
A sidequest for meaning 

 

Chapter 15 and 16 of Red Snow work as a short story. The setting is a fictional 

medieval world, the cursed are people born with magic abilities. Beraan is a member of 

the Inquisition, an Order tasked to deal with the cursed. 

 

 

 Beraan walked down the great stairs in front of the Order house Prime, three 

paths had been freed of snow. On the opposite side of the wise man's square stood the 

Temple of the Virtues. Whoever had designed the Temple lacked imagination, its 

lowest part was a square block with lightly inward sloping walls, the middle part was a 

smaller block with straight walls, topped off by a dome. It was contrasted by the 

dualist's cathedral on the square's side, it was an elongated building with high and 

narrow doors and windows, countless towers rising to each side connected to the main 

building. Every corner seemed to have a stone statue of a man, an animal or an artists 

nightmare guarding it. No stone lacked carving, all the detail overwhelming the mind 

and meshing together into the background. The Virtue's Temple, on the other hand, 

dared to be simplistic. There is probably a message in that if only I could figure it out. 

 

 Whoever build the temple was as fond of stairs as the guys who designed the 

Order house Prime, only the temple had to have even bigger stairs. I bet the is a 

message in that too. No fat people allowed, work it off. No more likely something like, 

we are above you. Atop the stairs, two rows of guards lined the temple walls. They wore 

the strangest clothing, Beraan remembered from his childhood visits. It looked like a 

strip of cloth warped around their bodies countless times, crisscrossing back and forth. 

 

  Behind the oval entrance, two lines off novices waited, ready to greet and attend 

visitors, or at least the noble ones. They wore the same style of clothing, just more of it. 

the first one on the right broke out of formation and walked towards Beraan, the others 

each moved one position forward to fill the empty spot. 

"Master Inquisitor," she said with a bow, "is you visit private or official?" 

The young woman was a little older then Beraan but surely no twenty yet. The cloth 

travelled up her neck and wrapped itself around her hair so tight it stood upon her head, 

like a tree reaching for the sky. 

"Privat," Beraan said. 

"Very well, do you require guidance?" 

"Sure, why not."  

Whatever that means. 

"Please follow me," she walked the line between the novices, she went ahead without 

checking if he was following or not, a few quick steps killed her headstart. 

"Do you come here often?" She sounded genuinely interested. 

"No, its the first time since... I don't even know how long." 

She leed Beraan into a grand hall under the domed roof, alcoves had been arranged 

along the outer walls, each one with its own statue, except the ones to the top. 

"You sure like naked people a lot," Beraan commented. 

"The Human form is considered holy." 

 



 While most statues varied in size, gender and accessory they also shared a few 

trades, they were naked, well muscled and both the male and female part were rather 

small. 

"Well, a few of those are not very much... formed." 

"Why do you suppose they should be?" She asked. 

"It's not realistic." 

"No master Inquisitor, they are not realistic, they are more than real." 

"They are more than real? You'll have to explain that one." 

"I'm sorry I can't tell you, you must discover that meaning yourself." 

"You are a great guide." 

"Thank you, master Inquisitor, do you know the first principle?" 

"Something about being a better man then you were yesterday or last year." 

"Exactly, self-improvement. Now, what does that have to do with big muscles and a 

healthy body, as well as other part being represented rather small?" 

"I don't know." 

She looked at him the way his mother did when he had done something wrong, her 

disappointment had hurt him more than his father's anger. 

 

 "Why are those empty?" asked Beraan pointing up. 

"In case a new Saint in proclaimed." 

"Aah...." 

"Would you like me to recite the Saint's virtues and accomplishments?" 

"Which one? There must be hundreds." 

"247." 

"You know all their histories?" 

"Of course." 

Yeah yeah.  

"And what are you doing for fun?" 

"What is the Inquisition doing for fun?" 

Ah, the usual, hunting cursed, you know killing people. 

"We don't have much of that, there are only training and meditation and not much else if 

we are not in the field." 

Lucky she doesn't know I have only been in an active team for three weeks. 

"It is no different for us, we study and we serve." 

"Could you do something for me?" Beraan asked. 

"If it is within my power." 

"Can you drop the act?" 

"Excuse me?" She raised an eyebrow. 

Saints shes overacting, seen too many plays? 

