I´m just asked to imagine in, I can follow you!"

"Good! Now I want you to imagine a third dot next to the second dot and then imagine a
escond line between the second and third dot. You should now see a triangle that is
missing one side. Do you follow?"

"Yes..." Starring straight ahead without focusing on anything visible.

"What you now imagine is called a planed. Two dimensions creates a Plane, a surface if
you will. Now I want you to imagine a forth dot above the first dot. Imagine a line
between the first and fourth dot. You should now have three dimensions in your mind.
Three dimensions makes up a Space, in principle. If these three dimensions are called
the first three dimensions, what do you propose we should call them?"



"How about the physical dimensions?"

"You are correct. You can call them Length, Width and Depth. These are the three
dimensions that make of the Physical Space. This is the space that we all take for
granted. In this space we can sense by seeing with our eyes, hearing, smelling, tasting
and so on. But now when we have established what the physical space is and what it is
made up of we can go further into the higher dimensions."

"Now I want you to imagine that the first space is a sphere. Then I want you to imagine
that this sphere becomes an imaginary dot, just like you imagined the first dot. Then
imagine a second imaginary dot that is next the the First Space that you now see as an
imaginary dot. Now imagine a line between these dots and you have created a forth
dimension. Any questions and my I have you thought on what this fourth dimensions is
called?"

"How would you name it?"

"I would call it Time! This brings us to other senses that we humans have. We have a
sense we call Clairvoyance and with it we can sense in dimensions higher than the first
three. With it we can sense Time for example. Does that make sense to you?"

"Yes... only, most people have some sense of time, is this ordinary idea of the passing of
time related to Clairvoyance?"

"It is related to Clairvoyance in the sense that with our sense Clairvoyance we can sense
Time. If we did not have it, we would not sense Time. Did that clarify?"

"But is Clairvoyance in principle an ability to reach into all the dimensions beyond the
first sphere, or only into the fourth dimension?"

"Beyond the first sphere! There are more dimensions and in your first lesson you only
need to know of the fifth dimension as well in order to put magic into practice. Now
imagine another dot and imagine a line between that dot and the first dot. This is the
fifth dimension and we call it the Demension of the Mind. It is here that you are thinking,
imagining and all of it is stored as memories and dreams in this dimension. This is the
key to understand how to meterialize your magical abilities."

"But... do you mean that the very first dot is connected directly to this last one? Or is it
the time-dot that is connected to the mind?"

"the very first dot I asked you to imagine was the start for imagining the first sphere.
Once you had imagined the first Sphere you imagined this sphere as a new imaginary
dot, just like the first one. So this new imaginary dot is the starting point for the higher
dimensions. When you imagine new dots next to this dot and make lines between them
you are imagining higher dimensions. So, you connect any new dots to the first dot,
which is made of the First Space."

"But that mean that the mind and time are both connected directly to the first sphere...
can we call the unity of the first three dimensions the first sphere? - Since you asked me
to cluster them and reduce them to a dot?"

"Sure, if that will brighten the picture. Maybe you now can see that there should be a
third dimension created from the First Sphere? Thus far we have imagined Time as the
fourth dimension, our Minds as the fifth dimension but there is a sixth dimension. What
do you think this one is called?"

"I would not know this... but if the mind is related to memory and consciousness, then



maybe this dimension is related to intuition and emotion? The soul?"

"You make a very good suggestion. However, noone knows exactly what the sixth
dimension is called which is why it is usually called the Magical dimension. It has been
speculated, you as you just did, that this dimension is our emotions. Feel free to explore
it. It takes long time time master this dimension but with persistent study and training
you should be able to get there."

Orlan produces a book from his robe and hands it to you "I want you to read this book
and study it closely. It will explain how you can utilize the Fifth Dimension in order to
materialize what is in your mind. Feel free to put any of the studies to practice and
tomorrow we will discuss it further to see if you have learnt something. But first we shall
do an experiment in order to see if you are Clairvoyant enough to sense into the
dimension of the mind. We shall close our eyes and then I will think of something. You
need then just to concentrate and try to see in your mind what it is I am thinking of. Are
you ready?"

"Yes" I close my eyes.

Please make a Clairvoyance Check (1d10) -- result: 2

You concentrate real hard inwards in your own mind. After some minutes you start to
see things you did not see earlier. Images appear inside you mind but they are very
blurry. You are drawn more inwards in your mind and you start to see something white
and shiny. Soon the image gets clearer and you see that it is a pearl and you somehow
know that this pearl is the exact same pearl that Orlan is thinking of.

