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Introduction:

HOW TO USE THIS BOOK

Since you're reading this, we can only assume that you are hope-
lessly mired in Myst.

Don’t be ashamed. It happens. Maybe you’re obsessed with the
fireplace door. What'’s it do? Is that liquid mercury or what? Maybe
you have existential dreams about tree-climbing in Channelwood —
up, down, up, down, nothing happens, no progress, nada. Or
maybe your personal Myst nightmare involves endless, aimless
maze-running in the bowels of the Selenitic Age.

But you’re stuck. Frustrated. Angry, maybe. You want to tell the
observation tower to go rotate itself.

Thank god you found us.

OK, here’s how this strategy guide works:

The first part of this book, the Myst Journal, leads you “softly”
through the game. It features an Everyman sort of narrator who
chronicles his attempt to unravel the Myst mystery. His approach
is observational—that is, he explores Myst, noting items of interest
and leading you toward general strategies. So you can read the vari-
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ous sections of the Myst Journal for hints if you don’t necessarily
want puzzle solutions right away. Note, however, that the journalist
will always give you detailed solutions sooner or later.

The second part of this book is called the Quick Guide to Myst.
It’s a straightforward, no-frills “walkthough.” It gives you step-by-step
instructions for completing the game. Of course, Myst is not strictly
linear in structure; you can visit the four Ages in any order you wish.
So remember that the Quick Guide is but one of the many ways to
complete the game.

Those of you familiar with strategy guides for games like Myst will
find this book’s approach familiar. But even if you’'ve never consulted
a strategy guide before, we think you'll find our format extremely easy
to use.



Author’s Foreword
to the Revised Edition

The accolades are almost embarrassing as they rain down from
on high.

Newsweek calls Myst “an instant classic . . . alone on the play-
ing field.” The New York Times hails it as “a landmark in the game
industry,” then deeply intones, “Its reflective, almost cool aesthetic
suggests what is possible: image, sound and narrative woven into a
new form of experience.” Wired agrees, declaring Myst to be
“beautiful, complicated, emotional, dark, intelligent, absorbing . . .
the first interactive artifact to suggest that a new art form might
very well be plausible.” Entertainment Weekly simply calls it “the
800-pound gorilla of the CD-ROM industry.”

And then, of course, there are the sales. As [ write this, in
March 1995, Muyst is rolling inexorably toward a million units sold.
Incredibly, after more than 18 months on the shelves, it is still
listed as the top-selling computer entertainment title on most indus-
try lists. Myst has dominated not one, but two Christmas selling
seasons. Such retail longevity is unprecedented.

Why the fuss? What is this thing called Myst? Unfortunately, its
essence is not easy to put into a quick-pitch summary. As San
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Francisco writer Jon Carroll describes it in his Wired magazine pro-
file, Myst is “a kind of a puzzle box inside a novel inside a
painting— only with music. Or something.” The only way to under-
stand Muyst, really, is to enter its world.

In retrospect, I suppose, Myst’s phenomenal success isn’t so
mysterious. True, it caught most (if not all) of the software industry by
surprise. Not that Cyan wasn’t already widely respected before Myst
was released. Even back in the late 1980s, critics considered the early
works of Rand and Robyn Miller to be groundbreaking, if not exactly
bursting with mass-market appeal. Two other Cyan creations, The
Manhole and Cosmic Osmo, are considered classics.

But those games, innovative as they are, target a fairly narrow
audience—children, mostly. (The Millers themselves refer to The
Manhole as “Kid-Myst.”) So I'll be honest. When Rusel DeMaria first
called and said, “I've got a project for you,” then proceeded to
describe Myst . . . well, words like artsy and niche product sprang to
mind. Indeed, as Newsweek put it in a December 1994 profile, “In
the gimmick-dominated world of computer games, Myst should be the
equivalent of an art film, seemingly destined to gather critical acclaim
and then dust on the shelves.” Plus it was a CD-ROM-only product—
a risky market move back in 1993, as you may recall.

It wasn’t until my first trek up from the Myst Island dock that I saw
things differently. I went into the Myst Library, opened books, met
Sirrus and Achenar, and got a chill—and then my life changed. You
may think this a bit melodramatic, and of course you're right. But
imagine what can happen when you fall in love with an alternate
world, inhabit it for three straight weeks, write a book about it, and
the next thing you know, 300,000 copies of that book are sold.
Wouldn’t that change your life a little bit?

Speaking of the book . . . it’s true about the numbers. Myst: The
Official Strategy Guide has helped a lot of people enjoy one of the
great entertainment experiences of the digital age. Our simple two-
part format—Journal and Quick Guide—was conceived in the panic
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of an impossible deadline, but has proven to be a durable and well-
appreciated structure.

Hence, this revised edition of the strategy guide leaves that struc-
ture intact, with just a little cosmetic prose applied here and there.
However, we feel that Myst, as a bonafide Phenomenon, deserves
some kind of extra-special treatment. So we’ve spruced up the design
a bit, added gorgeous full-color maps, and also included Rusel
DeMaria’s interview with Rand and Robyn Miller. We hope all of this
enhances your Myst experience.

Rick Barba
March 1, 1995
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MYST JOURNAL

Here [ sit, on this dock. Seagulls. Water slapping at moorings. Like an Otis

Redding tune. Beqond melancholq. I'm not exacth sure how to begin this
joumal. /Vlaqbe | should open with a joke. Or better, a picture. Worth a
thousand words.

Beautiful, isn't it? It's from a book. | took the Photo mqself. lf it looks
slightly blurred, well, that's because it was moving when | shot it. Not the
book. Not the camera. The picture. The picture was moving. This book —
what can | say? Where do | start?

At the beginning, | suppose.

Although that may not be possible qet. Because right now, beginning,
middle, and end are largelq obscured in /Vlb,st.
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1. MYST ISLAND

So I'll start at my beginning.

| won't bore you with personal back story. What's more to the point is
how | got on this dock. One moment I'm a guy in the San Francisco publlc
librarq. Deep in the stacks, digging for books on photographq, Next thing |
know, I'm wandering a mb/thical island.

Fortunately, | have a camera. Carrying case, plenty of film. If |
couldn’t document this place, nobodq would believe it.

But back to the setup. Like | said, | got this new instamatic. | wanted
to use it in an artful way. So | hit the librarq. There | am, doing a little
research when | come across this dustq, battered old book. | like books —

OK I'm a book Guy, | admit it — so | pulled it out.
| opened it, started reading.
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It was a journal. Hand-written! With meticulous
care, the writer described an island — mb/thical, |
assumed — from which travelers could embark on jour-
neys to fantasﬁc worlds. "Ages, " theq were called. |
read obsessivelq to the very last page, which framed a
dark illustration.

| looked closer.

At ﬁrst it seemed a simple line drawing — dark
background etched with a few darker lines. But sud-
denly, the lines seemed to waver, then move. | fumbled
for my camera. The illustration was coming alive! It
panned up to a blue horizon. Fortunatelq, | had ﬁlm
loaded. | snapped pictures just as the book began its
aerial approach to an island that looked to be the very

one described earlier in the journal.

The flight ended with a breathtaking landing on a dock.

Then something amazing happened.

| wanted one last good
shot. But the page, [
noticed, was wrinkled. |
tucked the camera in its
case, reached out to smooth
the page. My palm touched
the living image.

Everb’thing went black.
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When consciousness returned, | was standing on that very dock. | had, in
essence — perhaps in actuality — entered the book. And for the last several
hours, I've been expioring the very piace I'd just spent hours reading about in
the iibrarq. Now, as | sit here watching guiis, it seems increasingiq important

that | keep a faithfui journai of this experience.

Let me start with my arrival.

The Dock
| stood there, dumbfounded.

To my right, the crow’s nest of a sunken ship rose frorn the water. To my
ieft, a hill led up toa pair of Greek-iooking structures, lots of piiiars. Behind
me rose a wooded Promentorq. A huiking brick structure was vagueiq visible
behind the trees.

| was amazed at how well-manicured these grounds were, how well-kept
the dock and buiidings iooked. But something feit odd. It feit ioneib/. Sounds
of water and wind oniq accentuated that feeiing.

As | gazed up at the solid, classical architecture of the buiidings rising to

my ieft, | noticed the grooved outline of an entrq below the retaining wall.

The Dimensional Imager
It was an entry passage, airight And when | reached out to touch it, it slid

open with a neat hiss.




A long passageway led down stairs to an open chamber. In the center sat
a bubbling vat. Witches and warlocks? But when | Pressed the button, the
water disappeared — illusion! Beneath, some sort of mechanism. Pressing the

button again merelbl brought back the turbulent liquid illusion.
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| turned to leave. There, on the wall, was a metal plaque embossed with
an image of a parchment page. | looked closer. Three different settings were
etched on it.

Dimensional imager.' That explains the iltusorq cauldron. A small green
button glowed above the chart to the left. When | pressed it, the plaque slid
up, revealing a hidden control panel with arrow controls for entering a two-
digit number. Currently entered: 67. Of course: The “water-turbulent pool”
listed on the plaque.

| entered 40, the number for “Topographical Extrusion Test” on the

plaque, then pressed the red activation button, returned to the imager, and

pressed its button as well. A stunning 3-D image of the island rose and spun
on the imager's surface, Amazing. Finattq, | entered 47 on the control panel.
This time the imager produced a spinning “Marker Switch” — a wooden
podium on a marble base, with a large-handled switch at the top.

I'd seen one of these “Marker Switches” at the base of the stairs leading
up from the dock. It must be important — it certainlbl looks important. |
decided to check it out.
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Here are the three images:
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The Marker Switch

| exited the Dimensional lmager chamber, then walked toward a path leading
ahead to a giant gear-like object sitting atop an outcropping of rock. At the
foot of the stairs sat the Marker Switch. | examined it carefullq — then, on a
whim, | ﬂipped it up. It clicked, but nothing happened.

From there | went up the

stairs to the base of a round,
solid building. Marble. I'm no
architect, but | had to admire
the classic beautq of this struc-
ture. To my left, more stairs,
the ones leading up to the
front entrances of the build-
ings. But | decided to go right
ﬁrst, up the curving stairwaq.
At the top sat what looked

to be a huge, sunken gear.