"Have they drilled your mind so much you can't speak like a normal person anymore?" 

"We are in the Temple, we are supposed to act accordingly." 

"Come on, no one can hear us." 

"Fine, but first you are not gone tell anyone and second you tell me what an Inquisitor 

wants here." 

"I told you, I'm not here as an Inquisitor." 

"Why are you wearing your robes then?" 

"I don't have anything else to wear." 

"Oh." 



"I own another set of robes if this set needs to be washed, beside that I own nothing. 

technically I don't even own the robes, they belong to the Order." 

"I see, what is it you want here?" 

"I... I'm looking for answers." 

"To which question?" 

"Why the world sucks." 

"Ah... bashing your head against the big one, are you? Follow me." 

 

 The section right under the dome's centre went down in tiers, hear stood fewer 

statues, Beraan counted fifteen. 

"The Prime Virtue," Beraan remembered. 

"Yes truth, my favoured one, because it is so simple, no double meaning, no live lesson, 

just pure and simple honesty. Do you know the four greater Virtues?" 

"Ahm... Foresight and Courage right?" 

"Yes, with Restraint and Gratitude." 

"Why gratitude?" 

"Patience, I'll explain when you see Saaru." 

"I thought curiosity was a Virtue. 

"Yes over there in the outer ring, next to her brothers patience and silence." 

"Isn't speech a Virtue too?"  

"Of course he is, he stands to silence's other side." 

 

 In the centre square, where the four statues looked up to Truth, two rows of 

stairs lead down into the Temples belly. Great, more of those. Beraan followed her 

down, here more statues awaited them. The first was a naked fat Man, or at least Beraan 

judged so by his face, his manhood was nowhere to see between those folds. 

 

 On the other side stood a statue unlike anything Beraan could remember, the 

upper body of three women sprouted out of one set of legs. The first was young, the 

middle one looked old enough to be her mother. Where the first was pretty she had 

another kind of beauty, the last one was old and... well old. They wore no clothes and 

while the first was nice to look at and even the second not so bad, Beraan could have 

walked his lives path without ever seeing the last. There faces shared similar feature. 

The old one was pulling the middle ones head towards her own while the young women 

pushed the milled aged towards the old. 

"What is that supposed to mean?" Beraan asked. 

"Mother and daughter?  

"What about the third?" 

"Don't worry, this one is not meant for you... unless you are a daughter planning to be a 

mother? Are you?" 

"Nope." 

 

 She led Beraan passed more statues then he could count, they varied in sizes and 

forms, most human with one deformity or another, some were blends of human and 

animal, some shapeless constructions of limbs and orifices. 

"Do you know all their histories too?" 



"Oh no, the Vices aren't real people like the Saints, they are a representation of people 

and what effect the lack of virtue had on them. Each one has a story if you want to know 

them just ask." 

"Wait, I remember that one, my mother used to look at it often." 

"As she should, its called the mother after all." 

 

 Beraan walked over to that statue, it was of women in her thirties holding a boy 

up in the air to one side, the boy was maybe ten yours old. Her arms were thick and 

muscular, like those of the few female guards the Order housed. The boy's legs where 

thin and spindly, the marvel was carved so detailed, Beraan could swear he saw the 

bones beneath the skin. The boy held his hand out to another statue, that of a young 

woman who in turn reached out for him, only the way her mother heled him up, placed 

him away from her. 

"Can you tell me their story," Beraan asked. 

"Of course, but I can only tell you the story, the meaning you must discover yourself. 

Look here."  

 

 She pointed at three statues, the first a Man with the legs of an infant sitting on 

the ground, the statue looked as if he had been alive only a moment ago. He held his left 

hand out palm up, begging. His right raised above his head ready to throw something. 

"Those two belong together, can you see how?" She asked. 

"Both of their legs are messed up but in different ways." 

"Yes, the artist emphasized the fragility in that one and the underdevelopment in the 

other. Look at their faces." 

"They are the same, just older." 

"Yes, this is what that boy grew up to be." 

"Life dealt him a hard blow and now he has to beg," Beraan said. 

"That is exactly what he would say." 

"You say that as if there was something wrong about it." 

"You need to look at them, think about them and then tell me what is wrong, then you 

avoid making the same mistakes. The same mistakes the people the vices are based on 

made. That's how this is supposed to work." 

