Epilogues

This is all that is known about the Labyrinth survivors after the portal closed... nothing is known of Temmyn's whereabouts.

Jareth's Epilogue

When the portal closed, Jareth slowly began to stir. He sat up, and started speaking gibberish. It was immediately clear that he had been somehow warped by the portal to the Far Realm, and he was kept under close watch. Confined to his castle and watched by numerous spells, he slowly began to piece together his shattered consciousness.

One day, he simply strode from the castle into the plaza, smiling the same dark smile he used to. Goblins fled from him, and he smiled all the more. This is how it should be, he thought.

The realm itself had been greatly damaged by the Far Realm incursion, and so Jareth set to work repairing it. He left the boundaries intact, but less rigid. As much as he valued his privacy, even Jareth refused to make the same mistake twice. He even tolerated the changes Hoggle made.

Of course, the changes did not extend to Jareth's personality. He remained as inscrutable and capricious as ever, preferring to toy with new arrivals before (usually) sending them back to their home plane. He still spent long weeks confined in his castle, studying and experimenting, though none of it concerned sealing the realm this time.

Over time, the Labyrinth was restored to its old glory. Or at least it was cleaner than before, and marginally less dangerous. Perhaps Jareth himself was as well.


Hoggle's Epilogue

As Jareth began to regain his senses, Hoggle was the one who sealed him in his castle, keeping spells in place to watch his recovery. Occasionally, he would see Jareth, but the dwarf was busier with repairing the damage done to the realm.

He still closed rogue portals, but began to devise a system linking the Labyrinth to some neighboring realms. The first was to the island of Tanan, where Etris's familiar face greeted him. The portal was established, but something during that visit changed Hoggle.

When he returned to the Labyrinth, he was grumpier. He worked twice as hard, setting up permanent portals to the Astral Sea and a few other realms, and restoring some semblance of order to the goblin city. Passages were repaired, undead clusters were destroyed, and visitors were directed to the nearest portal out.

The same day that Jareth left the castle, Hoggle spoke with him privately. The next day, he was gone. His tower at the edge of the Bog was similarly absent.

The multiverse is a big place, with countless beings. Strange sights and wondrous things await those who explore it. In your own wanderings, should you ever come across a short individual decked out in glowing trinkets, give him a hand. He might give you one too.

Conall's Epilogue

After landing from his return journey from through the Labyrinth, Conall found himself at the edge of a large, busy, and very loud city. He immediately turned away, and lumbered through the forest surrounding it - he hated markets.

Wandering through the wilderness for a while, he came across a small, peaceful looking town. After earning himself the nickname "bar-hopper", and disarming a crossbow-wielding drunkard with his foot, all during an eventful first meeting with the town's locals in the pub, he settled down there for a while, until one day boredom and the urge for adventure set in.

After several days of travelling, and several dead bears later, he found himself face-to-face with an old friend - if Thuja allowed himself to have friends, that is. The pair decided to travel back to the Labyrinth, and bring back some land sharks, as they had talked about long ago. After bringing several back, the two bid farewell for a final time, and set off on their own. 

With a mating pair of land sharks in tow, Conall, growing tired of travelling, found himself before a large city not unlike the one he had seen when he left the Labyrinth the first time. After proving his worth as a fighter, a tactician, and a man of impeccable style (he had neglected to shave off his second beard), and after checking that he would be able to avoid the town square on market day, he became established as a land shark breeder, tamer, trainer, and rider for the local militia, where he spent the rest of his days.


Thuja's Epilogue

After stepping into the portal, Thuja found himself back in the mountains of Ouracasos. As he looked around, he realized that he was somewhat close to the spot where the portal that had taken him to the Labyrinth had appeared. He hurried over to that spot. The portal was gone and his corner of the island seemed back to normal.

Several uneventful years passed. Then Thuja's isolation was disturbed by a group of refugees from... somewhere who had been driven off their farms by the soldiers of... someone. Thuja was too busy yelling at them to go away to get all the details. The refugees persisted in asking for help, though, and eventually Thuja agreed to guide them to the nearest village on the condition that they never mention it to anyone. The refugees agreed and they set off. It took several irritating days before he was rid of them.

