Final Testament of CRegwe(of Endarr, Prince of the Realm

This is my (ast writin(g, and my (ast confession. 9 died once, but was
im]om’sonecf here between ﬁfe and death until 7 could write what 1 have within me,
a gtft 97 cannot thank whatever force that Jofaceof me here for enougﬁ. ¥ nOJoe Eeyonof
noye that in time this ]o[ace, this aﬁyss, will be founof so that the truth will not be lost
to the ages.

Who am 1 you ask? Ah, but it is not time for that to be known. ‘J\fo, 1f you
have founof this 1 am sure, nay, 1 ncyoe, that you have founc[ the other texts that 41
have written here in this ]oface of evercﬁanging walls and features. As such, you have
the ﬁrst part of my confession, the wﬁy of my deeds. Now let me sJoeaE of the how.

7 was ﬁrst cursed Ey these visions in the year my Father died. Damn forever
the opponents of the Union T reaty of \/e[owyn.' Damn them and their seed onto
the seventh generation! 1 was in the neignﬁom’ng CKingcfom of Blackstone in that
year, visiting with the CKing of those lands on a matter of cﬁ’]o(omacy. On one nignt,
the nigﬁt 7 would come to know that was the nigﬁt my fatﬁer was slain, the visions
ﬁrst came to me. ‘1 wrote it oﬁ( asa nigﬁtmare wrougﬁt Ey the tale the bard of the
Blackstone Court did tell that nigﬁt, of a strange red-star that does pass tnrougn
the skies over the land every four-ﬁunofreo[ _passings of the seasons or so, and of the
madness it Em’ngs to those who are bathed in its [ignt. On(y now 9 think it more a
facet of a (arger whole, the dream a portent, with many more to come.

CBefore 97 returned to the lands of Fvendarr 1 received word that there were
those in the Ca}n’to( who were pressuring my ste]o-motﬁer, Her CRoyaf ‘Majesty Queen
Merriel rMonay, to name me Heir of Fvendarr. 1 do not know now 1f her decision
for my nagf-ﬁrotﬁer, her son, Berthold 11, to take the throne was m’gﬁt or wrong.
Would 1 have damned the CKingoforn in my madness? Would 1 have saved it from
the horror that is, or as it was, to come? Am 1 even now too late? Will my words faff
onfy on a dead Jo[ane, are my writings to rot, to be fooc[ for rats and mold, and other
fou( tﬁings here in this nigﬁtmare Joface? No! 7 must not think so! 1 must write



this, Eefore the [igﬁt leaves my eyes for the last time.

In the years that foffowecf my Stey-ﬂ\/lotﬁer’s decision there was war and
turmoil as several who would have claimed the throne for themselves and their
(ineages did battle across ﬁe[af and forest to gain a footﬁo[d 7 do now state that 1
too was among this number, and that 1 did war against FEvendarr, but allow me
to amend this confession with the fact that everytﬁing 7 did 1 did in the Beﬁfzf that
my actions were for the gooc[ of all. Damn me as a foo[ 1f you will, damn me as a
weaﬁ[ing and 1 will in shame accept it, but dare to damn me as a traitor and 1 will
reach from whatever aﬁyss does hold me and rip your tongue from your mouth. 1
did raise arm and sword aga,inst the ﬂ(ingdbm my fatﬁer founcfecf, and while 1 do
cﬁesyise myse[f for my actions 7 in no way cfesyise my resolve. 1 Erougﬁt war to the
land, and gatﬁerec[ to myse[f others who [usted for _power, pawns that 1 did use to
attempt to seize the throne. 1 killed Em’gﬁts and yeomen whose on[y clucm’e[ with
me was in the y[acing of thier a[&zgiances. 7 did all of this and more, but in every
action, every time my sword feﬂ: with every ﬁfe 9 took 1 sougﬁt onfy to preserve the
ﬂ(ingc[om of Fvendarr, and more than this to save all (f creation from the horror
that did haunt my dreams.

