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Which N-1 Character Are You?
Discover how you may be like Ramthor by scoring the following questions.  For each 
statement, score between 1 and 10, with one being the least like you and ten being the 
most like you.  Add up your score at the end, and if you score 90 or above, chances 
are that you may recognize yourself in the energy of Ramthor!

1. I am in control of my life.  I do not like to be told what to do by 
others, unless I really respect and trust them.

2. I have a strong point of view and don’t mind sharing it. 

3. People either love me or hate me.

4. Others say I am intimidating. I just don’t see it!

5. I don’t mind confrontation and a good argument can be 
invigorating. It lets me know where the other person stands. 

6. I don’t like wimps. You have to be strong to survive. 

7. I love a good thrill. I am energized by living on the edge. 

8. I get bored easily, so just get to the point. If you tell me a 
story, make sure it’s a juicy one! 

9. I don’t allow others into my personal life easily. If you are in 
my world, then I am very protective of you. 

10. I make my own rules. 

11. I believe the world is cruel. The rich take advantage 
of the poor and innocent. It makes me angry. 

I am Ramthor the Defender:  Truth seeking, powerful, decisive, bullying, energetically 
large, unafraid of conflict, dominating, intense, direct, concise and I don’t like to be 
controlled!

Total To find out more about your personality type go to 
http://n-1games.com/test
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More than a fantasy adventure
Follow the adventure of Ramthor and learn about the Personality of Ramthor 
F.A.C.E. 8.  Throughout the adventure of this story, reflect on what you read about 
this character and answer the questions in your N-1 journal.  By the end of this 
story, you will discover many things about the personality and energy of Ramthor, 
and will hopefully come to a better understanding of yourself and others.

Who We Are
We are a group of individuals dedicated to transforming consciousness. 

Consciousness: “the act of being fully awake and present in the moment for the 
continuation of all life”.  
          

Our Vision
The N-1 Chronicles is a nine volume series designed to entertain and educate au-
diences of all ages in conscious self-awareness. Consciousness is defined by the 
ability to awaken to our true essence with the ability to objectively observe and 
discern our thoughts, feelings, emotions and attitudes, to live an authentic life of 
openhearted responses rather than defensive reactivness. 
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N-1 begins as an epic, nine volume series.  When a Rogue Planet moves into the N-1 Galaxy, portals are 
revealed, causing nine intergalactic rulers to understand, for the first time, that they are not alone.  In the 
story, “Ramthor, the Way Shower”, we are able to see the perspective of this particular planetary ruler 
whose fixations include control, anger, denial, and justice.  As you read the nine volumes in this series, you 
will learn how different personality types cope with similar catastrophic circumstances,  and through their 
own evolutionary journeys, how they come to know one another.
  

Ramthor is the most powerful figure in his realm.  
With his large ram horns, he symbolizes the 
greatest power among all the horn-bearing be-
ings, named after himself, whom he calls the 
Ramthorians.  Ramthor believes that any sub-
ject in his realm without horns is weak and un-
worthy of his respect.  He categorizes others by 
horn size; the greater the horn, the more power-
ful the being.  None, however, are permitted to 
have horns larger than his.  If any so exist, he 
will cut them down to size!  Ramthor is all about 
being in control, and he will protect his posi-
tion at any cost.  Few dare to cross him, and if 
they do, he will enforce punishment upon them 
brutally.  Ramthor loves blood sport, and his fa-
vorite means of entertainment is measuring out 
his justice in gladiator-type games.  If the offend-
ers can survive the brutal challenges designed 
to destroy them, they have the opportunity to 
earn back the respect of Ramthor and have their 
crimes acquitted.  However, few can survive his 
barbaric challenges.  Ramthor can show a more 
vulnerable side, but only with a very few, trust-
ed, loved ones, and even then, Ramthor harbors 
some doubt toward them.  As a rule, Ramthor 
believes only in his truth, and is a powerful pro-

tector who wants to lead others to be their best 
and to achieve success.  Ramthor believes that 
unless he is strong and forceful, others will take 
advantage of him.  He dominates and bullies oth-
ers to secure his position of power, and he de-
nies his own vulnerabilities and weaknesses.  
Ramthor’s need to control actually controls him.  
He refuses to see his own weaknesses, dangers, 
and fears.  He needs to learn how to moderate his 
power over others and allow personal vulnerabil-
ity to reclaim his own innocence.  He also needs 
to appreciate the truth of others.  As he grows, 
Ramthor will understand that true power comes 
only from vulnerability, and not from the brute 
muscle and psychological control of others.  
Ramthor is often unaware of how much power he 
exerts against others through bullying, domina-
tion, and control.  Although his intentions may 
be to protect and facilitate success in others, his 
methods can deprive others of their own will and 
personal dignity.  Ramthor seeks only to maintain 
his position of authority and to overthrow his ad-
versaries, the weak Centaurs, who compete for 
precious resources in Ramthor’s realm.

Ramthor’s  F . A . C . E . - Personality Profile

1) Orix: Anger - Serenity
2) Daphnari: Pride - Humility
3) Fannah: Deceit - Will
4) Divri: Envy – Equanimity/Balance
5) Gristh: Greed – All knowing
6) Kyro: Doubt/Questioning - Courage
7) Ongi: Gluttony - Constancy
8) Ramthor: Lust - Innocence
9) Rayna: Self Forgetting - Right Action 

F . A . C . E .
Full Awareness of Character & Essence

F.A.C.E. is a personality typing technology that assigns a 
vice and a virtue to each of the N-1 High Rulers. 
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N-One characters experience seven levels of transformation. They begin as a mor-
tals in the AMETHYST level. By the end of their journey, all will transform into power-
ful demigods in TURQUOISE level. The characters move through these levels based 
on the lessons they learn on their paths and the choices they make throughout the 
game. As Ramthor evolves, he gains new titles and powers. His transformation is 
indicated by the color changes of his amulet.

AMETHYST Level 1 : Animistic and Magical
RAMTHOR THE PRIEST/PRIESTESS keeps the spirits happy and his subjects safe.

RUBY Level 2 : Egocentric and Impulsive
RAMTHOR THE WAR LORD/THE AMAZON does what he wants regardless of 
consequences. 

SAPPHIRE Level 3 : Absolute Authority/Guilt 
RAMTHOR THE ENFORCER desires to do right and to do good, sacrificing now for 
rewards later.

EMERALD Level 5 : Group Harmony/Peace & Equality
RAMTHOR THE PROTECTOR becomes highly idealistic with the belief all are equal.

TOPAZ Level 6 : Acceptance Interconnectedness 
RAMTHOR THE COACH moves beyond self-centered instinctual emotional drives, to 
benefit self and others.

TURQUOISE Level 7 : Oneness Truth in all Perspectives
RAMTHOR THE WAY SHOWER becomes a teacher of wisdom used to evolve the 
collective consciousness for the benefit of all. 

CITRINE Level 4 : Independant Materialism
RAMTHOR THE BOSS highly values logic, stragety, competition, material gain, opti-
mism, progress and success.

F . A . C . E . T . 
Furthering Awareness of Consciousness, 

Experiencing Transformation Each character wears a powerful amulet to help guide him on his journey.  The amulet is positioned 
on the creature in the area where information is primarily received and processed.  Ramthor’s amu-
let is located on his belt, where he intuitively uses his BODY to discern the validity of the informa-
tion he receives.  Ramthor processes the information through instinctual, gut responses, including 
anger and stubbornness.  Ramthor can express this information very energetically.  

Imam - Amulet Informer
[Symbol of Ramthor’s Essence/True Nature]. 

Imam projects her wisdom from Ramthor’s amulet, pro-
viding guidance and rewards for conscious awareness.  
Symbolically, Imam represents Ramthor’s growth as he 
learns to allow vulnerability to emerge and to be seen.  
Imam represents the true strength and power of vulner-
ability, symbolized with the nursing infant at her exposed 
breast.

