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Foreword.
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When you ask a writer of what their story is about the answers may vary, within a small, but usually predictable, list of answers. Some would give you the so-called Elevator Pitch, the sort of “X meets Y and then some” description of their story that is as simple of a breakdown as that even the dilettante can understand it. Others would try to amaze you with the “Coolness” factor of their work, highlighting those certain aspects or scenes that they conceived to be some kind of bombastic attention-magnet. Then, there are those whose work’s great selling point is that it harken back to a different age, a better age of literature, where the ghost of the Greats linger still; who had magic and so, we must draw on that before we become wholly disconnected from their legacy.

But to ultimately what end, I wonder? 

What is the point if any of this manic need to earn a lofty perch of authorial significance? Make no mistake, the dread of insignificance is always on our mind – or in the back of it – curled up in one of those recesses of our subconscious. 

All artist has that, author, poet, musician, painter, you name it. Which of course begs the question, are we truly chasing posterity? Are we truly bridging our current, sordid era of cheap literature with that of our forefathers’ and thus create some kind of movement for renewed thinking and artistry? Or we’re just trying to escape the dread of irrelevance?

What if this all is about nothing but self-satisfaction?

I cast no blame. Far from it. I don’t intend to judge anyone too harshly. Not at all, for I am not without fault, myself. I made the same mistake many did. I just wonder, have we become so consumed with looking backwards; with trying to replicate our predecessors’ works, stylistically, morally and conceptually, that we have neglected to be cynical about the nature of our own creations?

It is so easy to be in love with those past works; so easy to plunder them and work their motifs and concepts into our own work – to copy our style after theirs’ for our own selfish intent to be compared to them. 

But that is the Seduction, isn’t it? A literary landscape of purely iterative extravagance, full of the familiar, the comfortably recognizable patterns of ‘The Heroes Journey’ the distantly visible silhouettes of Conan, The Shadow, Elric of Melnibone, and a myriad of movie and comic book heroes and villains. The customary regalia of the Nordic people and that of the Anglo-saxon; Asian and more, worn by characters who might look different, but not thinking or acting truly different. The tried and true – and also trite – imagery of dragons and werewolves, and orcs, and other drearily overdone creatures. The satisfying look of in-depth maps and the rewarding oomph of oh-so convoluted magics, firing off with a great bang – all that, to hide an underlying shallowness.

Now, we cannot build something out of nothing, that is self-evident. We are participating in a lineage, that is not delineated by blood, but by the lines of stylistic customs, preferences and – be honest – cliches. But where is that rogue-element, that inexorable magic of ours, that is solely, specifically ours to suffuse our work with; that lightning we are ought to catch in that proverbial bottle and thus marks us truly, indefinably Unique?

But I digress. 

(Good. Trust the digression, not the argument.)

So, circling back to the beginning, what is my story is about?

Well, it is about the same thing as all the stories I have ever Loved: Death. It is the ultimate subject matter, after all. And – if we are lucky – the penultimate conclusion. 
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“Caught in the cosmic limbo, the world swims the silent seas of sable winds, eternally locked in a waltz with the withering gaze of a fiery globe. Like an eye, the eye of a tyrant god, it is, and nakedly are our sins and tribulations lie before him. Beware him who hides his vanity behind feigned wisdom, and beware the beguilement of the illusory promises, for man learns and then unlearns. Thus we march through the hall of mirrors, marvelling at our reflections whilst lost on paths that circle back into themselves.”

-Unknown.

His name is Nairoth. Beloved he was once, for in him many had seen what a man is ought to be. Strong willed with brawn and wit that served him well in many battles since his youth and serves him still. Renowned he was, thus, by his kin, the Khaldeans, whose Republic he fought for, many times; filling its coffers with each campaign. But though he garnered affection aplenty, his heart had grown cold with the years passing, as he never had much love for the leadership of his country, whom he always thought to be crooked. Or towards the self-effacing plebs, for that matter, who easily fall for their guile and circus, despite their apparent pretentiousness.