Fox ﬁﬁeen years 7 did ﬁgﬁt my war, blinded By the goa[ of Jareservation,
heedless of the death and chaos 1 did sow across the younyg Fvendarr. Tiﬁeen years.
Such a time, ﬁﬁeen years qf war, of summer camyaigns and winter strategy, of
micfm’gﬁt raids and Eaﬁing within armor in the heat of the micﬂay sun. Fifteen
years, to end when the CRoya[ist wizards summoned from the sléy ﬂaming rocks,
Eurying under a torrent of stone the combined armies qf the False Claimants as
tﬁey had named me and the others who oyjaosecf Fvendarr in those cfays. There 1
did die, but even death is not eternal, for here 1 am now.

Was 1 banished to this aﬁyss for my sins? Was 1 sent here to labor in solitude,
to crqfr the scrolls 1 have here as my onfy companions in the ﬁoye that one c[ay
another may read them, and in read’ing gain the Enow&acfge and foresigﬁt to ﬁgﬁt
agcn’nst the beast of my nigﬁtmares? . ﬁoye that this is so, but fear that it is not.



Let it not be too late. Please Ey all that is goocf on T yrra let it not be too late.

ilf you are reaafing this 1 can on(y assume, nay, can onfy ﬁoye, that T yrra has
not become as Ka'Rul is, the blasted and desiccated realm that haunts my visions.
May T yrra a[ways have fiw’ng forests and ﬂowing waters. May the ﬂame of ﬁfe
afways burn within the spirits of the children of her. May T yrra never become as
Ka'Rul. May T yrra never die. Carry this lesson with you, Ef notﬁing else you do
take from my words. Protect T yrra, in this and in all Time. Cﬁamjoion the ﬁﬁforce
of ir yrra, the cyc[e of ﬁfe and death, of dream and reason, of [igﬁt and darkness, of
order and chaos, of the dance of the four prime elements. Keep the balance of Aall
against the sundéring of the Q\fotﬁing, of the Void and its Bfasyﬁemous child Gul.

] grow weak in this writing, and 1 know that from this coming slumber 1 shall
not awaken in this age of Time. Please, hear this, my ﬁna[ confession, the conﬁssion
of a cfying man. 1 am sorry. T] ﬁougﬁ my @Ce is worthless T would give it and all
of my ﬁﬁ Eefore for one moment to undo the suﬁ[en’ng my actions wrougﬁt to the
memory of my fatﬁer. Let the name of His fRoya[ ‘Majesty King Berthold Endarr
be cleansed of any sin associated with it in connection from my actions. Let the
name of my mother, Lacfy Clothilda Dorsette qf Greymoor [ikewise be W@’pecf clean
of the stain my name and deed has Brougﬁt to her honor. Let Evendarr endure
and thrive under the rule of my ﬁa[f-ﬁrotﬁer, His CRoya[ Mcy’esty CKing Berthold

FEndarr, second qf the name.

Let Time and T yrra preserve the All. ‘.May 7 be forgiven.

CBy my hand, at the end (f my ﬁfe.
CRegwe[af FEndarr

Once a ’.Km’gﬁt of Greymoor

Once a ’.Km’gﬁt of Fvendarr



The Dreams...wherein is told cf the Eeginning of Aall

In dream, in scrying, in twice cursed visions, in these do tﬁey come to me,

fies as o[c(as time, ﬁatrecfs yet to 66 601’71‘ Listen we[[, ancfreaa[cfose[y ye Cﬁif&[?’éﬂ
ofﬂ\/lcm,for tﬁe tmtﬁ now sﬁa[[ 66 cast 66/}(01’6 you.