Each amulet operates as a compass illuminating the seven points of 
the Life Evolving Guidance System (LEGS) in this specific order:

1) Problem Identification
4) Visioning
2) Realistic Assessment
8) Momentum
5) Feedback
7) Celebration

Repeat the Cycle

L . E . G . S .  AMULET 
Life Evolving Guidance System

Ramthor uses L.E.G.S. Amulet to evolve through seven F.A.C.E.T. Levels.  He receives a F.A.C.E.T. 
gemstone for his amulet each time he completes a level.  When he collects all seven gemstones, 
the gemstones combine to create one white/translucent gemstone.  Amulets house mystical 
creatures to guide and provide wisdom.  In order to complete each F.A.C.E.T. level, characters 
must gain clues, battle foes, and solve problems to advance them through the seven points on 
their amulets.
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Ramthoria is blessed with beautiful and mountainous landscapes, which are 
vast with forests and flourishing rivers.  Ramthorians hunt, fish, and grown their 
own food, and they are shrewd entrepreneurial business owners, who thrive on 
trade.  The first settlement is located high in the mountains, where the creatures 
dwell in safety, away from predators.  They keep a close watch over the sur-
rounding territories.  

The creatures on each N-1 planet have 
the belief that they are alone in the uni-
verse until the Rogue Planet arrives, ac-
cessing the other worlds through the dis-
covery of the mysterious portal gateway 
system.  

This new system for galactic travel ex-
pands the minds of the N-1 global com-
munities, creating new and sometimes 
perilous, spiritual, social and cultural dy-
namics.  

    

The Rogue Planet
The Rogue Planet enters the N-1 galaxy causing cata-
strophic effects to ripple through all nine worlds. Tidal 
waves, solar deprivation, droughts, ice ages and more, 
plunge the planets into chaos and open Galactic Portal 
Gateways on every world. N-1 creatures use the portal 
openings to travel to the Rouge Planet, discovering the 
existence of a strange obelisk. The Obelisk acts as the 
Portal Master Control Center of the surrounding nine por-
tals; each portal leads to a different N-1 world. Portals 
open as players gain clues and acquire necessary gear.

The Portal Master Control Center Obelisk is where creatures 
come to gain a glimpse into the other worlds and unlock the 
portals to gain access to the world they see. Specific gear may 
be the keys and viewing devices into the portals. The Control 
Center is a coveted seat of power and N-1 World Leaders ma-
neuver and manipulate to control access.

Master Portal Control Center Obelisk 
where characters can view other worlds
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Ramthoria is a vast kingdom, filled with all types 
of horned creatures.  To be a citizen of Ramtho-
ria, two things must be true.  First, one must have 
horns.  Why, you ask?  Horns represent strength 
and power.  Without horns, Ramthor considers 
one weak and unworthy of trust.  It is his stan-
dard by which he judges all inhabitants.  Sec-
ond, one must be able to successfully navigate 
an elaborate labyrinth, which surrounds the 
kingdom, testing one’s strategy, instincts, 
stamina, and determination, while one 
also proves his intellect.  Failure 
to perform any of these tests may 
result in punishment by sacrifice 
as the hunted prey of the Gladiator 
Games.  Passing the test of truths 
is the right of passage for all who 
want to become citizens of Ram-
thoria.  (No weaklings are allowed!)
On the outskirts of Ramthoria live 
the Centaurs, similar to Ramthorians, 
but without horns.   They are continually 
at war with Ramthorians, competing for pre-
cious resources. 

Characters with this energy do not trust easily.  Others may not enter the personal space of F.A.C.E 8, unless proven to be 
trustworthy and, thereby, invited.  F.A.C.E. 8 will often test another’s character, valuing power, and abhorring weakness, in 
avoidance of his own weaknesses and powerlessness over fear.  The energy of F.A.C.E. 8 creates a strong leader, who works 
independently as his own boss, tirelessly managing his own trades for the illusion of control.  
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FALLON
CENTAUR & ENEMY SPY  

Fallon is the brave and powerful leader 
of the Centaurs, the hornless creatures 
oppressed by Ramthorians.  Beaten 
down by Ramthor’s taxations and con-
trol of the land’s resources, Fallon at-
tempts to destroy Ramthor by disguis-
ing himself as a Ramthorian, entering 
their kingdom.  He will attempt to use 
his gladiator star power to get close 
enough to Ramthor to influence him 
by becoming one of his hired guards.  
When the opportunity presents itself, 
Fallon will strike a fatal blow.  How-
ever, if his plan is discovered, brutal 
punishment will ensue, and death will 
come as a blessing.

LADY PRANAY
RAMTHORIAN PRINCESS 

Coming from an elite, royal bloodline, Lady 
Pranay is engaged to Ramthor, and is to 
be the future Queen of Ramthoria.  Known 
as Lady P, the art collector, she organizes 
Ramthorian ceremonies and celebrations, 
emphasizing musical and artistic expres-
sions.  She is deeply and intensely in love 
with Ramthor, her fiancé, and is looking for-
ward to being by his side in her role as the 
Queen of Ramthoria.  Tragedy strikes and 
Ramthor is taken captive, however, before 
they can be married.
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ROSHNI
LABYRINTH BUILDER

Roshni is employed by Ramthor and is the Mas-
ter Builder and architect of the brilliantly com-
plex labyrinth system, designed to protect the 
kingdom of Ramthoria, and to trap invaders or 
intruders.  Roshni creates special maps, training 
Ramthorians on how to maneuver through the 
system of mazes.  Any who enter here illegally 
are trapped and sent to Starth’s gladiator prison.  
The map is literally the key to the city and fiercely 
protected.  Roshni is a dutiful and hardworking 
Ramthorian, and is easily distracted by beautiful 
Ramthorian females.  

JABBER
BUSINESS TYCOON

When Ramthorians are not attending the Gladi-
ator Games, one can often find them frequent-
ing one of the several establishments owned 
by Jabber.  Jabber has a penchant for knowing 
how to keep others feeling alive and enter-
tained, drinking and gambling.  He is a master-
ful wheeler dealer, continually bargaining and 
swindling, always striking deals with Ramtho-
rians.  Bloody brawls and conflict ensue over 
late payments and unfair terms.  Jabber is a 
bulky brute, well aware of his “little” horns, 
compensating with his “larger than life” per-
sonality and vast collection of material goods, 
used to impress other’s leveraging status.  
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IMAM
SPIRIT ANCESTOR OF TRUTH

Imam is Ramthor’s grandmother spirit, who visits him from his 
amulet.  She is an amazon warrior who has led the Ramthorians in a 
revolt to free them from Centaurian oppression.  Over the years, the 
power has shifted, and Ramthorians are now the super power.  Imam 
teaches Ramthor about the nature of true power that comes from 
vulnerability and service to others.  She symbolizes vulnerability in 
her exposed breast and nursing of the innocent. 

STARTH 
MASTER OF GAMES

Starth runs the Gladiator Games and 
recruits warriors for fighting.  He is also a 
merciless prison warden.  Starth is close 
to Ramthor and is helpful in equipping 
Ramthor with the best fighters for his 
army (when not being used for entertain-
ment.)  Starth is an additional pair of eyes, 
watching for suspicious activity, and then 
reporting it to Ramthor. 
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SHENNA
CAPTAIN OF THE GUARD

Shenna is a powerful, take-charge warrior!  
Confident and independent, Shenna leads the 
troops courageously, never shrinking away 
from a battle.  She is strategic, innovative, 
and fully in control.  However, she can also 
be intimidating, failing to hear her subordi-
nates when they try to reason with her.  This 
characteristic can cause resentment from her 
troops.  Her sense of personal power makes 
her feel indestructible, and, therefore, blinds 
her to some of her obvious weaknesses and 
shortcomings. 