"Wait you just said they weren't based on people." 

"Arg... that's what you focus on? Saints were real people who embodied one or more 

Virtues, they were elevated. Vices are representations of mistakes people make, again 

and again, stories repeating themselves over and over so someone merges all of them 

with one vice, you got that now?" 

Speaking of repeating themselves... 

"Yes... yes... relax. You should speak plainly from the start." 

She threw her hands up in the air. 

"We talked about the Saints earlier, have you figured out why they are shown the way 

they are, why it was decided to show them that way?" 

"No." 

"Then think! It is so simple." 

Self-improvement is the key, she asked me about it while the statues came up, so 

muscles and a healthy body, they can be improved, while the other part can not. 

"You can work on your body, you can change it, the other parts you are born with." 



"Yes! We focus on aspects we can change while overcoming things we can't. Now, look 

at his feet again." 

"They are crippled, he was born that way, it contradicts what you just said." 

"No, the people who put this statue here had the same mindset as the ones creating the 

Saints, so?" 

"So what?" 

"So why would they focus on something out of a person's control while that runs 

opposite to what they believe in?" 

"I don't know, because it's not outside his control." 

"Yes!" 

"So he should somehow overcome his crippled legs which are somehow his own fault?" 

"What?! Ehm... well I guess you could take that meaning from this Vice, but you should 

think a bit more about the Fault part. I once listened to two priests  arguing over him, 

they asked to which degree it was his fault." 

"Whose fault was it then?" 

"Whos indeed." she stepped back, allowing him to see the statue she called the mother. 

 

 

 "How is it her fault?" Beraan asked. 

"You tell me." 

"She is holding him up." 

"Yes, go on." 

"He looks a bit old to be carried." 

"Keep going." 

"I don't know what's up with the girl?" 

"She comes in later, focus on the carrying aspect of the statue." 

"What about it? His legs are fragile so she has to carry him, even if he is a bit old for 

that." 

"Are you sure you go that in the right order?" 

"What else would it be?" 

"You look in shape, you said you have to train a lot in the Inquisition." 

"Yes, every day." 

"The result shows." 

"Thanks." 

"What would happen to your left arm if stopped practicing?" 

"I guess it would go back to the way it was before, just a normal arm." 

"And if you never used it again?" 

"I don't know." 

"You can see it in sick people, the muscles degenerate, the skin sinks in until you see 

the bone." 

"So the boy's legs are fragile because he never uses them?" 

"Yes." 

"Because his mother carries him?" 

"Because she always carries him," she emphasized the always. 

"Why?" 

"Why is she carrying him?" 

"Don't say it, I have to figure it out myself." 

She smiled and showed him unusually white teeth. 



"Look at her feet." 

 

 Beraan looked at the pedestal the statue stood on, the marvel was cut in ripples, 

like waves, only a few pieces that looked like dirt stood out. It reminded him of the 

grime that covered the old docks and the southern quarter's streets when it didn't rain for 

a while. 

"She lives in the poor parts of the city and doesn't want him to step into that kind of... 

refuse." 

"True on the most literal level, think deeper, what could as that dirt symbolize?" 

"Shit?" 

"Very eloquent master Inquisitor." 

"Life." 

Her jaw dropped and she closed it with a click. 

"It stands for life," Beraan said, "for the pain and suffering that comes with it, she 

doesn't want her child to suffer life, she doesn't want him to suffer in general. You look 

surprised." 

"Yeah, that was quick, I thought it would take you longer." 

I know a bit about pain and suffering. 

"You are the one dragging this out." 

 

 "You're mostly right, it is the hardship that life brings with it, not life itself. We 

got another vice for that."  

"What do you make of that," she pointed at a ripple in the mud, Beraan hadn't noticed it 

before. It looked like something was moving under the dirt, a long and narrow body 

bending to one side and back again.  

"Don't know, could be a snake." 

"Exactly." 

"It is a snake?" Beraan asked. 

"No, it could be one." 

"Ah..." 

"It's not important if it really is one or not, it's important she thinks it could be one." 

"Better to act as if it was one and hold the baby out of its reach rather then risking the 

snake biting the baby," Beraan said. 

"Yes, do you know what the snake usually stands for?" 

