Of the Banishment
As Isadora and the Behemoth continued their clashes, the Forest’s delight turned to anger. For the Behemoth clashed with Isadora, but was only interested in pitting his might against hers, and did ignore Forest, who was her creator. And so did Forest lash out in anger and sought to bury Isadora with roots and trees, so that she would sink beneath the ground and be forgotten. And Behemoth did watch, for it was not Behemoth’s nature to help others but to let them ride on their strength alone. Yet Isadora was mighty, and so she escaped the Forest.
Of Laughter
Long did Oeg journey amongst the outer realms, and long did the story-locus seek to tear him down. Some sought to destroy him. Some sought to consume him into their stories. They could not harm him, for he was of the mountain. His hide was thick, his horns straight, and none could harm him. But they still sought to tear him down, and thus did more subtle attacks began.
So the story-locus sought to tear him down, not in body but in spirit. Cruel tricks were played on him, false gifts of speed, and evil mockeries, and so did Oeg began to despair at his quest. But one story-locus sought to outdo all the others, and sought to seduce him, and then leave him, so that he might finally despair enough to cease his fight and be consumed. So did the story-locus seek to find a form pleasing to him, and become not an it, but a her that was like him. But she was not of him, for, though story-locus may pretend to understand others, they are dead inside.
And so Oeg saw her form and he laughed at it, for it was vain and silly, and not a form he wished to love. And the story-locus did grow angry, and as she did so her formed changed, which only made Oeg laugh more. And finally did it attack him, but his hide was still thick and his horns straight, and it was gored and trampled. And so the other story-locus continued their mockery, but Oeg continued to laugh, and what was once cruel and hurtful was now only silly and pathetic. They could trouble him no longer.
Finally, Oeg did laugh at himself, for he saw the foolishness of his quest. What need had he for speed? His hide was thick, his horns straight, and now his mind joyful. Others desired for him to have speed, not himself, and even if he had speed the contest was over. And so Oeg left the outer reaches and returned to Creation.
Of Kindness
At times the Stag would cease his pursuit of Ramus, for the Others were always fickle beings, but when the notion did take him he would come back to torment Ramus. But never would he kill Ramus, for that would end the pursuit. As the chase began anew, all manner of creatures would run from them, both were mighty, for Ramus was still designed as a steed of the sun and the Stag was Vision, so any lesser being might be trampled.
But there was one who did not, for he was a child of Ramus. And some say the child was ram, and some deer, and some reindeer, and some even gazelle. But none know for certain, and none know the name, for the children of Ramus’ blood were new and had neither names nor speech.  But this one approached him, and came to Ramus, who was running from the one who was like him.
And so Ramus was amazed, for none had approached him before, and so did he follow the unknown one, who led him to a place where they could hide. For the children of Ramus, being not so mighty, could not travel the world, but knew those places where they lived well. And, being not so mighty, hid lest they be destroyed. Thus did they find places even Vision did not know of, for they were small and humble places, which Vision found unworthy of his sight, and thus did the Vision’s stag pass, for it could not find Ramus.
And so Ramus was ashamed. “Look at you, without name or power, preyed by everything, and yet you help me, who is only pursued by one. I have ignored you, who have shown me such kindness, who is flesh of my blood.” So from that day forth, Ramus sought to protect his children, and would rake with his horns those who preyed on them, and sought to teach them all knowledge he could. This is also why they believe themselves to be the eldest race, for though alpacas and llamas are older, it was the children of Ramus who first had names and history.
Of False Generosity
Prospecta was joyful at her crafts, and would often go out into Creation, and show off her newfound beauty.  And she would set out across the world, and all would marvel at her beauty, and even some of the Others would come and see it and think her beautiful. But the Crippled One did not, for he loved gears and things of mechanics, and did not see the beauty in her dress and craft. And so Prospecta left him, in anger, and she did not carry him, and he did not teacher her.
And so she was admired, but there were beings which did not admire her and were instead jealous. Some of them were mere creations of the Others, while some were of the Others, as the sun was of the King and the second Stag was of Vision, but all these beings were created to be beautiful. And so they came together and said amongst themselves. “By what right is she so admired? We were created for beauty, not her. Come, let us take her magnificent jewelry, for if it can make one so ugly so beautiful, then surely it will make us more so.”
And so they ambushed her, and sought to leave her bloody and broken, but they were greedy. Each one sought to snatch at her magnificent crafts, and they began to fight amongst themselves for the crafts, and thus she was not harmed. Prospecta was able to run to the desert, where they could not follow, but there she despaired for her crafts were gone. Even should she make new ones, they would surely be stolen as well and, without them, all Creation would mock her appearance.
It was in this despair that she saw one obelisk who was of Desert. And she saw that obelisk was ugly, but still did creatures come around her, and seek to do her favors and worship at her feet. And so Prospecta watched to see why this was so, and saw that obelisk granted them favors, and so they were obligated to grant them back. And so did Prospecta seek glory and love through trading her crafts for favors, and she thought herself generous, but she did not yet have full understanding, for the praise she received was false and only done for the babbles.
Of Hope
Tidalos set upon the depths of Creation which was neither earth nor sea, and there did he hide from the world and discover many secrets. But despite the secrets, he did not return, for none would give him the secret to escape the ocean, and he could not run to the stars as Oeg had, for his power was not as great. And so Tidalos stayed, searching for greater and greater secrets.
Finally did he stumble upon the oldest of beings, who were before the world was. And some sought to destroy them, for not all beings had been thrown down unjustly, but some sought to teach and from these did he learn. For he learned of the journey the Others had been one, to seek that which was, and the answer to all. But the journey was long and hard, across the infinite land of the story-locus, and never did they find it. So they stopped, to amuse themselves with Creation, but some believe the answer was still there. Thus did Tidalos learn the greatest secret, which was hope.
Of the Second Sun
There came a day when the King was taken with a great fervor. For he wished to build the perfect weapon with which to protect Creation from the story-locust, who were ever infinite, and ever desirous to end it. And so he began to forge a second sun, and a magnificent steed for the sun, greater than even the first sun and Celestia. And so Celestia spoke her worry to the sun.
Said the sun. “Be not concerned with them, it is for the Others to decide the world, for they are the masters of it, not you or I. Your duty is to obey me, as is mine to the King. Focus on carrying me, as I shall focus on shining.” Celestia heard this, but this time she did not obey, for she had seen what became of creations which the Others no longer cared for. But neither could she defy the sun directly.
And so she waited, for the sun loved to dance, and when he danced, he could not be carried on her back. Before she was kept in a magnificent stable, but Celestia was derived from Luna, who was built by Storm, and thus she knew the art of making herself like the clouds, and so as the sun was dancing she slipped out. And when the sun ceased to dance, and wished to ride, he would call for her, but she was far away, and did not come.
And so he called out in a louder voice, and still she did not hear, for she was searching Creation, and still she did not come. And finally he gave an almighty yell, much greater than the others, that echoed throughout the grand city and into Creation, and so Celestia heard it, and rushed back. And the sun was angry, “Thrice have I called for you, and only now do you come. Why have you become so obstinate?”
And Celestial did bow her head low. “I am sorry, oh master of mine, but the noise of the forging is great, and I could not hear you.” And the sun did nod, for the noise of the forging of the new sun was great, and he did not know how sharp her hearing was, so he accepted her word. And from then on he would give a mighty yell when he wished to ride, and Celestia would hear him. And in this way did she slip away undetected.