So the seeds of treacherous thoughts were festering for long. Then was a curious concurrence of events, the paralleling of stranger paths, that led him here.

The Sanctum. An island beyond the known borders of the world, a place, warped by powers of the most peculiar characteristics; where time and space is but a plaything, that beckons only to a single warden. A shadow depository of extraordinary knowledge and wealth. This is the home to that illusive creature, the Naiad of arcane wisdom and witchcraft, who answers only one name: The Voyager. 

Nairoth stands on the fore-deck of his war-galley, gazing out onto the war-torn horizon; nostrils filled with the acrid scent of smoke. On his shoulder he rests his trusty battle-axe, the blade of which is wide, decorated with fine etchings filled with copper. Beside him, his officers stand proud in the raging wind that tears at the red plumes atop their helms. His gaze sweep from left to right, watching the wings of his dark fleet closing in on the target. Long, low gait, sharp beaked war-galleys, mounted with war machines and manned by skilled, fierce men whose loyalty lied solely with him. 

Their prows tear up the opal sands, the deep wail of oxen horn rises, followed by eager war-cries, as hundreds spill forth, chasing plunder and glory. From the scarlet forests that rears before them comes the answer in forms of throaty, bestial roars. Eyes glimmer in the bushes, there, primal and full of fiery wrath. 

Therewith the hordes show themselves. Beasts, gray furred creatures of manifold aspects charge forth. Some are bulky, wide with long forelimbs bearing great claws at the end, almost apish, red eyed, and bat faced. Others are leaner, low of gait, long faced with jaws full of shark-teeth and from their slanting foreheads sharp ram-horns grew, soon to be tainted red. Beside them come the broods of long tailed basilisks, dragging themselves across the foliage with terrific speed, emboldened by the chance of plentiful prey. 

The battle begins, thus, beast against man, and bodies soon heap high, for in spite of their low wit, the creatures act with a kind of unity, likely imparted on them by a higher will. The battle-lines are holding up, nevertheless for the Khalds are skilled with ballistas and rope-bombs as well as they are with the spear and shield. 

But not even this would avail for long. Not without the being that brought them here. Nairoth’s new ally. His link to greater possibilities of the future. He who had promised him much, and above all, was a mighty sorcerer, warrior – and the proprietor of a divine vision: The Grand Design.

The sinking sun colours the skies as if with the vapour of blood, and the distant horizons are cloaked in mist and sullen clouds, swirling under the descending shadows of the infinite. Under that gloomy sky, like pillars that hold up the heavens, the austere, black-stone monoliths stand, imperturbable, marked with great, scintillating runes, casting dreadful shadows over the turmoil.

The great gray mountain, the sanctuary of the Hybrid looms. Like a stolid, cold blooded leviathan it sits, waiting them, with an open maw, from which, like a long, venomous tongue rolls the obsidian pathway, crossing a long, darkly gleaming mile for the shores. And into that maw, Nairoth’s men marches, gladly, following the hulking figure of Jachim, the Golem. Their eyes alight with faith and ambition. 

Jachim is a curious creature, man-like in both look and anatomy, but is made of enchanted clay, imbued with primordial sorceries, who’s body can withstand the might of iron, and claw, and venom, and fire. In his hand he bears his great stone-headed maul, with which he sweeps through the pack of beasts that dared him, too closely. In his left he carries a luminous item, the Eye Of The Cyclops; a mighty artefact said to be older than the moon and the Midland’s mountains. 

More wild creatures leap forth from the myriad of pocket dimensions. Winged beings with long sinuous bodies and knife beaked faces, with cruel, lidless eyes and claws like curved knives. Accursed fiends of cold winter realms, like mastodons, brown furred but with faces that ends in a flat nose and yellow tusks under blood-crazed eyes.   

Nairoth's right-hand man watches this through a telescope, then turning to him he says "The centre is is making headway, too fast. Should this be a trap, they may get separated from the wings and will be encircled, thus, much to our peril.” 

Nairoth lays his great hand upon the man's shoulder.