"No, can you tell me or should I start guessing." 

"Na I'll give you that one, the snake is used to symbolize malevolence." 

"Why?" 

"Uhm.. yeah, I don't know that," she said. 

Got you, not that perfect after all. 

"Realy?" 

"It never came up, I'll ask a priest during my next lesson. If I had to guess I would say it 

has something to do with poison." 

"Go on," said Beraan in the same tone she had used. 

"Which is the most evil animal, the wolve that hunts you with his pack, the bear that 

rips you apart or the little creature on the ground, hiding in the grass sneaking up on you 

and killing you with one single bit? The monster that goes for the weakest prey, the 

newborn." 



"Makes sense. So the snake is malevolence and the mud is headship, the misery of life 

we all face. She wants to spare her son both of them, she keeps carrying him to protect 

him which, in turn, causes him to lose the ability to walk witch lets him grow up to 

become a man with baby legs?" 

 

 "Almost, rather than losing the ability, he never develops it in the first place. 

Now I should stir the conversation to the significance of walking but we'll do that later 

when you see Saaru. Of course, the ability to walk is also a stand-in for any kind of skill 

one would lack if not exposed to life." 

"If it is that simple... way not say so and be done with it?" 

She smiled at the joke and sight. 

"Sometimes I wonder what the priests were thinking. Why should a statue have one 

meaning, if you can dump four or five on them at once." 

 

 "What about the girl?" Beraan asked. 

"Another meaning added to the mother, would you like to unravel it?" 

"Sure why not." 

"You think she is cute?" 

"The girl? Yeah." 

The girls age was hard to place, her upper body was that of a young women, the artwork 

on her stomach showed well-defined muscles he had only seen on Lira, but her face, her 

face was too childlike to fit the body or at least the parts Beraan could see, he only saw 

her head in profile. 

"Walk around her and take another look."  

 

 Beraan had to walk around a pillar to get to the three statues another side, at first 

he thought he got turned around and was looking at a different statue, this one was some 

kind of reptilian beast. The basic features were human as if she wore a mast, one eye 

with a vertical slit fixated on the child, in the corner of her slightly open mouth Beraan 

saw the poisoned fang of a snake. Beraan touched its check, the scales rose and fell 

beneath his finger. 

"Hey, no touching." 

"Sorry." 

Beraan walked back the other way, keeping his eyes on the creature, watching how the 

girls features came in sight again and the snake thing vanished. 

"That's a nice trick." 

"The people who made them weren't call master artisans for no reason." 

"Should I start guessing now what that all means." 

"Jup." 

"The snake mean malevolence, the fusion with her means evil in her, hidden by her 

beauty. No, not hidden, complimented, no human is purely good or evil." 

"Oh, some priest would debate you on that, lets only say most people." 

"Isn't the dual nature of mankind a the dualist's big theme?" 

"Yeah it is, even they get some things right." 

"You don't like the competition much?" 

"Na, it's not that. I went to listen to a few of their sermon, all that talk about greater 

beings, an afterlife and such thing. It didn't seem real to me?" 

"Afterlife?" 



"Yeah, they think they get to keep living after they die." 

"Ah... must be nice," Beraan said. 

"Not really, they these got two places, one is a nice little garden where you live in bliss 

and the other is fireplace where you get tortured until the end of time." 

"Who decides where they go?" 

"Don't know who, I only know the way it is decided. By the good or evil you did in 

your life." 

"Sounds fair." 

"Ah, the real shocker is what happens when the last human dies, as they explained the 

number of human in the pretty place, this heaven and hell are counted and whichever 

has more the others get to go there." 

"Redemption, I've heard of that. When the sum of all good outways the sum of all evil." 

"Yeah, redemption sounds nice but think of the other option, the fall." 

"Your right, getting thrown into that hell place because too many other people did 

wrong? Doesn't sound fair." 

"Exactly, that's why I joined the Temple, not them. Imagine what happens when people 

really believe the action of others would dam them to eternal suffering." 

"You would need to make sure they acted according to your beliefs of right and wrong, 

with force if necessary." 

"Well done, you summed up two thousand years of religiously motivated slaughter... 

until the Highrule put an end to it. 

"Who determines what is right or wrong in their religion?" 

"Some great being told them." 

"Ah..." 

