
Wizard’s Journal 
Entry #1 
I have been betrayed… 

My fellow wizards whom I once considered brothers have had their hearts darkened by greed and lust 

for power. I warned them not to open the forbidden tome. Those dark secrets have stayed hidden for 

thousands of year… and for good reason. 

Not only have my brothers failed to heed my warning… they’ve laid an ancient and powerful curse on 

me. I woke this morning to find that my body no longer obeys my will. The curse is driving me onward 

and it seems there is nothing I can do to alter my path. I must conclude that the curse is meant for my 

demise. 

Fortunately my mind is my own, and thus my magic. 

Entry #2 
My former friends would be loath to hear that I am still breathing. It seems I may make it out of this yet. 

The curse must have its limitations, nothing can go on forever. If I can only outlast it. 

The curse has a suspicious pattern. By day it drives me on, but at night it seems to rest. I cannot move 

beyond a small boundary, but while the sun sleeps my body once again becomes my own. If the curse is 

meant to destroy me why not drive me on until fatigue overtakes me?  

The obstacles I have faced don’t appear as random as I once believed them to be. They feel purposeful… 

almost intentional. 

Entry #3 
Things are beginning to grow a bit clearer now. I suspect that this calamity that has befallen me is 

something much more than the simple curse my brother’s intended. I’ve began to feel a something in 

the corners of my mind. It’s hard to explain but I feel as though I’m not alone. As if a dark presence is 

hiding within the corners of my thoughts. Furthermore I have the distinct feeling that I am being 

watched, although from where I cannot say. If another person were near I would surely sense it. 

Entry #4 
It is as I suspected. The presence in my mind has crept closer and closer to the forefront of my 

consciousness. It seems as though my curse is no curse at all but a possession. Whatever is controlling 

me feels both old and powerful. A dark soul from ages long past. If it wanted to destroy me I am certain 

it could have done so by now with no great effort. No… it MUST have some other purpose. But what? 

Entry #5 
The soul within has begun to communicate. Not with words, but I can feel it’s thoughts within my own. 

It is now certain to me that it doesn’t wish me harm, yet I know that it is no friend of mine. When I use 

my magic and circumvent each and every danger, I can sense very clearly that it is pleased with me. It’s 



pushing me, testing me. Perhaps it needs to know if I possess the power necessary to fulfill its true 

ambition. What that is I can only imagine. 

Entry #6 
I have had a vision, no doubt conjured by the being pulling at my strings. With the vision came feelings 

of anger and vengeance. I flew across a great distance until I reached a dark cave. It looked like an 

ancient tomb of some sort. Someone very powerful was buried here. I also saw signs of very powerful 

magic, meant to bind the person’s soul for eternity. This is most certainly the source of the soul who 

now resides within me.  

After examining the tomb I received more visions. Visions of power and destruction. I can still hear the 

dark soul whispering promises of glory and power in the back of my thoughts.  

Suddenly with this revelation my fate is becoming clearer and clearer. 

Entry #7 
After days of reflection my ethereal companion has confirmed my suspicions. I will now recount what he 

has told me.  

His name is Narthil, a powerful sorcerer from an age long past. During his life he gained access to dark 

forces that granted him immense power and immortality. As his power grew, so did his corruption and 

his ambitions turned toward conquest and destruction. The wizards of that time grew fearful of his 

growing threat and banded together to destroy him. They cast a spell that ripped his soul from his body 

and cast it from the mortal realm. Then they entombed his mortal form to lie dormant for eternity.  

Narthil wishes to return to the mortal world once more but to do so he requires a vessel of sufficient 

power. That’s where I come in. I hope I hold the power to overcome the trials ahead, yet I fear what will 

become of me if I do. 


