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“ The brighter the light, the darker the
shadow.” ~ Carl Jung








ONCE UPON A TIME









The world as we know it did
not always exist. Man did not always exist.










A legend tells that long
ago, before the first man or wizard, giant or elf, titan or spirit
came to be, the world and time didn’t exist. Then, even the hazy
dream of “not-being” couldn’t rise into consciousness as there was
no structure for it. To dream, there has to be a dreamer. There was
no oak tree to grow its roots deep into the ground, no king of
kings to rule his kingdom with truthful speech, and no creature to
think or speak using the miraculous hemispheres of its brain. No
knower to explore the unknown territories, and no one to repair the
city wall. All the subjects and objects were absent.





No time passed, but from
this non-existence there, against the logic, emerged a candidate
for Master of all things – the first dreamer. The candidate turned
his attention to the vision that rose from his dream. The idea was
to create a place for the afterlife and the Universe from nowhere
and nothing using magical words. After the Universe came to be,
times were peaceful, and they went on as such for a long time until
something occurred that the tale doesn’t tell.










We know for sure is that the
formlessness of Chaos engulfed all space and the Master
disappeared. The world was nothing but jading disorder, a
devastating swirl of eternal darkness, and fiery sweeps of death
reigned supreme. Nothing could truly live in that mad tumult of
rage and hatred; nothing at all had the power to withstand the
terrible fierceness of that darkness. The only beings that existed
in that world were great spirits, wretched creatures, and fallen
demons risen from the furthest reaches of the underworlds.










And in that manner of
formlessness, the world continued for a long while, until one day
came the spirit king, Dyeus, lover of Andromeda, the great spirit
of the sea. He defeated the broiling Chaos that devoured the world
with a simple truth: where there is light, there is darkness, and
where there is darkness, there is light. And so, where Chaos and
Death flourished, there had to be Order and Life. Where desolation
and failure thrived, there had to be a glimmer of hope and strength
lying in wait. Neither could exist without the other. And so peace
and order came to be, and peace gave humanity a chance at survival.
Dyeus was thought to be a spirit of freshwaters in the old
scriptures, held at the guild library of the mages.





After Dyeus defeated Chaos,
tranquility reigned throughout the world for many centuries, as he
was a wise king and served as a judge for the spirits and men. But
as men multiplied, so did their works, and the Chaos Dyeus had once
banished began to rear its head anew. This time, however, it had a
tangible form: the acts of man.










Now, know that though Dyeus
was mighty, he had a weakness; he could not dwell in places of
hostility and evil, gifts that burst forth in droves amongst
humanity. Wickedness abounded till the day Dyeus could no longer
bear it, and in anger, he vanished into oblivion, never to be seen
by any mortal or spirit again.










This angered the great
spirit of the sea, Andromeda, Dyeus’ lover, and she swore to exact
vengeance on the men who lived on the land.





“Dyeus is no more,” said
Andromeda with the fierceness of the raging sea that she was. On
hearing that Dyeus, the spirit of freshwaters, was no more, she had
called together a council of spirits in her underwater palace. She
was eager as a beaver to find a way to wipe out humanity. A
punishment for Dyeus’ death, “and men of the lands above are to be
held responsible. I want revenge; the extinction of humanity is
what can bring me peace, no less.”










“But my Lady,” spoke Swan,
the spirit of all the pure birds, “while it may be true that
humanity has a hand in Dyeus’ disappearance…”










“… bigger than a hand Swan,
that’s what it takes to make a spirit like Dyeus disappear…” Mirk,
the necromancer, interrupted.










Swan swelled. “Be silent
sorcerer, or you shall become as one of the dead spirits you
conjure.”










Mirk bowed his head, a small
skull with thick matted dreadlocks. “As you wish,” he said.










“Though some of the people
of far earth have a hand in this, there are still
innocents…”










Someone growled; it was
Hurracano, the devil of the sea. Unlike Swan, he had the form of a
hurricane the height of a man. “Mankind is mankind. If one sin,
then let all be severed,” he said.
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