The Yindsong Testaments:
Cobicil Three: The Three
Jfears of Pharasma

“Reality s born. Reality must die. So somewhere in between must diwell
both pou and 3.”

Such wag said to be writ upon the Seal, carbed in such a way that all
would understand regardless of language or intellect. The Seal wasg the
arabestone of the previous rveality. The Seal wag the foundation stone of
the next reality. It was upon the Seal that Pharasma was born into this
veality, adrift in the Mlaelstrom within an unformed metacosmos. She
stood, and read the Seal’s Truth, and satw that she trod upon its cove.

Y ooking out ober the Seal’s eight edaes, Pharasma beheld the eternity of
probability, a bagtness pet formed from the vatw entropy of the churning
remains of what had come before. She was the Surbivor, pet she knetw not
twhat she had surbived—ijugt that she habd.

Pharasma stepped off the edge of the Seal, and as her foot descended to
the nothing, the Seal expanded so that she was supported. She stood there
a moment on one of the Seal’s eiqht edoes, one step into the netw reality,
and she could senge that she was already not alone. Something chetwed
and gnatwed out there bepond perception. Something bast, and hunary,
and dangerous. Pharasma knetw her first fear that very first step—fear of
the unknoton, fear that something elge had surbived, fear that she would
not.

And so she stepped to the side.



Ag Pharasma walked, the edaes of the Seal qrew. The Outer Sphere
bloomed beneath her feet as the Seal expanded its power. Phere
Pharasma walked, the planes themselbes followed, and with each civcuit
around the Seal, she widened her path, walking a deosil spiral of creation
that gave those who would follotw a place to lobe and hate, to war and
create. @s she walked the spival, the Seal itself gretw outward, forming
the Spire. It reached toward what lap opposite its beginning. And when
Pharasma finished, the Spire had grotwon to support the LBonepard abobe,
and it would be her home.

The Seal had responded to Pharasma’s spival path, and as she strode,
other Dibinities were birthed into the new rveality. The Speakers in the
Depths retreated at once to the heart of entropy and could not be bothered
to take part in what followed. Desna marbeled at creation, and with a wabe
of her hand brought the firgt night to the skies abobe. Sarenrae followed
stoiftly thereafter, and was gmitten with Degna and her work, and so she
chose the brightest of those gtars to ghine ag the sung, birthing the first
day. Ihps, who would in time become the Jfirst to die, and his brother
Agmodeus, who would in time become the FFirst to Kill, each defined the
other and brought qoodness and ebil with them. And Achaeckek rose to
stand bettween, an arbiter ober morality and a judge whose impartial aeqis
would, in time, crumble to sabagery. Pet not all of the first would habe
names, or eben be remembered. @ne tread forth bepond the Eclipse, but
without death pet in the world, this Prince became LBound to a throne in
the Spire’s shadotw to await his time. And the final would foolishly step
forth beyond Pharasma’s first fearful step, and in o doing would be
transformed and absorbed by that fear. YWhether that fear became Robagug
or whether it was Robagug who was the debouring fear, not eben the gods
can remember.

Asg those First Eight became, so did Pharasma feel something else wake
on the far side of time. Just as she had walked a deosil spiral to create, a



widdershing spiral wound in opposition at the other gide of reality, where
the Lurker at the Threshold formed the second anchor of creation.
Pharasma thus learned that each cpcle required not only a Surbivor, but
also a Yatcher. So that bettween the two, betiween Pharasma and Pog -
Sothoth, all reality would thus become the Great LBepond. Thus began the
Aqe of Creation.

And so in the ages that follotwed, Pharasma remained upon her throne.
She watched and judged all who pagsed from [ife into death, and ag time
twore on the number of the dead gqrew apace to the number of the born. @nd
in time, Pharasma beheld her second fear. An ebent beyond anticipation
fractured fate, and on all worlds, the flow of prophecy was forever altered.
Storms raged, empires fell, gods died, and in the least fortunate corners
of veality, entire worlds came to an end. Pharasma herself logt track for
that brief moment of what had pet to come, and when she opened her eyes
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again, she sat that the Seal had banished, leabing behind a featureless
boid. She reached out to the YWatcher to inquire if such a vipple in destiny
hab eber occurred before, to determine if the logs of the Seal had alwaps
been ordained, but the YWatcher would not reply.

Pet reality went on. Hortals were born, and mortals were slain.
Pharasma’s second fear abated, and she realized that the logt Seal was
not an Il omen, but more akin to the pagsing of a parent or teacher. Foty,
this cpcle of reality had matured to the point where it could continue on itg
oton, and Pharasma knew that, qoing forward, reality was well and trulpy
on its otwn. The apogee of creation had passed, and Pharasma knew that
her daps abead would foreber be in the shadow of her daps behind. And
twbhile she knetw how much time remained, she knew as well that there was
more than enough for mortal life to enjopy more glories and triumphs than
they could enbision.

And eben though reality must ebentually end, Pharasma does not despair.
She knotwsg that the number of the dead has neber before eclipsed the
number of the born, for eben as the Yatcher witnesses from outside the
cpcle, there must always be a Surbibor to carry on within the cpcle to
begin the next. In time, the flux of the born shall cease, and their number
shall become a static record. And in thoge final hours, Pharasma knows
she must prepare the next cpcle’s Seal, and she must watch and wait ag
the final count of the dead approaches. And when that final bigitant from
life steps before her throne to be judged, Pharagma knows that it will be
the Surbivor who stands before her, and that she will not judge but will
hergelf be judged. And so, with her death, shall this cpcle end.

PBut it is here that Pharasma’s final fear awaits. The fracture of fate and
the loss of the Seal has made her conbiction falter, and she no longer
knotos for fact that she shall be the penultimate death. Jfor if she steps



before hergelf to be judged, and [eabes behind none to Surbive, the cpcle
shall end and nothing ghall wend.



