The Keep

Somewhere there exists a deep and dark wilderness. Little light penetrates through the gnarled and twisted trees. Yet through this wilderness there runs a path. And at the centre of the wilderness, beside the path, there lies a huge structure, looking like nothing more than a box made of iron. The box displays a large symbol on each of its sides;

an "S" in a circle. The symbol is painted in blood red. For this is the Keep of the Secret. See at the front of the Keep, a large, reinforced iron door and a small barred window. Notice also the strange burn mark on the door, and the fact that it hangs slightly open. If you look on the path near the window, you may see some breadcrumbs lying there, and were you to open the door and step inside...

The door was not always like that. For a very long time it was secured with an immense and fiendishly intricate padlock. This kept the door locked shut, un-openable from outside. And equally sealed from the inside. For back then, just as now, the Keep was not empty. For inside, carefully hidden away from the world, was a small Pale Figure.

Sometimes he would go to the window and look out on the path, where he would often see people passing by, travelling through the wilderness. He wondered where the came from and where they went. Sometimes he would hear noises from further down the path. There were times when it sounded like a great celebration was going on, and all those who were there were enjoying the time of their lives. Then he would wish he could go to the celebration too, but the door remained locked tight. Other times, the sounds were like the armies of Evil itself were abroad. Terrible screams and horri​fying cries of pain and fear. Then the Pale Figure would huddle in a corner, glad that the door was there, glad that the Keep protected him from the Evil without.

The Pale Figure was lonely inside the Keep, however, and desperately wanted someone to talk to. But he was afraid that the person might be one of the Evil ones. Eventually he made a plan. He would throw some breadcrumbs onto the path from his window. Perhaps someone would see them and realise someone was inside the keep. Then they would open the door and find him. But he was still afraid, so he decided to start small. So one day he threw a single crumb onto the path and waited. As time went by, the Pale Figure threw out more crumbs, never many, just a few, and he wait​ed for a fair amount of time before throwing out the next few. But no-one seemed to notice.

Then one day something happened. One of the travellers on the path stopped outside the Keep. The Pale Figure watched from the window, careful not to be seen by the Traveller. After some time, the Traveller went on his way. But the Pale Figure kept thinking about him. What if the Traveller tried to open the door? Would it open for him? The Pale Figure was surprised to find that he held a small hope that it would. For a long time he had lived alone in the Keep, and he often wondered what it would be like to have someone to talk to, someone who knew he was there. But what if the Traveller was one of the Evil Ones that the Traveller had heard? If that was the case, and the Traveller did get inside the Keep, what would he do to the Pale Figure? Then again, if the Traveller was one of those who attended the great celebration, perhaps he could take the Pale Figure to one of the parties. How the Pale Figure longed to see what those celebrations were! He thought long and hard over the problem, but could not find a solution, so he remained in hiding within the Keep.

The Traveller came past the Keep often. Sometimes he would stop and look at it for a time, or otherwise would con​tinue past, with barely a glance in its direction. The Pale Figure finally decided to try and catch the Traveller's atten​tion. He threw more breadcrumbs out through the window on to the path just as the Traveller was passing, hoping the Traveller would see them. Once more watching from the window, the Pale Figure saw the Traveller approach, and stop outside the Keep. Then, just as he had hoped, the Traveller saw the breadcrumbs upon the path. But what he did next sent the Pale Figure scrambling into his corner; the Traveller came up to the Keep and examined the door and its great lock. The Pale Figure waited, half hoping, half dreading that the door would open. But it did not. And the Traveller left the Keep and continued on his way.

The Pale Figure repeated the breadcrumb plan sev​eral times, and each time the Traveller would approach the Keep. But each time he did, two things happened. Firstly the door remained sealed tight. And secondly, with each of the Traveller's visits, the Pale figure retreat​ed less, until finally there came a day when he remained at the window while the. Traveller came to the door. And so it was he saw just what the Traveller did at the door to the Keep. The Traveller made no attempt to open the door himself, but merely waited there, as if waiting for someone from inside to open it. But the Pale Figure could not open the door from inside either. Indeed he did not know how the door was opened, if it opened at all.

Then, as the Traveller turned to depart, he looked straight at the window, and straight into the face of the Pale Figure. The Pale Figure was afraid. What would the Traveller do now that he had seen him? But the Traveller did nothing. Just stood, watching. Then the Pale Figure saw that there was no malice in the Traveller, only concern. The Pale Figure decided to take the greatest risk of his life. He lifted his arm out through the window and held a hand out to the Traveller. And the Traveller raised .his own hand, and touched it to that of the Pale Figure.

Suddenly, with a bright flash of light and loud explosion, the great padlock on the door was blasted out of existence, leaving only a charred mark upon the door to show it had ever been there. And the door swung open, just slightly. The Traveller let go of the Pale Figure's hand and walked over to the door. But again he made no attempt to open it himself. He looked again at the Pale Figure, who retreated inside the Keep. And then, with a soft creak, the door opened and the Pale Figure let the Traveller inside. And the Traveller became the First Visitor to the Keep of the Secret.

So it came to pass that for the first time, the Pale Figure revealed his true Nature to another, and discov​ered that the First Visitor held no ill will towards him because of it. Indeed, the Pale Figure was surprised to learn that the First Visitor shared this Nature.

And from that day forth, the Keep of the Secret was never entirely impregnable again. With its great lock gone, it could not be resealed, and due to minor damage the door received from the explosion, it could not close fully, and so to this day hangs slightly ajar.

Today, the Pale Figure has several visitors, some of which have the Nature and some who do not. But those Visitors without the Nature accept it in the Pale Figure, and hold no malice to him because of it. And with each new Visitor that the Pale Figure admits to the Keep, the great door opens a little further. The Pale Figure has even travelled outside the Keep in the company of his Visitors, and has seen what lies along the path. He has not yet encountered the Evil, but knows that if he ever should, his Visitors will be there, and they themselves will be his greatest weapon against it: his friends. 
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