Sunken Gear

As | approached the giant gear, | saw that another Marker Switch sat at its
base. Again, | flipped up the switch. Again, nothing. The huge gear sat
motionless, not a sound.

| did a quick survey. To my left, across a ravine, sat the large dome-
topped rotunda. To its right, a central peak rose sharplq, towering over the
island. At its top squatted some kind of cqlindrical structure — a watch-
tower? Some sort of observatory perhaps?
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Didn't see any telescope slot though. Nor any discernible pathwaq up.

Catherine's Note

e Iﬁ"; for you 4 messaqe | went back down the stairs, then around the rotunda. As |
‘_’f_ ufmos] imporfinge moved up the path, | found a crumpled sheet of paper.

nrurkﬁr\-.-riumh:r beside
e dock. Lujer fhe number

Remarkablq intact. As if tossed down minutes before. |

of Jfrkee Stk on looked around. Nothing moving. Not a sound. Maybe ghosts
s tslord inpo he. mager live here. Maybe | exist in the wrong dimension.

Here's the note

Atrus? Catherine? Interesting. | knew about the fore—
chamber, the imager. And 1'd seen two of these Marker
Switches alreadq. From now on 1'd be sure to note each new

one | found, and where | found it.

I'd like to see that message.
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The Planetarium
Next, | came to the entrance of the rotunda. Finely dappled gray marble,

wooden door, some sort of ornate, gilded doorplate. To its left, another
Marker Switch, number three now. Flipped it up again. Wondered what the
heck | was doing.

The door was heavv/, solid oak, but it opened

easilb, enough. Inside: lit up, some sort of chair in
the center of the room. This tl'u'ng was a real speci-
men. Deep-hued, full-grain leather. Real
crafl;smanship. Like everqthing else on the island.

Then | noticed something glowing blue just right
of the doorway. Kind of big for just a light switch. |
gave it a try, looked up: Stars. A Planetarium.’ It

was a sight. Gorgeous.
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| went back to the chair and
sat in it. Above, | noticed some
sort of amazing control panel. |
pulled it down, examined it —
readouts for date and time, and
what seemed to be an activation
button. A constellation of stars

dotted the view screen.

| was very tempted to make
some random entries to see what
happened. So | entered my
birthday. The button started flashing with the first entry. | pushed it. The
viewscreen panned across the starfield, centered on another constellation.
Some kind of star charting device! | could plaq with this for hours if there
wasn't so much left to be explored. | moved the panel back up into place.

[ left the room and reluctantlbl shut the door.

The Library

At the walkwaq, | went right. Up ahead sat a trulq impressive, Parthenon-
Stblle columned structure with an open door. | remembered it from the /Vll,,st
book’s ﬂqover approach. (In fact, | snapped a photo then, which I'll put on
the next page.)

| stepped into a huge, octagonal room. Everything was burnished wood,
made with godlike craftsmanship. The detail was astounding. Straight ahead,
the centerpiece of the room —a three-tiered bookshelf.
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A librarq. [ thought of the Myst book that got me here. And | remem-
bered its references to a library filled with portals to other worlds, other ages.
This must be it.




Myst: The Official Strategy Guide

| stared at the books in front of me.

Everqthing in me wanted to grab them, rip
them open. Put my hands on the pages, read,
devour. But for some reason, | didn't.
Something told me this place was the beating
heart of /qust. It would be better to culminate
my exploration of the island here.

| contented mqself with a quick survey.
Paintings. A ﬁreplace. A map. Two large
books, blue and red, on display.

Then | left.

The Mystery Craft

Outside, on the far side of the libraro/, sat an odd blimp-like craft. Parked at
the end of a meticulously constructed platform. | approached. Wind
whistling. To be honest, it looked like a big lawn dart. Almost humorous.
Does it fly? Or is it some sort of submersible?

| noticed that a power line runs right to it.
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The door wouldn't open. So | flipped up another Marker Switch, number
four. Then | headed back to the path ... onthe way, | noticed a ladder
leading up the brick tower that supports the power line.

Without thinking, | climbed it. At the top, a switch. Looks like some kind
of circuit breaker. No use tripping it, though. There’s no power humming in

the wires. No wonder the craft's door won't open.

Pillar Walkway

| left the platform and headed down a path that ran between a column of pil-
lars. Ahead, a small basin. Bird bath? But when | looked in, | saw a sunken

miniature replica of the boat l)b’ the dock — exposed crow’s nest and all!
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Just behind and to the left of the basin was another marker switch —
number ﬁve now — which | flipped up. Dead ahead, in the distance, | could
see a large clock tower.

Before moving farther on, | examined the odd assortment of pillars and
markers lining the path. At the base of the first pillar on the left was a marker
inscribed with a bird icon. Whenever my hand got near it, it hummed and
turned crimson. Should | touch it? Wl/u,, not. When | did, it clicked, and the

inscription turned green. | touched it again, and it turned back to red.
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All the other markers exhibit the same phenomenon.
Here's a list of the marker inscriptions, listed in order, on each side as

tlzeb/ lead away from the librarb/:

LEFT RIGHT
bird eye
cross serpent
leaf insect
arrow anchor

As | walked along the markers on the right side, | noticed a power line
(the one connected to the “dart” craft) strung along a series of brick supports
running parallel to the patn. Theq skirt the cliﬁ' s edge. Ending at a squat-
looking brick building.

| took a few steps down the path. Twin monarch butterflies flew past —
beautiful, idyllic. Then | went right, to the cliff's edge. Worked my way
around the last brick tower.

A ladder ran to the tower’s top. | climbed it, and, to no surprise, found

another circuit breaker trip switch there.




Generator

| climbed back down and carefullq worked my way back around to the front
of the brick building. Since the power lines ended here, | assumed the struc-
ture housed a generator plant of some sort. Before entering, though, [ flipped
up the Marker Switch just to the left of the entrance. Sixth one so far. Still, |

wish | knew what | was doing.

| stepped through the brick entrq, down winding stairs. Dank, mustq, and
extremely eerie. At the bottom, a door, another blue glowing button. | pushed
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the button, the door hissed open, and | entered a small control room. The
control panel is simplq laid out simplq—a pair of gauges, two rows of but-
tons. The room’s window overlooks a cavernous power plant, with rows of

huge generators stretching oﬁ" into the darkness.

| fought the urge to just mess around. Instead, | turned to go. As | left, |
discovered a chart tacked to the wall just to the right of the door:

Spaceship! Could that be

what | saw next to the Librarl,,?

The schematic drawing of gener- g s o ; :
" POWER FOWERTO

ator switches obviously referred to  SPACESHIp

the two rows of buttons on the (>

control panel behind me.

| hurried back upstairs.

The fresh air felt good in my
lungs. | turned right, down the
path toward the clocktower.

The Clocktower

As | got closer, | could see that the clocktower was actuallq offshore. It sits
ona gear-shaped platform. Apparenth gears are real big in the decorating
scheme around here. The face read 12 o’clock, with a large door carved

below, in the base. | could also see another Marker Switch (number seven, |

noted) to the left of the door.
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On the shore, | found some
kind of control box. Two wheels
and a red button. Each turn of
the large wheel moved the
clock’s big hand forward an

increment of ﬁve minutes. Each

turn of the small wheel moved
the clock’s small hand forward

an increment of one hour.

[ pushed the button.
Nothing happened.

Log Cabin
| turned and headed back toward the Library.

As | trudged up the bucolic Path, | caught a glimpse of something, nearlq
hidden by foliage, to my right. There, tucked amongst the trees, sat a rustic
log cabin. Easv’ to miss. And just to the right of the front door sat Marker
Switch number eight — which, as alwab’s, | flipped up.
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| opened the creaky door, entered. Straight ahead hunkered what
appeared to be a gas furnace with a hbldraulic pressure gauge on the front. A
large red wheel to the right. A valve? To the left, an illustration of a tree trunk
rising from a brick platform.

| puHed down on the right side of the gearwheel, turning it clockwise. A
low hiss began, then grew louder. The smell of gas became unmistakable. The
more | turned the wheel, the
louder the hissing grew. But
| could see no ﬂame in the
furnace box below the pres-
sure compartment. Looking
closer, | noticed a pilot light
box — unlit.

Anybody got a match?
Not me.
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| quicqu turned the gearwheel counterclock-
wise, shutﬁng off the 4as. /Vlaqbe if | ﬁnd a
source of flame on this island, Ill return and give
that pilot light a try. | turned back. Just right of
the door, a safe in the wall. Handle and three-

number combination lock.

The Giant Tree

Just for fun, | thought I'd stroll around in the woods behind the cabin before
heading back to the Library. | slipped between the first couple of trees to the
right of the door, then rounded the cabin. To my surprise, | found mvlself

facing the same tree and platform depicted in the illustration next to the fur-

nace inside.

This tree was huge. It tow-
ered far above the others. |
remembered it from the /qust
book flqover. But standing at
its base, looking up, was an

almost religious experience.
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| examined it carefullq, but it appeared to SimPlbl be a tree in a platform.
th/? /Vlaqbe a place of worship for some kind of radical environmentalist
cult. Chuckling at my third-rate humor, | returned to the path, walked back
to the dock, and sat down to start this joumal.

And that's where | am now.

At this point it strikes me — | think I've found all the visible Marker
Switches on this island. Eight in all. /Vlaqbe more hidden, but | want to try
this number in the Dimensional Imager. /Vlaqbe I'll get Atrus’s message to

Catherine now.

The Dock Forechamber

| entered “08” in the imager control panel, and it worked!
The message was prettb, unsettling, though. A man
appeared, speaking (as in the note) to his beloved wife,
Catherine. So this is Atrus!

In the message he says he has to leave quicqu, something terrible has

happened. Someone has destroqed most of his books. Says in shock: “It's one
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of our sons!” He suspects Achenar, but doesn't want to leap to conclusions.
Atrus adds that he removed the remaim'ng undamaged books from the librarq
and placed them in what he calls “the places of protection.”

Then he says something most intriguing: “If you've forgotten the access
keys, remember the tower of rotation.”