BRACCA 
LABYRINTH ARCHER

Bracca patrols the labyrinths, looking out for 
enemy intruders of suspicious activity.  Sur-
vival of Ramthorians is his prime objective.  He 
is very protective of the Ramthorian resources, 
ensuring that no other creatures have access.  
He collects taxes and enforces punishment on 
those who do not pay.
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ZOS - CENTAUR 

Zos is a spunky, bold teenage Centaur, who 
is on a mission to avenge her father’s death.  
Captured by Ramthorians, Zos is determined 
to use her cunning, strategic mind to hunt 
down Ramthor, whom she feels is responsible 
for her personal suffering.  Fueled by anger, 
Zos is not afraid of anything, and her sense of 
invincibility makes her a fearless warrior, who 
will stop at nothing to punish and to bring jus-
tice to her cruel, Ramthorian oppressors. 

PAN - CENTAUR 
KING OF CENTAURIA

Pan is the no-nonsense, take-charge leader of 
the Centaurs.  He will do anything to get the 
upper hand and to overtake Ramthor and his 
kingdom.  He aligns himself with the Paragons 
to make several attempts to destroy Ramthor’s 
reign.  He and his wife, Pandora, rule Centauria, 
along with their adopted daughter, Zos.  
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Kamal is the leader of the 
Paragon forces that have 
invaded Ramthoria.  Kamal 
has partnered with Pan IV, 
the King of the Centaurs, to 
harvest the waters of Ram-
thoria in exchange for join-
ing forces against Ramthor.  
Kamal is very strict about 
following the Paragon code 
of conduct, and does not 
like the uncivilized, brutal 
ways of the Ramthorians.  If 
they cannot be converted to 
the Paragon ways, a more 
civilized way of being, he 
feels, then their deaths are 
justified. 

Turin is the leader of an 
outcast, renegade group 
of organics, who have fled 
their home world of Tristan 
in rebellion against their own 
leader, Divri.  They are in 
search of a new leader, who 
will protect them and give 
them precious sunlight to 
restore their withered bodies. 
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The power of the eclipse in its first cycle casts a purple hue upon the land. Its light and energy 
affect Ramthor’s world in a distinct way, causing inhabitants to see their world as magical and 
animistic. Their core motivations are about keeping the spirits happy, the tribe safe, and meet-
ing the basic needs of food, clothing and shelter.  In this stage, the core belief is that the world 
is mysterious and frightening; in order to survive, the tribe must band together to appease the 
gods, spirits, deities, and authorities. The needs of the individual are subsumed in the group. In 
an animistic world view, everything has meaning and is living, including the rocks, trees, and 
earth.  This level is highly motivated by assurance of safety and survival, which is achieved 
through traditionalism and adherence to the tribal order. 

LEVEL 1
AMETHYST  F.A.C.E.T. 

CHARACTER SCAN - Energy Centers & Levels
Ramthor is a body type. His gut/instinctual intelligences are at an all time high at Am-
ethyst level. A high level of instinctual activity and low levels of heart and mind centers 
cause Ramthor to become fixated in the body, preoccupied with control, or not being 
controlled, and with injustices. This imbalance can cause Ramthor to make decisions 
that can hinder or misdirect his path. Help Ramthor balance his other centers through 
meditation. 

At this level, Type Eight, the Defender, operates as the Priest, 
interacting directly with the deities to defend, control, and 
represent the needs of the group. The Priest uses himself 
as a protective force between members of the group and the 
forces of nature.

RAMTHOR THE PRIEST
(RAMTHOR’s F.A.C.E. to his people)

HEAD CENTER
Mental Intelligence

HEART CENTER
Emotional Intelligence

BODY CENTER
Sense Intelligence

REACTIVITY - HIGH 
EGOIC LEVELS - HIGH

Solfeggio Sound Frequency 285

10%

85%

5%

Amethyst LEVEL 1 
(Ramthoria’s F.A.C.E.T. of Understanding and World View)
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The wars that continued after the Ramthorian rise to power eventually took the lives of 
my father and two of my brothers, leaving my youngest brother to rule.  As a female, I was 
afforded little dignity and, as a female Ramthorian, I was delegated to serve my brother.  
We were considered weaker, even though we had horns as sharp as any of the males.  My 
brother, however, did not bear any sons, and I did.  When my brother died in battle, the next 
in line to the throne was my son, Ramthor II.  He came to power at fifteen years of age.  I 
had raised my son to love and respect me, his mother, as well as all female Ramthorians.  
Gradually, with his help, I was able to change the status and stigmas assigned to female 
Ramthorians.  He married a beautiful and loving Ramthorian named Rayda, who quickly 
became pregnant.  Unfortunately, I became ill and died just before they gave birth to a son, 
Ramthor III.  

Ramthor III came to power at the age of twenty-one after his father died in battle with the 
Centaurs.  On that fateful day, my young grandson saw both his father and mother killed 
mercilessly in a battle with the Centaurs.  Ramthor was bitterly enraged at their deaths 
and swore he would wipeout the Centaurs once and for all…forever!  Ramthor III has been 
true to his vow, taxing the Centaurs heavily and slaughtering their warriors any way and 
anywhere he can.  Ramthor has grown into a powerful ruler.  However, the challenges he is 
about to face are more perilous, more extraordinary, and more challenging than any his an-
cestors have ever faced.  The power and wisdom of the elders have come to aid the great 
warrior in a destiny that will change the very galaxy itself. This is his story….

THE CAPTURE

The autumn leaves sweep lazily across the narrow dirt path as Ramthor makes his way up 
the rugged mountainside.  He slows and takes a long, deep breath, filling his lungs with 
the fresh, cool mountain air.  Ramthor loves autumn.  He loves being in the lush forest and 
experiences it as a special relief away from the decidedly busy and hectic existence of 
his responsibility in Ramthoria.  He especially enjoys getting away from his kingly duties 
which weigh him down and escaping to the changing scenery in the deep depths of the 
forest.  Ramthor takes special delight in the fall sacrifice, feeling the rush of satisfaction 
in shedding blood and pleasing the spirits for another year.  He and the Ramthorians have 
been very blessed, and Ramthor wants to make sure they remain blessed by bringing only 
the best possible sacrifice forward for the spirits.  Traveling with Ramthor is three of his 
most trusted companions and assistants:  Starth, responsible for securing and preparing 
the sacrifices; Roshni, guides the group and follows the stars to the sacrificial site; and, 
Shenna, captain of the guard, assists Ramthor in ceremony.  They walk for several gruel-
ing hours up the mountain.  As they climb higher, the trees become smaller and less dense 
until eventually they see only the vast plain of hills and valleys stretching as far as the eye 
can see.  The sun, hot and ruthless, sets behind Ramthoria , which is now just a vision far 
off in the distance.  

INTRODUCTION

This story is about a great warrior and hero, my grandson, 
Ramthor.  I am Imam, ancestral spirit guide to Ramthor.  We have 
never met because I did not live to see him born.  But I have been 
given a wonderful gift, and am allowed to assist him on his path to 
enlightenment.  I am able to appear to him often to share the wis-
dom of the elders, and to guide him to see himself with renewed 
eyes.  

My home of Ramthoria has been a flourishing kingdom for many 
centuries.  We are horned creatures who thrive on power, domi-
nance, and independent living.  No other kingdom or figure can 

match our power.  However, this circumstance has not always been the case.  Before 
Ramthoria realized greatness, Centaurs ruled the land.  Centaurs were wicked, and op-
pressed us as “horned freaks of nature.”  My people were treated cruelly and used as 
slaves.  My father, Ramthor I, rose up in rebellion and led an army to victory over the 
wicked Centaurian king, Pan.  Having been freed from slavery, we then called ourselves 
Ramthorians after my father.  We then moved into a perilous, swampy terrain far away.  
We worked tirelessly, building canals to feed fresh mountain water into the swampy lands.  
Before long, the desolate land was transformed into the prosperous, fertile plain that it is 
today.  The Ramthorians became powerful and commanding, but never forgot the hard-
ships put upon them by the Centaurs.  My father and my three brothers vowed that they 
would rule the land and punish the Centaurs, depriving them of resource and forcing 
them to pay high taxes.  Forgiveness is not a Ramthorian trait.  Rather, revenge is sweet.  
One must earn our trust, and when that trust is broken, it is very difficult to mend.  To do 
so comes at a very high price.  Even at that, trust is only possible again after intensive 
and excruciating testing.