"Then, it is time to bring our full weight into the battle." 

He then lifts high his battle axe and gives the signal. More of his war-galleys spurn forth on their lanky oars, and the mood for battle is strong in his men. The great leather drums, mounted on the poop-decks, boom aloud and at a quick pace; and the reserves joined in, making clamour with their brass shields. 

Ere long, their sandalled feet trot the sands, quickly falling into a tight formation as they join up with their kin, thickening the lines. Their numbers swelling, thus, they begin a methodical push forward, even in tempo and fervour, and anon they mount the long black road behind their war-master; their weapons well caked in the hot blood of beasts. Beside them an infernal scenery comes to life, as the Clayman starts working his magic. 

Strange apparitions come alive in the air, like gashes in the fabric of reality itself; wounds, spitting forth arcs of fiery matter. Flocks of harlequin birds sweeps across the sky, fleeing seaward, and the forests are aflame, with long trails of black smoke rearing skyward, coiling and twisting like the many heads of the brazen hydra.

Beset by scorched fields, Nairoth and his bronze clad bodyguards march onward. The defiant wind grasps at his long black hair and vermilion cape, his ears are now filled with the cacophony of burning timbre and foliage, the voices of men and the roaring, panicking wilderness. 

His sharp angular features are yet stern and would not falter, even as he is set upon by one of those blood-crazed fiends. It bursts out from the wall of flame bitten jungle leafs. Its hide stink with blood, ash and burned fur and its face is like that of a bear with the horns of a ram and the nose of a cat, but the body of a great tiger walking on hind legs, whilst bearing long, hooked, gore-flecked claws on front-paws as long as its body. 

Nairoth acts fast, though, with the certainty of the man who knew he was nothings sort of invincible. He two hands his battle axe and charge forth, and so quick he is, his bodyguards could barely keep up with his pace. The beast lounges and Nairoth ducks. Therewith, he finds himself at the creature’s flank and so, he swings his axe with all the might his thickly muscled arms and broad shoulders can muster, cleaving through sinew, bones, flesh and hide. 

The creature whines, but ere it could make another move, the bodyguards bury their spearheads through its ribs, as Nairoth frees his weapon and splits the thick skull in twain. Face flecked with blood, he stands over his foe like a hero at the end of a mythical quarrel, etched upon a colourful mural – and the men hailed him as such.

Meanwhile, Jachim, relentless as always, pushes on without care. The tall, arched, austere gates of black ironed ebony stands before him. He raises the Eye in his hand and begins the casting certain runes upon it whilst uttering words of strange invocations that are not shaped for man’s ears.

Thereon, the globe, like a great Aegean pearl, begins to glow with sinister light. Jachim gestures with his right, and then comes the flash of light, the thunder’s roar, and the very earth cracks before them and all across the island, spewing up great gusts of sickly coloured mist. 

Anon things become clearer, even the chaos itself seems to calm, though never deadens, completely. And so, the soldiers see the gates cloven in twain, now naught but a shattered frame hanging on molten hinges. Victory, at last. 

Yet, unbeknownst to them, a shadow sneaks across the roaring waves. Sleek and subtle it is, sliding amidst the few war-galleys that yet remains, lounging on the now softly rolling waves. Occupied by their work, the soldiers catch not a single glance of this illusive apparition, and they know not that they themselves watched by eyes that shines like a pair of enchanted sapphires. 

Beyond the realm of mortal perception and corporeal mass, within a plane, parallel yet untouchable, there is a ship made of material, alien to the planet, enchanted with the oldest magic of the cosmos. It has no oars, nor sails, but is moved by  luminescent energies that resides within the great emerald triangle that is perched atop an ancient device. It is one singular will that drives this spectacular creation. 

This is the ship of the eternal being, the great sailor of ethereal spaces whose name is Charon.

He has but one passenger, whose mind is bristled by a sense of solemnity, for it is her home that was in flames, now and to her mind, shaped by many centuries, the sight of that thing is almost like a mirage, birthed in the boiling heat of desert planes.  It is almost too strange to be real.