At this point it seems |'ve seen all | can see of the island.

Time now to return to the library — and the books that promise to

enlighten me further.




2. THE LIBRARY

The Books

So, the librarq. It seems to hold the keq to this mystery.

Heading straight for the bookshelﬁ | decided to be systematic about
this. | started at the top, worked my way down, book by book. It was
shocking. Most of the books were indeed destroqed, Horriblb’ charred,
burned beqond reclamation. Exacth as Atrus had said in his message to
Catherine. But | found five that were spared.

What fo“ows isa brief catalog of what each contains:

Channelwood Age Journal

The ﬁrst intact tome was the green

and red book, top shelﬁ far left,

A journal. Same handwriting
as the Myst book. The writer
opens with talk of something he
calls the Channelwood Age. He
speaks of monkeq-like people, tree-
dwellers. An entire tree village, in
fact. Described as rising from the

ocean itself.

27
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This journal also mentions his wife Catherine, his sons Sirrus and
Achenar. Must be Atrus. Pages of fascinaﬁng discussion of the age—its his-
tory, legends, and so on.

It ends with a diagram of what looks like a communitq of huts connected

by walkways or bridges. Is this the tree village?

Stoneship Age Journal
The next intact book was the blue and red one at the far right of the top shelf.

It seemed at ﬁrst a fairq tale. Story of three boqs, Emmit, Branch and
Will — but then the narrator, Atrus, enters the story, speaking of a “newly
created age " and something called The Art. Various sketches of gadgets: a
blinking light, a submersible lamp. Also, there is talk of building a lighthouse,

powering up a generator, and the like.

Then a map-like overview labeled
“Stoneship Age - bird's eye view.”

The journal closes with sketches of
eight major constellations that Atrus has
observed. Paging through them ﬁred a
spark of recogm’tion. Each matched one of
the marker inscriptions at the base of the
pillars just outside!

| took photos of all eight, hoping to
catch a glimpse of them mqself in the
night Skb’ of Myst.
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Selenitic Age Journal
After a batch of burned books | came to the blue book tilted on the middle

shelf. This one speaks of another “age,” full of horrible cataclysm, meteoric
ﬁreballs, chasms, underground caverns. It also speaks of Sirrus and Achenar,
left behind in Channelwood. At times the writing fades in and out, which the
writer later notes.

After some sketches of valves, a radio dish and a drawing of the space-
ship, | came upon something most interesting — a sketch of a keyboard with a
numbered sequence of ﬁve notes. No doubt important in some way, so [
snapped a photo and tucked it in my carrqing case.

Finallq, on the last page, this sketched map of the Selenetic island:

The Pattern Book

One of the burned books was still readable. | found it at the far right on the
middle shelf. It contains some 300 diﬁcerent patterns of black squares on
abx8 grid.




Myst: The Official Strategy Guide

A puzzle book? Or code book, maqbe. But for what? | put it back on the shelf.

Mechanical Age Journal

The last unburned book had a black cover, sat on the leﬂ side of the bottom
shelf Its subject: a Mechanical Age, a land of dark, gray skies tinged b/ellow bq
ﬂashes of lightning. Tales of a once—beauﬁful citq, surrounded btf three hills,
sinking into the sea after destruction at the hands of enemy ships. Atrus decided
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to provide a fortress of defense, returned with his two sons. The finished struc-
ture apparenth sits on the three original hills, which are now islands.

Again, sketches dot the book. One depicts a sunken stairway that can rise
to a flush surface. There’s also a diagram of the fortress itself. Ingenious. A

track on pillars surrounds it.

The Paintings
All the other books were blackened shells. A real crime.
On either side of the bookshelf hang paintings. To
the left: Stairs leading through an arch, very much like
the arches carved into the wood paneling of the room.
When | looked closer, | noticed that the “stairs”
appeared to be bookshelves much like the ones just to
the right—and when | touched it, the painting

swirled, transmogriﬁed before my very eqes.’
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The picture now depicted a staircase leading into a
passage.

| shook my head and stepped away. Suddenlq, the
actual bookshelf to the right underwent the same trans-
formation! Behind me, the entrance to the library

sealed shut at the same time.

| wanted to complete my examination of this
room before exploring any secret chambers that
might lie at the end of the passageway. So | went
to the other painting, to the right of the bookshelf,
A representation of the librarb['s open doorwaq.

Again, when | touched it, a swirling change.
Then the bookshelf rose up to its original state,
and the library door slid open.




The Library

At this point, | decided to take nothing for granted on Myst Island.

| scanned the rest of the room. Sitﬁng apart — two books, one blue and

one red. A page of matching color sat beside each.

The Blue Book

| went to the blue book ﬁrst, picked up the page. It obviouslb] belonged to the
book, so | slid it in. Suddenlq, the blackened illustration on the right side of
the page ﬁlled with static — and came to life.' It was a message. A young
man, obviously distressed, suddenly looked up at me and called out, “Sirrus?
Is that you?”

When he realized | was a stranger, he began imploring me to "bring the
blue pages." More heavq static marred the transmission, but | could make out
a Phrase or two — something about "forever and ever” and repeated demands

for these blue pages.
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The Red Book

The red book's message was similar. Another young man struggling to see and
hear me. He began demanding the red pages — thought he said something
like “I am Sirrus.” The son of whom Atrus spoke?

Honesth can't say | liked his attitude any more than the other Guy’s.
Kind of arrogant, curt. But then | thought, /Vlaqbe I'd be desperate and
impatient if | was living in a book too.

And then | thought: Hey. | am living in a book.




The Library

The Fireplace
Next, | examined the ﬁreplace.

Seemed normal enough, until | turned around to get out. A small red
switch nestled, nearly hidden, to the left of the opening. When | pressed it, a
door dropped shut in front of me.

Ina panic, | reached out to push the door open — and a small square
indentation literally “grew” from the spot | touched! The surface felt cold and
b/ielding, like mercury. | touched it again and again, watching the squares
leap to life, forming a pattern.

Suddenlq, | remembered the Pattern Book on the center bookshelf. |
checked the door. Squares. Six by eight grid. Exactly. Some kind of pattern
access code. But access to what?

[ thought of entering each of the 300 patterns, trial and error. Then |
thought better.

When | pushed the red button again, the squares disappeared and the

door jerked open with a pneumatic hiss.
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The Observatory

| was readq now to explore behind the bookshelf.
| went back to the bookshelf painﬁng, and touched it. Then | stepped

back as the secret passageway re-opened. | followed the twisting corridor until
| reached an open chamber.

There sat an elevator.

| opened its door and entered.

An indicator light above a blue button told me | was at the “Library.” |
shut the door and pushed the button, trusting to fate. When the car stopped

moving, | opened the door. The indicator now read “Tower.” Could this be
the building I'd seen on the high Peak overlooking the island?




The Library

Dead ahead was a metal ladder with an “open book” insignia centered on

the wall behind it.

| climbed the ladder and found an observation deck with an open viewing
slot. But the view was blocked bq a solid gram'te wall. | climbed back down
and peeked behind the elevator — there was another ladder on the opposite

wall, this one framing a “key” insignia.
| remembered Atrus’s words to
Catherine on the Dimensional
Imager: “If you've forgotten the
access keqs, then remember the
tower of rotation.” Does this tower
rotate? If so, how?
| climbed the ladder, and again
there was nothing but pure granite
wall at the top. Maost curious.

Again, | wondered if there was

some way to rotate the slot?
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| returned to the elevator.

And here | sit now. Staring again at the “open book” insignia on the wall.
These sqmbols seem to suggest that the "kel,," to this observatorq can be found

in certain books.

| should return to the librarq.

The Map

As | entered the librarbl, it struck me that there was one element of this room
still unexamined — the map.

As | approached it an illuminated overlaq suddenlq appeared. | looked
closely. Diagrammatic line drawings of island structures! Each seemed to cor-
respond to locations at which I'd flipped Marker Switches.

| wanted to test if the Marker Switches had anything to do with these
illuminated map features. | went out and flipped oﬁ' the Marker Switch bq
the basin. Returned, looked at the map. Sure enough, no diagram for that




The Library

area. | went back out, switched it on again. At last, | knew. The switches

activate some sort of' holographic mapping grid.

Looking closer, | noticed that the icon for the observation tower behind
the librarq was flashing. As | reached out to touch the ﬂashing concentric cir-
cles, a beam of light shot from it and began to sweep in an arc around the
map. | noticed that the beam stopped its sweep when | withdrew my hand.
Then the words “Tower Rotation” ﬂashed and | heard a powerful mechanical

rumbling — the real observation tower was turning.'

| reached out again, and watched the beam turned red as it passed over
each of the marker switch locations. | decided to hold on the observatory
until the beam rotated and turned red over the the object I'd found most
interesting thus far — the spaceship at the upper-right of the map.

| listened to the “tower rotation” again, then hurried back to the

observatory.
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Sure enough, the viewing slot revealed the spaceship. But what did that
show me? | decided to check the opposite ladder (the one with the "keq "
insignia).

This time, at the top, a gleaming metallic plague had been revealed,
engraved with this:




The Library

| immediately thought of the “power to spaceship” gauge in the cave
beneath the brick power house, and those two rows of generator switches. |
jumped in the elevator and returned to the library. Then | used the door
painting again to reopen the front entry.




Spaceship
Pad

Stone Forest

Underground =
=0 @ g 9

Passage to Maze

Clocktower

l ul @ A
! % Ruined J
BY 8 s A
4 |

X
Rk 2

Main Antenna s M
Controls '

= Tunnel to
I Island



3. THE SELENITIC AGE

Spaceship Activation

| went down the path and into the generator cave, went to the control
panel, looking to power up the generators to 59 volts. | went down the left
row, pushing buttons, jotting down voltage increases of each —10, 7, 8,
16, 5 — now | was up to 46. | went down the second row — 1, 2, 22 —
oops, that put me at 71, and the right gauge shut down to zero!

Must have tripped the breaker switches. | shut down all generators.

| decided to throw the circuit breaker switch just outside. Before leav-
ing, though, | decided to push the last two generator buttons, noting the
voltage of each — 19 and 9. | realized now that I'd have to come up with
exactly 59 volts, or I'd trip the breaker again.