] gave my eyes so that 91 could see, 1 gave my tongue so that 91 could syeaﬁ, .
gave my ears so that 1 could hear, 1 gave my [ove, my heart, and all 1 hold dear so
that 7 could save us, so that 1 could save T yrra, so that 1 could save the nation so

mcmy 1106[6 6[00(/{[1’7165 createcf iFO fV@HJd?’K SUCﬁ a 6@1'1'[6 CT"y may ﬁave once
mngﬁf om my [1}95 as a CT’y Cf ViCl’O?’y, Eut now it TiﬂgS as a FLO[[OW faugﬁ. 7 am

tm}?}oec[ here in this Jungeon between the y[anes, cast oﬁ[ and forgotten. But while
1T am forgotten 7 do not forget

7 know the face of my foe, the face of the dead time lord who would once
[tve again. Now, let me cmﬁ this tale here for you. 1 have so much to say, but
Jorecious [ittle Joarcﬁment to scribe it upon. However, it will not be known in fu[[
unless the totafity qf the matter is Erougﬁt fortﬁ. Let us start with the simj)[est qf
ways a story may Eegin, but also one of the hardest to fo[[ow.

Once upon a time. No that is not m’gﬁt Once upon a time imy(ies that time
as we know it is a true tﬁing, and in this case it is not, for our story must Eegin
Eefm’e Time as we keen it was born. Let us start instead with this.

Once, 66/)( ore T’ime was v €601’Tl, tﬁ@?’é was cmotﬁe'r Time

Into this age was born a Eeing who would in time become known as the First,
the migﬁtiest of the warriors of Time. For in this when, Eefore T yrra, there was
not but Time and Time was all. The First arose to his _position of power tﬁrougﬁ

w’ofence cmc( guife, fﬁ?’ ougﬁ 601’101" aﬁfe COMBCLI' cmc[ tﬁrougﬁ assassination. ‘It was



said that in this when the First embodied all that was gooc[ in existence, all that
was evil in existence, and all the elements that existed between the two extremes.
T yrran mind cannot compreﬁenaf the nature cf the when Eefore this when, 1
cannot exy[ain the rea[ity or the wﬁy for the visions that do come to me, but in
terms that can be understood it existed as much as the now does. There was a
form of ﬁfe, and there was a form (j" death, just as there were forms of matter and
of the {pirituaf, but cf such type that my words cannot exy[m’n them.

In this when there was a mirror cf rea[ity tﬁougﬁ, a negative and hollow
pface, a form[ess aﬁyss that (urked far below and Beyonc[ the Eeening cj' the
Eeings cf the when. 1 cannot say how [ong the First did rule his Jaecyo[e Eefore
the notﬁingness Eegan to grow more Jaowmfu[ and m/e1ﬂow the boundaries of the
real where tﬁey were at their weakest, but time is a mecming[ess concept for this
when, for the First was lord (f all Time, and temjoom[ magic ﬂowea( tﬁrougﬁ its
hands (ike water tﬁmugﬁ the hand cj" a mortal. The ﬁrst gatﬁerec[ to ﬁimseﬁf
eigﬁt artifacts of powet, eigﬁt artlfacts that it created, eigﬁt artlfacts that a[ways
were. With these m’mfac’cs and all the armies (j', creation behind it the First lead
the battle against the notﬁingness, but the notﬁingness was in this age without
form, without weakness, and no force of the First or his servants and soldiers
could stand agains’c it. Three times the First did die, and three times from the
timestream did the First return as all (j" creation was sfowfy overrun By the
endless tide of notﬁingness. In ﬁna[ battle the First, broken, Efooc[y, beaten to
the point cf death and Eeyom{ alone stood at the apex of the mountain named
Darakul, alone with a sea (j’ notﬁingness covem’ng all (f existence in form[éss
water miles cﬁzqa. The SEy around him was as red as blood, the wind mge(f, but
then stqpyecf as the notﬁingness stole from the real the concept of wind and all
that ever was of wind was Jm[ﬁ;&f screaming into notﬁingness. The clouds were
dark as murder, and no [igﬁt, no sun and no moon and no stars shone in the time
without m’gﬁt or cfay. The First stood against all of this, and as the tendrils
and ﬁngers of notﬁingness crawled from the empty all below him the First struck



back with his lance, and then his sword. The mountain below him grew less and
less as its existence was mjajaecf from the real, but the First did not fafcer. Then,
a moment of weakness, a sing[é hole in his cfeﬁ*nse exyosecf, and the notﬁingness
stabbed the First with a blade of its empty fm’m, and a Jaoison more famf than
any other entered the heart blood (f the First, a Jooison that did Em’ng him to his
knees, the Jooison @C doubt.