"Yes, I see it... do you see that I see what you see?"

"So, what did I think of?" Orlan asks you will intensly looking into your eyes

"I guess you cannot. Can you only see what I think of, if I let you? Cause since I could
see what you could see - with your mind´s eye that is - then I would imagine a
renowned teacher as you should be able to see that I see it... using the same ability!...
no?"

"It is a good point but not accurate. What I did was to think of something and then will it
to be observable in the dimensions of the mind. I exclusively opened up the door to this
particular thought for anyone to watch. If you were able to connect to this specific
thought you would be able to see it but I made no attempt on seeing what you thought."

"I see..." smiles. "You showed me a little white dot, not strings attached. A pearl."

Orlans spreads a smile on his face and decalares "Fantastic. You saw correct. This means
that you are able to practice magic. You need to study the book, learn the formulaes and
hopefully soon you will be able to produce Fire with just the power of your mind." Orlan
looks excited "Now off you go to study and practice. I will see you here tomorrow
morning." He then stands up and offers his hand to help you up.

I take his hand, the book and the stairs. First I head to my room.

You head down to the Initiates room and find that the door is closed and locked

I take my book and head to the careeradvisor.

You head up again and find another set of stairs. These stairs lead you to the entrance
hall and you are able to find your way back to the career advisor. You enter the door and
the man looks at you as soon as you enter. Then something surprisingly happens. The



Career advisor fixes his stare at you and run forward to you. He breathes heavily and
put both his hands on your chest and screams "Chela! Chela! Chela!" he then shakes
your body trying to get you to understand.

I slowly put my hands around his wrists while looking him into his eyes... then I try to
remove his hands while saying: "Im here now, I have time... slow down, I do not
understand!"

He doesn't stop repeating "Chela" but he seemed to be calmed down a little bit but he
then produces the words with a shrill scream "Taak 't Orlan Wil'ye! Chela. You Chela" he
then hands you a note with some weird symbols and language written on it.

I take the note, look around for a place to sit.

You figure that you could sit on one of the Contraptions.

I choose not to... "What does Chela mean? Is it a name?"

The Career advisor points at your chest in hard thumps and says "Chela! Right 'n der.
Reincarnate ye arr. Taak 't Orlan!" He is very excited now and he tries to push you out of
his place

I make sure I have the note, then look at the crazyn man and smile "Thank you, I have
and I will!"

"Yer welcm'" he then makes a gesture at you showing you to hurry.

I get back into the street and start looking around, trying to think of a solitary place to
study my two new acqusitions - a note and a book.

Please make an Exploration Check(1d10) -- result: 6

You notice that the city is big and that you easily get lost between the houses when you
walk around. You feel it to be more safe to just go home to Obols house and lay yourself
on his comfy pillows.

I try to find my way back to Obol´s house.

You find your way back to Obols house and you find it empty but you know that you are
welcome here at any time.

I settle in on the pillows and examine the note from the career advisor.

The note is written in a language you don't understand and each symbol seems to be
different from your alphabet.

Please make an Intelligence Check(1d10) -- result: 4

You spend some time trying to figure out the meanings and relatations of the different
characters but you gain no insights as to how they may work.

I put the note in my breastpocket, then examine the book Orlan gave me.

You open the book and can immediately see different formulaes and variables that seem
to describe how one can control the Element of Fire. You read:



"For anyone who wants to understand how we can materialise something from the
Psychic Sphere, the second sphere, you first need to understand how material or
physical things work.

In this book we will solely concentrate on the Element of Fire, this is the first Elements.
In the Physical world Fire is a rapid change from low energy to high energy over a
certain period of time. This energy increase which creates heat is termed as Heat
Energy. There is a simple formula that explains this and it looks like the following:

H = Cp * m * dT

H = Heat Energy
Cp = the energy quality of the material
m= mass
dT = is the difference in temperature from the initial state to the final state of
the rapid energy increase

But it is not enough to just know how Heat Energy works in the Physical Sphere in order
to create fire from just your thoughts. You need also understand the fundamental
principles of the Psychic Sphere.

In the Psychic Sphere there is one fundamental law that is always active. This is called
the Idea and it is equivalent to Energy in the Physical Sphere. An Idea is always at some
point in a state of a potential Idea and then it can be transformed in differnt ways. At the
moment you just need to know what formula for a potential idea is. It looks like the
following:

I = t * k * o

I = Idea (potential)
t = thought
k = karma
o = order

If you now think of a fireball, that fireball is your thought. Karma is a bit trickier beacuse
it is universal in the second sphere and at the same time it is personal. The closer your
personal karma is to the universal karma the less karma you have for this formula. The
order of this thought of a fireball is the same as where this thought is located on the
Mind dimension.