43
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As | climbed the stairs | did some quick mental addition, trying to find
combinations that worked. When | got to top of the tower, | discovered that
the switch wasn't tripped there. | proceeded to the other breaker tower I'd
seen on the path to the spaceship, climbed it, threw that switch.

Back at the generator room, | tried my combination:

LEFT ROW RIGHT ROW
one (10v) three (22v)
three (8v) four (19v)

As | headed back to spaceship, | could hear the power humming in the
wires. This time the ship's door slid neatib’ open when | touched it, and |
stepped in.

To the ieft was an odd control device with sliders that traversed a scale of
musical notes when moved up or down. A large handle, which appeared to be
some sort of power-on switch, triggered the note sequence set bq the slider
positions. | tried a few combinations, but nothing happened.

Then | remembered the ﬁve-note sequence sketched in the Selenitic jour-
nal in the library. Five notes. Five slider bars. A musical code! Clever. | was

glad I'd photographed it.
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A beautiful harpsichord gleamed at the other end of the ship. | went to it,
ﬁngered the ﬁrst note in the sequence, then hurried back to the tuner. It took
a couple trips back to the harpsichord (and a good tonal ear) to get the
proper code loaded on the sliders.

Here's what it looked like when | got
it right:

[ pulled the handle, and the portal-
like viewscreen came alive with a ﬂoaﬁng
book. By this time | knew what to do.
Placing my hand on the portal, | watched
it transform into a ﬂqbq of a desolate-
looking island. Then again, all went
black — signalling my arrival in the

Selenitic Age.
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Selenitic Age

| am sitting in a tiny oasis on one of the most godforsaken places | have ever
seen. Let me bring this up-to-date.

The “flight,” if you can call it that, was instantaneous. On arrival, |
stepped out of the ship. Water lapping. Gentle roar of surf. The landing plat-
form ran out to the sea. | walked down a ramp. UP ahead — a barren, lifeless
world. Burned out. The ﬁrst structure | came to was small, jutting out from
the rock face. Some kind of portal. Its door was sealed shut.

| remembered the underground caverns mentioned in the Selenitic journal.
Could this be a passage to them?

But the door was locked bq another ﬁve-sound code, keqed again bq
slider bars. | slid a bar up and down a few times, listening. Where to ﬁnd this

sequence? ’ began to explore,
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Chasm

| saw a brick stairwaq ahead,
left of the road. Behind that,
some kind of tower rose in the
mist, with what looked like a
radar-antenna at the top. |
followed the stairs to the base
of the tower, a brick podium.
On it, a red button was

installed beneath a golden

icon symbol that appeared to
depict wind or heat rising from a jagged opening.

When | looked down on either side of the platform, | understood the
meaning of the icon.

This must be the massive chasm that Atrus spoke of in his Selenitic jour-
nal. The qawm’ng thing drops straight down to reveal glowing molten rock.
Burning gases rise from the depths. | could feel the heat.
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When | Pushed the red button, and the chasm etching suddenlq glowed.
What this meant, | had no idea. Oﬁ" to the left, suspended from a cable,
hung some kind of gadget with a red tip. Some sort of a detection device? In
fact, it looked like a microphone.

If so, what might it be recording? All | could hear was the fiery roar of
the chasm below. And then it hit me. This sound: I'd heard it before. Back at
the portal.

The slider bar sound code.'

Oasis
| came back down the stairs. | glanced right: What a wasteland. The portal

building sat there, enshrouded in a smokq mist. Then | noticed a small worn
path branching oﬁ' to the right.

| followed it. It led to more brick stairs, running behind the chasm. Then |
saw trees. Life! A bit further, and suddenly | found myself in midst of lush
vegetation. | heard running water. An oasis on this blackened island. The

oasis where | sit now, writing these words.
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To the right, as | approached, | saw a well of fresh water ﬂowing through
a sluice gate, then down the hill. Above it, another red-tipped device. Took a
good close look. It must be a microphone.

| thought about sound. The portal door code. | listened to the peaceful
babble of the water.

To the left sat another
podium. Another button,
another icon — this one
of water dripping. |
pushed the button. To the
left, a blue page ﬂuttered
precariouslu on a small

platform. | took it.
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Ruined Clocktower

| returned to the main path, turned left. Past the stairs leading to the chasm.
Straight ahead lay the charred ruins of a clocktower, still ticking and tolling,
though somewhat erraticallq. Again, [ recognized the sound from the slider
bar code on the portal door.

At the tower’s base laq another red button and icon, this time of a clock.
| pushed the button and moved on down the path.

Stone Forest

| had to traverse a jagged narrow peninsula to
another Y-branch, where | turned right. The foot-
ing was getting Precarious, but thankfullv’, | foand
more brick stairs. Ahead, rising up out of the

ocean mist, was a breathtaking sight. Multicolor

columns of rock or crystal jutting up from the

water. Towering, diamond-like conﬁgurations.
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It was like a stone forest.

But almost more spectacular was the sound. The wind was plauing music
in the rocl< towers. | can onlu describe the sound as . . . tubular. And again,
familiar.

[ followed a narrow brick passageway leading out to a small platform
that sat in the midst of the rock formations. A brick column rose from it, sus-
pending another antenna and microphone. At its base was another podium,

complete with red button and a columnar icon.

Sitting atop the podium was a red page.

| took the page, and something odd happened — the blue page disinte-
grated in my hand! | pushed the red button and headed back to the ¥-branch
in the peninsula patl'l.

Just out of curiousity, | returned to the oasis. There sat the blue page,
just as it was when | ﬁrst saw it. Apparentlu, onlu one page can be carried at

a time. /Vlaul)e | can return for this one later.

Then again, maube not,
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Wind Tunnel

| returned to the Y-branch in the Peninsula. Took the left fork this time. As |
moved along, | glanced to my left at the small island out in the lagoon.
Ahead, more brick stairs, then another podium next to a broken, rotting pier.
A ladder led down a well-like hole. Wind whistled out. It was the wind tun-
nel sound from the portal slider bar.

[ pushed the red button on the podium. Then | took a deep breath — and

climbed down.

Main Antenna Controls

At the bottom of the ladder | found a switch that turned on a light. | moved
through the tunnel to a second ladder, and climbed up. When | emerged |
could see I'd reached that small island in the lagoon.
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| followed the path to another podium. This one looked sealed shut bq
big sheet metal doors. But theb’ swung open easiii//, revealing a control panel
with a video display, two direction arrow buttons, a 360-degree direction
indicator, and ﬁve icon buttons that matched the ﬁve I'd seen at button loca-
tions throughout the island. There was also a summation icon button at the
bottom. When | pushed it, it merelo/ plaqed a sequence of ﬁve sounds, all the
same. | guessed that | had to load the five sounds somehow before the sum-

mation button would show me the proper sequence for the portal code.

| clicked on the first icon button, the one that matched the oasis icon.
The camera view changed, and the direction indicator went to 0 degrees.
When | ciicked the right directional button, the camera view began to swing
right and the indicator started counting up, dispiaqing the direction in degrees
that | was seeing in the viewer.

| kept swinging the camera right, getting nothing but static — until | got
to 148.5 degrees. At that point the right arrow began ﬂashing, and | could
hear the faint sound of water — the oasis. | kept the view swivelling right a
few tenths of a degree at a time. Finaiiq, at 153.4, the static disappeared,
and the running water sound from the oasis locked in.

Obviously, the microphones I'd seen were broadcasting sounds from their
various locations to this receiver tower through the large antennae arraqed
above. | pressed the summation button again; again, the panel piabled five
segments of sound. But this time the oasis sound was the second in the
sequence! And its degree setting, 153.4, appeared in the direction indicator
while the sound plaqed. Now, apparentiq, | needed to lock in the other
four sounds.

As | did this, | noticed that whenever | got within ﬁve degrees of the
proper direction on either side, the appropriate arrow ﬂashed to show which

direction to proceed.
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Here are photos showing each icon locked in to the proper

directional bearing:

Strone Forest Setﬁng Ooasis Setting

Windtunnel Setting Chasm Setting
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Once I'd gotten all these,
| pressed the button, and the
controller played back the five

sounds in this sequence:

Stone Forest

Oousis
Windtunnel
Chasm
Clock

Clock Setting

| knew this must be the portal door code. | listened to the sequence sev-
eral times, memorizing the sounds. Then | returned to the oasis to rest and

bring this journal up-to-date.
Next stop: The portal building.

Elevator

The sound code worked like a charm.
Back at the portal building, |

entered the sequence in the slider

mechanism, pushed the button, and

the door opened. Here's a photo of

the proper slider alignment:
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| followed a long metallic passageway toa large open chamber in which
sat a remarkable pod-like car on a rail track.

| pressed the blue entrb, button and the doors slid open. When | entered,
the doors snapped shut behind me. | sat in the pilot's chair of what turned
out to be some sort of Mazerunner.

The Maze

Once aboard, | examined the
control panel in front of me.

It looked simple enough.
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| pushed the FORWARD button, watched as the runner lowered onto a
single-rail track. Then | heard a small bell sound — bing. After a lot of trial
and error, | learned it was a directional cue, tied to sounds just like everything
else in this age.

Two other things | learned. If | missed the sound the first time, | found |
could repeat it bq simplq pressing the red flashing button at the left. And
when | got lost or misguided, | found that pressing BACKTRACK took me

back to my last correct Position in the maze.

Here are the directional sound cues:

N small bell (bing)
w bird sound (twrrreee)
E airbrake ( fssss)
S bell clank
NE, NW, SE, SW combine the sounds of two directions

It took a while, but | got out. Here's the sequence of directions that I fol-
lowed to exit the maze: N, W, N, E, E, S, S, W, SW, W, NW, NE, N, SE
and out.

And now | sit here holding the Myst book again.

/\fter arriving, | exited the Mazerunner, followed more metallic corridors
to another chamber, and there it sat. | have it open to the last page — which,
as always, is alive and swirling. | recognize the picture as the ceiling of the
librarq back on Myst Island.

| hesitate — then | reach out my hand.
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Back to Myst Island
The experience was the same. /qu Palm touched the page — and

then blackness.

