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The following transcript of the recording which has become known as the 

‘Sydcastle Narrative’ was retrieved from the ruins of a large-scale house of worship 

believed destroyed during the so-called Faith Police Action (F.P.A.) of 22nd Century Old 

Australia. Its recovery was part of the Lorkovic/Koschenow expedition: Sydcastle 

site/Neo Australis. April 17 to July 24, 2873.  

Degradation to the recording device in a high saline content area and the 

acoustics of the expansive chambers in which the recording was made combine to 

result in the poor sound quality. Fortuitously, the device suffered few adverse effects 

from the charring that destroyed much of the site.  

Note: Damaged portions of the recording completed in transcript via process 

of context extrapolation.  

Translation: Ancient Languish Linguists, Profs. Gooch T. & Burgen P. Berlin 

University, Berlin.  
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THE SYDCASTLE NARRATIVE 

My name on its own is but a word. If the Tenet Enquiries of recent years have 

taught us anything, proof of innocence is far more elusive than guilt and it is imperative 

that my family not share my fate. My final challenge on this earth shall determine 

whether I possess the resolve to take my name with me as resolutely as they take my 

life. So now, as my shadows lengthen to black, I tell my tale as faithfully as my 

anonymity will allow.  

I am a Seeker of the subcategory Archaeologist. In this faithless society we have 

been rendered among the most abhorred. How I came to be recruited and chose to 

dedicate my life as a member is without import. Just know there is, or to you dear 

listener, one was, a group in hiding whose sole purpose was the acquisition of 

knowledge of the natural world. It was a calling we pledged our lives to, knowing full 

well that our lives may very well be the price we paid for our dogma. 

Think of this all too short vocal record as not just the only evidence that I existed 

at all, but a record of why. I have lived in the hope that the humankind of Neo Australis 

will move beyond this cloud of ignorance and one day you, someone not unlike myself, 

will legally… no… will be encouraged to search these ruins and, the universe willing, 

find this device. In my mind’s eye, I see the childlike look of expectation on your face 

as you turn each corner and lift each pebble, the thrill of discovery when you happen 

upon it, and the joy of wonder as you anticipate what secrets it may contain.  

If we are fortunate, there will be little here that is news to you and freedom of 

belief will have shone once again on our land. However, it occurs to me that this 

suppression of knowledge may last decades, indeed centuries and due to our self-
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imposed isolation from the rest of the globe there may be few, if any, records of the 

country we have created.    

  *At this point the monologue halts though recording continues. For purposes 

of continuity and context, a description of ambient sounds shall be recorded here.  

 It has been determined that for several seconds there are hurried footsteps 

and differentials in acoustic tones that would suggest quick passage through 

different sized chambers. In another room there is the clear sound of a group of 

human voices though the exact words could not be deciphered.  

Narrative continues: 

I humbly ask that you accept my apologies for the hushed tones. My pursuers are closer than 

I anticipated leaving me with precious little time. I have secured refuge behind a white, 

marble sarcophagus. Even in my current state of anguish, it breaks my heart that I have 

neither the strength nor opportunity to peer within. I can hear them drawing ever nearer so 

I am compelled to whisper but rest assured, dear listener, I shall continue recording for as 

long as I am able.  

Where to start? Does one start the tale of an oak with an acorn? I can only assume the rest 

of the world is not dissimilar to Old Australia in the time before the Faith Police Action, 

technological advances aside. It saddens me to consider that the entire planet may have 

succumbed to the apparently inherent paranoia and xenophobia of men and women. I pray 

to the spirit of Eternal Inquisitiveness that this isn’t the case. If I abandon all hope of an 

enlightened civilisation then these words, certainly my last, are tragically for naught.  

No, not with the acorn. I shall start with the F.P.A. Obviously, in a time when all written record 

is strictly forbidden, details are clouded at best – a game of Chinese whispers from the lips to 

the ears of Seekers. We are not even certain of the year, but best estimates put us at 95 to 

105 A.F., that is, After Flash. Despite the inevitable inaccuracies, you have my solemn word 

that these are the truest truths available to us.  
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Many generations heretofore, the world was rent over the issue of the true God. Admittedly, 

the few contraband records we have of the time raise more questions than provide answers. 

Why was there such violent conflict when the deities of the warring faiths were undoubtedly 

the same? And, more puzzlingly, why did the persons who were devoid of faith, a considerably 

larger number, not bring a halt to the conflict? The most enduring theory amongst we, the 

Seekers, has always been the deception of rulers who sought and gained power through 

deception and without the burden of integrity. Recently, however, the young amongst us 

have dares to speculate that the one true God made his existence known only to some. It is 

an outlandish theory, but as Seekers, it would be remiss of us to not follow every hypothesis. 

It seems unlikely to me that an omnipotent and omniscient being should appear everywhere 

but Old Australia, and it is therefore that I come to be in the long since buried remains of the 

country’s largest house of worship deep amongst the ruins of the gigacity, Sydcastle.  

 *Once again, the monologue ceases and other human voices can be heard. This is 

followed by a loud distortion in the recording. Transcribers surmise that the narrator’s 

breathing, which has been unremarkable to this point, has become considerably quicker and 

the mouth and nose has been covered, possibly to avoid detection by pursuers. First 

impressions were indeed in favour of the narrator being in some sort of physical distress.  

 While the other human voices are louder in the recording at this point, it has been 

determined that their incoherency is due, at least in part, to the fact they are being 

transmitted through communication devices.  