The First fe[f, and around him the notﬁingness arose and descended (ike
a great maw seeﬁing to engug" the last c&eﬁance of the E[asyﬁemy (f existence it
perceivecf in the all. Yet the First looked upon this, upon the wall of notﬁingness
that sougﬁt to engug" him forever, am’sing around him a hundred feet on each side,
and within him sometﬁing moved. The First strugg[ecf to one knee, and as the
notﬁingness descended with the fury @( a thousand storms, cﬁzﬁance burnt tﬁrougﬁ
his blood! ‘Reafity would not surrender to notﬁingness.’ The facefess, nameless
beast that would cﬁestroy all to have a now devoid of everytﬁing may take his ﬁfe,
but he would damn it to have to accept a reaﬁ’ty that had one tﬁing in it. The
poison of doubt was burnt from his blood now, and with a wﬁisyereof breath the

First gave the notﬁingness a name.
“The Void, vortex of corrujation”

At this assault the notﬁingness recoiled] Never had it in all of time been
wounded tﬁusfy, never Eefore had it fougﬁt a foe who could so morm[fy wound it.
The Void, now named and so named for all @C Time, fe[f back towards the ec[ges
of creation, but with its hate and malice, two emotions common to all but new to
it, seconds new as the emotions and fee[ings grew into it with the force and syeeaf
of a wifcﬁ:ire with the naming, with these it cast up a ﬁna[ assault of a thousand
thousand blades of itsegf from all sides, }aiercing tﬁrougﬁ the jTesﬁ of the First and
pu[fing him into itseg'f The First cast aside his artzfacts of Time, casting them
onto the timestream so that in the past he would ﬁn(f them as he arose to power
and into the time (f the now, and he fe(f into Void.



Then in the blood red sﬁy and the naked rock there was notﬁing. No ﬁgﬁt,
no darkness, no Time, no all. In this one moment cf ever Time stqpyecf Then a
sing&z [igﬁt (j, ﬂame, The Candle of Ages, one of the First’s eigﬁt artifacts, and the
most ’powmj:u[ cf these blessed eigﬁt, there the Candle (j" Ages rested on the barren
rock. It burned in silence for a time, tﬁougﬁ as there was no time in this when
between whens 1f it was for a minute or an dge one can say, and then Eegcm to

sing.

Oh ﬁajojay song! The song was all in the Real, and it named the Real. Time
was reborn, and more. A thousand thousand }Jfanes @C existence were born in the
verses (j’ the song, and in the chorus their roles were assignecf Time stood outside
of All tﬁougﬁ, no fonger the center of it. Time was now guamﬁan and _protector,
stancfing sentinel against the horror of the Void, now bound forever outside of the

QJOQX Of tﬁe 1’661[:

Now the tale has come fu[f circle, and now one ﬁna[ lesson must be learnt.
The y[ace where the First did fa[f, where the mountain Darakul stood, the }afane
of Aall upon which the Void was named, the land of blood red skies where the
Candle cf Qzlges sung all into existence, the skeleton of the time Eefore time, (j’ the
now Eefore the now, this y[ace still exists. The mountain is [ong gone, eroded to
dust. All is dust on the dead y[cme, but so great was it inglts Jorime the world of
the First, the entire existence of all within it, that it could not be severed ﬁ’om
reafity, even cgfter death. This ]o[cm now ﬁangs in aﬁeycmce between T yrra and
Gul, this Jafcme will one c[ay either die a ﬁna[ death or be reborn into gfory or into
undeath, this world has a name, and it shall be a name that one Jay will be sung
in the tales of heroes or in the cﬁ’rges at their ﬁmem[&

And its name is Ka-Rul.



Of the Childer of Gul and of the ultimate battle....