But this time when | awoke, | found myself lying on the floor of the
librarq, staring up at the ceiling. Funnvl | hadn't reallq noticed it before.
Stunningly beautiful.

Through all of these journeqs, ['ve managed to hang onto my carrl,/ing

case. Igrabbed VHLI camera:

Then | went directly to the red book. | inserted the red page . . . and the
plot, as thebl say, began to thicken considerablq.




The Selenitic Age

Red Page #2

The young man, | have learned for certain, is indeed Sirrus, one of the two
sons of whom Atrus speaks in his journals. | also feel certain that the one in
the blue book is his brother Achenar. Sirrus welcomed my return, thanked me

for the red page.
The static wasn't as bad as before, but | still found it hard to understand

most of his message. He implored me to bring more red pages. Maost insistent.
| caught bits and pieces of some odd, disturbing statements: “| am Sirrus . . .
my brother is guilty . . . and | wrongfully imprisoned.”

’mprisoned? | remember Atrus on the Dimensional | mager, agonizing that
his librarq had been destroqed bbl one of his sons. And didn’t he say he sus-
pected Achenar?

Clearlq, | need to know more.

So I've decided to take a chance. | will Go back and retrieve the blue page

from the Selenitic age as well.

Blue Page #2

The return to the Selenitic Age and retrieval of the page was surprisinglq
swift. All the codes were alreadb, in place, so | moved quicklb’ — spaceship,
oasis, blue page, portal, Mazerunner, back through the maze to the Myst
book, then back here to the librarbl again.

It was worth it. | put the page in the blue book. Achenar seems crazy —
9iggling, demanding his blue pages. He said, “Don’t trust my brother, | beg
you . . . an egotisﬁcal fool, and a liar!” Like Sirrus, he claims he is wrongfullq
imprisoned. His anger spurts to the surface wildly. Final statement was quite
disconcerting: “| will have my retribution!”

| will go to the map next. Try more tower rotation, look for means of

travel to other ages.

But ﬁrst, | need rest.
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4. THE STONESHIP AGE

The Star Charts
At the map, | thought of the Stoneship Age journal and its reference to

some sort of experiment with a ship gone awry. | manipulated the tower

rotation until the beam shone red on the marker at the dock.

Then | opened the passage behind the bookshelf and rode up to the
observatory. | went immediately to the “key” ladder behind the elevator
and climbed to the top. A new plaque was uncovered, displaying three

moments in time.

o1



| remembered my frivolous birthdate experiment earlier. These three dates
looked ripe for star plotting. | headed straight for the planetarium.

Turned oﬁ" the lights, sat in the chair, pulled down the displaq panel. |
used the slider bars to plug-in the ﬁrst date: October 11, 1984, 10:04 AM.
Then | pressed the flashing button. A star constellation appeared on the

viewscreen.
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| opened my photo packet and found the
shots 1'd taken of the constellations sketched
in the Stoneship Age book.

There it was: The Leaf.

Then | repeated the process for the other
two dates, and | got the Snake and the

Insect constellations . . .

Now I sit here on the steps outside the planetarium. Three constellations.
What next?

Wait. The Pillar Switches! Of course.
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Raising the Ship
Something amazing has happened.
But then, what part of this journeo[ hasn’t been amazing?
| went to each of the three pillar switches that match up to the constella-

tions — Leaf, Snake, and Insect — and touched each one, turning it green

and apparenth activating it somehow.

LEAF third pillar on the left
SNAKE second pillar on the right
INSECT third pillar on the right
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When | clicked the last switch, | suddenlbl heard a loud gurgling and
rushing of water. | spun around. The small ship in the basin had risen to the
surface of the water! But that still didn’t account for all the sound. Then |
had a rare intuitive flash, and rushed down to the dock.

The sunken boat was afloat. Tilted, but afloat.

Incredible.

| went aboard, stepped into the small room below the aft deck. There, on
a chair, sat another book. | thought of Atrus’s term: “Places of protection.”
This was indeed that. | opened it and watched the flqbq

sequence of what | took to be the Stoneship Age.

Then | put my hand on the page . . . and sank into
the darkness.

Stoneship Age

When | emerged back into consciousness, | found mqself
on the deck of something that was half wooden vessel,
half stone fortress. Obvious how this age got its name.
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| stood on the boat’s stern half, facing a dark doorwaq. It led into a rock
wall. Inside, steps going down. But the stairwell was ﬂooded. Same situation
in the stern cabin compartment — flooded nearly to deck level.

Planks ran off the port side to an odd, umbrella-covered crow’s nest.
More planks ran starboard to the remains of a half-sunken lighthouse. |
noted: Power lines ran from lighthouse to ship. Generator?

Stairs hewn in rock led to the other half of the ship. Another doorwaq
into the stone fortress on this side—again, flooded. A woodplank walkwaq
led up around the rock.

| took a couple of steps up the walkwaq, then looked down. Nearlq
passed out. | don't like heights. | decided to check out the lighthouse and

crow'’s nest ﬁrst. I'll return to this flimsul—looking climb later.

The Lighthouse
| crossed the rickety gangplank, entered the lighthouse. Again, everything

below the exterior waterline was ﬂooded, | noticed a thick metal keq chained

quite sturdilb’ to the floor. Couldn’t remove it.

ll.
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The Stoneship Age

Thought, This is getting frustrating. Finallq, | tried to climb the ladder.
But the door above my head was securelq locked. | assumed (wronglq, it
turns out) that the key on the floor unlocked it. Why would anyone chain a
keb, to the floor? In any case, | had no way to get lock and keb, together.

So | left.
Thinking: Everything's coming to a watery dead end, it seems.

The Pumping Station

Walked the Plank again, this time to the crow’s nest. Decided it was time to
start snapping photos. Here's one:

Under the umbrella, three switches —
pump switches, looked like. Which to trq
ﬁrst? Being right—handed, | instinctivelq
reached right. What the heck. The mecha-
nism engaged and began to pump furiouslq.

| noticed water bubbling away from the
lighthouse oﬁ" the starboard side of the ship.
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Back to the Lighthouse

| hurried back. Sure enough, the subwater section of the lighthouse had been
pumped out. | went down winding stairs. At the bottom | found nothing but
a locked chest. Couldn't open it. /Vlaqbe that damn keq works here instead?
But again, how to get lock and keq together?

| was frustrated. Readq to break something.

Then | noticed a small spigot at the lower—left of the chest, and (more
out of my frustration than anblthing) gave it a serious twist. Water 9ushed
out. This gave me a weird, wild idea. The chest, | ﬁgured, was now full of
air — buoyant — so | closed the spigot to seal it tight.

Then | hurried upstairs, back to the pump switches, and turned the right
switch off again to reflood the lighthouse. Back to the lighthouse, and there it
was — the chest, floating right next to the keb,, which now reached it easilq. [
unlocked it, and found another keq inside.

This keq worked in the door above me.
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| emerged onto a beautiful wooden
observation deck, glass on all sides. Behind
me sat the generator |'d suspected may be
here. | cranked it up, looked at the batterb’
pack next to it and saw | had generated
maqbe ten minutes worth of electricitq.

| decided it was time to suck up my
courage. | headed back to the ricketq walk-

way around the rockq point.

The Lookout

Turns out the walkwaq is a lot more solid than it looks. Whoever built these
structures knew what they were doing. At the top, | found a single lookout

telescope.
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[ Panned around awhile, until | saw a blink-

| | | ing light. Looked somehow famitiar. Hadn't | seen
1300 14} something like this in a sketch? Yes. In the
Stoneship journal back on /qust.
| looked closer, but could see nothing particu-
lar about it. Noting here the blinking tight's
position of 135 degrees, | teft the telescope trained

on it for future studq.

Sirrus’s Bedroom
Now it was time to get into those tunnels.

| went back out to the crow’s nest. Two other switches to try. Which? |
pushed the middle one. As it ﬁred up | went back to the boat, looked in the
first tunnel there. Voila. No water.

| went down a rather long, winding set of stairs. At the bottom | found a
watertight door. | pressed the button. It hissed open, revealing a wetl—pre-
served bedroom. This thing was beautiful, quite lavish. The bedroom of one of
the brothers? Sirrus, |
imagined. He seemed a
man of exquisite (one
might say snootq)
demeanor . . . and
expensive tastes.

But perhaps, like
Atrus, I'm jumping to
easy conclusions.

Anyway, | wan-

dered around.
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| examined a writing desk,
opened its drawer. Nothing of
interest, except for syringes,
needles, a few vials of drugs.

Cood Sirrus, a narcotics

abuser? Verq interesting.
I rifled the chest of drawers |f
across the room as well. There,
| found the red page in the
bottom drawer.
Then it was off to the other
tunnel, where | fullq expected to ﬁnd another bedroom. Achenar’s.

¥

Achenar’s Bedroom

Just to be safe, | went back to the generator, gave it numerous cranks, ﬁred
up ten more minutes of power.

Then | headed down the other tunnel. No surprise — another watertight
door unsealed another bedroom. This one full of most interesting gadgetrq. A
sepulchral-looking ribcage lamp lit the room. Was this Achenar’s? If so, it all
displaqed a prettq sick sense of humor.

| found the blue page on the bed:
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| didn't take it, though. Remember, onlq one page can be carried at a

time. This one’s easier to get to, so I'll come back for it later — if | can.

| looked around a bit more. Across the room, atop a chest of drawers, sat
a hologram device. When | turned it on, a beautiful rose appeared. Nice. But
when | slid the lever across the bottom, the rose slowly mutated into a

hideous skull.

Makes me wonder about a mind
that can display such a thing. Is
Achenar disturbed?

| looked in the drawers beneath.
Nothing until | got to the second
drawer from the bottom. There | found

a journal page torn in half.
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Where's the other half? I'll deﬁ-
m'telq keep an eye out for it as |
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progress through these ages the lsland of

achicved very

instructiong are = ..
each of the Marker —
Tun evcry oac nf

“on F:mrmll T
15 a fimal step. tu:'_m

TI-.:-;: 1o Tlﬂ"‘"-_':!—_-

explore it when the llghts went out! Had to fumble my way up the dark stairs.