As an artist of the arcane you should know what mental factulties and senses you need
to use in order to form the Idea.

To create a thought you need to use your Intelligence. This creates a thought that takes
up a certain space in the dimension of the mind. You then need to sense this thought on
this dimension and you do this with your Clairvoyance. Once you have established that
connection and can locate where on the dimension your thought is, you need to Will it
loose from your own mind. As soon as that is done, that very thought is a potential Idea
and you are now ready to convert this idea into Physical Heat Energy. And all you need
to do after you have gotten to know all the variables is to will the potential Idea into a
physical space before you. The formula will look like this, where the Heat Energy is equal
to you Idea:

t * k * o = Cp * m * dT"

You finish the book with new thoughts and ideas.



I go through it a few times, close my eyes and visualise the whole thing. Then open my
eyes get up, and look around - could there be a fireplace, desertnights are cold!?

You look around and can see no fireplace. You are sure though that somewhere in town
there must be one.

I close my book and leave the house looking to get out of the city, to a desolate place
where I can practice the art of fire without harming anyone, or being seen by anyone.

You remember the way out of the city which leads to Hugo's house. There a thin forest
started and you think you can practice undisturbed there.

You start walking out of town but instead of walking towards Hugo's house you take a
left in to the thin forest that starts there. It is not really a forest, more like scattered
threes but eventually you find a place which inhabits a giant stone and has a clearing
around it which in turn is surrounded by trees.

I gather a few dry leaves and tiny branches, place them in the middle of the stone, step
back and focus in on them, thinking they might strengthen my ability to guide my
thoughts. I then try lighting then with the power of my thoughts.

You focus on the branches but they seem to be more in the way than they are helpful.
You think that you should maybe describe the very thought of the fire more precise.

I brush the branches away. Step back and stare at a spot right above the center of the
stone, try to capture a little boble of the air in my mind, imagine its mass and
temperature. Then Close my eyes and focus on the thouht of this quantity of air
exploding into fire. I first try to visualise the transition in my mind, then open my eyes
and try to force the thought away from my, push it into existence on the spot above the
stone...

At first you think that you are able to capture the physical bubble of air in a space inside
your mind but you soon realise that the physical bubble of air does not have a correct
space in your mind. You fail in your attempt to understand it.

I shake my head and walk away from the stone... I need to pea. I squat between a
couple of trees close to the stone and feel the warm pee leave my body. Then get up
and get back to the same spot as before.

This time I focus on the thought of the emergence of fire first. Let the experience of it
grow, try to visualise and sense it. As the thought of fire grows more vivid, I try to trace
it back to the dimension of the mind, using my sense of claivoyance. Only to expell it
from their, forcing it down to the first three dimensions.

The thought of fire as a whole medium and element overwhelms you. You try to grasp it
but you are not able to. You understand that you need to simplify your thoughts and
focus on that thought only.

I keep approaching the thought the same way, but now only trying to crap the thought
of a little flicker of fire, the ermegance of a tiny flame.

Please make a Clairvoyance Check(1d10) Intelligence Check(1d10) and Will Check(1d10)
-- result: 8, 5, 8

Before you know it a tiny flame is produced above the tip of your index finger. It floats
there and burns with an intense flame. It is very warm and you feel it is getting warmer
but not enough for you to burn yourself.



The flame on your finger and the flame in your mind feels to be one and the same and
you know that it is in your control now.

I try to push it away from me, to move it towards the stone infront of me.

Please make a Concentration Check (1d10) -- result: 9

The flame follows your command and it gives you a positive feeling. It makes you feel
good. The flame is now dancing above the stone and it looks beautiful.

I want to increase the size slightly.

Please make a Concentration Check (1d10) -- result: 2

Before you the flame fizzles and eventually dies, nothing is left but the memory of it.

Your Intelligence has increased with 1 and your Concentration Skill has
increased with 1.

I smile and sneer at the world... what a thrilling feeling of power. I put the book down on
the ground behind me, then try again? Now focusing on the thought of a little ball of fire
created between my hands, and as it appears, as the sensation of fire is felt in my hands
it hurls of towards the stone.

Please make a Clairvoyance Check(1d10) Intelligence Check(1d10) and Will Check(1d10)
-- result: 2, 1, 5

The fireball never appears in your hand, it stays as a thought.

I sit down, read through the book again. Put the book down, get up, concentrate and try
forming the fireball one more time.

