
Seker’s Discovery 
 

 I looked upward, tracing a line of falling water to its source: the corner of a 

tired old roof that lay huddled atop the weary walls of an inn.  The curved shingles 

reminded me of the scale mail armor of a beaten warrior—layered plates riddled 

with missing pieces.  I steered Cromwell around the puddle that was forming. 

 “I am so pleased that you made it through your apprenticeship,” he said with 

a tone of profound appreciation.  We picked our way through the grime and sludge 

of the muddy streets.  He gave me a hearty clap on the shoulder and asked, “So what 

do you intend to do now?” 

 “I intend to find my own adventure, of course.  Don’t get me wrong—

traveling with you and learning from you has been a great boon in my life… but 

something good is out there for me, on a new path.  I can sense it.” 

 He stroked his short beard, nodding as we walked.  He pulled downward 

across his chin and flicked his hand to the side, sending a few drops of water flying 

away.  “Good, good.  Perhaps you are ready for your first adventure as a graduate: 

let’s take the shortcut.” 

 I shook my head.  “Ugh.  No.  Wrong kind of new adventure.” 

 “It’s the fastest way to the tavern for a celebratory drink.  Come on, it won’t 

kill you.” 

 “I’m not worried about dying, I’m worried about losing my coin to unseen 

fingers.” 

 “I’m buying, so don’t worry about your coin!  Let’s go.” 

 “I’m worried about your coins too,” I replied.  “I want that drink.” 



 Cromwell laughed.  “Let me do the worrying.  There is a reason you came to 

me for training.  I may yet surprise you.”  He led me through the city streets and we 

rounded a corner, heading into a shadowy alley between two long warehouses.  A 

small rivulet coursed between the buildings. 

 Up ahead, a mote of light hovered in the air.  A firefly?  A spell?  I looked 

around, finding no spellcaster.  In fact, there was no one nearby at all.  A firefly or 

torch bug, then.  I followed Cromwell forward. 

 As we trudged toward the far side of the alley, the hovering light suddenly 

grew to a great size.  There was no monstrously huge glowing insect; instead, it 

expanded into a disc-like oval as tall as the buildings flanking it.  I darted to the side, 

pressing my back to the wall.  “Didn’t I just express my concern about this stupid 

alley?” 

 A woman’s voice reverberated through the narrow passage, though no 

woman could be seen.  “This alley bears you no ill will.  Indeed, this alley is not even 

sentient.  It is merely the first place you have wandered where no unwelcome eyes 

are upon us.”  The language was odd.  It was almost as if listening to the origin of 

speech itself—a root sound from which all other languages branched.  Though 

unfamiliar and strange, it was easily comprehended.  The voice continued, 

“Watching you these past few days has been like watching an ember in the moments 

before tinder is set upon it.  So it is decided.  You are the best chance for my ward.” 

 Tumbling out of the towering sideways halo came a man.  He was scarred 

and naked, but otherwise quite hardy looking.  For a human—if he was such a 

thing—he was unusually tall as well.  Then, pouring through the opening came a 

wave of glittering darkness.  Flecks of black broke away and scattered across the 

wet ground.  The wave was alive—spiders! 

 “Would you get out of the middle of the road?” I hissed at my mentor. 

 Hands in his pockets, he stood looking at the undulating mass, but finally 

turned to address me.  “What?  You think you’re more protected 5 feet to the side?  

You realize that wall is behind you, don’t you?” 

 I grabbed him, pulled him to the wall and retreated back to the end of the 

warehouse.  I peered around the corner, looking down into the alley.  A woman 

emerged, seemingly unconcerned with the arachnids.  She walked among them and 

unfurled her wings.  She stood some 8 feet tall, her eyes obscured by a helm or mask 

upon her face.  The tall man next to her was dwarfed by comparison. 