The Compass Room
Ona landing about halfwaq back up

stairs, | noticed a red square insignia

on the left wall. | was ]ust about to

| hurried out to the generator in the llghthouse, cranked it, hurried back.

When | touched the red square, a door opened. | entered, moved down a

long crawlspace. At the end, a fabulous secret compass room. | stared at the

windows. It was like an aquarium. Marine life wafted and drifted on the
other side. This sealed compartment was completelq underwater.

The compass itself was a thing of beauty. Buttons lined its perimeter, and
| considered just punching random numbers. But then | remembered the blink-

ing light in the telescope, set at — what was it?
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[ pulled out my joumal, double-checked. Yes, set at 135 degrees.
| tried to click the corresponding compass button. But | hit the wrong

one. Automatic power shutdown. Embarrassing. Had to fumble back upstairs
again, crank up generator in the lighthouse again, then return. | finally set the
compass correctly, pushing the 12th button clockwise from the north, at the
tip of the lower right red triangle.

Suddenlq the room was ﬂooded with light. The source: A submersible
lamp just beb’ond the window. The ﬂashing light | saw in the telescope marks
its position, no doubt. Then | remembered sketches of this lamP in the
Stoneship journal back in the Myst library.

Ingenious. | know | keep repeating that word. But really, what else

can | say?
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The Stoneship Book Room

It seemed like time to trq the ﬁnal pump switch.

| went back to the umbrella crow’s nest, flipped the left switch, returned
to the boat. The stern cabin was now clear of water below deck. | went down
an ornate stairwab/ to the bookroom — like the compass room, it was lit bq

the submersible lamp on the other side of watertight windows.
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As | approached the table in the center, the /qust book "morphed" up
from the surface. | used it for a quick return to the /qust librarq.

Red Page #3

[ slipped the red page into Sirrus’s book. | could see and hear him better,
though the “transmission” (or whatever it was) still faded in and out through
static.

He spoke of being "freed from prison on this forgotten island of Myst.”
His warnings about his “wicked brother” and the blue pages were getting more
urgent. Called Achenar “a man of distorted mind and senses . . . he disgusts
me . . . do not release Achenar, his thirst for destruction is [unintelligible]."

Sirrus then mentioned two remaining red pages — then promised that if |
help him | would be “greatly rewarded.”

| had to sit and think about this awhile. Sirrus. Who is this Guy? Clearlbl
cooler, more rational than his brother. But something too slick about him.

Too rehearsed.

And frankly, his solicitation gives me the creeps.
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Blue Page #3
This mystery is getting unsettling.

| just can't buq Sirrus completelq. | don’t like Achenar — geez, who
could? — but | thought | should balance the input on this decision as much
as | could.

So | went back to the Stoneship for the blue page.

It turned out to be a bit more tedious than | thought. | had to crank up
the generator once and then go reset the compass to 135 degrees before |
could get the submersible light to illuminate the book room below the ship.
But eventually | made it.

Achenar sounded worse than ever, claiming now that it was Sirrus himself
who imprisoned him in the blue book. He said | should beware his brother’s
"prettq speech, " said Sirrus is dangerous, a killer in fact. He accused Sirrus of
tricking their father, then suddenlq howled, "hideouslq murdered our father,
he'll murder you!”

Then more of the usual: Don't bring Sirrus the red pages, and so on —
“his greed is endless.”

Interestinglq, he ends with: “You must obeq me!”

My ﬁrst thought: Oh qeah? You're a book. What are you gonna do —

throw footnotes at me?
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5. THE MECHANICAL AGE

The Clocktower Code

At the map, | reached out to the observatory icon again, this time holding

on it until the beam settled red on the sunken gear icon at the lower-right.

Back to the observatorq. The tower
had turned again. The lookout slot
perfecth framed the sunken gear.

Up the "keq" ladder. A plaque

now centered at the toP read:
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Clock time of 2:40? Clock. Then it hit me. | left the librarq, went straight
to the clock tower.

There, | turned the gear wheels to set the clock to 2:40. Then | pressed
the red button . . . and a trulq remarkable bridge of gears rose from the water.
| walked across to the clock tower door. Before entering, | flipped up the
Marker Switch to the left. Think I've got all of them switched on now.

| entered the clock tower. Inside, | found a gear & lever device with three
numbered wheels, stacked verticallq. Now | understood the “2, 2, 1” part of

the keq message. The device was currentlbl setat 3, 3, 3, and resetﬁng it was

tricky. Some experimenting revealed the following pattern:

PULL & RELEASE RIGHT LEVER — Moves the top two numbers
one digit

HOLD DOWN RIGHT LEVER — Moves the top number once for
every full rotation of middle numbers.

PULL & RELEASE LEFT LEVER — Moves the bottom two numbers
one digit

HOLD DOWN LEFT LEVER — Moves the bottom number once for

every full rotation of middle numbers.

| also learned that you can only change numbers until the counterweight
on the left wall hits the ground. lf that happens, you have to pull the lever on
the back wall (right of the machine) to rewind and start over again at 3, 3,
3. Here's the best method | found to get 2, 2, 1:

Pull & release the right lever twice. This gets the 2 on top.

Hold the left lever down. This gets the 1 on bottom. Wait for the middle 2
to rotate back around. Listen for three clicks, then release immediatelq.

When | ﬁnauq got the combination rig,ht, | heard mechanical grinding.
Then, suddenly, the small gear on the contraption popped open, revealing a
hidden compartment.
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Nothing in it, but then | noticed its resemblance to the big gear on the
platform bq the dock. | remembered how the small replica ship in the basin
modeled the behaviour of the sunken ship by the dock. This could be the same
thing.

| hurried off to find out.

This was, of course, the case. And in the hidden compartment of the

large raised gear was the book that would be my means of transportaﬁon to

the Mechanical /-\ge.
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| opened the book and carefullb/ observed the flqbb/ of the island group.
There was the fortress in the center, just as described in Atrus’s journal, sur-
rounded by the circular track I'd seen in his sketches. The three hills, now
islands, laq to the south, north and east.

| made mental note of the layout as | touched the book and thus arrived

at my destination.

The Mechanical Age

| returned to consciousness facing another huge, open gear. As | backed away
from it, | could see that | was on the south island, connected bq way of a

bridge to the main fortress in the center.

Next to the gear was some kind of control panel with a four-sqmbol code
access. | surmised that to return to /qust, | would have to discover the code
somewhere on this metallic, circumscribed world. Next to the panel was a
grooved sheet of metal, surrounded bb/ railings. Probablq the hidden stairwav[
(now raised and locked) that I'd seen sketched in Atrus’s Mechanical journal.
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Sirrus’s Room
| crossed the bridge to the fortress. Two hallwaqs. | went left ﬁrst, and ended
up in Sirrus’s room. Neat, gleaming, as usual. Reﬁned taste.

His gadgets and toys were pristine, clever, perfect. | stood at his chair, if
you could call it that. More like the throne of a sun god.

| could just picture this kid.

Then | noticed a slightly recessed metal panel just to the right of the
chair, near the ﬂoor, almost hidden bq hanging tapestrq. When | pushed it, it

opened into a secret back room.

This place was a treasure trove. Full of gold, wines, and other valuables. |

found the red page tucked amongst gold bars and coins in a chest at the back
left corner of the room.
| also found a most interesting note from Achenar, scrolled and tucked in

a slot on the right side of the wine rack.
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Achenar’s Room

Achenar’s room, as I'd come to expect, Proved quite a contrast.

Weapons strewn about — maces, axes, crossed swords. A chilling death’s
head mask on the wall. But, most interesting (and actually useful) was the
hologram “practice” device that Atrus had spoken of in his journal —a

Fortress Rotation Simulator.
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After calibrating itselﬁ the simulator was readb/. | plaqed with it awhile. It
seemed to have the same directional sound indicators as the Mazerunner in

the Selenitic Age. Each sound let me know the simulated fortress was fully
rotated to N, S, E, or W:

N small clink
S dull clank

w bird chirp

E

air brake sound

Finally, | went back to exploring the room. Left of Achenar’s blue throne,
[ found a recessed panel marked bq a b/ellow line. Just like the one in Sirrus’s
room. | gave ita push, and it easilq opened into another secret room.

More grislbl stuff A butcher’s cleaver on a bloodstained wooden cutting
block. A desk that slid open to reveal a rotﬁng skull. A shelf full of bottles and
vials marked as poison.

Beneath the shelf, | found the blue page.

| left it for a return trip. Before
leaving, | checked out the steel-bar

cage in the room. | couldn't resist

it — | had to flip the switch. | felt a
tingle as a ﬂash of electricitq crackled
through the bars! Wow. Gruesome.
Giving me still more cause to wonder
about the mental state of Achenar.




Myst: The Official Strategy Guide

The Elevator

A back hallway, | discovered, connected the two rooms. Halfway down was a
small corridor. At the head, a red button. At the far end, some sort of
glassed—in compartment. /qu guess: An elevator.

But | could see no way to activate it, or even get in. | headed back to the
red button, noticing the grooved floor. | had a hunch that this was another
one of Atrus’s trademark hidden staircases.

| pushed the red button. Bingo, The floor dropped into stairs, leading to

a control room.
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[ took the control lever. A gentle push, and the central hub began to
rotate. When it stopped, it clicked — and | noticed that the indicator at the
left of the lever had changed. A couple more quick pushes and 1'd lined up the
openings in the pair of concentric circles on the indicator.

As they aligned, they turned red.

Obviously, I'd activated something.

| went back upstairs, pushed the red button to re-raise the ﬂoor. Then |
headed down the corridor to the compartment. It was now open. Indeed, an
elevator. | entered and pressed the down-arrow button. Buzzzz! Nothing.
Then | pressed the middle button. The elevator went halfwao/ up between
floors — then stopped. So | pressed the up-arrow button.

Up | went. At the top, | hopped out, looked around. Nothing but the
elevator.

| got back in and pushed the middle button again. This time it beeped six
times (a timer, | wondered?), then the elevator dropped down halfwaq
between ﬂoors and stopped again. Interesting, | pushed the up-arrow button
again. When the elevator doors opened, | pushed the middle button, hurried
out, and turned around.