"Yeah, some guy heard voices speaking to him. If someone claimed that today we 

would send them to a sanatorium." 

Or out on the streets if they can't afford it. 

"I prefer the virtues, the temple makes no claim on higher power or beings, the priests 

studied the lives of countless people, saw what works and what doesn't and eternalized 

their findings. Now back to the girl, what do you make of the status placement." 

"The reptilian side is pointed away from the viewer." 

"Go on." 

"It's pointed towards the mother, that's how she sees the girl." 

"What does the girl what." 

"She wants the child." 

"Exactly." 

"So the mother sees the malevolence in the girl who wants to take her child away while 

the world doesn't? No wait, it's like the snake, it doesn't matter if the girl is evil or not, it 

only matters that she perceives her that way." 

The novice girl nodded. 

"Which is it now?" Beraan asked, "the mother sees the truth or the mother imagines an 

evil that's not there?" 

"I asked my teacher the same question, she said YES." 

"Very helpful." 

"Yeah, I thought so too. At this point, I'm supposed to ask you to repeat the insight you 

attained from those statues, but well skip that if you don't mind." 

"Yes, please, how long have we been here? Half an hour and we only got three statues." 



"It takes weeks to visit and contemplate every Vice and even longer for the Saints. to 

understand them takes a lifetime... or at least I'm told so." 

"I don't have that much time." 

"Yes, let's move on to Saaru." 

"What is Saaru?" 

"It's better to show you." 

 

 

 The novice led him to a field of statues, the room was square and fife windows 

in the seeling allowed him to see the four greater and the Prime Virtue. 

"We are right under the temple's centre," Beraan said. 

"Yes, where else would the put the greatest cause of suffering." 

The statues stood in two cones, narrowing to one line of statues towards the centre and 

an empty space where they met, behind the hole in the line stood a single statue. 

"Is that guy Saaru?" 

"Yes and no, in a way they all are. Saaru is not a person, it's an old Estralen word that 

has many different translations in the modern touch, so the temple kept the original." 

"What are the translations?" 

"Refusal to move forward, seeking pleasure, living in the day, refusal to participate in 

society, cowards, isolation both from the self and the world, the one who refuses to 

realize his potential, that's my personal favorite, preferring the present over the future, 

sloth, want some more? The list is long."  

"No thanks. I have to discover the mean myself again?" 

"Yes." 

"Ah... one could hope." 

"I can point you in the right direction thou." 

"Point ahead then." 

"Look at the centre line." 

"They get older, it starts with a baby over there crawling forward, then a few children, 

teenagers,"  the last one before the hole looked far too much like Midas, "judging by the 

spacing it is supposed to look like that one just stepped out of the line." 

"Yes." 

The next one was slightly older, then a few middle-aged men and in the end a 

hunchback walking with a cane. 

"Their faces look the same," Beraan said, "it's the same guy frozen in different points 

during his lifetime." 

"Not froze, rather represented, it doesn't matter if two statues show him as five or six 

years old." 

"The theme is growth and development." 

"Yes, you could call it that, the priest prevent progression." 

"So it shows a person ageing, that guys didn't want to get old and stepped out?" 

"Well yeah but it's not the ageing part, although you could make an argument for that as 

well, what do you make of the other status?" 

"They are all grown men, that one looks like an Inquisitor, that one could be a priest, a 

smith judging by the hammer, that could be a farmer, why did they turn their back on 

the growing man, boy whatever?" 

"Oh that's not the intended meaning, what do you think the direction they look at 

means?" 



"Old age... the future, they look towards the future, except the one who stepped out of 

line, he looks at his feet." 

"Right, remember the feet, we'll come back to them, what do you make of the different 

men?" 

"The walk beside him on his was path towards the future, they are his friend, his family, 

they look like him too." 

"That is true, on one level of interpretation they represent the community but there is so 

much more to them, look at the positioning remember there was a lot of thought put into 

it." 

"There are more of them further down the line, first one walked beside him, then two, 

then three and fan out the older he gets, so the more friends you have the more you will 

get." 

"I want you to distance yourself from the community level, look at their faces." 

"Its the same face, that one has a scar, that one is fatter and the other ages sooner but 

they are all the same, they are all him." 

"Yes!" 

"They are all him, they are all people he could be, could become. Am I right?" 

