ANCIENT PRECURSOR PROGRESS REPORT (ancient text from the Age of Fear)– 
Father Gutright, as discussed, here is a sample of the ancient text that we hath salvaged from the catacombs.  Please keep it under lock and key as many councillors wouldst descry our studies as profane, nay heretical.  I warn thee, it doth speak in some very old tongue.  Hence do let it be known of thy wish for assistance in its reading if thou doth wonder at its odd expressions.
“Today wast a day of moste eccelente occasion!  Twath ‘pon Hollingsnacht that Brother Alumwhistle didst confide in me tidings of great portent and majesty, forsooth they let it known ‘mongst netherwells and mid-servants of the Master Builder, singing in vented emotions midst the carpings of truculent overmeisters that doth command ungracious proportions of silent witness, the vaunted truth that doth verily alight ‘pon mine own sweet heart this very moment in the telling of without prevarification and most contemptible over-elaboration forthwith.
In the beknighted dawn of this very day of the 56th calendar month of Morrinder, ‘twas unveil’d unto me, following deductive and mathematical calculation (the full corpus and summation of which shalt be disclos’d in the ninth tome of the Geo-Core project’s repository) this veritably profound, astute and light-enhrin’d finding contain’d herewith that hath heretoforth cause’d befuddlement of a moste vexating character before the kneel’d ministry of sense-hood and austerest thought.
Florid words of filigree and moste subtle nature canst barely enact the containment of such vested fascination within the corbelled vaults of a Precursor’s saintly arbour of peace and knowing-ness, the burgeoning magnitude of such intently curlicue-patterned potentiality of latent and virulent power.

I asketh of thee now in thy saintly gown and land-encumber’d shell of physical manifestation that hasteneth rapidly ‘pon the putrefaction of this mortal coil, hast thou e’er before encounter’d a finding such as this thus here disclosed:- that a unicorn, being an organism of equine formative composites and much-perceiv’d to be comprising a spiralled cranial ungulate of solo-niferous number hath proven to be that which is termed in many a somnolent chamber of all-too fleeting, and yet joyous disposition, the ‘missing link twixt man and god’.
So bemusedly doth the news cometh ‘ponst us like tallow-smoke ‘twixt candle and belfry door, the furthermost subsequence of this moste candidly divulg’d epistle – the expositional corollary framed thusly in fraile and moste unseemly, gratuitous crudity – that a man wot hath been name’d Noah is to blame for this confusion, being of most considerable organisational credibility in his allocation of beasts and their number, hath nonetheless neglected to inform the unicorn of his moste gracious and seemly duty to appear before him at that moste stellar and salient occasion – of which the apocalypse henceforth and imminently foretold is number’d art number’d as its kinsman.  Had he done so, our connection to the divinity, to which we art all so blessedly encumbered, wouldst still bestow unto us all magnanimity of the Master’s finely-chiselled dwelling.  And yet owing to his messianic status, being possess’d of forethought, nobility and vigilance, we art oft inclin’d to forego this feckless negligence.  Unto him I give forth this message - Bastardo!”
The Lady of Acquusa (and other writings)
BUILDER’S QUEEN TEMPLE – A nexus of possible truths / realities exposes the damnation of Empire.  Things of darkness will be commonplace in the age to come even after the great struggle that the Hammers will seek to forget.  Then people will return to the tree of the Qabal to find the power within themselves.
Ode to the Lady of Acquusa
“The Krallok-bird cannot fly.  It’s wings are ribbons that wrap you when you die.

It’s the love lost that cannot be found, that ticking throbbing ticking sound.
Licking sobbing licking tears; from your cheeks, the blood in your ears.

Looking like some magistrate, tracing your choices in a figure of eight.

The trial that they put you on, the vacuum flowers that have not grown.

A rip-winged carrion looks glumly on where man could not live on bread alone.

What hath grown in the interstice?  The Lady shalt ponder upon this

Where the Hammer?  And where the shovel?  Mystery haunts just like a riddle
In her cold tomb lay a bloody rose, where was shackled truth, left reality exposed

She smooths sparse feathers of the Krallok-bird; her voice always doth sound absurd

To those who’rt hers her image will abound in dreams of which the noble sound

Shalt be a service to her lost soul-mate but ever prosper her foul hate.
She that doth hold every veil; to the sight of her each leaf of forest pale
Waiteth she he of desert from, midst a torrid, swirling, wild maelstrom.
For their lives, like others are twined, tuned to ticking in the forest of time

The Krallok-bird cometh to peer from branch, like every fail’d manfool chance

Cometh he like a memory to forget, a destiny for the world that’s set
Then returneth thee to tree of Qabal and weep and wash thy abandoned soul.”
BALDERGAST / CONSTANTINE – The distinction that is made in this tale concerns what people are prepared to put up with and what people are forced to put up with.  This is the difference between the people living in Darkmere and those living in Athalon.  My own perspective on this is to always respect strength and never power, for these are the powers that mediate between these two zones and are the source of many misgivings.
Often people hate, but the misconception is that hate is a bad thing.  There are some that hate for all the right reasons, like when they see something that they detest and cannot abide by.  Baldergast was full of such hatred and yet they of the Empire despised him and thusly made all his virtues as barbs that didst impale all fellows upon him, becoming the living embodiment of the repulsion from that which is not.  He was thus made out to be an arrogant savage when in truth he was the greatest hero that the Empire had ever seen.
