Lost writings of the secret Keeper sect as founded by Father Borkman


“I saw a man of the Dragon Isles, a nobleman of some considerable stature.  A factory, the likes of which are known to the folk of Ferrum Miurus, was all about us.  The man was suspended over a boiling pit, screaming out the master builder’s Ianian name in fury over his misfortunes.  The Ianians, laughing their cruel, scarifying laughter that filtered through to my ears like scraping metal along pipes, lowered him still further until I could see the skin begin to blister and threaten to pop.  And still he screamed, though his voice grew hoarse and his throat thick and dry from the fumes of the furnace.  Not until his body seemed to bloat like a pigs and I could hear the flesh crackle and fizz, did the Ianians halt their stuttered cackling and take a closer look at their victim from the pulley on which they held him.  They came close to me along the metal gantry where I lay hunkered down, the boilers humming seeming to intensify as they approached.  I could see their sharp, etiolated fingers shining like knives through their dark cloaks as they pointed, conversing with one another in their strange language.


The victim, meanwhile, was dry of tears and it had been long since I last saw the flames flicker about the body in the effort to consume the body’s tiny hairs that remained.  A hacking sound was all that emanated from its lungs now and as if to signal the impending death of their victim, a high-pitched keening came from the Ianians.  I concluded that they could only have been appreciating their handiwork.  But I could no longer stay to view what was on offer.  I had come here through the magickal arts of silver that many regarded as a dream that threatened to consume its user and become reality.  I prayed to wake but, feeling nothing in this forsaken place, I chose to make my escape.  All the while I knew that this nightmare might well return me to the furnaces where the builders children boiled, their flesh and bone dripping into the fires in molten chunks.  Was this place the future or the past?  I had no way of knowing.


I set out, removing the metal reinforcements in my armoured footwear, having scared myself half-senseless in my haste, and made my way under the shadow of the boiler.  The furnace seemed to surge and shift like a hungry maw and sweat dripped from my brow.  Every movement was measured by fractions of inches.  Each footstep I synchronised to the strange rhythm of their voices.  When my gloved hands wrapped round an iron bar, I noticed that they shook involuntarily in my terror and I clung to everything that I touched as I knew each step could be my last.  What was worse was that the Ianians surrounded me, in my environment, in their voices, in my head, driving me out towards a place that may well be as horrific as the last.  The scrape of a boot produced the same sound as their cries to one another.  The bang of a knee like the soft and eerie footstep of their ravaged flesh.  They appeared to mock me all the time, but if I had moved in any other way they would surely have caught me.  Then the ‘white rage’ that is often talked about by the Precursors would charge forth from them in a torrent and their quick, sickening minds would devise some inexplicably cruel way of concluding my life in the builders world.


I did not know if the builder knew of this place, but I feared it was beyond his reach.  And to think that some of the northern shaman actually worshipped these beings!  Little wonder the Empire was so keen to vanquish them.  I tried to remember what had caused me to come here, but there was a despairing lack of answers – just crawling, along my belly, in the dark.

I was halfway out the hatchet door when I remembered.  I had failed the tests at the obelisk.  And so, indeed, had the nobleman!”

(from The Trials of Baldergast according to Saint Praetorius)

(or am I guilty of nothing more than lassitude in the face of the world’s machines?)