"Yes you are, they are the representation of the potential that young man holds." 

"The people behind him, if this side embodies his future, then they are his past. Half of 

them are women, they are all the people who came before him, his parents, his 

grandparents and they fan out into the past." 

"Yes, now look at their beet." 

"Saarus feet are the only ones parallel, he is standing still, the rest are walking." 

"Good what about their heads?" 

"They all look forward, to the future, except him." 

"What are the greater virtues?" 

"Foresight, Courage, Restraint and... Gratitude." 

"Now connect them to this display." 

"Foresight is easy, they look towards the future." 

"You say that so lightly," she said, "do you really understand what that means?" 

"Looking into the future, it can't mean knowing what's going to happen, who could tell 

what other people are going to decide. Unless it's about bigger things, knowing the sun 

will rise next week, it's knowing summer will come again, its knowing winter is coming 

and preparing for it." 

"Yes, you are getting there." 

"It's preparation, Foresight is embodied by the farmer who saves seeds to plant them 

next season, It's every man saving money for bad times, its every one earning money in 

the first place." 

"Well I'm not getting paid at all, the Inquisition provides me..." 

"No, imagine you were a smith or a backer. Why work now and not later." 

"Good question, I don't know, maybe if I put in the work now, I don't have to tomorrow, 

or if I work today and tomorrow, the day after I can save up even more." 

"In this context what does money stand for?" 

"Everything, I can buy with it, food, clothing, quality of life in general." 

"Why work now instead of later, you could be lying on your lazy ass right now. So 

working today..." she left the sentence hanging for him to finish. 

"Working today mean sacrificing momentary pleasure, present pleasure for future gain." 



"What would happen if you spent all your money the day you earned it? Getting drunk 

for example or wasting it on worse." 

"Every day would be the same," Beraan said, "there would be no improvement. That's 

what he is doing, isn't it? Looking down, his sight is on the present." 

"Exactly," she beamed like a proud parent, "Foresight orients you towards the future, 

away from the past or present." 

"I think I understand." 

 

 "Good, now move on to Courage." 

"Yeah that should be easy, you need Courage to confront what you're afraid of." 

"True, think of the relationship between Courage or the lack there off and Foresight." 

"Uff...you see the bad things coming too, you know you're going to have to work again 

tomorrow, eat again and the next winter is only so far away." 

"All the burdens you overcame today will be there tomorrow and the day after and the 

day after that until your last day and you can see them all waiting for you. Waiting to 

crush you. That is the flip side of knowing the future exists. How can you bare moving 

forward into all that?" 

"With courage," said Beraan, more to himself. 

"With courage," the novice girl repeated. 

 

 "What's next gratitude?" Beraan asked. 

"No, not so fast. Restraint, it's also next to foresight." 

"I'm sorry, I don't have the faintest idea." 

"It's alright, Restraint is not as obvious as the others, it is linked to Foresight and 

opposite to Courage, where courage concerns the outside, Restraint focuses on the 

inside. Other names for it are self-control or Ironwill." 

"On the inside? Ironwill and self-control? It's about looking to the future instead of the 

present. Your will is what prevents you from wasting all your money on alcohol and 

prostitutes." 

"Temporary pleasures of the flesh is what we call that in the Temple." 

"I don't see the difference between Courage and Restraint." 

"Courage helps you face the trails the world throws at you, Restraint helps you 

overcome your inner flaws, impulses or urges which would sabotage your life. rage, 

anger, jealousy, greed, lust. Restraint is that Virtue that prevents you from turning your 

sight from the future to the present." 

"Wow, you did a lot of explaining there, are you going to get in trouble for that? 

"Not if you don't tell anyone." 

 

 "That leaves Gratitude," Beraan said. 

"Yes, the big one." 

"Since it is opposite to foresight in the way the statutes are positioned, I guess it focuses 

on the past." 

She nodded. 

"The past is represented by all those people behind the line, they narrow towards the 

baby the same way the people fan out towards the future, they are all the people who 

came before him, right? Parents, grandparent and so on". 

"Yes." 

"So one should be grateful to be born?" 



"Sure, a live affirming mindset doesn't hurt. But they don't only represent the people in 

your bloodline, they represent the guy next door, the worker who build the roads, the 

one who invented the roads in the first place. They represent everyone who ever lived. 