The Childer cf Gul are three in number and count, but this too is a [ie
Wrougﬁt Ey the un-fi\/ing one, a lie that is second to the [ie of the dark one’s past.
Ka-Rul once lived too, but it is now a dead Jofcme, a way}ooint between other
realities inhabited onfy By the Spirits of the dust and the dead in their rags and
tatters. Ka-Rul was where Gul was born, where Gul was made when the First,
the First Time Lord qf the age Ee_zfore this one died in battle, seafing with his last
breath the Nameless forever away from T yrra. For the First knew the power
of the Nameless was it’s unbound migﬁt, and with his ﬁna[ wﬁisyer named it
forever “The Void, vortex of corru}otion”, and with his last strengtﬁ cast away
the eigﬁt arnfacts qf Time-Immortal, the scroll, the armor, the shield, the candle,
the sword, the lance, the necklace, and the crown, cast them away forever into the
timestreams qf are and were, or what is and what could be and what could have
been and what will be and what may be, cast them away to protect them until
another Time Lord would come and gatﬁer them, and take them up to again

cfefencf all from notﬁing.

The First, the Time Lord, was undone tﬁougﬁ, for even tﬁougﬁ he won and
Void, now named, was sealed from creation Eeyoncf the end of Time his Bocfy fe[[,
teetem’ng between all and notﬁing, and in his teetering Void ensnared him. Was

he Jauffecf i, ﬁgﬁting with every measure of strengtﬁ feﬁ? Was he cﬁferec[ ﬁﬁ
within the Void, and fe[[ to a moment qf weakness? Was his fa[ﬁng into Void a
ﬁna[ assault, to stab at Void as it was exyunged ﬁ’om All? 7 would [ike to think
the last, or even the ﬁrst, but 1 know not what is truth at this juncture, just this
one true tﬁing. The First, the Time-Lord, fef[ into Void, and in his death throes
Gul was born from the negative space cf his }oetfect form.

The First qf the three Childer qf Gul is the Endless, born qf Gul from the twisted
memory qf the Time-Lord’s unencfing ﬁfe. A hunter qf man and beast, the



FEndless haunts the Joatﬁways of Time and T yrra until the c{ay (j" guf’s birth,
when the sﬁy will crack and the grouncf weep blood. You will know the Endless Ey
the face, for it appears as a }Jcmtﬁer devoid of )%sﬁ, a gpectm[ terror that haunts
dead Jofaces awaiting the encroachment cf the ﬁving, and By the sign of its nature,
to die at each cfayﬁreaﬁ but to be reborn with nigﬁtfa[ﬁ

The Second cf the three Childer of Gul is the Slaver, born of Gul from the twisted

memory (j" the Time-Lord’s devotion. This Efasyﬁemy walks patﬁs Eeyoncf sigﬁt
(f man, a gofdén clad Eeing in }Jmfect armor. Onfy one who holds a Joortion of the
armor may ﬁqpe to be its equa(, on[y one who sees tﬁrougﬁ its eyes may see it, on(y
one who fee[s tﬁrougﬁ its hands may ﬁgﬁt it. You will know the Slaver By the
signs (j" death around you as bodies fa[f from unseen blade and By the sign of its
nature, to capture the [iving, to grant ﬁﬁ’s giﬁ to the dead and to bind the gpirits
of those it fe[fs into shells of [icluicf silver, go(ems marked with fou[ runes who pay

ﬁeecf to tﬁe S(a\/er’s every commcma(.

The Third of the Three Childer (j’ Gul is the Last, born of Gul ﬁ’om the twisted
memory of the Time-Lovrd’s death. The Last does sit at the gateway between All
and Not, bound in chain for all time. Yet when strange stars do dance in the sﬁy,
and when the Jm[f @C ﬁfe, death, void, and unfife is strong so shall it awaken as the
dreams (j" Gul do drive it on. A creature cf dreams and visions the Last moves
among men and apart from them, sta[Eing all Time seeﬁing what it can in the
few moments that it may,. The Last may be banished, but never slain, and never
shall the same banishment twice hold power againsf it. A wﬁisyerec[ voice, a singﬁe
blade as cold as ice wreathed in magica[ ﬂame, so shall the Last be known. A
ﬂowing robe with ﬁigﬁ cloak and a mask of silver, emotionless and ﬁaunting, these
are the trappings the Last does appear in while under the gaze cf T yrran eye.