 Examination of wave length elements by experts at the Auckland Institute for 

Academic Achievement (AIAA) determined, albeit not conclusively, that the footsteps (at least 

those of two individual humans, exit the chamber via different portals.   

 Narrative continues: 

It appears the universe as seen fit for me to continue at least in the short term. I shall 

strive to maintain steady voice though, I must confess, my tones quaver with alarm and I am 

ashamed of my cowardice.  

 I shall endeavour to persevere to the end. It was in that time of planet-wide suspicion 

and violent underground hostilities that the eyes of the world turned on a blatant flouting of 
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international law by the Old Australian authorities. Many were left without safe harbour due 

to the skirmishes and sought refuges in country that, at that time, flourished and boasted 

ample habitable land well beyond its existing population. On arrival after arduous journeys, 

however, each was detained without charge and housed in the most heinous of conditions. 

The Historians amongst the Seeker Order have been unable to ascertain the reason behind 

this barbarous cruelty, so we can only infer the same conclusion as the rest of the world. As 

the overwhelming majority of refugees were of the same faith, Old Australia must have been 

in league with the rival belief system and been willing to battle for it. We are yet to find 

evidence to the contrary. The coast was defended fervently from invasion from the sea but 

there was no way to defend against the overwhelming onslaught from the air.  

From the quite literal ashes of the F.P.A., Neo Australis crawled into existence and the 

country’s new governors over a tiny population imposed a policy of isolation. This raised little 

concern outside our shores as after the Flash, Neo Australia offered little by way of produce 

or military strategy. All that set foot upon our shores, without exception, is executed without 

trial. We were, and have remained, alone.  

 I interrupt my account here to relay an exciting find. From my place of concealment, I 

see the remnants of a great statue of The Man mounted high on a wall. The collapsed ceiling 

has broken the statue across the chest. I wonder if I shock you, my future audience, when I 

tell you The Man’s feet are depicted with a terrifying spike through the instep. The Man’s 

bearded face, now on the floor in shadows across from me, looking to me with such anguish, 

drips with blood. This figure is one we Seekers have discovered the remnants of often. It has 

become somewhat an obsession of our order to discover the identity of this man and now 

cowering, as might a cur, I gaze upon the largest depiction we’ve ever seen. My long journey 

has been a success and shan’t live to herald my finds. Cruel irony.  

 Of course, I assume you have by now realised that all religion is categorically banned. 

In the fledgling days of Neo Australis, it was determined that all faith, philosophy and science 

from the days leading to the Flash was the cause of the downfall. Then came the greatest 

tragedy to ever befall humankind, the murder of the written word. All in possession of a single 

page, or a depiction of a deity, publicly forfeits their life in the name of the peace and 

wellbeing of Neo Australis.  
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 *One minute, thirty-seven seconds of silence.  

 With great sorrow I must bid farewell. I beg of you to retrospectively wish me the inner 

strength to not quail in the face of adversary. I leave you now with my final word, a final…  

*The monologue concludes here. There is little doubt that the Narrator’s hiding place 

was discovered at this point by his pursuers. Many footsteps enter the chamber. Best 

estimates number them in excess of ten persons, no more than fifteen.  

There is a distinct ‘scraping’ believed to be caused by the device being wedged into a 

fissure in foot of the marble tomb where it was discovered in the Lorkovic/Koschenow 

expedition.  

The following is the dialogue that ensued: 

NARRATOR: I am unarmed. I am unarmed.  

MAN: On your knees. Hands on head.  

NARRATOR: I am in complete compliance.  

*Footsteps and the sounds of what is believed to be a metallic device, possibly 

shackles. After a brief struggle, breathing is heard close to the recording device.   

MAN: Your name and position! Your name and position!   

*The following voice has been identified as the narrator although distorted by 

proximity to the recording device. It is surmised that the Narrator has been forcibly placed on 

the stomach with the face against the tomb unable to use the hands.   

NARRATOR: I am an Archaeologist of the Order of the Seeker.  

MAN: Name.  

NARRATOR: Archaeologist.  

*Sounds of struggle, dull impact thuds and repeated screaming. 

MAN: You have elected to supply neither your name nor your position. This is an act of 

defiance against the Governors of Neo Australis and punishable by… 
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NARRATOR (anguished): I supplied my position. I am an Archaeologist. 

MAN: This position is not recognised.  

NARRATOR: It is recognised by the present Order of Seeker…  

MAN: The Order of the Seeker is not recognised and therefore criminal… 

NARRATOR: … and shall be recognised by future members of the human race who are, 

the universe willing, enlightened enough to know that your actions against… 

*The following sound is unidentifiable. However, contextual relations to the following 

events leave little doubt it is the brandishing of some form of weapon. 

NARRATOR: It is with heavy heart that I leave this earth without completing my task.  

MAN: Would you have me deliver a message before I uphold Governmental Law? 

NARRATOR: You already have.  

*Firing of a projectile weapon very close to the recording device leaves a long-term 

distortion whine partially obscuring the following events.  

Experts in the fields of acoustics, linguistics and ancient history from four International 

Houses of Learning (Auckland, Stockholm, Frankfurt and New Scotland) have agreed that the 

following events took place in the order presented here. 

Sounds of voices, presumably those of the ten to fifteen who entered the chamber 

followed immediately of seven seconds of continual percussive weapons fire. The ensuing echo 

had a damaging effect on the primitive recording device, however, the following and final 

words were recovered.  

MAN: Subject located and neutralised. All witnesses neutralised. Incineration to 

commence presently.  

*After exiting footfalls, the recording remains blank for ninety minutes.  

Recording ends.   
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