They represent all that was handed down to us." 

"One should be grateful for the world one inherits?" Beraan asked. 

That's asking much, this world sucks. 

"It helps to think about what behaviour embodying a Virtue is supposed to avoid." 

"Well the opposite of gratitude would be ingratitude, that doesn't get me any further." 

"What would you be ungrateful for?" 

 

 The shit on the street in the old dock quarter, the way children starve on the 

street while nobles like my parents eat themselves fat... Well not me I got away from that 

life.  

What would I be ungrateful for? The way live has teated me, the cursed who killed 

*spoiler*, the cursed who killed my family, my little sister. The smell of smoke crept up 

his nose, somewhere in the distance a high pitched scream ungulated right at that point 

where one was not quite sure if one really heard it or not. 

 

 "And?" Prompted the novice. 

"Everything," whispered Beraan, "there is so much wrong in the world. Take your 

pick." 

"How does that make you feel? What emotion rises in you when you examine the flaws 

and failing the world presents to you?" 

"I hate it," he whispered to himself, "I'd like to break it down and build it anew."  

Where did that come from? 

"Why?" 

"Because it is wrong." 

"Can you find it in your heart to forgive the world for burdening you with needless 

suffering? For not being the way you would prefer it to be?" 

"No," said Beraan to himself "No, that would mean accepting things the way they are. 

That would mean giving up on changing them." 

 

 "Ehm... actually it doesn't," she said. "You are supposed to let go of your 

resentment first, then you can begin to make the world a better place." 

"Resentment? Is that what gratitude is supposed to counteract?" 

"Yes, it is." 

"What if I have a good reason to resent the world, to resent live itself for all the shit it 

has put me through?" His words came out louder then he intended to. 

"No one says your reasons are invalid, only that you should think about the way you 

confront those reasons, anger, hate, and resentment are not the answer." 

"Then what is?" 

"You can start by no longer blaming the world for your situation." 

"What? Who said I was doing that?" 

"You did, remember the sheltered child." 

"The kid the mother was carrying?" Beraan asked. 

"The person he became after she was gone." 

"What does he have to do with anything?" 

"The first idea you had about him, was that life dealt him a hard blow." 



"Yes, I said that." 

"You put the blame for his situation on the world." 

"You put it on his mother and himself, which I'm not sure I agree with. She carries him 

so he doesn't touch the mud. The fact that life brings suffering and misery is not her 

fault, its the world's fault." 

"The fact that the world is full of pain is true, that doesn't make her reaction to it right, 

or his for that matter." 

"He isn't doing anything!" 

"Yes! Exactly... At what point is it time for him to say I want to walk on my own? At 5? 

At 7? At 13? At 30? At what age should he take responsibility for himself?" 

 

 "Responsibility? What does that have to do with anything?" 

"You tell me." 

"You know, this game of yours is getting annoying." 

"What can you tell me about responsibility?" The novice asked. 

"I don't know, it sure was not his responsibility to fix the mistakes his mother made, if 

what you saying is true and her carrying him too much cause his deficiency, then it was 

clearly her fault and her responsibility to fix them." 

"He doesn't get to blame his mother for his condition, he chose to stay that way, using 

the pity he generated with his malformity to his advantage, with one hand he bags, with 

the other he flings his own faeces at those who turn their backs on him." 

"Good, he uses the little good his bad situation grants him, also those who turn their 

backs on his suffering deserves punishment." 

"Everyone turns their backs on him, even those who give him money walk on 

eventually." 

 

 "Fine, not everyone deserves it, still you are wrong about it being his fault, he is 

not responsible for his situation. Everyone else is, those people who came before him, 

those who threw him into a broken world that is covered in mud and crawls with snakes, 

they owe him a better life." 

"No one owes him anything, it is his task to rise above the circumstances he was put in 

and reshape himself into a better human being." 

Alright, I see it now, she is mad. 

"You can't be serious," Beraan said. 

"Can't I be? 

"You blame the victim for his suffering." 

"I blame the victim for choosing to remain a victim." 

 

 "Where was his choice? He didn't choose to be born to a bad mother, she didn't 

choose the world he would live in, he didn't choose to be born in the first place." 

