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T his is the story of Verema Aleksiso - hut

in the Empire f/zeg would  be called
‘%ut/zfu/ Alexander. He lived many years
ago (n a cc‘fg of those whose a/esfing was
chained to fa/se goo/: -
chained hecause his soul was placed into a
form  horn to others who the /oowerfu/
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as he himself was

Alexander was more /uc/eg than some - he
was z‘auga./u‘ to he a mason, the finest
mason of all those his master owned. This

master was a cruel }ariesf af the cifg 07[

fa{ke goc[&

One day, Alexander was beéng told what
he was to build when, seeing an error that
the masters false pride had made, he
spoke and  corrected them. The masters
eyes Hlashed with rage:

They asked: By what ﬂ'géf would a slave

dare correct their master?
Alexander rep/[ec/: “The Truth®

The master was fi//ec/ with Jealousy and
ferm'é/g harmed what fﬁeg believed was

theirs to harm.

The c/ag, the
Alexander as he lay wounded and again
told him  their design. With the master
were other priests of the false god Balu.
Alexander despite his pain,  said again
that the c/es[gn would not  work. The
priests then tied Alexander with ropes
and took him to their femp/e.

next master came to

The priests /zangeo/ Alexander from his
bonds so he would not touch the sacred
ground as f/zeg saw him as fi/f/zg.

7/zeg all asked him: 'gg what l’l%t‘ would

a slave defy the god Balu?
Alexander rep/éec/: The Truth”

The priests wished to make an example of
him and show that their false goc/ could
not he 7uesfc'onec/ - So f/zeg asked many
guestions on matters of bu[/o/ing and the
Balu lordship
c/za//englng Alexander to lie or mc’sspea/e
so that they might claim offence and kill

him.  Alexander answered each guestion

t‘/u'ngs claimed

over

with a p/ac‘nnes: that angerea/ the priests
wntil dawn rose and f/zeg gave up.

The master seethed with anger at their
embarrassment, that
Alexanders bhlood would be given to the
first goc/ who could catch him in a lie.

and proc/ aimed

Sach m'g/zf from f/zereaf’fer the master
would  bhind  Alexander and have them
carried a/ong the w[ndc‘ng road _of goc/s
from femp/e to z‘emp/e to be 7uexﬁonec/ 65
each priest until dawn. These priests tried
every underhanded scheme - from sefﬁng
his  feet flames  to
b/essc’ng;s and Jpower  to make Alexander

above promising
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hesitate or cringe from the truth But
Alexander as  his  feet were
blackened, or his skin scarred, would not
spea/e fa/seﬁooc/ - no matter the harm. His

even

courage [nfuriaz‘ec/ the slavers. Alexander

would make no claim that was not true,

would  not represent themselves fa/se/g and
ref’u:ec/ dug/éa’fg or éoasf;fu/nes:,

On the one hundredth and first night, the
master had lost much not ahle to steal
the prosperity of their prize slave they
had  become Jpoor. Not able to take back
their c/za//enge f/zezo,z were shamed 6(04 other
priests. They could not sleep for their rage
and decided that Alexander should die -

ég a lie or otherwise.

On that m‘g/u‘ Alexander was taken to a

dark p/ace where on/g those gods
wors/zip/oec/ in secret femp/es. There, before
a priest of’ pain., Alexander was put to

terrible harm.

The priest of pain would  ask éefore each
wound: Do o f’eal' this? /for the slavers
of’ Asavea  could  not imagine andther
would  show fear towards their enemg.}

To which Alexander would re/a/%- T Ao
/m this” /for courage (s not the absence
of f’ear} and he would be harmed.

As dawn approached, the priest of pain
found — Alexander
o/esperaﬁon borne of _gm, f/ze% asked:
By what. in its removal wadd your pride
be mast damned?

unbroken — and  in

The priest believed that Alexander would
Sure/g say his fongue, or his /egs or face,
so that he would not lose that which gave

him use to his master

Alexander did not hesitate and re/a/iec/.—
Tt is ég my hands I am known.” and his
hands were broken /zorm’b/gz.

His master /osc'ng that which f/zeg coveted,
ran screamc‘ng at their loss and was

drowned in the sea.

With the first /L'g/lf of dawn creeping
t/woug/z the fane the priest tired of the
game. 7/zeg asked a guestion that f/zeg
knew no cther whom they had broken had
fmt‘/zfu//g answered-

The priest said: ‘oAre you afraid to die?
a‘f/exaﬂc/er anSWePed, as f/le sSun fouC/led
across his brow: Mo - for in death lies the
flnal Trith”

The priest re/o[cec/
Alexander had lied (Those chained o

false goc/s are blind to the £aégm’nf/z and
spenc/ their lives see/u'ng to escape c/eaf/z/ -

surel. y at last

so they raised a blade in triumph. But
the /L‘g/zf of dawn blinded them and their
blade clattered upon the altar and when
it had passed, Alexander was gone only

his rags and éénding& remained.

For  these and  his courage.
Alexanders story spreac/ to all whose

freedom was denied to them and in his

f/u'ngs

examp/e f/zeg too learned courage.
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