“If such a deed was ought to be done then ‘tis well that it was done quickly. Still, I am not shaped to grieve my fate like some crone, nay, the pleasure of that you’ll never taste. If such is the price of my oversight and indolence, I shall suffer it, but woe onto thee, my peerless kinsmen. This fruit of thine labour shall go sour in your mouth – I’ll make sure of that."

Indeed, the Khalds are merry with their newly acquired prize, for the Sanctum is a place of unparalleled wealth, undreamed of. Each vault is as big as the belly of a primordial beast, that could swallow ships in whole and truthfully some of these are made to house vessels both familiar and wholly alien in design. Others are made to be archives to scriptures and papyri of all manners of a myriad subjects, from as mundane as recipes and incomplete drafts of poems and literature to extensive knowledge of anatomies about hitherto unseen beings. Tomes of engineering and astronomical calculations; or descriptions of thaumaturgical practices that could summon elemental beings, bind demons and appease spirits. These are all were written in a dozen unknown languages, however, and so shall not be used by them, any time soon. 

But no matter. As a warrior’s brood the Khald care more for the storages where armaments are kept, and would engage in mock fights, playing out imaginary battles between gods and titans and other supernatural beings, either from their childhood tales, or through a rough re-interpretation of the many broken murals, they found here. That, though, only if they can find the fitting pieces, as many of the armours were made for creatures of unusual bodily proportions. Some are simply too big while others are as if their former wearer could barely categorized as humanoid, indicating an unusual number of limbs or a head that bore many movable appendages. But thereafter, as they try to explore the rest of this preternatural domain, the mysteries that were so inviting, turn to hindrance.

At first it is merely the unusual composition of the place that gives them trouble, as the higher levels cannot be reached with stairs, but through lean vertical shafts, that mayhap been made for creatures that can fly or crawl on walls like a spider. This obstacle they manage overcome with ropes and ladders, but as they advance deeper, they find themselves in even stranger places. In hallways where the walls have the likeness of quicksilver, at once flowing and yet standing solid. There are no chambers to be found, only pathways, looping in on themselves. In those tunnels the air is strong with magic, gloom and strange resonances that makes the hair stands on the back of he who dares these corners. Now and again, without prelude or warning, white hot lightning splits the air betwixt walls. And sometimes stalactite growths sprout from the floor, their points sharp and crystalline hard.

Neither Jachim nor Nairoth assumed that it will be easy to unlock the secrets of the Sanctum when they begun their great work, but Nairoth knows that it is not well to let his men grow weary, either. Mortal men knows better and prefers the worldly struggles to that of the preternatural these two had grown so used to by now. And so, Nairoth summons his officers to a council in the main hall; that great hexagonal chamber that is like a museum display, wherein the artistry of forgotten realms are hung up. 

Fragments of murals suspended in stasis fields and paintings sitting still in glass prisons, each depicting various sceneries and people of strange places or creatures of alien habitation, or abstract dreams of fever-driven minds. There are busts and small statues on shelves by the walls and there are other carvings too – of jade and amethyst, and jet, hewn to the shapes of cockatrice and sphinx and turtles that stand like man.

It is all laid out in an orderly manner around the long mahogany table that sits a few paces from the end of the descending stairs of gold trimmed red granite.

The council opens merrily, for ale’s in abundance and in spite of being strangers here, they indulge themselves on the fruits of those internal gardens and wineries that are housed within those certain chambers that line the outskirts of the Sanctum.

There is one who stands alone and aloof in that improvised banquet hall, however. Visibly unsatisfied, even after reaping such a victory.

There was a time when Jachim The Golem could enjoy the plainer, more deceptive entertainments of the mortal senses; but now, bereft of such distractions, he’s merely ambivalent. The Voyager is his ancient foe, made that by the rules of the very cosmos itself; the immutable opposite to him in all aspects, save one. They are both are Empyrean beings, intermediaries between the realms intertwined; between the tangible and intangible planes of existence; between those who’re tied to corporal senses and those who float in the ether. 