[1] Problem Identification

L.E.G.S. AMULET 
Life Evolving Guidance System

1 . 4 . 2 . 8 . 5 . 7 . 
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Above them, a purple moon faintly appears as day gives way to early evening.  Ramthor 
thinks to himself that it indeed seems a strange full moon.  He cannot remember when he 
last saw such a moon, purple and ominous in color.

  “Stranger still” says Roshni, gazing through his periscope into the night sky, “it is an 
eclipsed moon.  According to our ancient calendar, an eclipse would not occur for several 
more moon months.  And in the spring…not the autumn.” 

 “Is it a bad omen?” asks Shenna, as she strikes her flint to light a torch.  

“I don’t know!” exclaims Roshni, illuminated by the warm glow of her fire-light.

Two heavily chained Centaurian prisoners walk in single file behind her, followed closely 
by Starth, who is keeping a careful eye on them.  On occasion, he appeases their thirst 
with water to keep up their strength for the upcoming ceremony.  Surrounding the small 
party is a number of Ramthorian warriors, guarding against Centaurian attack or any at-
tempts to rescue their sacrificial prisoners.  

The sound of a powerful waterfall signifies the approach of the sacrificial site.  They call it 
“The Womb of the Earth Mother” because this water from the great mountain has peren-
nially fed Ramthoria and enabled it to transform the dead lands into living, fertile plains 
which have sustained them for many generations.  It is to her that they come to sacrifice, 
feeding the female earth spirits the needed lifeblood in exchange for clean, living water.  
They arrive at the site for the sacrifice and take their positions around a wide stone bridge 
located at the base of the tumbling waterfall.  The Centaurs are released and instructed to 
stand in the center of the bridge, guarded on each side by Ramthorian warriors.

Ramthor stands on a large, protruding stone near the bridge and prays. “Hear us, goddesses 
of the earth, and receive our prayers as we provide you this sacrificial offering of blood. May our lands 
be fruitful, may our soldiers be strong, may our people be powerful, healthy and multiply. May we con-
tinue to make your name great in the lands O’ Great Earth Mothers.” Ramthor turns and motions to 
Starth to commence the ceremony. 

 “It is time, Centaurs, to fight to the death.  One of you will win your freedom.  The other 
will receive the honor of being the sacrifice.”  Starth and his warriors deliver a number 
of weapons to the Centaurs.  It is important that strong blood be shed for the sacrifice.  
Therefore, both Centaurs are powerful, muscular brutes, hand-picked from the gladiator 
prisoner pool by Starth himself.  The fight begins and is unceremoniously off to a slow 
start.  Neither Centaur appears to be overly concerned with winning his freedom, or less, 
sacrificing his life.  The fight moves slowly, and lasts much longer than in any previous 
year. 

 “Starth!” Ramthor says with a growl.  “Why is this battle taking so long?!  One of them 
should be dead already!  This sloppy, half-hearted battle is quickly becoming a bore.” 
 
“I suppose, because these Centaurs are brothers, they are holding off trying to kill each
 other.” Says Starth, who seems more interested in the pork leg on which he is gnawing 
than in the fight.

“Brothers?!  What the devil?  Why would you pit brothers against each other?  No wonder 
they have no heart for their freedom!  I should throw you in the mix!” screams Ramthor 
angrily. 

 Starth nearly chokes on his pork leg at the sound of Ramthor’s reprimand.  Jumping to 
his feet, Starth screams in a gruff, disgusted voice, “Remove the shields!  Swords only,”   
Starth commands to his guards. 

 “Ah, death is imminent now!” Ramthor states happily.  This realization is seen on the Cen-
taurs’ faces, too, as the Ramthorians collect their only source of protection.  The brothers 
engage in a brutal battle, causing one another great injury.  As one brother is about to lift 
his sword to deliver the fatal and final blow, the battle is suddenly and unmistakingly inter-
rupted by an unfamiliar sound.  

 “SCRRREEEECCCCHHH! SCRREEECCCCHHH!”

The sound is so piercing  that Ramthor covers his ears.  “Some strange, large birds!” 
yells Roshni, looking intently through his periscope into the dark night sky.  Then, through 
the darkness come the sounds:  THUD!  WHOOOSH!  THUD!  WHOOSH!  In the dimly lit 
torchlight, warriors begin disappearing suddenly, one after the other, their screams echo-
ing as they are being carried off into the distance, one by one.

 “ARCHERS, ON GUARD!”  thunders Ramthor as he takes immediate cover beneath the 
stone bridge, preparing his bow for battle.  Shenna is at his back, eyes straining to see 
into the darkness.  SHOOOK…SHOOOK….SHOOOK.  The sound of arrows firing fills the 
air, while the screams of the Ramthorian warriors, and the screeches of the unusual birds, 
continue.  After a few terrifying moments, all is again quiet.  Ramthor, sweating profusely, 
as adrenalin pulsates through his veins, prepares himself mightily for an imminent fight.  
Shenna, too, is shaking uncontrollably with dreaded anticipation.  “Starth!  Roshni!” whis-
pers Ramthor, “Where are you?”

 CLOP.  CLOP.  CLOP.  CLOP.  The sound of horse hooves can be heard overhead on the 
hard, stone bridge.  Ramthor recognizes that sound.  It is the sound of the Centaur.  Their 
steps are much hallower than the solid steps of a Ramthorian hoof.  Ramthor motions for 
Shenna to be still as they listen intently to the sounds from overhead. 

 “Brothers!  You are saved!” cried a Centaurian proudly.   “Come, let us away from this 
place and back home where you belong.  We have much to tell you, and some important 
allies for you to meet.  The extra-ordinary, eclipsed moon signifies to us that the gods have 
finally favored the Centaurs once again and sent to us “winged gods of the sky” to lead us 
into victory over our fiercest enemy!”  Gradually, Ramthor hears their footsteps soften and 
disappear into the distance of the night as he and Shenna await, straining their ears for 
the slightest sound of movement from above.  When enough time passes, and Ramthor is 
certain that it is safe to move from their hiding place, they slowly creep out.  Ramthor only 
makes a few careful steps before feeling a quick, sharp pain across the back of his neck.  
And, then, in the blink of an eye, all goes dark.
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MORALLY ANGERED PARAGONS

The blinding light of noonday blurs his vision as Ramthor slowly opens his eyes and 
recovers.  Before he can even focus on his surroundings, Ramthor can feel the heavy 
weight of chains covering his entire body including his arms and legs.  His head is throb-
bing viciously from a powerful blow to his neck and head, and he aches all over.  Every 
sinew in his body is pulsating.  When he is finally able to focus his vision, he sees that he 
is tightly chained, tethered to a large tree.  There doesn’t seem to be anyone at all around, 
and no objects are within sight except for a small plate of food and a cup of water on the 
ground in front of him.  He is not sure how long he has been unconscious.  However, by 
the severe pain of hunger in his belly, he knows it must have been for quite some time.  
He wastes no time devouring the meager ration, which does little to satisfy his voracious 
appetite.  With some renewed strength though, Ramthor decides to test the chains that 
bind him, giving a sharp jerk to the tether with his right arm which is seemingly looser 
and free than his left.  The chains are strong and heavy.   Although it would definitely take 
some time and work to snap them, Ramthor is confident that he can free himself in time.  
However,he feels suddenly dizzy and fatigued.  The forest of trees which surrounds him 
seems to start spinning, and Ramthor falls to his knees.  He shakes his head and tries 
to focus, but is overcome by a feeling of euphoria and light-headedness.  Now he begins 
hearing voices.  At first they are like mere whispers.  But then he hears two distinct voices 
conversing about something.  Ramthor hears his name, but he cannot make out any other 
words.  He is not sure if the sounds are real or hallucinations which are perhaps brought 
on by his concussion.  After a short while, Ramthor senses that he cannot remember 

anything.  There are simple things at first: he cannot remember what 
he had to eat the day before, or his activities prior to his hike up the 
mountain.   Gradually, he forgets his home, friends, subjects, and 
finally, his own identity.  The voices grow louder.  He can clearly hear 
their words. 

