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Dust filled the sky turning daylight into miasma and obscuring the clouds and green sky. 

The old man clambered up the long flight of steps and walked directly to a stone throne built in the shape of a large Sparrow. A soft, threadbare cushion gave the only comfort on the hard rock of the throne. He laid his crooked staff at the foot of the throne, brushed the dust off his long robe and took his seat. 

On the throne, he sat at the second tallest peak in the land. Below him, the ground was a sickening red-brown. Nothing grew there. The flat land rolled out before him unchanged in the ninety years he had taken breath and the tallest building rose into the sky not far off in the distance. 

It was a Tower. 

A prison built in the times of old.  

And it held the Old Ones. 

According to tales spun by his father, they'd been here as long as time had existed. All tales were of horror and fear. Their feeding frenzy, disguises and the legend of terror they built. The words terrified him all those years ago. 

A soft chuckle escaped the old man as he remembered the stories, and watched the black tower of a prison. He wondered if anyone had really seen the Old Ones. Did they truly exist or had he wasted the last fifty years of his life? 

Had it been a wise decision to climb the steps and take the throne all those years ago? He was the only one to take the challenge at the time. Everyone else cared only for their lives; they could not see a Watcher was needed. A plague, the likes none had experienced before, washed the land with the final breath of the last Watcher. Vicious in its spree, it spared none and took all who could host the seed of sickness into their lungs, where it festered, grew and moved on; leaving a withered corpse in its wake. 
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