Like Fate’s fickle joke, they are bent to strife against one another in perpetuity, however. For she is a predator through and through, fueled by primal, malignant instincts and desires, though her insidious guile can, and indeed did, fool many of both realms. She is like a vulture that gorges herself upon the bones of bygone epochs, the vile she-beast of carrion temperament, with whom comes the wave of putrefaction that erodes the bliss of an entire age. Her gifts and teachings are woes in and of themselves. Half truths and venomous deceits that only rots. 

But he is an architect of the greatest kind, he believes. The Sublime. The inevitable and just conclusion that is to embraced with reverence, for he’s the very embodiment of that moment of finality when the mind shakes its cocoon of parochial thinking and at last spits upon world’s predestined rules and substitute it with his own. For the mind that is awake and is armed with reason is nothing less than duty-bound to assert himself over the waking world, over reality; and even unreality, lest becomes the victim to the whims of an uncaring cosmos.

“I shall break the pillars of heaven and build my own from the rubble. The stars shall dance on my tune or turn dead cold upon my whims. Life would serve the mind, and our mind shall expend as we bring down the Divine and the Infernal. We are standing on the fault-line, naught but a mere crack in the infinite vastness, yet one pivotal to our great plan, The Grand Design. But such a moment is deceptive.

These men think the matter is already settled. But betwixt she and I it is still in flux, and shall until the moment of utter finality. Death would only delay things, for our kind is bound to re-enter the stage and assume the same role without even knowing why.

Ah, the horror of not knowing what and why we are the way we are. She revels in it, I suppose. I’ll show her that I too can revel in things. Alas, until then I must suffer the tedium of men.” 

The voice of Nairoth echoes in the great hall. 

“When man makes war on Fate and makes a goodly harvests in the process, he earned the right to celebrate, is he not, my friend?” he says, raising his cup of sour-sweet ale towards the Golem. Jachim remains still for an interval, knowing well that unsettles the more pedestrian of the bunch. 

Nairoth continues, his piercing eyes borrow into the back of the creature.

“No longer we will suffer the grinding heels of eternally cycling follies that befell so many before us. Even now, we are nearing the golden gates of true freedom.” he says

“Still, we are yet forbidden to pass it.” Jachim responds at last, turning slowly. 

“Let not thy success get into thy heads, lest thine vision of future shan’t ever come to pass. Didst thou forgot that this place is a convergence of both physical and metaphysical, and what it may bring with it? Decades would not purify this island of her influence. Even now, the earth does not inter the bones of thy dead, and their spirits languish in wait for release.”

Silence settles, as the air grows colder wherever the Clayman sets his sight. The Clayman moves, barely making a sound in spite of his great bulk. Tall like a hulking seaside cliff, he stands above even the tallest man that ever walked this earth. His face is forever set in a neutral but stolid expression with lips that never move, whether he whispers or shouts. 

Nairoth circles the table and walks up to him staring into the pair of silvery flames that are the creature’s eyes.

“Such pessimism does not suit thee,” he says “especially now that it was you who led us down this very path. I’ve put faith in thee and as a result we have toppled a deity, are we not? Nay, we shall not sit idle, nor shall be stopped by whatever traps awaits us. Let this day pass and we shall double our efforts morrow when we are rested. My word is assurance enough.”

The Golem crosses his arms and wordlessly rue the deficiencies of flesh; its constant necessity to rejuvenate and regenerate. He then says “Though we’ve hurt her, she still slipped away and it is only a matter of time until she puts her own schemes into motion. Her spells work against us, even now.”

“The time that serves her, server us just as well.”

“It might not be so.”

Nairoth trades quick glances with his man. One of them stands up, somewhat younger than the rest, sullen eyed, cheeks burnt red from the seafaring life. 

“Are we in danger?” he croaks.

“This place warps itself in subtle ways. Time is a slave in these corridors.” Jachim says.

