* The Sage *
by Aegrothius Goth

Crackle, snap, hiss ... Flicker, bright, dim ..eTfe in the hearth provides light and heat. N&itteem to affect
the old man. His reclining figure stares into tlarfes and flames reflect back from his deep dagls.eyndigo
blue robes reflect and yet absorb the firelight higghlights of golden threads twinkle as the flarfieker. His
beard and hair are long and snowy white; in thaifiht they almost appear to be ethereal like tthat godling.
At his side is a tall pointed hat which is the samobr as his robe and also twinkles with highlgbf gold. The
face is lined with age, yet almost appears youthfisddom and intellect exude from his personagés Ehthe
Sage who is known in all of Tamriel as the champod counselor to all users of magic. His thouglaader,
and he remembers ...

Gyron Vardengroet was born to a poor and humbléoBrEamily in the village of Moonguard. The onlyilchof
Frieda and Horstle Vardengroet entered life duangre eclipse of Tamriel's moons. It was soon isgrpahat
he was unusually gifted in the magical arts. He fsasd levitating the family dog when he was onlyear old.
Most Bretons have a great talent for magic, buteagrew Gyron displayed a talent far greater thahaf his
peers. The village wizard began to take an intenegbung Gyron and soon took him under his wimgspite of
the young man's proclivities for being rowdy, the Wizard Grungdingler liked him and worked hardeach
him the magical arts to the extent of his own skill

Finally the day came when Grungdingler could te@ghon no more. The young mage had surpassed higmas
and he was somewhat unsettled with the apprentagel®m questions about life, death and immortality.
Grundingler called Gyron to him and gave him aelettddressed to Morkledder, the Guildmagister efMlages
Guild in Shornhelm. The young mage told his pareftsis fortune, packed his meager belongings,sateut

for the journey to Shornhelm. After many monthsra¥el through the foothills of the Kurallian Mouains,

Gyron arrived at the gates to the great City-Stét®hornhelm high in the mountainous terrain oftHRpck.

After the life of a quiet Breton village, Shornhelmas a wonder to Gyron. He explored the city frame end to
the other, and eventually found the Mages GuildsBnting Grungdingler's letter to Morkledder, Gyvaas
received warmly. Morkledder explained to Gyron thatwould need to be tested before any commitneent t
further training could be made. After a night otrand meditation, Gyron was shown into the malhdiahe
Mages Guild which was now filled with magic usefal kinds. It was very quiet. The young mage &tif his
heart was in his throat as he approached the Qmirithree, the leaders of the mages in this CigtesS
Morkledder rose and explained to Gyron the variesss he would be subjected to to prove his wasth mage.
The youth then turned and left the Council Chamther eyes of the many mages on him, and went forth
complete the tasks that had been defined for him.

Returning to Shornhelm several years later, Gyraa admitted to the Mages Guild and shown to then€ibu
Chamber where he was met by Morkledder. The anoiaigie reviewed the journal entries, the artifacts
gathered, and most especially the spellbook enpriesented to him by Gyron. An expression of amazgm
spread across the old wizard's face; there had heemn a novice to accomplish what Gyron had duttieg
testing. Morkledder then called a full sessionhaf Guild presenting Gyron as a full Wizard.

Gyron remained with Morkledder for several yeard studied hard. In private session several yeaes tife
testing, Morkledder admitted to Gyron that the @it Shornhelm could teach him no more and thahbeld
seek further enlightenment at the Crystal ToweBamurset Isle.

After packing his possessions once again, Gyronféein another long journey. He arrived at the <gay Tower
several years later after having traversed theipcevof Hammerfell where he had many adventures nmaay
other mages and shared his experiences and knaaweitlythem. He heard stories of wonderful plahts t
when combined with other elements could restoeettifthose dead, prolong life to those yet liviagg in the
proper combination bestow immortality on the u§gron was always quick to advise and guide mages wh
were less experienced than himself. He loved babig to help. He made many friends and storiesrbega
spread across the land about this exceptionalaiseagic.