Insults of the foulest kind are projected. 

 “What a weakling.  No strength at all.  What a worthless good-for-
nothing.  A brute of the worst kind with no brains!  Just an ugly lump 
of muscle.  Now look at him.  His strength has failed him. What a 
loser.  Utterly worthless!”  

Small winged creatures, hovering over his head, each holding onto the chains which 
are tethering him, are the voices spewing forth the insults.  Whenever Ramthor moves, 
they give the tether a sharp jerk, pulling him off balance just for sport and to inflict pain.  
Ramthor is deeply etherized by the food given to him, which he gladly and freely eats, and 

which quickly makes him delusional.  Ramthor even believes the creatures are figments of 
his imagination and hears their insults as his own thoughts.  Eventually, Ramthor identifies 
completely with their words, believing he is weak, useless, and a failure.  Before long, the 
bird creatures relax their grip on him because they know they have successfully broken 
down his confidence and bravado to such a degree that he is no longer a threat at all to 
them.  Docile and compliant, Ramthor simply sits, like a pitiful shell absorbing the never-
ending insults of his captors.  Bearing no resemblance to his former self, and no longer 
being in his right mind, Ramthor is no longer a threat, and the creatures begin to converse 
openly.  

“This is an easy one, eh, Jasna?  We stripped him down to size in a hurry,” said Kamel 
laughing.  “What a wicked brute, too, torturing those poor Centaurs and making them sac-
rifices.  Such a violation of the celestial laws!  They have no shame at all.  The whole lot 
of them needs reforming, I say.  Centaurs included,” proclaims Kamel critically.  “But we 
do have Centaurs to thank for partnering with us and honoring Indrani’s plea for help.  It 
was a good bargain, I say. Picking off these Ramthorians in exchange for water from this 
mountain is a pretty good trade off.  However, I question Indrani’s judgment.  She is so slow 
to act.  The Centaurs will think us incompetent!  She should have stepped in sooner and 
spared those poor Centaurs a brutal battle.  One of them sustained such heavy blows that 
he might lose an arm.”

“Tsk.  Tsk.  Awful, simple, barbaric!” exclaimed Jasna.  The Paragons jabber away, becom-
ing so engrossed in their gossip that they fail to notice the stranger who has ever so quietly 
come up behind them, starting a conversation with their prisoner.  

QUEEN OF MYSTERY

Landing with a thud, Rayna’s arrival is accompanied by a piercing streak of light and a 
thunder crack that echoes over empty fields and resounds against cold and darkened 
mountains. She can feel branches and leaves pressed against her face and body as she 
lies on the ground motionless. She notices the air is cool as she looks up at the towering 
oaks swaying above her. She gradually rises to her feet and takes her first look around. 
There is not much to see in the dark of night except row upon row of tall trees silhouetted 
by the full moon and starry sky. On the ground near where she stands, a faint purplish glow 
catches her attention. Moving closer she can see it is a scepter with a large orb pulsing 
with purple light. She quickly reaches for the happy torch. As she lifts it upright, the faint 
glow becomes a burst of light that illuminates her surroundings like midday! Rayna can 
see everything- every detail of every tree and the long winding pathway in front of her. After 
a moment, the light slowly begins to fade back to a soft glow, lighting her path.

 “Extraordinary! The gods have favored me with this instrument of blessing!” says Rayna 
delighted. Feeling encouraged, she makes her way along the path to see where it might 
lead her. She walks along decidedly unattached to her surroundings. Soon, minutes seem-
ingly feeling like days, in the monotony of continual dense forest and thick darkness, she 

Paragons are F.A.C.E. 1 creatures, driven to Ramthoria in search of desperately needed water.  
These angry birds are known for rigid adherence to laws and following rules to the nth degree.  
Their high moral standards make them especially judgmental and intolerant to those who do 
not share their spiritual beliefs and cultural world views.  They are fully justified in oppressing 
Ramthorians if it means conformity to their “right” way of being.  They instinctually believe it is 
for the benefit of everyone that all creatures share the same moral virtue and integrity to which 
they adhere.  

PARAGONS
To learn more about Kamal, the Paragons, and Ramthoria, read N-1Chronicle, F.A.C.E 1, Orix.  
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can finally see a clearing just ahead.

“Finally!” exclaims Rayna aloud, breaking the long silence since her arrival. Off in the dis-
tance she can hear the clamoring of chains and muffled shouts. It is the welcome sound 
of voices. 

 It is most welcome after such a long  time hearing only the lonely sound of the wind in 
the trees. As she moves closer, she sees the silhouette of a figure in chains and smaller 
bird-like creatures pulling with all their might to hold the figure down. The light from her 
scepter begins to burn brighter, alerting them to her presence.  Her light startles them and 
the tiny imps retreat in fear. As she moves closer still, her scepter reveals a strange crea-
ture, unlike any she had ever seen before. He is half man and half horse creature who is 
standing over a small pot of stew cooking on an open fire. Rayna stares, transfixed by the 
vision of the strong robust creature with giant ram horns. It seems odd to her that he, a 
massive hulk, should be under the control of such tiny oppressors. With one thrust of his 
horns, it seems, he could obliterate his foes easily. Why does he not? Then she notices 
blood on his arms and chest.

 “Oh, are you hurt?” asks Rayna, moving toward him with concern.

The beautiful, golden-skinned female with bright, glimmering, golden head-rings stands 
towering over Ramthor, who remains huddled down in front of a small fire, seemingly 
unaware of the chains which have him imprisoned.  The golden female touches Ramthor 
on the arm, but he is far too tortured to respond, except fearfully, backing away in a 
caterpillar-like recoil from the soft, feminine touch.

 The golden female speaks gently to him.  “I’m not here to harm you.  You’re the first per-
son I’ve seen in quite a long while, and I wonder if you can help me understand where I 
am.  It seems that I have forgotten this place.  And …well, actually…maybe you can help 
me to understand who I am for I have forgotten that, too.”  Her voice wafts and is almost 
silent…not a whisper really, but a dreaming quality as if she is speaking from right inside 
Ramthor’s head.  

Out of the night comes a mocking chortle.  “I don’t know who I am either.  I’m cold and 
tired and don’t want to be disturbed.  Go away!”  

Startled, Rayna looks up to see two Paragon creatures perched above.  Before she has 
a chance to address or respond to them, Ramthor repeats their exact words, directed to 
the vaporous figure that is Rayna.  “I’m tired and don’t want to be disturbed!  Go away!”
Rayna senses instantly that Ramthor is simply parroting the two Paragons holding him 
hostage.  She immediately, without forethought,  recognizes that all she can do in the 
present situation is to try to give this horned figure before her a more balanced view of 
his predicament and hope that he will respond to her perspective.  Ignoring the Paragons, 
and sensing no danger from them, Rayna continues to encourage Ramthor.  

“I can see you are in a cruel situation.  Do you not see that you are very powerful and 
that these chains are very loose and simply tethered from a couple of bird-like creatures?  
You have the power to free yourself.  Your captors are small.  They have no strength at 
all.  Rise up and break loose!”

Again, Ramthor repeats the words of the overhead Paragons.  “I cannot.  I am too weak and 
powerless.  It’s too painful to go against these chains.  If I submit, and do as I am told, I will 
not suffer.”

The mystery woman with the golden head rings that seem to be pulsating in gentle, but 
regular beats, now becomes angered.  Rayna, having forgotten herself, motions to the con-
trolling birds hovering above.  “Don’t listen to those voices.  They are not you.  They are 
lies.  Look at me!  Believe me!  You are powerful and strong and able to stand free!  I cannot 
free you myself, but if you reach out to me, and believe my words, your faith can activate 
my powers and produce a key to unlock these chains that bind you.”

Ramthor rises to his feet, and slowly moves toward Rayna.  The Paragons jump to atten-
tion, pulling  frantically on the tethered chains and hissing madly.  