Unfortunately, the refugees ignored their promise and several villagers made the connection between Thuja and the misanthropic boy who had murdered a carpenter, stolen the captain of the guard's horse, and disappeared into the wilderness many years ago. Still angry about the horse, the guard captain sent soldiers out to capture him. Thuja was forced to flee and spent the next several years wandering from island to island.

As he traveled, Thuja created and spread the Voluntary (well, mostly voluntary, anyway) Humanoid Extinction Movement. People, he had learned, were just too stupid and annoying to continue existing and therefore they should just let themselves die out. It was certainly not a popular movement, but it had its followers. Towards the end of his travels, he bumped into Conall. The two of them promptly decided that they should return to the Labyrinth and bring back some land sharks like they had talked about so long ago. They did so by way of the Flamekeepers' portal on Tanan, and Thuja started back to Ouracasos with a cage of land sharks.

Thuja was near Ouracasos when a storm hit. The ship he was on sank. The surviving sailors washed up near the village. Neither Thuja nor the land sharks were ever found, and the villagers ignored the sailors' tales, figuring that they were nothing more than the product of shock and drunkenness. Thuja's movement survived, however, and would soon be championed by other misanthropes who would put their own unique spin on it.

Incidentally, the captain of the guard finally died last year. The cause of death appears to have been a stroke, though one young healer was practically laughed out of town for suggesting that he appeared to have been killed by sharks...


Kaval's Epilogue

Kaval stepped through the portal, and onto the dark sand of Eressos's shore. The island's lone town, Jarutan, was a short walk down the beach. The smoky peak of Ounolokisha towered in the distance, ever threatening to erupt and take out the entire island. Despite the danger, Kaval found its presence reassuring. One known danger, after all, is far better than a host of unknown ones.

Though he certainly presented a strange sight when he entered Jarutan, Kaval quickly returned to his old life, having decided that one adventure was more than enough for him. He would rather live out his life in peace, in the fading glory of his own world.

Still, the experiences Kaval endured in the Labyrinth served him well. He was a more competent acrobat than before, having spent plenty of time in strange gravities, and his fellows envied him. Word of his skill spread, and soon he had saved up enough to start his own traveling circus, commandeering a ship and touring some of the nearby islands.

Kaval never spoke of the Labyrinth again. To many of his acquaintances, he looked just the same as when he had disappeared. Sure, he moved with a greater grace, but that could easily be written off as a product of his profession. None could even begin to guess what he had lived through.

To a scarce few, Kaval's gaze seemed to wander more now. He would pause to look at the horizon, and something about him would change. He'd stand straighter, as if he knew something was coming. When asked, he would shrug it off and offer an excuse about the weariness of the traveling life. None ever saw the gravity torch, which he still carried with him when he traveled. The gate key to the Labyrinth lay forgotten under his possessions.

Should you ever travel the southern isles, and you meet a man in a sharkskin cloak, watch him closely. Above all, don't anger him. Think about it... he's wearing a shark.


Etris's Epilogue

As Etris stepped through the portal, he found himself on the shore of the island Tanan. He immediately set off for the nearest town, putting down the nagging thought that it was all a dream.

Time passed, and Etris took to wandering the island. He spent long hours contemplating what he had seen in the Labyrinth, but could never satisfactorily explain it. Nor could he find any suitable analogues in the natural world, though he tried.

The geography of Tanan is not complex, with the dormant volcano Tanalus standing at the center, ringed by smaller peaks, low hills, and steamy jungles. Yet Etris still sought high and low for any traces of magic similar to what was found in the Labyrinth. He found none, instead feeling himself drawn to the volcano.

Years later, Etris wove the final spell protecting the gates of the Flamekeeper Conclave. Following in the footsteps of the great pyromancer Plaram, Etris had elected to continue his life's work near the peak of the volcano. The conclave, gathering a scattering of like-minded mages from Tanan and beyond, was just another facet of this.

Not a week after the conclave opened its gates, a portal appeared in the central plaza. To the surprise of all but Etris, Hoggle stepped out. This was to be the first of the world's permanent anchors to the Labyrinth, having the advantages of isolation and a well-armed guard.

