“WHEN WE WERE IMITIATED -
GIVEN FORM — MUCH OF EARTH
WAS LIVINHABITABLE.

“THE FLAINS, THESE HILLS, ALL
WAS BLANKETED IN R4H, SEETHING
ENERGY. ALL BUT THE HIGHEST PEAKS. |

"BUT EARTH WAS V' were ey
NOT LIFELESS —* ¥ approacking = W Goddawmit, hold §
A approacking — 48 it together — !




ILORS

ON A

N,
Esrbhn =

SINDILLIUN
C

ILLUSTRATED BY
AMUN KRAST

hey came across the burning oceans from
lands unknown and unheralded. They came
after the end of all, to begin anew.
They did not curse, and they did not
waver. Though their coracle was tiny, and
instant death heaved and swelled around them, they had
great purpose, and their purpose gave them calm. Calm,
and a quiet intent.

They did not thirst, nor did they hunger, though
their ship's biscuit was long since eaten and their water
drained, and there’d been scant rations of each even
when they set out. But they had mighty spells protecting
them. From fire, starvation, all manner of cruel fate.

And so they sailed, in their fragile craft, tossed
and spun by burning waves. And they grew weak and
faint, their flesh shriveling on their bones, their throats
parched and swollen with need. But they did not pause.
They did not ¢ry out. They did not sleep.

“We forge on,” they whispered, low and sand-
voiced. “For we have mighty magicks to do, a world to
shape. We forge on. Do you see it? Do you see it yet?"
Dull-eyed, they peered forward, in hope of a horizon.

And then one day, the cry came. “Land! Land ho!”

It was not loud, for the lookout had lost all strength.
But all heard her, with their hearts if not their ears.

And there it was, jutting above the flames...
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“— AND THEN GATHERED R4W
ENERGY AND MOLTEN 5TONE,
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