 
 
Book of Doom


Perhaps the most cryptic and elusive of all the books of the Chronicle, the Book of Doom still holds much truth, and wisdom to whose who follow the Shadowed Path.  The Prophets of the day, weakened by Jedi persecution, and the expansion of the Galactic Republic undoubtedly cast their Sight forward to the days that the Dark Master had promised.   Many of the symbols and idioms of the day are lost to the modern scholar.  The texts from which this versions are translated come from at least sven different cultures and twice as many ages.   

 
One is the number of the Essence.  The eternal stream, the great balance Flowing in no set course or boundary.  Shifting to the forms that life takes, ever into the expanse of the void.  The unity of the Great Balance, shall be restored at the end of the last age, for the Age of Unending Darkness

The number of division is Two.  The scales of the Balance shift.  Between the Earth and the Sky.  And between the Light, or the Darkness.   Standing on the edge of oblivion, where the spirits of life and death mingle.    Divided is the House of the Beast, and divided it shall fall

Thrice were the Disciples of the One.  And thrice were the disciples of the Great One.  The sacred essence of the Tripartide, was the foundation of his holy Order.  Upon this shall the Final ages be realized, in the time death of the third Age.

Four were the foundations that the Great One left for us.  Four was the pillars of his mighty code.  Upon these pillars you shall find the way to true Power.  Upon the number of this foundation, you shall make the way of the Herald.  The path in the stars will begin the day, and then you shall know the mighty curse shall be exacted full measure.

For five days, the Great Order will be at war.   From within the festering rot will boil forth, infesting the mighty Elder Darkness with weakness and strife.   For five nights the power of the Order shall be rendered as flashes, as the fires rage within.   Order shall be restored from within, by the power of those whom the Darkness has touched.  

The Six Who Stand in Darkness shall make the way of the Order.   Three Men, and Three Women will call forth the power of the Ancient essence.  From the Stars Beyond, and the Earth Below, they shall confront the ancient enigmas.   Their powers will be null when divided, but each will not know the other until the last days.   Then they shall stand, and call forth the Final Order.

And upon Seven Pillars shall burn the heads of Seven Princes, burning on the rays of the dawn.  The light of truth shall be their undoing, each revealing a sacred mystery in their burning.   Woe to the princes that bear the Sacred Crowns, for it is the dawn that shall be their destruction.  

And Eight shall be the twilight of the end Darkness.   The consummation of all that is, and that shall be.  The first and the last, the beginning and the end, the unity of all things.   

I am the Elder Darkness who fosters glory in the dark hearts of those willing to make the sacrifices to achieve true power

I am the sinister Shade of Death, menacing the weak, too cowardly to seek the freedom from the ignorance of their Masters

I am the Ancient Fury of a thousand departed Heirs to the Throne of Darkness, the breathing shadows of the world beyond.

I am the Spirit of the Earth, the root of all that will be built, of all empires to stand in the glory of the Dark Side for a thousand generations.

I am the Lord of the Ages, that which is, that which shall be, and that which is eternal, ruling from the souls of those whom have accepted their destiny

I am the Keeper of Knowledge, the guardian of the ancient truths obscured by the blinding lights of those afraid of my ward

I am the Herald of the Future.  Crier of the days when the sons of Darkness shall again reclaim the Throne of the Essence, holding dominion over all.

 
Of the Jedi

 
Master, what of the Jedi who hunt us?

Mark ye well the ancient legends

Know that in all things

The Shadows rule the Essence

In our darkest hearts we know this

Out of fear we are hunted

Out of ignorance, we are hunted

Like predators in the cattle

We are to the Jedi

Their young wonder

Their Masters fear

In all things,

Darkness rules

as it has from the beginning

as it will until the last days

 
Visions of the Seer

Standing in the cloak of the night

I cast my vision forward

In the shades and specters who visited me

I saw the past, I saw the future.

I saw the endless possibilities of the stars.

From the strands of the past, 

The strong Arm of the Great One reached out

Touching the hearts of those who sought him

His will has never left our side

His gaze has always been upon us.

With a strong grasp, he touched my Sight

The Final Battle

 
When the tide of Doom

Touches the shores of peace

A great wall will rise

To fight the approaching storms

Watch the gathering maelstrom

Unlike any in all time

On the edges of space

They will gather

The Sons of Light

Will battle the Sons of Darkness

May will fall

Light will flicker

So will the Darkness

But the Victory will befall

According to Dark Wisdom

A single shadow

Will rise above the others

This great Warrior, from a bygone age

Will turn the inferno

back to the Truth

The Ancient Curses will be broken

By the Final Way

A Way of Death

A Way of Chaos

A Way of Power

Watch and Listen

Listen and Watch

Final Order draws near

The Ancient circle will shift

Those cast out

Will rise to glory

 
Second Book of Doom

There yet may be a greater than that of the light battling the Darkness.

I have foreseen the Darkness battling itself, in a cataclysm the likes of which the galaxy has never seen. 

Those that seek for knowledge, within the shadows, will hold the answers, but will not see the question.

And the red ones, the Battle Lords will grow ever greater in their hunger for power.

And the middle ones in blue, will be the pawns in the betrayal, and will fight on either side. 

The Darkness will grow, but as a cancer out of control and all consuming, stars shall be extinguished whole systems laid to waste and billions destroyed needlessly. 

Hear my words Dark Ones, only through unity shall you avoid this doom that awaits you.

Allow your fears and desires to rule you, and the Darkness will consume all.

The Light Ones will be vanquished, and thinking themselves all powerful those that serve the Darkness will turn upon themselves.

Madness and entropy shall rule, pain, mutilation, and genocide shall be the new order. 

Student will turn upon the Master, and the Master will use the student for hideous means.

Blood shall stain all existence, and fire shall leave nothing but ashes. 

Screams shall be the song of harmony, agony will seem as pleasure, the weak shall be food for the strong and the strong shall consume themselves. 

The Darkside will turn upon those that serve it, twisting them into dream/dark scream/sought horrors.

The universe will be as a mouth locked in an empty silent scream/laugh. 

The living shall envy the dead, and the dead shall welcome them, for unlife will replace that which was. 

And after the Darkness has consumed all, it will consume itself til nothing remains. 

