
 After a pleasant night of story telling, the Ancient One slipped away from the village and quietly 
made his way to the nearby ruins of Jhaafah. Though mostly ruined shells, the majority of the buildings 
still stood as a testament to the quality of their construction.  
 
A slight breeze still ripe with the scent of burnt lizard dung rippled the sleeves and hem of his robes. He 
watched as it sent small sand eddies swirling between the various buildings to dash themselves against 
various rubble piles or disappear off into the distance. 
 
He wandered for some time, not caring where his slightly shuffled steps carried him. Eventually the 
Ancient One stopped and took stock of where his wanderings had led him. 
 
Stepping out of the shadows between buildings he came to a small ‘square’. Where once a fountain stood, 
a rock cactus looking like the stump of a long-petrified tree, had taken up residence. Drawn to the water 
still available far below the surface he could see where some of its ‘roots’ had further destroyed the 
foundation of the once beautiful fountain. 
 
He closed his eyes and looked inward, memories, some disjointed, others whole flashed before his minds 
eye eliciting a broad spectrum of emotions. Heartfelt joy, mind-numbing loneliness, pain beyond 
imagining, he experienced all of these in a matter of moments. When finally able to break away from 
these visions of the past he shivered, and slowly opened his eyes. 
 
He spoke to the ruined buildings around him, addressing them as friends long lost. “What madness led to 
this, what hubris, what gall, what unfettered desperation in a desire to control all?” The only answers were 
the distant sound of a sun lizard skittering across a pile of rubble, and the soft whistle of the wind as it 
blew through the ruins. 
 
More memories flashed, many of them long forgotten, memories of a time when he walked the streets of 
this city. Not as a free being but as a thrall of what had been the war-machine of Jaafah. Letting the 
memories play through his mind, the Ancient One stood motionless, oblivious to his surroundings. He saw 
the day when one of the task-masters stood in slack-jawed shock as the scourge they wielded turned back 
against him after he had tried to punish a defenseless Neksuta female. He saw as anger then fear slowly 
crept across his face with the realization that a thrall had wielded magic. Memories flashed and he saw the 
malevolent and vile Baradakus, the sorcerer who honed the Ancient Ones power, using his powers against 
to break his will, making him less than a slave. The last memory flashes were of the day he had broken 
free of Bardakus’ control and overwhelmed with emotion had destroyed the evil sorcerer by turning his 
own magic against him.  
 
How long he stood there he was not certain, but when he again focused on his surroundings the shadows 
had deepened and the sun had crossed far across the sky. 
 
The Ancient One chuckled to himself. “Old fool, you’ve wasted nearly an entire day in pointless 
remembrance of things that can’t be changed. You have too many things to do, and so little time, so 
precious little time.” 
 
He picked up his staff, which he could not remember dropping, and made his way off a shadow-filled alley. 
The slight whisper of a breeze and his shuffling steps the only sounds. 