"He chose not to learn how to walk on his own, he was comfortable in his mother's 

embrace and after she was gone, he was comfortable wallowing in the pity people 

poured on him for what cruel jest life had played him. He chose never to get away from 

his mother, he chose never to get out from under her shadow, he chose to never even 

try." 

Of course, he couldn't get away from her, not with those legs. 

She is wrong and I can't make her see it, there is no point in trying. 

"All I can do is repeat myself again and that won't get us anywhere," Beraan said. 



"We have been talking in circles." 

"Gratitude, instead of resenting our forbearers for the world they left us with, we are 

supposed to be grateful for it." 

"Yes," she said her voice calm again, "taking responsibility for your own life, finding 

the reason for your failings in your self rather than in other is the way of Gratitude, that 

and generational cohesion but that is too much for today." 

You think I'll come again? 

"I think I understand Saaru now," Beraan said. 

"I doubt it. Gratitude connects you to the past, together with Restraint it focuses inside, 

encourages you to take responsibility for your life. Become a man that walks a rode he 

chooses, rather than a leaf blown in the wind. Restraint allows you to overcome the 

petty demands of your flesh. Foresight shows you the rode you can work on and 

Courage lets you take the first step on that road, and the next step after that." 

 

 "Why is Saaru the worst vice?" Beraan asked. 

"I visited the Temple in Kurum Ebanil once, they have the same display of Saaru with 

one difference, "she pointed at the fan of potential people the young man could become, 

"They have a gap there, leave a corridor empty from the spot Saaru stepped out of his 

progression towards the future." 

"Because after he stepped out, he couldn't become them anymore?" 

"Yes, when you refuse to walk toward the future, when you refuse to become who and 

what you could be, you leave a hole in the world the size of your potential." 

 

 "How can that be your worst sin?" 

"Because all sins, failings and immoral actions, however you want to call them, can be 

traced back to Saaru." 

"Really, how about murdering children, explain how a man cursed with flames burning 

a family alive is related to Saaru." 

"That depends on why that cursed did what he did, did he do it out of a need to inflict 

suffering, did he do it to pay back the world for wrongs that happened to him, did he 

give in to his resentment? Then it is a lack of Gratitude. Did his anger take him into a 

murderous rage? Did he fail to master his emotions, his urges, then it is a lack of 

Restraint." 

 

 "He laughed, his victims burned before his eyes and he laughed, he enjoyed their 

pain, he revelled in it." 

"I am so sorry tragedy struck you. What will you do? Will you give in to your 

resentment, keep blaming the world for your circumstances or will you improve 

yourself. Will you increase the suffering in the world or reduce it?" 

"Reduce it," whispered Beraan, "I will make the world a better place." 

"That is good to hear. The way to do it is to improve yourself, after all. there is only one 

human being you have the right to change, yourself. I look forward to your next visit." 

 

 She is wrong about that, the cursed are the problem, not me. 

"No, I doubt I'll come back, some of what you showed and told me sounds true, or at 

least useful, other parts are just nonsense." 

"It's the part about gratitude, there I lost you." 



"Yes, because its false, are you going to tell me it is my fault my family died in a fire, is 

it my fault they got murdered by a cursed madman?" 

"I'm sorry you didn't understand, I'm sorry my guidance was inadequate." 

"Keep your pity to yourself. I'll find my own way out." 

She closed her eyes and shook her head, she wore the same look of disappointment his 

mother used to wield like a knife, he saw even a little sadness in her eyes. Beraan left 

her there, another statue among too many. 

 

 Beraan took a deep breath of fresh air under the blue sky, it felt good to walk 

under the sky again, that temple felt too much like the belly of a beat, made of stone and 

marvel. 

"The cursed are the problem, a cursed took my family, a cursed killed Midas, the cursed 

cause pain and suffering wherever they appear, they need to be stopped, the Order is not 

doing enough," Beraan told the sky or whatever higher power might listen or not, "I 

know what I have to do."  

 

 Beraan whispered, "I'm going to be that best member of the Order, I'm going to 

be the best me I can be. I'm going to rise in rank until I am the grandmaster and make 

sure the cursed are no longer just contained but eradicated like the pests they are. I'm 

going to make this world a better place and I will kill every cursed I can find along the 

way. I'm going to kill them all." 

 

 

 