The elevator dropped
halfwaq, revealing a control
panel exactlb/ like the holo-
gram device I'd played with
in Achenar’s room. This
obviouslq was the real thing,
however. It's the mechanism
that rotates this fortress,
linking the entry ramp with
the three other islands

around the perimeter.
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It took a lot of trqing and ﬁnessing, but | ﬁnallq got the fortress facing the
north island. | pressed the red button, stepped back as the elevator rose, then

rode it down.

The footbridge now con-
nected to the forbidding
concrete slab of the north
island. The only thing there
was a metal plate atop a
pedestal made of gears. On
the plate, two icons. | recog-
nized them from the control
panel on the south island.
Their position to the left of

the plate led me to assume

these were the ﬁrst two icons
of the exit code.

| returned to the fortress rotation controls to connect the bridge to the
east island next. A side note: On the way back to the elevator, | passed
through Sirrus’s room again. Since the view was differ-
ent, | took another peek through his quglass.

Here’s what | saw:

Wheose skeleton is hanging from
the mast?

And equallq to the point: Whl,, does
Sirrus have it ﬁxed in his quglass?

Anqwaq, as | said, | headed back up to
the control room, and got the fortress rotated
to the east island. Then | went back out, and
found an island much like the ﬁrst I'd explored.
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Another pedestal showed me the second pair of icons that | needed.
| had the code, but | needed to enter it in the control panel on the south

island. So, back up to the control room.
| got the fortress rotated back south again, and hurried out.
When | got to the control panel, | entered the code sequence.
The metal platform (as I'd guessed) dropped into a stairway, revealing a

passage to an underground room.

| went down . . . and there sat the Myst book.
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Red Page #4

Sirrus was most pleased with me. Gee, | can't tell you how that made me feel.

He said, “With each page | can see more ctearlq ... soon | will be free of
this horrid prison, this book.” He explained that there was only one remaining
age to explore. Then he got to work on Achenar again. Said; My brother is
demented, he is guiltb/ L took advantage of the freedom father had given us
... do not retrieve the blue pages, he will destroq both mqsetf and you as he
destroyed other pages of Myst!”

Sirrus asserted that if | set Achenar free | would never escape him. “You
will see that | am innocent and he is guiltq." Then, as before, he offered me

9reat rewards for coming down on his side and setting him free.

| still don't trust this Guy.

Blue Page #4

My return trip to the Mechanical Age was swift, since no fortress rotation
was necessary to Pick up Achenar’s blue page. When | returned with it,
Achenar seemed more whacked-out than ever. At one point he pleaded,
“Sirrus is guiltq, do not release him . . . he will destroq me, just as he
destroyed — " Static, unfortunately, cut off the last word.

Achenar claims he was “an innocent bystander,” and assumes that I've
alreadq observed Sirrus’s unbridled lust for riches. He says Sirrus tricked oth-
ers into beiieving that Achenar murdered his father.’ Now he’s condemned to
imprisonment in the book.

His ﬁnai, pathetic howl — “I cannot bear it here for eternity!” — seemed
genuine enough. But | can’t say I'm even remotely convinced that his story
is true.

Now, there should be only one age left to explore. Channelwood will be

my next destination.




6. THE CHANNELWOOD AGE

The Tree Elevator
Back in the librarq, | thought about the Channelwood Age as described in

Atrus’s journal. A place of great forests and tree-dwellers. | went over to
the island map. By now it was pretty clear—four ages, four "keb/s" to
reaching them. During tower rotation, onlq four /Vlarker Switch locations
on the map prompted the holographic beam to turn red. The three I'd tried
so far had revealed a “key” plague in the tower. Only one remained.

| rotated the tower until the beam turned red over the Marker Switch
location at the log cabin.
But | looked closer. | hadn't
noticed before — it was not
precisely on the cabin itself.
An icon for something
behind the cabin activated
the red beam.

| remembered the giant
tree, the plai‘form. But how
did it work?

| hurried up to the
tower, climbed to the view-
ing slot. The slot indeed
framed the tree.

91



lnteresting. But the cabin had to be part of the puzzle, too, it seemed. |
went to the "keb, " ladder, anxious to see what clue it might provide. Here's the
plague | saw at the top:

Next, | went to the tree. A close exploration revealed nothing but a tree, a
platform — no buttons, no code mechanisms. Nothing. | went in the cabin,
stared at the furnace, the pressure compartment. The pilot flame box. The
gauge. Nothing again.

| turned to go-
And there it was. The

safe! Of course. A three-num-
ber combinaﬁon, staring me in
the face. | quickly entered the
key code numbers on the com-
bination lock.

Inside — a book of

matches!
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[ opened the matchbox, took a
match, then struck it on the box ﬂint It
lept to flame. Then | turned to the bot-
tom left of the furnace and lit the pilot
light — a small qellow spot on the
square opening there. Finallq, | pulled
on the right side of the wheel, and gave
it10 or 12 good clockwise cranks until

it wouldn’t turn anymore.

That got the flame burm'ng
brighth.

Immediateh,, | heard odd booming sounds as the gauge showed the pres-
sure build up. The loud sounds seemed to be coming from out back. | rushed
out to the giant tree. Everything seemed the same, until | looked up. About
100 feet oﬁ' the ground was a door carved into the trunk—a tree elevator!
But now, how to get it back down?

Obviouslq, | had to turn oﬁ' the 4as.
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| went back into the cabin and did just that, qanking counterclockwise
until the ﬁre died. | mmediatelq, more booming sounds. | strolled out to the
base of the tree, but as | approached | saw the door drop into the ground. |
missed it!

So | had to repeat the process. But this time | hurried out at the very
instant the furnace flame died, then headed straight for the tree platform. |
waited until the open door dropped to ground level.

| hopped in the elevator door just in the m'ck of time, and rode down to
an underground room. There, | found the Channelwood passage book lqing

on a stump. | opened it, and was on my way.

Channelwood Age

| found myself on an amazing series of wooden walkways suspended above
water. Trees everywhere, rising from the water. As | began to explore, |
noticed a sqstem of interconnected pipes running along most of the walkwaqs.
Listem'ng, | could hear nothing ﬂowing through them. A quick look around

made it obvious to me that a map would be necessary, so I'll start one here.



The Channelwood Age

Channelwood Lower Level Walkways

Windmill
(inside: spigot)

Bridge raising
Mechanism

(pipe stops here)
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In the distance | saw a twirling windmill. | worked my way to it pretty
easilb, — all the pipes and pathwab[s seemed to lead there.

| entered the structure. Explored. Saw that it was pumping water up from
the surrounding bodq of water into a large tank. | noticed a spigot down at

the base of the tank. | figured that opening it would let water flow through
the pipe sqstem below.
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| twisted the spigot counterclockwise. Water gurgled down the pipes
behind me.

[ fouowed the path back down. But now | could hear water bubbling all
the way to the ﬁrst fork in the walkwaq. There, | examined what looked like a
switching device: Yellow dots in a Y-split, with a metal switch | could flip
back and forth to cover one branch of the Y or the other.

When | walked down the left fork, in the direction of the uncovered yellow
dots, | could hear the water in the pipes. But when | went down the other fork,
the one blocked bq the switch, | could hear no water in the pipes. | ﬂipped the
lever on the device. Now the opposite was true. Yes, it's a routing switch.

Up ahead to the right, | saw a winding staircase. | routed the water to
the right, down that path. As | approached, | noticed that the water pipe
ended at some kind of hydraulic mechanism.

And it hit me — this piping system doesn't just provide running water in
Channelwood. It's a power source!

Everqthing here runs on water power.
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Unfortunatelq, power or no, | could ﬁnd ho way to open the door at the
bottom of the staircase. Apparenth, it can onlq be oPened from the inside.

| headed back to the ﬁrst fork, then sat down to update the journal.
That's where | am now as | write these words. From here, | can see some kind

of crude rope-operated elevator ahead.
Looking up, | can see an interconnected system of huts in the treetops.

My next goal: | want to get up into that second level.

Well, | got my wish. I'm sitting in a treehouse.

| feel like a kid again. Looking around, kicking
my feet. | could almost enjoy this place. Too bad
I've got the treachery and betrayal of a dysfunc-
tional familq to deal with.

Here's how | got here.

Back at the ﬁrst fork, | rerouted water to the
left. Then | worked my way to the elevator, routing

the water right three more times until it piped into

the elevator mechanism.

| got in, closed the door, pulled the handle, and rode to the second level.

| stepped out into an amazing
but deteriorating treehouse com-
plex. One glance around reminded
me of the sketch in the
Channelwood journal. | retrieved
it from my photo pouch.

A little exploration showed
me that this indeed was a map of

this second level. Here it is:
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| have to admit that | did a lot of wandering around. | eventualh/ worked
my way over to the winding staircase. Fairlb/ easy, using the map. Next to it,
an elevator to a third level! | was momentarily excited.

But then | remembered: | had to direct water away from this elevator’s
power mechanism at the bottom of the winding staircase in order to get power
to the other elevator. Can't power both at the same time! Big problem. If |
could use the winding stairs, then | wouldn't need the other elevator. But
that, of course, is another problem.

The door leading down to the ground is locked.

Good news!

| examined the map again.
Noticed a dotted line running
from the winding staircase to
one of the huts. On a hunch, |
went to that hut and found a

small red switch.
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| went toward the switch,
noticing that the view looked
across at the winding staircase.
When | threw the switch, the second-level staircase door opened.' USing the
map, | worked my way back over to the stairs, went down, and threw open
the lower-level door from the inside. Then | walked out to the first fork in the
pipes and switched the water ﬂow toward the staircase.
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| believe I'm now ready to take the third level.

This brother situation gets creepier by the minute.
The third level, it turns out, contains the rooms of Sirrus and Achenar.