When he entered the Crystal Tower, he was grestasg\eral mages all clamoring for his attentiors Hi
reputation had preceded him. However, the crowthéaisind parted at the arrival of a very imposiggre
dressed all in indigo blue robes trimmed in goldaving a high pointed hat and carrying the mostitifedly



carved staff Gyron had ever seen. The Elder o€inencil of Wizards, Esthlainder, looked closelytat young
wizard, nodded and turned to walk back into thegiowVithout delay, Gyron followed him. The audiericat
followed stunned the young mage.

Esthlainder explained to him that Gyron's comind baen foretold for many years, and he had beeactag.
The mages had been told by the Gods that one iofava would come along to provide guidance, knalgke
and aid. Gyron was that promised champion and fe&lgon was confused and uncertain. How couldéhe b
such an extraordinary person? What must he ddfith fis destiny? Many questions spilled from himwhich
Esthlainder could not provide the answers. The iE$dggested that Gyron stay with them in the Ctyistaver
for a while and study. This he did.

The day finally came when The Elder admitted todaythat the Crystal Tower could no longer provide
anything new and that he needed to travel the lahdamriel and seek the wisdom and knowledge. Hider
sighed and told Gyron how sad he was that the @rystwer was losing him, but that his destiny mest
fulfilled. With this, the Elder presented Gyron wé package wrapped in the same beautiful indige hé the
Elder's Robes. Gyron was told to take the packatiehim but open it only when he was at least dsigvel
from the Crystal Tower.

After a long day's walk, Gyron set up camp in autiéa glade next to a brook of crystal clear waténally, he
thought, | can open the Elder's package. As hednlie golden cord that had bound the packageyuralfthat
the wrapping was not wrapping at all but an exdgiisitailored robe identical to the one worn by Hider. As
he opened the robe, a high pointed wizard's hgpgdput of the package, and with a "whoosh" ang,"pthe
same intricately carved staff that the Elder hadied appeared. A note from the Elder advised teigarments
were indestructible and that the staff had manyicagroperties for Gyron to discover. It went amther to
explain that from this day forward Gyron would belvn as The Sage.

Tired from his walking and with an inner glow ofcaenplishment, The Sage settled down for the fiigtnof
his long pilgrimage across the lands.

After many months of further travels and adventufés Sage returned to Moonguard and was warmly
welcomed by the villagers and most especially lsydairents, Frieda and Horstle. News of his comatdj h
preceded him and the whole village had worked katulild and furnish a cottage for the mage ingleasant
forest just outside the town. After a festive bagtghat evening, Gyron retired to his new home.

The Sage settled into his life outside Moonguare réteived many visitors who have traveled fronr aea far
to seek his guidance, help, and training. The ypassed. It was not long before first Horstle dhtFrieda
died. The Sage was devastated by his loss. Inrigshe swore to dedicate the rest of his life ébediting death
so that grief like his could be avoided by others.

He returned to the Great Library at the Crystal @oand researched the many flowers, herbs andsptlaait he
had heard about and seen during his travels. loditage, he labored tirelessly over the spellbpeikds and
collection of flora from all over the lands. Hetex$the potions on himself. The years went by,Tihé Sage
seemed not to age anymore. At some point he hadlifthe right combination in his experiments, buildaot
determine which combination it had been as the ghdrad been most subtle. He had secured a lifewignd.
And the years continued to pass.

Mages came to him for help which he freely gavee $age settled into his life of advising and gugdamd the
years continued to pass. Unfortunately, his fantaime so great that the call for his help was unieaiale. He
reluctantly packed his possessions for the las,tend moved far into the Kurallian Mountains andtla
magical fortress. Only the most worthy magic userd gain access and help from The Sage.

However, following his heart, even today The Safgendeaves his mountain abode and travels the tefming
young mages gain experience and to grow.

Snap, crackle ... The firelight flickers... The ohége stirs as the memories fade and flicker likefirelight.
Bang, bang, bang... echoes from the pounding kmawké¢he great oaken doors of the fortress... TdgeSises
and heads for the doors knowing that yet anothgrenmaneed has found him and is worthy of help.



