Personal Journal of Skaven Umbermead

Know you who have penetrated my cipher, to seize the secrets herein without my endorsement is to court the wrath of a subtle and puissant mage!
22 Reaping, 601

The innkeep at the Flying Plow held a letter for me this morning; a certain Grehlia Cairnis, previously unknown to me, wished to arrange a meeting.  It soon became apparent the others of the Triad had been similarly contacted.  Naturally we attended girded for battle or evasion, but she seemed in earnest.  

Cairnis claims to represent a secret society which will pay us each a hefty sum and provide a secure lair in the nearby city of Cauldron in exchange for our assistance in crafting an item of power.  She is quite obviously a powerful spellcaster; I believe the matter bears investigation and argued as much to the others.  At the least, it would be well to learn more of her shadowy backers and particularly how they so readily ferreted out our Triad.
2 Goodmonth, 601

The accommodations are everything promised and more!  Triel slew most of the complex’s denizens, but Tarkilar and I persuaded her to spare a band of ettercaps and their arachnoid “god;” they will make passable servants.
8 Goodmonth, 601

Production has finally begun.  Cairnis has brought in a most talented fire giant smith by the name of Dugobras for the physical portion of the labor, and I suspect his encyclopedic knowledge of enchantments will be welcome as well.  Further, the nature of the project has finally been made clear: we are to construct a number of magical silver cages.  

Our patron thought to conceal their use from us by dividing the work into modular portions; but by the end of the day I had pieced together the general idea: the cages siphon off the souls of their unfortunate occupants, and channel this power to another artifact.  I must determine what!
20 Sunseb, 601
I had a fantastic conversation with Grehlia today!  Her insights into the Great Work are marvelous!  The demodands of Carceri imprison and hold sway over both lawful devils and chaotic demons, thus reconciling their antithetical natures.  I must endeavor to summon a wise and ancient demodand as soon as such a deed is within my abilities.  He could well hold the key to reconciling the savage Erythnul and the disciplined Hextor, that their attributes might be joined with the cunning of the Maimed Lord.

I now suspect that these Cagewrights she represents have some deeper connection to the Cosmic Gaol; it would explain the prevalent cage iconography as well as her knowledge of its keepers.
10 Planting, 602

The Soulcages are complete at long last, and the Cagewrights are better than their word!  They delivered the gold to the last ounce, plus a modest bonus for our speed.  The first thing I shall do is add a spell or two to my repertoire; the phantasmal killer has an undeniable appeal.

For the future, Triel has a plan to purloin and ransom certain vital wands; I suspect this has more to do with revenge against her city than calculated gain, but I am outvoted.

8 Harvester, 602

Tarkilar has carried out the vampirism ritual from the book he purchased; again he asked my counsel and again I told him to proceed.  I have not forgotten the insults he spoke when he thought I did not observe – let him learn for himself it is the work of a charlatan!  Undeath he has gained, true, but not as he intended; when the maggots begin to crawl over him and the flesh drips from his arms, we shall see who is laughing.
25 Harvester, 602

Tarkilar is not taking well to his new form; today he slew our ogres without provocation.  “The will serve us in death,” he said.  Serve him more likely, I say.

4 Patchwall, 602

Disaster!  Everyone has gone mad but I!  The wands are secure, yet Triel refuses to demand the ransom; instead she babbles of a plan to explore the bottom of the Dark Lake. 

 I dare not approach Tarkilar to gain his vote; the failed ritual has clearly engendered derangement, he would likely try to slay me and our Triad would be forever sundered.  In hindsight, it was an error to conceal the shoddy nature of his tome from him.