 Her voice echoed through the alleyway, clear and unnerving.  “This shabti 

believes it can redeem its maker.  The connection is unusually strong, both 

tormenting it and empowering it.  I have chosen to consider its request, though you 

are under no compulsion to do the same.” 

 Cromwell walked forward as I urged him to come back. 

 “What request?” he asked. 



 The imposing female, dressed in red silk and gold plates, turned to look down 

the alley at the man who had trained me for all these years.  Though I could not see 

her eyes, I could feel her attention focusing on him like a beam of energy.  My hands 

balled into fists.  She moved forward without a stride, riding the spiders as a genie 

might ride a magic carpet.  When she was within striking distance, she spoke.  “His 

request is to have a chance at redemption, though he redeems another.  His best 

opportunity lies with you, so I have brought him, whether you harbor him a single 

day or a lifetime.” 



 “Is that what this is?”  Cromwell was incredulous, his cinnamon-red beard 

dripping wet as he ranted.  “You’re dumping some outsider onto my lap?  This big 

show is just to request babysitting?  I need no new apprentice!” 

 “You do.  However, I am not offering this opportunity to you.  I offer my ward 

to yours.” 

 “You… what?”  He turned to look at me.  I stepped out into the alley.  For one 

uncomfortable moment, I could see in his eyes the realization that it was indeed my 

adventure now.   He shook his head, “You burden my apprentice with this… this 

poor sod?  He is no adventurer.” 

 The woman’s voice was strong and primal.  “He has seen many things, and 

harbors the memories of a powerful life that came before his own.  He had 

undertaken great training before I found him.  I shall ensure he is no burden.”  With 

that, she reached out… to me.  The urge to lash out nearly overwhelmed the urge to 

shrink away and hide.  Yet she merely touched my sleeve, rubbing the fabric 

between her fingers. 

 She turned, and rode the mass of spiders back to the strange man who now 

stood lit by the glow of the portal.  With a clicking noise, the spiders left her, and 

swarmed the man.  The speed at which the man was engulfed was alarming, and I 

found myself stepping forward in protest.  But I could hardly intervene, for it was 

apparent that this creature could end a common person effortlessly—could end my 

adventure before it starts.  So I watched helplessly. 

 To my relief and amazement, the spiders fell away to reveal the man was 

now cloaked in garments similar to my own.  Then the woman spoke.  “Seker, I gift 

you armor.” 

 Suddenly, shimmering armor, regal and beautiful appeared. 

 “Seker, name your patron.” 

 For the first time, the man spoke.  His voice was a strange juxtaposition to the 

woman’s.  It was powerful, but not as alien as hers.  His voice had some 

otherworldliness, and yet it also felt like it was made of the same grit and dirt to be 

found right in the alley.  His language was not one I knew, but I recognized a name—

Sarenrae. 

 The woman nodded, and a shining scimitar appeared in the man’s hands.  

Finally, she untied a leather pouch from her belt, opened it, and dropped in a few 

potions and coins.  She handed it to the man.  He bowed, and then fell to one knee.  

His voice was quiet, speaking only to her. 

 At last, he rose and strode toward us.  Behind him, the sun began to dip 

below the buildings.  The burning portal lit the alleyway. 

 I did not comprehend the first words he said to me.  The woman came up 

behind him and whispered something imperceptible.  He nodded and tried again, 

this time in the Common tongue.  “Where are you headed?” he simply asked. 



 My mentor stepped forward, putting himself between us.  “Are you crazy?  

You think I’m going to let some demon queen play matchmaker with my 

apprentice?” 

 “Your apprentice is no longer an apprentice,” said the woman.  “It is why I 

bring Seker to you now.”  Her wings tucked in behind her, as she leaned forward 

over the tall man and pointed at me. 

 Seker the shabti looked back at the giant woman behind him, then caught our 

gaze.  “She is a morrigna, a servant of Pharasma.  She is neither demon nor angel.  

She merely hunts those who would trick death itself.” 

 “And you?” asked my mentor, in a demanding tone. 

