Yellow and red hues permeated the sand of the wide desert. Above head a blue sky had large ripples of white clouds, providing relief from the heat. Close upon the horizon to the north waited three stone spires, each in different states of decay. The middle one stood both the tallest and most decayed, large sectors were missing with others on the verge of collapse. The left spire was the least destroyed, however it was no longer upright. Its base support, a square stone platform, was no longer stable and gave under the weight of the stone structure. Although the fall broke the smallest spire in to a few pieces, the pieces were largely still intact. The right most stood along with its brother, continuing to defy the steadfast erosion of time.

In the desert walked a man, slowly making his way to the three stone spires. Black hair came down to the chin of his head, partially obscuring his vision. His face was clean shaven, slightly pale, and had piercing green eyes, as though they perceived in to a different world. He wore a button up shirt, solid green in appearance to match his eyes and khaki shorts with large pockets on the sides. His shoes were black cross-trainers with gray socks, not suited for travel though sandy land. Over it all he had a large sleeveless long coat dark gray with light gray square patterns connecting to each other. An odd piece of equipment lay strapped on his back, a kind of sword. At first glance it appears to be a long sword with a katana inspired hilt and handle. However, it was a tad bit too long to be a long sword and far too straight to be a katana. In spite of all of this unusual clothing and gear, the man did not seem to be in any discomfort from the heat, or have any difficulty walking up the sand dunes.

The sun began to wane as the traveler reached the middle spire, producing a vibrant display of warm colors across the sand and sky. The stone towers refused the warm colors though and were colored shades of cool blue and green, further reinforcing its very defiance of the natural world. The square base did not greet the man with any markings of a door or any legible script, just a blank face. Calmly, he placed a foot upon the sheer wall and forced his weight upon it. A slight glimmer of green energy flowed to his feet and he placed his second foot on the wall. To the untrained eye it appeared he was standing on a wall, and he was. Gravity pulled his long coat down, now touching the sand as he began to walk up the base. Step by step he made progress, leaving behind round green ovals that were quick to vanish after. The base of this tower was about ten feet high and ten on each side. Reaching the top surface of the base proved to be a mistake. The moment the traveler firmly planted both of his feet the ground underfoot gave way, dropping him in to the spire’s base.
A soft landing the man did not get as he fell and landed upon solid concrete, the light from above providing the only illumination. Quickly getting to his feet, he reached his hand out slightly as green energy formed around it. With a literal flick of his wrist a brilliant white glowing orb formed slightly above the palm of his hand. Appearing to be quite annoyed he took a good look of his surroundings. The walls were gray and uninteresting, providing no worthy scene to look at. The bland décor slightly unnerved him as he began to push toward the center of the spire.
No walls obstructed his path until he reached near the center of the spire. A circular wall with broken sections obstructed his simple path. Inside was a bluish metal platform, slightly raised from the concrete floor. The traveler took a step back and began to walk around the circular wall, observing its decay closely and looking for a way though. He finally walked up to the most structurally sound portion of the wall and put his left hand in his pocket and raised his right one forward at the wall. After taking in a deep breath, green energy flowed to the palm of his hand before bursting out in a kinetic shock, blowing a sizeable hole in the wall just large enough to fit though.
The traveler walked though the newly made hole, observing the clean edges of his handiwork. Calmly walking to the plate he placed his hands in his pockets, relaxing himself. As he placed his feet upon the plate, light began to appear in the dark corridor and the plate itself began to rise up though the middle. Upon reaching the lowest exposed view of the desert outside he said something to himself, as if to keep himself focused, “There are forty-two elements of magic in this world. The first is known as Base. It represents pure magical energy.”
