Conversation with Dower Exigencis of the Shadow Order

Shivan – You are Keepers and yet you still worship the Builder?

Dower – Aye.

Shivan (scoffing) – I hath followed him and he hath brought me nothing.  To the best of my ability hath I tried to serve him and what he didst command.

Dower – Art thou sure it was he that thou didst serve?

Shivan – There is no other.  I hath been schooled well by master Yahwol.  Tell me:- what do I do when all I see is destruction and emptiness?
Dower – One asketh thy god for guidance.
Shivan – And if guidance doth not come?

Dower – Then thou art assured that this is not thy path.

Shivan – Then what if all my paths lead nowhere?

Dower – All paths leadeth somewhere, my friend.  The rest is the art of maintenance that will be practised by the new order of Metal.  This one shalt emerge from the ashes of the Ferrum Miurus, sooner or later in the ages that followeth.

Shivan – I thank Borkman that I know now whom I must confront, but for thee and the builder I hath nothing but contempt.  You Shadows are full of guile and deceit.

Dower – Nevertheless, I thank thee for thy honesty.  And I thank thee Shivan, for if it were not for thee, the wheel of time wouldst not have turned and this great Empire would be naught but ashes.  Take not thy vengeance upon Karaquan and his cronies, lest that fate poison thy noble blood forever.
Shivan – The fate of a puppet?

Dower – Nay, I warn thee only of the fate that thy progeny might meet in the hereafter.
Shivan – If I survive at all, that is.

Dower – If thou art so disposed, then what hath thou to fear?

‘Tell me thy secret!’ I cried.  

To which he replied simply, ‘a secret becometh,’ and clamped shut.  Gnomic taffer!