“She lies!  She lies!  She is a devil.  She will enslave you.”  they scream.  

Rayna continues to coach Ramthor with her gentle, soothing voice.  As he moves closer 
toward her, he reaches out his hand.  The pain of his chains is excruciating and his flesh 
begins to tear under the sharp barbs embedded in the chains.  He screams out in pain.  “It 
hurts.”

“Keep coming,” Rayna says in a soft, coaxing voice.  “Keep coming.  You are almost there.  
I have the key.”  

RAYNA’s WISDOM

Why not just hand over the key and be done with it, one might ask?  Rayna, in her wisdom, knows that 
Ramthor is in need of an awakening that only pain and suffering will provide him.  His deep sleep can 
only be disturbed by the cutting and pulling of his chains.  It is often true that we do not make changes 
until we have suffered long enough to desire another way of being and doing.  How did you forget who 
you really are, Ramthor?
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Don’t you see
“YOU” are 
Powerful?

I can help
You.

She will
 hurt you!

Be gone witch! We 
control him!

No one
Can help

She lies!!

The gods have left me. 
Go away! You only

Want to hurt 
And control me!

A Mysterious Visitor
Rayna is a mysterious queen of 
her own world.  She is only just 
beginning to understand her own 
powers.  From a magical circle 
drawn on the floor, Rayna can 
observe and interact with dif-
ferent worlds.  On this day, she 
appears in Ramthoria, but only as 
a projection/illusion, and, there-
fore, cannot physically assist 
Ramthor with his freedom.  She 
does, however, have enough 
power to leave behind a magi-
cal key should he choose to use 
it.  Rayna is troubled and curious 
about the creature she is trying 
to help and desires to return to 
the flesh.  Eventually she will use 
her magic to travel to Ramthoria 
to stay, seeking to connect with 
Ramthor, taking advantage of the 
good things he has to offer.  
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 He remembers her face and her kind and gentle countenance.  “Perhaps she is not angry 
with me.  Perhaps there is still hope.”  

Flashes of his past identity fill Ramthor’s mind.  He believes he is a powerful king.  Excite-
ment and energy begin to pulsate through his veins.  He grabs some bread from the new 
plate of food before him and gobbles it down.  The bread invigorates him, but only for a 
moment.  The ether takes hold once again, and Ramthor falls back into confusion and delu-
sion.
 

A WEIGHTY DECISION 

Shenna piles her last pail of rocky soil on the high dirt mound 
which towers high above the trench.  As another day ends and 
the sun sets, she counts “day eleven” of her captivity.  Since the 
ambush, Roshni, Starth, and many of the other captives have 
been doing hard labor beside Shenna, digging trenches for new 
water canals.  They are under the careful watch of those she has 
now come to know as the Paragons.  Each night she and the 
other Ramthorian captives whisper quietly among themselves 
about plans for escape.  Although they have made several at-
tempts over the past few days, none have been successful.  The 
airborne captors definitely have the advantage of a bird’s eye 
view, and swooping down upon them, and carrying them right 
back into the slave camp.  Despite the brutal punishment inflict-
ed upon those who try to escape, Ramthorians detest captivity 
and being under anyone else’s control.  They will fight to the 
death to be freed.  Among their numbers are several other non-
Ramthorian horned figures also taken captive.  A particularly 
bold creature named Fallon quickly catches the attention

[2] Realistic Assessment

[8] Momentum

The excruciating pain of the chains and the bombardment of confusing voices in his head 
are too much for Ramthor.  He retreats from Rayna and cowers away from her.  

“Leave me alone.  I don’t know you.  I don’t even know who I am.  I am not powerful 
enough to free myself.  The spirits have forsaken me.  The great Ramthor is reduced to 
being captured by these powerful Paragons.”  

Frustrated by the Paragons, and confused by Ramthor’s stubbornness and submission, 
Rayna retreats from the scene and goes on her way back through the forest from whence 
she came, seeking her own answers to who she is.

Flash backs of his life come and go as Ramthor drifts in and out of consciousness.  In the 
moments when he is sober and awake, he laments.  “Why have the spirits forsaken me?  
Is it because I did not finish the sacrifice?  If the spirits are against me now, all hope is 
lost for me and I am powerless before them.”  

Then Ramthor remembers the strange, golden woman with the head rings and has a 
shocking thought:  “What if she was the earth mother goddess?  She reached out to me 
and I rejected her outright.  What have I done?” 

Amethyst [purple] choice: Ramthor, drugged and held captive, succumbs to the beliefs 
dictated by his captors, whom he perceives as voices in his head.   They convince him 
to believe that what has happened to him is the only way…the way it must be.  And what 
of this mysterious woman?  Can  he trust her?  The Paragons suggest to Ramthor that 
perhaps Rayna wants to enslave Ramthor.  Ramthor chooses to believe the Paragons and 
dismiss Rayna because he does not know and trust her.  

Ruby [red] choice: Against all odds, Ramthor decides to accept Rayna’s help and offer of 
a special key to freedom.  As Ramthor reaches for the key that Rayna holds, he experi-
ences tremendous agony.  However, deep within him sleeps a remembrance of who he 
truly is.  He deeply desires to get back to that knowledge and is propelled to take the key 
from Rayna.

[4] Vision

A LUST FOR LIFE
A weakness for F.A.C.E. 8 is lust, a strong desire to indulge in life force energy.  F.A.C.E. 8’s look for ad-
venture and excitement like a starving man craves and looks for food.  This love of life and energy are one 
of the characteristics we often love about F.A.C.E 8’s, because they bring invigorating life energy to the 
world and to our relationships.  And their appetites (lust) for excitement can be insatiable.  The impulse 
to acquire this excitement can take them over, often at the expense sometimes of themselves and oth-
ers.  This lust is illustrated in the metaphor of the “poisoned bread”.  It is food that satisfies Ramthor’s 
ferocious appetite, while it deceives him and causes him to fall asleep to himself.  Not until he discovers 
the powerful drug in the food he craves (lusts for), and then begins to moderate his eating (truth), will he 
become strong enough to connect to his deeper essence, and begin to walk in a new freedom.  It does 
not matter where one starts the journey, it matters only that you begin the journey.
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of Shenna.  Although Fallon is not an official Ramthorian, 
he has two large, sharp horns, and Shenna can imagine him 
winning the challenge to become a great Ramthorian.  He of-
ten makes brave attempts to escape, and when he is caught, 
takes his punishment with great dignity and stamina.  It isn’t 
long before Shenna and Fallon strike up a close relationship, 
gradually allowing Shenna to confide in him, including reveal-
ing to him her escape plots.  Starth and Roshni are, however, 
not fans of Fallon.  For them, any horned creature, who has 
not proven himself through the rigorous tests of the Ramtho-
rian way, is not trustworthy.  They interpret Shenna’s fond-
ness for him as merely a physical attraction.  Their views of 
Fallon change when Fallon demonstrates a bold act of cour-
age on their behalf.  

The slave camp is a large gated area situated near the moun-
tain river.  It is closely guarded by two Paragons who are perched high in a tower that is 
filled with weapons, arsenal and armor.  On the ground, several Centaurs patrol the area 
with spears and swords.  On a particular morning, the camp is  abuzz with the news that 
the Centaur king, Pan IV, is coming to inspect the slave camp and to give new orders to 
the guards and overseer.  Fallon senses an opportunity and discreetly makes his way to 
the guard tower to start digging.  When Pan IV arrives, all the Centaur guards clamor to 
pay their respects to him.  In a flash, Fallon sneaks into and enters the unguarded door 
at the base of the tower.  With complete, unhindered access to all the weaponry, Fallon 
snaps his chains and makes his way up the stairs to the watchtower.  Before the Para-
gon’s have a chance to detect his presence, Fallon hits the Centaur guards over their 
heads and ties them up.  On the ground, Fallon quietly motions for other Ramthorians 
to follow him into the tower to reprieve weapons.  Before long, several slaves are free of 
their chains and armed.  After the king departs, and the Centaurs gradually lumber back 
into their positions of guarding prisoners, they are immediately surrounded and outnum-
bered by angry, heavily armed Ramthorians.  The Centaurs realize, by the numbers, that 
to fight would be obvious suicide, so they reluctantly, but submissively surrender.  The 
Ramthorians then waste no time binding the guards and the Paragons together in heavy 
chains.  They deliberate together what to do with their new captives.  Roshni suggests 
burning them alive.  Starth suggests that they be tortured within an inch of their lives 
first.  As ideas are quickly fleeing back and forth among the Ramthorians, Fallon rises to 
speak.

