


From the journal of King Tambo, released to the public as written in his will upon his
death in the year 1667. These entries were back to back, so heed the dates and read with
caution, for these stories were always met with question of his sanity:

! August 8 1942 \

(egend has it, an oracle hidec in the Caves of Akichuna: a
heavenly being born with the beginning of time to make sure it
ran emoothly. OF cource, that purpoce was promptly exhavsted,
but yet he remains, or so they cay. "Tﬁzeg"af in the Histologiance.
They” ac in the foolc that believe cuch noncence. “They” ac in
the geniuses that pointed me in the right direction and cfarted
me on my way. ‘They” ac in the ones that cent me off on my own
to die in thic wrefehed jungle. Ho. No wonder none of them hac
even actually Found him.

Needlese to cay, this ic my last entry before I go incide the
cave. Ive been ¢itfing outeide here for a few days now, and Iin
cure Tve found it This time. You cee, at night, there ic thic, well,
Licking. Like a clock. Coming from inside the cave. Tell me, what
elce could it be? .

Okay, enouvgh procrastinating. If comething happenc to me,
hopefully comeone finds thic and knows that I didnt actually lose
my mind.

Jambe out



-

' August 8, 1592

Already the memory fadec like a dream, co I will write fast. I am
not who I was a minute ago, or, perhaps, who I will be? IF thic is
real. Sorry, I don't understand either, but Il try to explain.

I was correct. I would cay I wag the first, but that would be a

lie. There were ceven before me, that I énow for a fact.

He was juct there, in the cenfer of the cave. A griffin, his
feathers and fur golden orange in the flickering light from a cingle
candle. He didnt cay anything at first, just gazed at me. Co, I well,
I told him I liked hic timepiece that wac hanging around his neck
becavse curely that'c where the ticking woice had come from. fHe
chuckled at me, just like an old friend.

He caid (and this I will never forget), “Time telling, huh? Yes,
that would be the obvious explanation, but further from the troth
thawn you could imagine...” Hic deep voice trailed off, thenm he looked
down at the clock-resembling medallion hanging from hic neck and
tossed it to me without hecitation, adding, “Go ahead. See if you can
figure it out,”

At that, I ccoffed. T wasnt dumb, only dumbfounded. Tt
instantly became clear to me that it was not anywhere near a clock,
although itc carvings and erown proved that it had comeithing to do
with time. No glase covered ifc surface, it was ag thin as a coin, and

no subtle ticking echoed from within fo move ife single hand.
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Even <o, the large golden disk (despite showing cigne of age to
which he added, “It'c gone everywhere with me, ¢o itc ceen
better daye,”) was ctunning. Its qlitfering curface was covered
in infricate carvings, with come of which recognizable ac datec
upon closer inspection, ceven to be exact. [he others appeared to
be small symbols, like leaves and swords, all connected as if to
form one big pictvre. The most beautiful part, though, was the
gleaming jewel in the center. It took vp about half of the
curface, and the single hand pointed out from it. When turned
and Tilted, the jewel reflected a new color co that it was
impoccible to cay for cure what type of gem it really was.
Regardless, it was obviovcly priceless. From the size to the
elaborately-carved chape and afore-mentioned color, everything

about if ceemed expencive and rare.

I tossed it back to him, just a¢ confused ac T had been. He
was completely unperturbed to be in poscescion of such an

artifact, but T wace amazed.

He caid to me, “So, do you want to cee the real magic?” and
held up the medafllion by the chain co that the gem glitfered as if
a rainbow were actually trapped in it. I could only nod. fHe
chuckled in that quief way once again, and turned to grab the
candle from the cconce on the wall behind him. Ae he
approached me, the chamber danced in the eerie lighting, and I
_ had to hold down my breakfast.
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/ He ctood right alongside me, and held vp the medallion and \
candle. The medallion was backwards, co I covld now cee a cmall
hole in the back and the colorful gem through it. He expertly held
the candle up to this hole so That it could cast light through it,
and when the flames licked the metal, the magic began.

The emooth wall of the cave acroce from ve was ifluminated
in a brilliant blve, and as he adjucted the candle’e pocition, an
image began to form. Mow, I cant for the life of me remember
what it chowed, but I remember it was a kingly lion in some
ancient environment. Ac the candle flickered, the image seemed
to move like a film, but it could have been my imagination. Soon,
he lowered both objects and turned the crown of the medallion,
and The arm moved to a new date. Then, he raiced it ac before to
chow another image, thic one orange. Next it was purple, then
yellow, then red, green, and pink, which was the lact of the
dates. Each showed a different liown from a different time period
doing comething different, but I can’t remember what.

LY

Cince this wae finiched, he said to me, “You have made it this |
far to find me, co I have no dovbt you are worthy. The final cay,
though, ic not up to me. I am only a mescenger. [Here, take the
medallion. Find a place, and try fo carve the date you would like
to travel fo with your claw. If you are able fo carve into it, you
will find yourself there. Do be careful, though, becavse if it takes,

 you will find yourself at whatever date you carved, mistake or



' not. If the carving doecn't take, well, I cannot help you any
further. You will awaken in your own den, and thic will all be
forgotten like a dream. Whenever you are ready, you may begin.”

I was co excited, but alco nervous. At first T scratched
lightly at the preciove arfifact, but once I noticed that the
earving wag taking, I began to carve at a rapid pace. When I
was finiched, a tiny orange glow from within the dick moved
along my mecey carving, ctraightening it comehow but not
changing what I had written, then adding ancther shape: a

Crown.

That'e the last thing I remember ceeing, and alco the first
thing. I blinked and found mycelf not looking down at the
medallion in that dimly lit cave, but inctead looking out over a sea
of lione in a cunny courtyard, a crown being lifted atop my head.

Truth be told, that was the fir<t time I troly believed in
him. If only I had thovght fo ack hic name.



From the Ukusizana Times, August 9, 1942:




From Trolls, Naked Mole Rats, and Other Ancient Mythical Beings by Okudala Indoda,
circa 1942:
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From the legal record of the arresture of 47258749:

DEPARTMENT OF POLICE, Ukusizana Pride

Record of Arrest

NAME Okuphakade

SPECIES Griffon I0 47258748

SEX Male BIRTHOATE 6488400088 N/A
HEIGHT 58" BIRTHPLACF Unknown
LENGTH 8.1’ IS Light Blue

PRIDE Unknown

WEIGHT 507.3 1bs

STATUS Unknown

SCARS N/A

DESCRIFTION Maned, orange and brown spots and
stripes, grey face, wings, bird front legs, feathered mane and ears

ITEMS CONFISCATED Golden clock—faced medallion, origin unknown, to be
returned upon completion of sentence

DETAILS OF ARRESTURE

DATE 12/18/2020 TME 23:08 FLACE Chasm Cave

DESCRIPTION Offender was located in this cave when those 1iving nearby
heard a strange ticking coming from inside starting at the 11
o’clock hour. Offender didn't struggle, but only offers strange
answers. Further questioning is in progress.

FROPOSED CHARGE 200 hours of community service to be completed within
the Ukusizana Pride

PREVIOUS CRIMINAL HISTORY

DATE DESCRIPTION
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