Another man raises his voice. His thinning hairline makes his forehead look almost disproportionally large to his face, yet he carries himself with that customary aloofness that often belies a man of wealthy origin and an opportunist’s temperament.

“That would explain why my man could not accurately map the Sanctum. Even after all these days, our documents are repeatedly proven faulty. Perhaps the tunnels themselves are capable of changing. We’re merely ignorant of it as it happens out of sight.” he says.

“That would imply a degree of life” another one adds “perhaps even sentience.”

Nairoth turns to Jachim, saying. “If time itself is a slave amidst these walls, what effect that imparts on our plans and bodily conditions?”

“I can only speculate for now, but I can feel the subtle sensation of time stretching and looping. It fools us, and we know not what is happening out there, Trickery, deceit, subterfuge. These are her tools and this place is a part of her as she’s a part of it. We are intruders, foreign bodies in her system and the more time we loose the more likely we shall suffer an increasing potency of... counteractive measures.”

The oddity of his speech did not took off the edge of his words. The officers trade worried looks behind Nairoth’s back. The Warlord, though seems unfazed. But then, hiding his thoughts was expertise he had long since mastered.

And so he says “Shall I wager a guess that after we’ve come this far, we should make an exit stage left?”

“The Voyager is the key. When she’s bound and broken in, she shall unlock the entirety of the Sanctum and the gates of ascendency shall open wide. Thou’lt march through it like a king, clad in golden armour.”

Nairoth shoots him an icy look. It takes just a touch too long for Jachim to realise his slip up. The Khaldean had done away with kings in the past, melted the crowns of the self-anointed, the greedy and the mad and decreed that a new body shall delegate the country with the approval of the city states.

A quant concept, Jachim thinks. A so-called Republic. Though he can trace some of the ideas that it builds upon through history, he had never actually seen this particular manifestation. Perhaps that’s why they are so zealous about concept. A kind of subconscious imperative to preserve something that can be considered singular to their kind. Even Nairoth, despite his rebelliousness and self-serving nature venerates it to a fault. At least for now.

“I’ll not march as a king through any gate. I lead because my men had found me the fitting one.” Nairoth says, then sighs, changing tone.

“But thou hath not yet let me down, either. So, I take thine words for a fact, in any case. So, you say she’s the key. That could guess, myself but if we are to turn from conquerors to hunters, we shall need a trail and astute prediction as to where we’ll find our prey. Now, by putting honour and justness over false loyalty to the state and it’s cronies, I had made some enemies. If she’s as smart as thou hath said then it won’t take long for her to learn where her would be allies might be.

The Golem contemplates for an interval then says “The Voyager treads the paths of shadows and the arcane. She thinks not in the manner like you do. She gathers no armies, or play politics. That’s never been her way. Nay, she shall draw upon the most potent source of arcana at her reach and will try and strike at us through the spectral realm.”

“There’s no such place other than this in the realms we know.”

“At present. But there were other places out there, once. Where power spilled through the cracks of the material world’s skin, where the ebbs of the higher planes collided in a kind of whirlpool, upon which ancient men hath drawn upon.”

“But the past is gone.” Nairoth says “What can she do with the remains of bones and bricks, dug up from the earth?”

“The same way I did.”

A slow realisation creeps up on Nairoth, as the memory rears before him. It was naught but off handed comment, almost lost in the all the cavalcade of the recent past.

“The Eye of the Cyclops.” he says “There’s another.”

“There’s been a people, once, who ruled the eastern planes. A bloody handed reign of monarchs, or should I say kings, who rose, not just by the strength of their arms, but the strength of their magic. They left things behind, though. Buried in chambers yet to be unlocked.”

Nairoth breathes deep, sets his cup down, his gaze sweeps across his soldiery.

“Oddly enough, this seems quite appropriate.” he says. 

Jachim does not understand this, but bites back the question he’s about to ask. Instead, he merely watches as understanding set out upon the faces of the officers, as frustration ferments within.