“My fellow, horned comrades, let us be gone and away from here.  We do not know if 
there are Paragons watching us from above.  The longer we remain here, the more we are 
at risk of being recaptured.  We are no match for the Paragons.  I know a quick way down 
the mountain, and if you follow me, I will guide you to certain safety.”  

The crowd murmurs amongst themselves, at first irritated by the idea of leaving without 
some form of revenge and restitution.  Shenna sees her fellow Ramthorians questioning 
her friend, Fallon, and standing next to him, speaks to the assembled crowd.  “Listen to 
me, Ramthorians.  Today the spirit of the great mountain has found favor with us and 
sees fit to raise up a hero in our midst.  Listen to Fallon because his bravery has given 
us a gift of freedom!  If Ramthor were here today, he would honor the spirits by reward-

ing this fellow horned figure a fellow Ramthorian for his acts of heroism.  We must follow 
his lead and return home and equip ourselves to retaliate against this unknown, airborne 
enemy.”  

The Ramthorians are moved by Shenna’s words and realize the favor of the spirits, agree-
ing to follow Fallon and Shenna down the mountain, leaving their prisoners behind, 
chained, but unpunished.  They then move through the forest and, led by Fallon, quickly 
down narrow, secret pathways.  The Ramthorians are very impressed when they emerge 
at the base of the mountain in half the time it would have taken them to traverse on their 
known route. Starth and Roshni are indeed pleased, and offer Fallon a handshake of fel-
lowship for being true to his word.  

“We should make Fallon an honorary Ramthorian for his bravery and leadership today!”  
Shenna proposes.  Starth and Roshni glance at each other questionably.  Roshni, pos-
sessive of Shenna, and not appreciating another strong buck competing for the female’s 
attention, resists.  

“Perhaps we should wait for Ramthor to make that award,” Roshni suggests.  Starth, on 
the other hand, thinks only of the pros and cons of bringing Fallon officially into their 
ranks.  

“Ramthor may want to honor this fellow and be pleased with those of us who would honor 
him in his absence, “  Starth says.  In his devious, dubious mind, however, Starth thinks 
to himself, “It could mean advancement of my own power in the realm.”  After a moment, 
Starth turns to Roshni and states, “I think we should listen to Shenna. Fallon has proven 
himself today as much as any valiant warrior would in the arena.  Should Ramthor want to 
test him further,r or even reject him at some point, then so be it.  He will not punish us for 
honoring the spirits with a hero such as we have before us.”  Roshni reluctantly agrees 
and Fallon is made an honorary Ramthorian.  Fallon then accompanies the assembled 
multitudes back to the Ramthorian stronghold.

A Lust for Life

When personality types, such as Ramthor, are working together, they naturally fall into line with author-
ity, as long as the authority is trusted, respected and treats others fairly.  However, there will always be 
a propensity by this personality type to resist and oppose orders of others because they perceive that 
as control, and they do not like to be controlled.  They are lustful for power and control, self-protection 
and advancement.  Therefore, in the above scenario, we see three different examples of the same per-
sonality type when it comes to the decision regarding Fallon.  Shenna  is motivated by a strong physical 
attraction to Fallon and is attracted to his power and sexuality.  Roshni is possessive of the females that 
he himself desires and is not enthusiastic about male competition or about a potentially powerful leader 
joining their camp.  Therefore, he has no problem taking control and considering himself the succeed-
ing leader.  Starth is concerned with self-promotion and advancement and sees Fallon’s Ramthorian 
initiation as providing a powerful ally to the kingdom, which will most certainly appease Ramthor, thus, 
bringing much favor to himself.  

In this level of consciousness, Fallon is more easily accepted into the tribe by the Ramthorians because 
this is a “group-oriented” or “we” meme.  Persons in this meme are more concerned with group cohe-
sion and group safety for survival than with individual agendas.
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he Amazon returns to the gemstone and Ramthor feels suddenly revived.  “The spirits have 
appeased me with favor again,” Ramthor says to himself.  He fastens the jewel onto his belt 
buckle and looks around the camp for any belongings before leaving.  Near the camp fire, 
in the ash, a gleam of light catches his eye as the morning sun illuminates a golden key.  It 
had been there the entire time, but Ramthor has not noticed it until just now.  “The strange, 
golden woman has left the key!”Ramthor exclaims excitedly.  He snatches up the key and 
releases himself from the locks.  Realizing his sudden freedom is real, he wastes no time 
darting straight off into the forest, treading lightly and without detection from above.  All 
Ramthor can think is how he never wants to be captive again!!!

VENGEANCE IS MINE!

“Surely, it would be all right to indulge in some delicacies while 
on duty?  I cannot be expected to live on berries the entire 
time!  My feathers are already starting to molt,” Kamal says to 
himself as he sizes up the Ramthorian youngling for dinner.  
The young twelve year old is Grenda.  She has sneaked out 
of Ramthoria in search of her older sister, Shenna.  Inexperi-
enced, Grenda does not realize the need to keep hidden as she 
searches the mountain woods.  It is not long into her journey 
into the forest that she is snatched quickly up by Kamal and 
is carried away.  She is not full grown, and is easy prey for a 
Paragon.  Four-legged cattle are prize cuisine in the Paragon 
diet.  And this Paragon has not eaten meat for several months 
because the drought has killed off most of their meat supply.  
When the Paragons arrive in Ramthoria, one of the greatest 
promises for them is the thought of dining on four-legged crea-

tures whenever they so desire.  However, Orix, king of the Paragons, has forbidden eating 
Centaurs and Ramthorians.  His theory is that by sparing them from being part of the food 
chain, he will not raise unnecessary alarm, and will be able to keep political ties strong.  But 
the tender-looking youngling looks far too delicious for Kamal to ignore, and his hunger 
for meat is unbearable and insatiable.  He wrestles with himself, but can easily justify the 
kill.  “No one will know.  It’s just one little lamb.  I will have her cooked and eaten and will 
be back at my post before anyone knows I have even been gone.  Centaurs will not care.  
They want the Ramthorians dead anyway.  Besides, I work hard.  Ramthorians are brutes.  I 
deserve a little bit of indulgence for my diligence.”  Kamal is building his case as he starts 
a fire.  Grenda is helplessly tied up, gagged and bound to a tree.  As Kamal prepares the 
fire and spit for roasting his catch, Grenda works the gag out of her mouth and bellows a 
blood-curdling scream.  Kamal turns and pounces on her.  “Shut up, you fool!” he warns. 

F.A.C.E. 1’s are governed by an internal judge that constantly measures right and wrong behavior.  
This characteristic becomes so strong and intense for F.A.C.E. 1’s that they often look for “trap doors” 
to release their anxiety.  Therefore, they allow for secret indulgences as seen here with the Paragon 
preparing to eat the forbidden meat, and justifying his actions as he wrestles with breaking the rules.  