 Seker replied, “I am the trick.” 

 “Oh gods.”  Cromwell groaned.  “That’s hardly reassuring.” 

 The tall man made a conciliatory gesture.  “I agree with you.  I myself am not 

reassured.  I am unsteady in my memories.  However, I say this to you now: I speak 

only truth.  I come to you as a paladin of Sarenrae, the goddess of redemption, with 

hopes that I may set things right.” 

 “A paladin,” I whispered in my mentor’s ear, “with a bag full of potions!  I 

could use someone with lots of potions on my side, you know.” 

 As if able to overhear, the woman moved out from behind Seker and said, 

“Name a potion, of a power similar to the Cure Light Wounds bottles I just gave him.  

It shall be yours, as a payment for walking this shabti through the world for a while.” 

 I pushed my mentor aside.  A potion could cost a year’s salary, if you 

happened to make commoner wages.  This was a gift that anyone starting out in life 

would be wise to accept. 

 With the deal negotiated, the masked woman turned to the paladin.  “Seker, 

remember this.  I hunt the one who created you.  When I locate him, I will punish 

him for all of eternity.  Your chance to redeem him is as thin as a spider’s thread.  If I 

find him before you find redemption, he will be lost.” 

 With the skittering of a million spiders, the woman withdrew to the portal 

and disappeared.  The glow diminished and was gone.  The alley was again dark, 

bare, and mired in sludge. 

 The man did not turn to watch her leave.  His eyes remained fixed on me.  

“Where are you headed?” he asked again. 

 “Have you ever heard of the town of Belhaim?” I asked. 

 “I have not.” 

 “I don’t suppose you have some magic horses with you?” 

 “I do not.” 

 “Yeah.  We shoulda asked her for horses.” 



 
 

* * * * * 

 

 Walking with Seker made for a strange journey.  On some days, the heat and 

dust left everyone on the roads coughing and squinting, and it was odd to see this 

regal paladin from another plane of existence coughing like any normal man.  On 

other days, the rain and mud left everything cold and dirty, including him.  He 

slipped and fell at one point, and it was the most curious thing… it seemed like he 

wasn’t the kind of being who could fall, like he wasn’t designed for mortal foibles, 

yet apparently he was as mortal as any of us.  He was a creature not of this world, 

and yet trudging through the world like anyone else. 

 As we traveled, his story became clearer.  He was an invention.  He was a 

construct but no machine; a creation of flesh but no golem.  He was the ideal version 

of someone else, someone… less than perfect.  He was tormented by the visions of a 

previous life—the wretched life of his creator.  For much of his existence, he had 

believed these evil memories truly were his own.  He believed that the hells were his 

rightful home; not as a demon, but as a man ready to pay for his sins. 

 He had been built as a stand-in, a proxy doomed to endure damnation so that 

his creator didn’t have to.  The notion that his desire to serve out a punishment 

might be manufactured or artificial was difficult for Seker to grasp.  The desire was 

intrinsic to him.  The notion that the sense of honor and duty which bound him to 

his task might also be manufactured was a revelation of sadness for him.  He said, 

“My creator instilled virtues in me that could have saved him, had he only valued 

them more in his own life.” 



 When Pharasma’s agents first discovered Seker’s true nature, they set about 

reading his memories so that they might track down the man who cheated death.  

And in a most unusual turn of events, Seker intervened.  He expressed sympathy for 

his creator, for the man who sent him to endless torment.  The difference, he 

insisted, is that he exists not so that his creator might escape damnation, but so that 

his creator might repent, though him.  They are bonded in this.  So Seker is bending 

all his will, all his power toward redemption by proxy. 

 Seker believes that every good action he undertakes will be credited to his 

creator.  He believes this with all his heart, though I do not. 

 As we approached Belhaim, one thing had become clear in my mind.  One 

thought.  Seker is going to need me to bend all my will, all my powers to save him. 
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