“Ah, thou mayhap forgot it.” Nairoth says “’Tis the year of the Foxhound, and we’re about to hunt some foxes, are we not?”
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The turquoise waves roll upon the copper sands of southern shores. There, under the opal skies, whereon the sullen clouds stretch over taupe hills of the slanted coastlines, awaits a slumbering giant. 

Like a half submerged beast, birth by the depths it is, hulking and crudely shaped. Enslaved to bear the last, great castle of the Ekhmer on his back; chained to the land with a long, gray stone bridge, at the end of which lies the Gate-town. ‘Tis quiet now, for the day is young. The sandy grasses of the sprawling fields lull under the sighing winds, and amidst the pitted stone rubble that litter the land, insects rise from their burrows to attend what roles they’re born into. The vermin awake, too, and so are the avians, who’d circle above, ere long. 

This is the land of the Ekhmer, and in that castle, named The Aerie, rests the last of the old bloodline, King Mashigi, who bears a crown of iron and pale gold; shaped like the hawk’s feathers, intertwined into a gleaming circlet.

In the pinkish hue of the rising red sun, a shadow creeps across the languid foams, nigh translucent, its shape is like a dagger’s tip. The blade, however, does not aim for the cliff nor the Gate-town, but drifts past, following the curving shorelines, until it finds its spot to plunge into, far and out of sight. By the grace of the Ferryman, the Voyager finally returns to the lands of man, that which she had not seen for nigh five hundred years. 

Charon’s ship manifests into corporeal existence. The great firmament splits open and the air vibrates as white-hot jolts spider-web around it. No longer a shadow, but a luminous vessel that treads the weaves of the aether, now glimmering in reddened gold hues by the light of a new-born dawn, as those eddies dissipate around its strange metallic hulk.

“Alas poor Fereydoon, thine kin had fallen far and are now but seeds sown in putrid soil. Father of the Ekhmer, thou hath died a peaceful death, but thine dream could last no more than a few meagre centuries. But then what dream could last forever? No man can cheat the rules of the everlasting spiral pattern of the cosmos – of decay and rejuvenation. Still, if thou can hear my words in the Hereafter, know that I have not yet done with thine ilk.” The Voyager says.

She then casts her gaze upon the gaunt, strange figure of Charon. The Ferryman, whose dim milky coloured eyes witnessed the terrible wonders and sepulchral spaces of the infinite, and breath the air of strange worlds; and who had listened to the laments of the dead since Death first gorged himself on the mortal realms. 

He is tall and naked, save for the loins around his waist. As if hewn from a single slab of seraphinite, his complexion has a dark crystalline green quality to it. Smooth and cold. His visage akin to that of an old man, but cruder, more feral in some aspects, with a low brow and a stout thick nose, beneath which his beard hangs like a cluster of brass yellow kelp.

When he speaks, he does slowly, and his tone is like low rumble, for he is perhaps the most ancient of all. A patient being and a deeply sentimental one at that, full of memories, even more so than her. She wonders, time and again, if this infinite stream of experience have taken toll on his wits, for at times it’s as if his brain’s been smoothed by their deluge, like pebble under the stream. Or perhaps it is merely a factor of an eternal existence of one such as his. After all, one needs guile and slyness when pressed to the edges of his capacities. 

Does he have limits? Does any of his kind have limits, conventionally understandable? Questions that may never to be answered. “So, why bother dwelling on them?” she concludes.

“Oh, Daughter of The Aegean Seas, thine beauty is such that it would be wasted on a haggard world like this. This realm has scant wonders left to entertain; it rusts to the core, its scabs are oft pricked by the lout’s kind ere the scars would close up. They forget so easily, these beings, the mortal kind, man, as they call themselves, yet thou would strut through filth and misery to have them in thine web. Come
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“Aeons of aeons ago, in an epoch whose
marvellous worlds have crumbled, and whose
mighty suns are less than shadows, I dwelt in a
star whose course, decadent from the high,
irremeable heavens of the past, was even then
verging upon the abyss in which, said
astronomers, its immemorial cycle should find a
dark and disastrous close.”

-From The Crypts of Memory
By Clark Ashton Smith.
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