A POWERFUL WARRIOR BLESSED BY THE GODS
SHALL RISE UP AND CONQUER AGAINST ALL ODDS

BUT KNOW THAT THE GODS DO NOT HOLD YOU BACK
IT’S ALL IN YOUR MIND THE STRENGTH THAT YOU LACK

A CHOICE TO SLEEP OR EYES TO WAKE
SUFFER YOUR MIND OR FREEDOM MAKE

A GLOWING RESCUE THERE IN YOUR MIDST
USE FREEDOM’S KEY AND FIND A BEE’S WITCH

[5] Questioning

Many days have passed and Ramthor’s life force is growing dim.  His captors have be-
come bored and lazy watching Ramthor do nothing but sitting and eating.  More and 
more, they spend time exploring the woods, leaving Ramthor alone, believing that he will 
continue eating the food that is drugged to keep him confused.  However, one particular 
morning, a Paragon guard is sloppy, pouring the poison haphazardly on Ramthor’s food.  
Since the guard’s lack of attention to Ramthor’s dish leaves little of the drug on his food, 
for the first time, after Ramthor has consumed his dinner, his head is clear.  He is still 
shell shocked from the insults and cruelties slinged his way, but today his thoughts are 
calm.  His demeanor is peaceful.  And he hears voices in his head.  He stands and looks 
up to the heavens.  He starts to pray to the spirits of the mountains.  “Hear my prayers.   
Oh great mothers of the mountains, hear me.  Give me favor and strength once again!”  
As Ramthor brings his focus back down to the ground, he notices a glimpse of light 
shining from a pouch on his belt.  He had not before noticed that the Paragons had not 
removed his belt when he was taken captive.  He opens the pouch on his belt to reveal a 
purple gemstone. He takes it from the pouch and holds it up to the light.  Suddenly, from 
the gem, a flash of light and a powerful Amazon warrior greets him and speaks a riddle:
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He starts to restore the gag on her, but it is too late.  Ramthor has been making his way 
down the mountain, and hears the familiar cry of a Ramthorian youngling.  The innocent 
bleat of one of his own in trouble enrages him.  He feels the emotion of protectiveness 
surging through his body, releasing powerful adrenalin, which dissolves the last vestiges 
of the narcotics he has been given.  He is himself-once again!  His sharp nose sniffs the 
air, which itself, seems to pulse with the youngling’s heartbeat.  Before the Paragon, Ka-
mal, can even register his presence, Ramthor is upon him, his great fists tearing at the 
Paragon’s feathers and crushing the bones of his left wing.  

The Paragon shrieks in agony and horror as he realizes that this great force of fury is 
none other than his prisoner, Ramthor, escaped somehow from captivity!  Consumed 
with rage, Ramthor’s mind races madly as he pictures all the ways he will torture this 
murderous bird before he finally rips it limb from limb.  But before he relishes his ven-
geance, he will have answers!

“What are you, Creature?  Where do you come from?  Answer, or by all the Spirits of Ram-
thoria, I will rip your head off!”

The terrified Paragon, still writhing in Ramthor’s grasp, becomes eager in his pain to 
reveal the plot.  Gasping and choking, he tells Ramthor everything:  how the Paragons 
have entered Ramthoria through a magical doorway to channel the Ramthorian waters 
into their own drought-stricken land; how they have allied with the Centaurs, who have 
agreed to help them drain Ramthoria’s treasured water in return for Paragon aid against 
their hated Ramthorian overlords.

Ramthor realizes in a flash that these strange birds are not sent from the spirits to punish 
him.  He immediately recalls the words of the riddle:

“But know the gods don’t hold you back, It is your mind the strength you lack.” 

He now understands that the spirits are not controlling him.  These sinister Paragon birds 
are the culprits!  Invigorated by this new revelation, Ramthor permits himself a broad, 
cunning smile.  Seizing the Paragon by the throat, he raises him from the ground where 
he has flung him in disgust.  

“I am not going to kill you.  Instead, you will be an example to your people of what they 
can expect from the Ramthorians!”
  
In two sharp jerks, he rips the wings from the Paragon, whose agonized shrieks reverber-
ate among the surrounding mountains, as he flails helplessly to the ground.  

“Now, hobble back to your own kind.” Ramthor commands.  “I dare say, they’ll find you 
soon enough.  Tell them Ramthor is coming, and if they do not leave my land immediately, 
this is what I will do to each and every one of them.”  

Turning his back on the Paragon, Ramthor releases Grenda, places her gently on his 
back, and gallops swiftly down the mountain toward home.  

 

Nothing will enrage someone like Ramthor more than seeing the innocent victimized.  Since this per-
sonality type has often been a victim of abuse himself, he is extremely protective of the weak and 
helpless.  He protects his own innocence and vulnerability by appearing powerful and over powering.  
In his devotion to justice and desire to punish evildoers, this person can sometimes cross the line into 
revenge.  As we see in Ramthor’s dealings with the Paragons, those who cross this person do so at 
their own peril!

Meanwhile, the shriek of the wingless Paragon echoes throughout the mountains, alerting 
the Paragons to trouble.  They fill the skies as they seek the source of alarm.  Their keen 
eyesight soon spies Ramthor, now clear of the mountain and galloping swiftly across the 
open plains between the mountain and Ramthoria.  Knowing that he and Grenda are fully 
exposed to the brutal Paragon claws, he hurtles toward the woods on the outskirts of Ram-
thoria, trying to outrun the angry swarm of ascending birds.

The Paragons are now upon them.  As one swoops to pluck Grenda from Ramthor’s strong 
back, an arrow slices the air, and the bird, impaled through the heart, tumbles to the ground.  
Ramthor spots Bracca and his archers in the distance, racing toward him, arrows flying, 
decimating the screeching birds. Blood rains as they plunge from the sky, skewered by 
Ramthorian arrows.  The Paragons, realizing that they cannot defeat an army of archers in 
the open plains, retreat to the safety of the mountain forests.

In the rapture of victory, the Ramthorians forget the sufferings 
of the last few weeks.  They celebrate long into the night, re-
joicing at the return of their beloved king and his greatest war-
riors, the reunion of the two lost sisters, the skill of their famed 
archers, the retreat of the fiendish Paragons, and Ramthor’s 
discovery of the vicious plot against them!

They celebrate, too, the addition of a great new warrior in their 
midst, the newly-recruited Ramthorian-named Fallon.  

[7] Celebration

Ramthoria has sprung into action at the news that Ramthor and his mighty warriors have 
been captured.  The remaining troops prepare to make war on the Centaurs and to bring 
their king home, dead or alive.  Now, at the reappearance of Shenna, Roshni, and Starth, the 
kingdom now explodes with excitement and spirits soar.  This is an omen that their king will 
return and they will conquer their enemies.  Shenna, Roshni, and Starth mobilize a troop 
of archers led by Bracca, the best archer in the land, and they immediately set out for the 
mountains to retrieve Ramthor.
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Ramthor
The Priest

In this chapter, Ramthor, the Priest, mediates between his peo-
ple and the gods, diligently performing the sacrifices required 
to appease them.  He believes that they control all, including 
him.  Through the performance of the sacred rites, he will remain 
blessed in their eyes, and will, therefore, enjoy more freedom.  
He believes that his capture is punishment from the spirits, and 
that he has no power to change his situation.  With Rayna’s help, 
Ramthor realizes that things are not what they seem.  Much of 
what he sees as outside his control is an illusion; he has the 
power to control his own identity and destiny. 
 
As Ramthor completes his journey through the Amethyst Level, 
he is less group-oriented.  His focus shifts to his own person-
al revenge on his enemies as his own personal power surges 
through his being.

Questions & Self Reflection
Based upon this chapter, how would you define 
the Priest in you?  Do you sometimes feel that 
outside, unseen forces are controlling you?  
Why or why not?

What does it mean to be “powerful”?  In what 
way does power play a role in your life?

Do you enjoy indulging in exciting activities?  
How does a ‘lust’ for excitement play itself out 
in your life?  What are the benefits and the pit-
falls of this behavior?

Summary

Amethyst Level Gear 
Magic Pouch
The magic pouch contains many gifts for Ramthor, and they ma-
terialize when needed.  The gemstone contains a powerful spirit 
guide who gives him support and direction on his journey.

In the presence of the ‘bread of lust’, Ramthor carries the ‘pouch 
of truth.’  The pouch is symbolic of the womb; in Ramthor’s case, 
it symbolizes the power of this personality type to find the gift of 
truth within his own essence/spirit.