Etris himself continued his own studies into the dizzying magics of the Labyrinth, which used a form unlike any other in the world. Stygia slowly grew accustomed to him, probably helped by his occasional trips back through the portal. Whether it was the strange arcane power or the denizens of the realm, it did not matter. Something about the realm fascinated Etris, and he slowly began to understand. The beds of yellow fungus outside of his quarters at the conclave are testament to this.

The volcano's dormant power was the perfect backdrop for the Flamekeepers, who trained young battlemages for years without incident. Of course, such peace rarely lasts, particularly when wizards are involved...


John's Epilogue

John emerged from the portal on an unfamiliar island, on the outskirts of an unfamiliar town. His wounds, while not incapacitating, still hurt quite a bit, and he sought out the town's healer.

Something about the small town struck a chord with John, and he set up shop selling hats. He would regale customers with tales of the Labyrinth, spinning stories of his bold adventures with his burdensome and unintelligent companions. Some of these customers would even believe the tales John told. However, the residents of the town had little use for John's dangerous and impractical razor hats, so he took to pick-pocketing anyone who refused to buy a hat. In this manner, he became somewhat profitable for the first time in years.

As with all of John's past enterprises, it was not to last. The thefts could only go unnoticed for so long, and soon John was driven from the town. Ducking the townspeople's projectiles, he sped off into the wilderness, where he wandered for days.

Finally, he came upon a river, and found signs of civilization. By sheer luck John had stumbled upon Eolith, the largest and most grand of the islands' cities. Built entirely on the ruins of the city's previous incarnations, the city gleamed in the sunlight, briefly reminding John of the castle in the Labyrinth.

Here John settled, perhaps for good. He set up shop again, selling not only hats, but also the various items he had stolen from the previous town which had not been lost in the wilderness. For a time, he was successful, which gave him a strange and unprecedented idea.

A year later, John's Emporium was one of the most successful business ventures in Eolith. The store sold not just one dangerous and impractical variety of hat, but many kinds, along with other assorted goods. Soon, the leading citizens of Eolith wore only the hats deemed fashionable by John's tastes.

Of course, John knew it would only be a matter of time until someone realized his merchandise was largely stolen, purchased at unthinkably-low prices from desperate thieves. But that is another story entirely...


Lindy's Epilogue

When the portal closed, Lindy was left standing alone with Hoggle and the prone form of Jareth. As Jareth stirred, Lindy volunteered to help care for him, and Hoggle was quick to let her.

She cared for Jareth during his less lucid moments, listening to him babble the nonsense absorbed by his contact with the Far Realm. Hardly a moment passed where she was not by his side, softly singing to calm Jareth's shattered mind. She worked her healing magic as best as she could, but the damage was largely beyond her ability.

As Jareth improved, Hoggle would give her jobs to do. She had learned to close rogue portals, and her healing skills were in frequent demand. She went about her work with vigor, even the lesser jobs, like cooking Jareth's meals and tidying up the far corners of the Labyrinth. No matter the task, it meant she could remain in the realm a little longer.

The closer Jareth got to recovery, the more time Lindy spent at the castle. She sang even louder, and went about her tasks with a great vitality, particularly when she felt Jareth's gaze on her back. Her heart soared when Jareth left the castle, even though he did so without a word spoken to her.

The next day, she was waist-deep in the Bog gathering samples when Hoggle appeared before her. He curtly announced his departure, and that Jareth wished her to take his position. She accepted without a moment's hesitation, and Hoggle quickly instructed her in the aspects of the realm she hadn't already learned. Lindy was the last person to see Hoggle before he left the Labyrinth.

Soon, Lindy was the one welcoming visitors. She would be the one who took them to a portal and healed any wounds they had acquired in the Labyrinth. She was the one to settle disputes in the city. She became as much a creature of the Labyrinth as any.

If you were to ask a passing goblin, they would say that Jareth doesn't scowl at her like he does with most others. That he and Lindy are often seen together, whether out walking the Labyrinth or strolling along the battlements of the castle. Nobody, not even Lindy, can fathom their relationship, but with the realm ever improving, nobody bothers to ask.