Please make a Clairvoyance Check(1d10) Intelligence Check(1d10) and Will Check(1d10)
-- result: 6, 8, 2

Again the fireball never appears in your hand, it stays as a thought.

I stamp my feet, then try again.

Please make a Clairvoyance Check(1d10) Intelligence Check(1d10) and Will Check(1d10)
-- result: 1, 2, 1

It frustrates you to fail a third time but you know you have the willpower to continue,
you think it would be a weakness to give up.

Baffled I look at my hands, try from the bottom up to imagine fire, just plain fire
between my hands, the heat first, then the burn, the flickering visual impression. I try to
imagine it as a small ball, hovering between my hands, under my control. I then close
my eyes and patiently try to trace the thought back to the dimension of the mind, only
to open my eyes and expell the thought, take control of it in the physical world of the
imediate dimensions... I try again to create a smalle ball of fire and hurl it towards the
stone before me.

Please make a Clairvoyance Check(1d10) Intelligence Check(1d10) and Will
Check(1d10) -- result: 8, 1, 7

A drop of stress is resounding inside of you as you again fail to do what you set out to
do. You regain the hope and will soon there after.



I block out any other thoughts, repeat the process, recalling the first success, then try
again.

Please make a Clairvoyance Check(1d10) Intelligence Check(1d10) and Will
Check(1d10) -- result: 10, 10, 9

Your mind is in pristine condition and you feel like it is a victory over yourself. The
fireball burns with an intense orange, red, white and yellow colour and the shape is
perfectly spheric. It grows bigger and unlike the tiny flame you produced earlier this
fireball is hot and you know that you might burn yourself if you keep it too long. You
decide to hurl it towards the stone so you swing your arm backwards as if you are going
to throw it away. The movement feels awkward and uncoordinated and you think that
you should not let go of the connection you have with this fireball after you have thrown
it.

Please make an Attack Roll (2d6 + Combat Skill + Will) -- result: 5, 2

You throw it away towards the stone in a very amateurish way and the fireball misses its
target. The fireball explodes next to the stone and so hits the stone you were aiming on.
You are somehow happy that you are alone and that no one saw your uncoordinated
moves, however you feel real good from doing this and this whole exercise has given
you new insights.
You think that if you instead will the fireball to appear at the stone the impact would be
greater and you somehow know how to do this, probably because you felt the fireball in
your mind all the way through its travel to the stone.

Extatic I dance on the spot. Moving my hips and waving my arms, smiling, laughing.
Then turn to the stone again. This time, I want to create a tiny figure with the fire,
control its shape. I want to write my name on the stone with three glowing letters of
fire... I concentrate, trace the thought back to its origin and try to take command of it,
and will it into the immediate dimensions.

You feel that it is all too much for you to handle at one time. You think that you maybe
should concentrate on only one thing at the time and take small steps to mastering the
process. It is that thought that surfaces in your conciousness.

I ignore that thought and try again... this time just the first little letter: U.

Please make a Clairvoyance Check(1d10) Intelligence Check(1d10) and Will Check(1d10)
-- result: 9, 3, 8

The letter is not produced physically. You think you could try again.

I try again, "U M A" in firy letters...

Clairvoyance Check(1d10) Intelligence Check(1d10) and Will Check(1d10) -- result: 6,
9, 10

Please make a Concentration Check (1d10) If you want them to appear on the stone
directly -- result: 1

The letters appear only in front of you floating in your hands burning with an intense and
wild colouration.

Satisfied I let go of the fire. Look around, get my book and head back to meet my
mentor and share my lessons learned with him.



It has taken you some time to do all this practice and you think that the sun will soon go
down. You also remember that Orlan wanted to meet you in the morning the next day.

I walk back towards the market.

With empowered confidence you walk back in a fast pace to the market district. The sun
in the distance is displaying a beautiful colour of red and yellow but people are still
outside doing things.
When you arrive at the market place you notice that many has left and only a few people
are around talking to each other. They seem to be drinking something over at the beer
stand. One of them seems to be Obol.

I stay a bit out of sight, looking for the shouter.

The shouter is not there and the wooden box he earlier stood on is not there either. You
can see that the market stands has blankets covering them but all the wares seems to
still be there.

I look around to see if there is any open fire.

You cannot see any open fire anywhere around you.

I examine the group drinking.

The group of people are both men and women, all wearing the same type of robes. They
drink the beers from glass bottles while standing up and the atmosphere of their
conversation seems light and easy and you get the feeling that they are enjoying each
others company.
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