Morias.
 

    There was nothing to remember. There were images, of course, recollections even. But no memories. They had faded long ago and now there was nothing left. Only a name, a name that should have held significance but only....
the thought was lost as soon as it had come. Tey still there was a name, but a name for who? Why did it flash across the eyes with such dominence, like a half whispered prayer, a darkened peice of ash that was as fragile as the flames that threatened to consume it. The name would rise from the mind like the coming of the dawn.
    TYREAL
    Pain. Blinding, white cold pain.
    "Did you want to tell me something?" The Cruel One asked.
    There was no response to give. No words to remember in order for a response to be made. The Cruel One just didn't understand, and what was left of the mind willed the Cruel One to comprehend.
    But then again, words always failed in the end. They were too complex, or they were too simple. The world is filled with perceptions, only perception. And when the Darkness takes up the ability to percieve, the mind reverts back to what was. Only there was nothing to remember.
    More pain. Then a sound. A sound that hearalded the oncoming of more pain.
    "Tell me what happened." The Cruel One said.
    The Cruel One had taken away everything, and left Darkness in its place. An abyss that engulfed until it suffocated everything. The Cruel One was persistant. So persistant the Cruel One wore down all resistence.
    More pain came. Following one after another so frequently that it became hard to distinguish on pain from another.
    Then the question. Always the same question.
    "Tell me what happened." The Cruel One would shriek.
    When had something happened? Pain happened, there was always pain. When had there been a break in the pain, when had something happened that wasn't pain? There were questions and with each question came a thought from the mind.
    A tomb. Lights. Unthinkable evils and a shard of Stone.
    Thoughts, emotions, images and a sensation of pain all meshed together and intertwined into a nothingness. A thing of little meaning that would clog the mind.
    And then the name.
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    Ah yes, there was always the name. It was something to hold onto. In the mind ther were but four things that were a certainty...
    Pain
    Something had happened
    There was a name
    and no memories. 

