Letters of a Cravonian Lieutenant
Monday 12th –
All is well.  Tis a great blessing that none shouldst come from Athalon to witness this insurrection.  It is, as Constantine says, predetermined.  The new furnishings hath been erected in the grand temple to signal the birth of Constantine’s vision for us all.  As soon as the Imperial envoys hath left on their bi-monthly visit, he set about the  undertakings of his plan for all citizens, promising a definite role to each, in his great magnanimity.  Truly, he is divine!  Beneath me, even while I write, the Cravonians doth busy themselves in the labours t’which their commanders hath set them, safe in the knowledge of their purpose in the eyes of the Builder.  Any Legionnaires prying into our lot had best be wary of the traps we hath set for them, for none shalt disrupt the prophecy that is so graciously bestowed unto us.

Tis true also that my body feels quite strange today, elevated and fresh, having drunk the wine from the chalice that these new rituals hath granted us.  Though I worry a little of the itch in my shoulder blades, I know that this is but a teething problem in the birth of our new race.  Constantine himself hath come to me in my dreams and spake thusly, “thou shalt be my Lieutenant, Offrik, and thou shalt make all mine subject.  Within thee shalt blossom the rose of the northern lands and privy shalt thou be to the mid-sanctum of my plans.  All suspects of doubt and fear shalt thou eradicate from my path across the bridge of souls as I walk unto the Builder himself and proclaim my might and beauty before him.  In those days, shalt thou be in my pantheon of demi-gods, chosen for our role in the new creation.”
Whene’er I see him now, when he speaks from the balcony or walks past our watch, he appears to wink at me as if to signal our agreement.  Though tis strange, for this is evidently how he appears to many, and yet how is this possible when there are so many under his command?
A heathen didst I despatch this very day for speaking out of keeping with the pact.  Sayeth he that Constantine doth use a heretical device for his own ends – the fabled eye of the trickster-god that serveth only one man alone.  Tis mere fantasy.  This deity hath met its demise long ago in the Age of Fear, though the legend goes all the way back to the Jacomere myth, which this very mountain is reputed to be.  Constantine insists upon total devotion.  I must not swerve or be waylaid from his plan for me.  Only follow and I shalt be rewarded.
Sunday 18th –

More rituals and laws hath Constantine instated.  He seems to want to regulate each and every affair of Tre-Cravon.  All must run as clockwork.  Some fools appear to disagree – what wanton disgrace they bring unto themselves!  But all must be seen to be working for the Builder when his light doth shine upon us, and he says that even now he is on his way.  Even now the people doubt him – cursed fools!
To focus our minds to one purpose, he hath decreed that we doth worship his name in the temple, giving our blood into vials and engaging in the chanting of the domes.  A new power seems to surge about that temple now, as if in anticipation of the prophesised event and that now-familiar itch seemeth to intensify.  The gold of its walls doth become like liquid in mine eyes and all the carvings thereupon surge with new life and new import.  These new furnishings hath delighted our leader.  He sits enthroned atop the temple much of the time when he is not engaged in affairs of state.  How noble and upright he looks!
The executions hath increased with renewed haste.  What shame t’would be upon us for the Builder to see these wretches that Tre-Cravon claims as its own.  We art over-populated anyway and some tastes of Constantine’s simply do not fit with the disabled and the lame, who art being punished for their disobedience in a previous life.  The builder will hath no wish to see them, tis true, upon his arrival.

Friday 30th –

If only this infernal itching couldst end.  Even my eyes doth afflict me.  The light of the gold in the temple oft shineth too bright, particularly where Constantine sits.  Some claim momentary blindness.  Truly, their sight doth return, but tis an uncommonly dizzying phenomenon all the same.  Yet all my fellows are settled in the light of the moon.  In times to come, sayeth Constantine, there shalt be temples of the moon the full breadth of the world and there shalt we dwell, bathed in its light.
In the meantime, constructions continue apace.  His new stained glass windows cometh at the right time.  I see within them my future, as if t’were there all this time.  They hath been modified from the Athalonian type and feature what seemeth to be our fate.  This hadst not been unveiled to us before, but methinks that Cravonians might well be destined for a life with wings upon their shoulders!  How fitting tis for such grand people as us.  Constantine’s every speech now is full of glory and every light in every window shineth for him.
Yet more laws must be enforced.  I do so unstintingly now without fear.  I hath almost forgotten what twas like to doubt.  His presence in this city hath granted unto all a new boldness and vigour.  And still the fools cometh in their rags and foulness to denounce him as their one true leader and new god.  Our powers hath become such that even we canst see their efficacy.  Knoweth I of the guilt of citizens now by so much as a touch or a scent (their scent is always old and rotten).  Methinks I almost see the intention in their eyes.
Wednesay 4th –