From below the mask eyes of darkness look outwarcf, and in their vision T yrra

ﬁerseg[ recoils.



These are the three damned children of guf, the Time-Lord’s yroafig , the doom
that the Void of Corruytion would have embrace T yrra and m’y it asunder. ‘T ﬁey

dwell at the ecfges of reafity, where the faﬁm’c cf all is at its weaEest, and tﬁey do
Jau[[ at the threads that bind it. Let now the vision come to an apex, let now the

truth come into focus.

7 have seen a cﬁ)orway, vast and terrible, a hole in the faﬁm’c cf Creation’s
tapestry. The afoorway draws in all around it, yu[fing in magic and unmaﬁing
it, steafing name and face, gpitting fortﬁ the Void itsegq Around it the faceﬁess

minions of the Void dance and rage, Jau[fing strands apart, maﬁing the hole farge
enougﬁ for Gul to be born.

1 have seen the three Childer (f Gul Wafﬁing the ﬁefc[ of battle. All masks are
cast away, all d'ecejytion is pfaceaf aside. T} ﬁey lead their armies, lesser versions cf
themselves made in the cﬁanneﬁ’ng (j', guf’s desire for ﬁfe. T] ﬁey Em’ng fortﬁ blade
and goe[f, claw and fcmg. T] ﬁey stand fortﬁ, silhouetted against the notﬁingness
Eeyonaf the door and with fou[ voice sing the song to summon their Father home.

7 have seen the stars fa[f, and the ﬂames rise up from below T~ yrra. 1 have seen
these Being gatﬁere(f Ey the minions (f the fou[ and oﬁ(erecf to the c[oorway to make
the cyoem’ng [arger from the stolen magic in these, the SJOirit of magic itseg".

] ﬁcwe seen tﬁe ET’OLVGJ:QW stam{ against tﬁiS HOTTOT’, d| ﬁave seen armies M?’LC[@T tﬁe
ﬂag OJC f\/enc[cm’ Stdﬂé[iﬂg MJOOTL tﬁlSﬁé[&[ Qzl[[ nations gatﬁer, a[f cuftures 6”’16[

cr eed§ set asia(e diﬁ(er ence toﬁgﬁtfor ‘T’ime, toﬁgﬁtfor Tyr ra, toﬁgﬁt against tﬁe
birth of Gul.

7 have seen war. 1 have seen death. 1 have seen suﬁcering and horrors Eeyonaf my
una(ersmncfing. Life will be lost on this ﬁef(f of battle, for hours and hours blades
will rise and fa[f and voices will rise in sye[[ and song and grow hoarse from eﬁcort,



yet continue on still, ﬁgﬁting for Aall.
7 have not seen the end.

Whatever be the ﬁna[ outcome cf the battle, it is Eeyoncf me. ?erﬁays it is the
nature @C the beast guf that does blind me to it, or yerﬁays it 1s not yet written.
It may be that Time ﬁersegf requires the ﬁna[ answer to be E(got a mystery, for
ﬁqpe or c[egpair are a[ways present in a balance within mortal blood, and should

even a fmction of the truth be known it may well throw the balance cjj( and render
the unbound nature of the mortal form useless. Or, it may be that the matter
vests in the hands and hearts cf those Jorouc[ few who will ﬁgﬁt in those last cfays,

and their actions will decide a matter as yet unwritten in the book of ‘Batg 1

cannot be there with them, those warriors and mages, those (j" noble and common
blood, those (j’ all races that 1 have seen within my visions, 1 cannot be there but

g, fee[ as close to them as a brother. 1 salute you, the Joroud few who will give so

much for T yrra.

For Time.
For Creation.
For King and Country.
CBy my hand,

Regwe[a( Endarr,
Firstborn Son of His CRoyaf ‘Mcg’esty Berthold Endarr