Constantine hath truly blessed me.  He hath risen me even in the ranks t’which he claimed wouldst never change for all eternity.  Though this shocks me, I know tis only because my worth is considerable to him and that the wickedness of the enemy is great.  Sayeth he that the wickedness of the Empire is greater now than perhaps even he had first surmised whilst still imprisoned in his mortal frame.

The final stages of our ascendance are being put into place.  Recitations happen all the time over even the simplest acts.  Meanwhile, the strange symbols from the ancient Alchemists and the Northern tribes, which he blended in his great genius and foresight, art being traced over many things in honour of the hallowed event.  All that follow his designs are rewarded, it seems, with ever greater power and vibrancy.
Though I feel a touch uneasy now and wonder if I should castigate myself or reveal myself unto my master.  During his most recent speech, I remained behind in the master’s chambers to guard the paraphernalia that would effect our acceptance as demi-gods.  In that time, I confess I stole a glance at the parchment that Constantine had retrieved from the belly of the mountain, wherein was to be found the prophecy and the eye, and it appears to locate the true zone of manifestation some way from here in the city of Tre-Cravon.  Though I knoweth little of such things, for tis a holy matter of the Precursors, I wouldst hazard a guess that the person named as the high priest shouldst be the Architect of Goya, that liveth not far from here in his fortified sanctum, and not Constantine’s general.  Moreover, the ‘blessed receptacle’ that it refers to is named as of northern birth, and though I know that Constantine hath spent much time here, he is undoubtedly Athalonian.  Of royal blood, if the rumours art true.  Indeed, much of what he claims as truth seems only like unto a distorted reflection of what is written.  I do not doubt his power or vision, for his connection unto the builder is so powerful and yet so much of what is said appears a little ‘off-centre’.
Yet I only doubt myself.  

Thursday 12th –

My physical form is altering.  My very frame seems twisted from the inside and there are new pains in my arms.  Though I try to hide my discomfort for Constantine’s sake, tis difficult to concentrate and yet every time we indulge in the rituals we are one unified and wholesome piece of ethereal matter.  Soon, perhaps, it will not matter at all what happens to this body.  I think only of this in my spare moments as I stare into my triptych mirror, marvelling at the glaze of my skin and the wild beauty of my burning eyes.
New problems doth arise, however.  It may be that some executions that were made a week ago on my command were the envoys of the Empire.  Nothing is certain yet but if it is so, I shouldst really think of destroying myself as a sign of devotion to Constantine.  This wouldst appear the only loyal thing to do.
But now there art new affairs with which to occupy ourselves.   There are reports of the movement of Legionnaires sailing from Saltiona or Excallibrius Harbour.  Twill be many moons before they doth come, but tis almost certain that they suspect something of our silence.  None canst be permitted to pass through to the sacred site of the manifestation.  We must allow Constantine to complete the ritual at all costs.
(NB – An addition must be made here to refer to what Shivan does to stop the ritual from going ahead, which will provide the player with a clue as to what to do when he comes to a certain point of the game.  This results in the Cravonians being frozen into their semi-transformed shapes.  I can’t remember how this was done, but I’m sure it was in my first mission write-up notes.)

Ahhh, the agony of my shoulders!  I feel bumps upon them and some kind of writhing and pumping beneath my skin.  My organs feel pressed tight and the whole effect is reflected in the architecture surrounding the inner sanctum of the ritual chamber.  Everything is so tight and close, drawing in, drawing me in to Constantine’s all-consuming will.  Everything is focused upon him.  He is the light in our darkness.  All our desires made flesh.
(NB – These letters can be modified to fit in with the demands of the mission and the clues that the player may require.  Let me know what needs to be done.)