Here's what | found.
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Winding Stairs

Elevator to 3rd Level

Elevator to
1st Level = =

Switch (opens door

to winding stairs)
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Achenar's Bedroom

Elevator to 2nd Level

Sirrus's Room




Myst: The Official Strategy Guide

Achenar’s Rooms

The first thing | came to was an eery, paint-splattered hut with a metallic
door. The door swung open easily, | stepped inside . . . and got the fright of
my life. Suddenlq, an image of Achenar appeared in midair. Sab’ing some-
thing uglq and menacing. Guttural foreign tongue.

| remembered that, in the Channelwood Age book, Atrus mentioned how
his sons had learned the tree-dweller’s language quickly. OK, fine. But this
room, man. Downright demonic decorating. Ritualistic candles, eerie masks.
And more of those eccentric and even dangerous toqs. Dark and disturbed
mind here. I'm trulq beginm’ng to wonder about Achenar and the blue
pages — do | dare free this sick loon?

| foHowed the footbridge further to Achenar’s bedroom, where | found the
last blue page.
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It sat next to another hologram device with four buttons. The ﬁrst two
from the left triggered more odd, menacing messages from Achenar. The third
brought up the same message I'd seen when entering his room. But the button

on the right gave me another surprise — Sirrus!

His image said: “| hope | pushed the right button. Very interesting device,
brother. I'm not erasing anything important, am I? (evil laugh) He s . . .
preparing. Remember, take only one page.”

What the hell does that mean?

These guys trulq belong in a book.

On the way back toward the elevator, | peeked back in the ﬁrst room.
Sure enough, the hologram triggered there now was that of Sirrus.

Sirrus’s Room

As | returned to the elevator, | noticed a walkwaq branching around it to the
right. | followed it to Sirrus’s bedroom. As usual, the place was first class,

except for a few emptq wine bottles strewn about.

| found the final red page in the desk drawer on the left, the one beneath

the window view of the windmill.




| found some other interesting artifacts, too.

The bed rested on a pedestal which contained two drawers. In the left
drawer | found a deadlq-looking dagger. In the other drawer, more emptl,/
wine bottles — | thought of the drugs I'd found back on the Stoneship. And
underneath them was the other half of the torn journal page I'd found in
Achenar’s Stoneship bedroom.

| pulled out the other one, then put them together to get this message:

Marker Switch Vault Access
Island of Myst

The vault is located in very plain view on the

ied in very pliia view on Island of Myst, and access can be achieved

Avar, and access can be . . . ,
L:.h— .iimc il very easdq tf these Smele instructions are

Giloweg.F uitls cals followed. First, locate each of the Marker
Switches on the island,

besc switches to the Switches on the island. Turn every one of

o o to the dock aed, ., “ » s
wibe Mackes Swirch” | these switches to the “on posmon. Then go
to the dock and, as a ﬁnal step, turn the

Marker Switch there to the “off” position.

i “off” position.




The Channelwood Age

Nouw it's decision time. Which page, red or blue, goes back to /qust?
Neither one seems right. So I'll do what any thinking man would
do — fllp a coin.
Tails. Achenar wins.
| left the red page where it was.
Cetting back, however, is proving somewhat trickq.

[ knew there must be a return book somewhere. | ﬁgure the far
elevator — the one 1'd seen at the far end of Channelwood — has to be my
passage to the Myst book.

But directing water power to it will require some work.

The Hidden Bridge
OK. It took hours of trial, error, and mapping. But here's what | eventualh/

came up with:
First, | went down the winding staircase and out to the ﬁrst fork. There |
directed the water left. | did the same at the next switch. The next left fork,
however, led to a dead end, so | directed water right.
The next fork had no switch,

so | went left, coming to what

seemed. like another dead end.
But | Pulled the handle on a
mechanism there. A hidden

bridge rose from the water. Verv/

Atrus design.

| took this shot as it was
happem’ng:

Llnfortunateh,, the water
pipes end here. Now what?
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The Telescoping Pipe
Success! It took some doing, but it got done.

Here's how:

From the hidden bridge, | kept going to the far elevator. Its water pipes
came in from a different direction. | followed the pipes until they ended at a
disconnected section of pipe. For a moment, | felt panic, Was | stranded
here? The sound of bird chirps was alreadq driving me crazy. A lifetime here
would turn me into — | don’t know, maqbe Achenar.

But then | noticed a crank on the pipe below me.

| turned it. A section of pipe began to telescope across the gap, connect-
ing to the pipe on the other side.

| was so excited, | snapped a shot of this in progress:




The Channelwood Age

The l<€l1 now was to direct water power across this section of pipe to the
far elevator, then hopefullq punch my ticket to /Vlb/st. | went back to the ﬁrst
Y fork, consulted my map, then redirected the water in this order — left,
right, rigllt, then left.

This sent the water down across the telescoped pipe. | used my map again
to get around to the far elevator, rode it up . .. and tlzere, indeed, was the
/Vlb/st book waiting for me at the top.

Blue Page #5

| put the last blue page in Achenar’s book and braced mqself for the worst.

He appeared on the page, but did not leap at my throat from the book as
[ l'lalf-expected. Instead | learned that there was still another page, hidden in
a secret compartment that | could reach through the Library fireplace. Of
course, he spat some more invective against Sirrus. True brotherly love. Wouw.
Keep these guys away from Philadelphia.

Finallif, he told me about the Pattern Book on the middle sl'ielf of the
lil)rarq, which I'd alreadq discovered. It contains a pattern—number 158, he
said — that | can enter on the door of the ﬁreplace. This will get me to the
secret chamber.

Not readq to fullq trust such a certiﬁed candidate for institutionalization,
I've decided to do as I've done in the other ages — return to Channelwood for
the other brother’s page.

[ lil<e to experience the full spectrum of hatred before | make these kinds of

decisions.

The Tree Elevator

Well, I'm back. It was indeed quick. By now I've gotten pretty adept at mov-
ing around in the odd logic of this world. So, yes, the tasl< was completed

with a certain alacritb,,
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(Geez, I'm beginning to write like these Guys talk.)

A side note, though: On the way to Channelwood, the adolescent in me
had to Plaq in the redwood elevator just a bit. I'd noticed another pressure
valve wheel down in the book room. | twisted it clockwise, and quickly hopped
in the door.

Soon | was a hundred feet high, enjoying the panoramic view. Here’s a
shot of what | saw:

To get back down, | held in the button by the door. Loud hiss, steam
releasing. Unfortunatelq, this control onlq got me to ground level. | had to

hop back in the cabin, turn the pressure wheel down, then hurrq back out and
hop in the elevator again.

Back down to the book room.

Then off to Channelwood.




The Channelwood Age

Red Page #5

This time, | needed onlq one water pipe switch. On arrival, | went to the ﬁrst
valve and directed water right, toward the winding stairs. Then up for the red
page, back down the elevator and stairs, and back to the ﬁrst valve, where |
redirected the water to the left again. Then a quick jaunt to the far elevator,
and up to the book room.

Back to the Myst librarq. And another scintillaﬁng exchange with Sirrus.

OK, Sirrus is clearlb/ saner in a literal sense — doesn’t drool, giggle like an
idiot, and so on. But | don't know. | read somewhere that we share the same
basic brainstem with lizards. Listening to this guy trips some little lizard alarm
in me: Danger! Danger! His melodramatic “debt of gratitude” gives me a
chiU, and his overbaked protestations of innocence are starting to annoy me.

Like Achenar, he gave me the back storq — his version, of course. He
ripped his brother for a while, then directed me to pattern 158 and the ﬁre—
place. He, too, warned me not to touch either the green book or the blue
page. Verq interesting.

Before trb/ing the secret ﬁreplace chamber, however, | wanted to check out
the Marker Switch Vault Access mentioned in the now-combined halves of the

torn joumal page.




7. ENDGAME

Marker Switch Vault

As far as | knew, I'd turned on all of the Marker Switches on the Island of
Myst. So | headed straight for the dock switch and flipped it off. A front

compartment swung open.

Inside, a white page.’

Now what? | scoured my joumal, looking for any mention of a white
page. Nothing. What does this mean?
| took the page and returned to the library.

111
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The Fireplace Passage
So I'm sitting here in a brick chamber, ruminating on the decision of my life.

Some fresh air would be nice. OK, the ﬁreplace is spotless, like everqthing
else in Myst. But I'm choking on the dust of this decision — because frankly,
| don't trust either of these Guys. | don't buq their stories, don't like their atti-
tudes. Don't like their facial hair.

But I'm jumping ahead. Let me quicqu describe how | got here:

First, | went to the booksnelf (as instructed) and pulled out the Pattern
Book. | ﬂipped to page 158 and snapped a photo, Then | went in the ﬁre-
place, pushed the red button, and entered the pattern code on the door:

| pushed the button again. Gears engaged, mechanisms kicked in.

Another Mb’St moment. | was transported to a secret chamber, just as both
brothers had described. There, indeed, sat the last red and blue pages. Also
the dreaded Green Book, about which both brothers had ferventh warned

me. So this is it.



Endgame

All of it coming down to a simple quesﬁon:
Who do you trust?
My answer: Nobodq,

OK, so maybe it's not so great to be cynical by nature. But in this case it
paid oﬁ' big time.

That's right; red or blue? | chose neither.

[ followed an instinct which told me that if these two guys, Sirrus and

Achenar, are telling me; “Don’t touch the Green Book!” —then that's exacth
what | should do. | opened it.

And there, on the living page, sat none other than Atrus himself!

He told me he is in a place called Dunny. Then he told his story. He
spoke of the books he writes, books that link him to fantastic places. Said it's
“an art | learned from my father many years ago.” He mentioned the red and
blue books, actuallq written as traps for greedq explorers. Which led him to
his boqs, their abuse of privilege, their dreams of riches and power. He seemed

genuinelq sad at the betrayal.
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| decided | could actuallb’ like this man.

Finallq, he spoke of being trapped himselﬂ in Dunnq. A single page from
his /qust linking book was missing. He could not travel back to his home
island without it.

| correctly assumed he meant the white page | had with me. | placed my
hand on the illustration in the Green Book . . . and was transported to
Dunny, where | stood face to face with Atrus.

[ gave him the white page. He placed it in his Myst linking book. Then he
considered his sons, and what he must do. He placed his hand on the book,
saying he'd be back shor‘th.

When he returned, he worried about the time lost from his writing, wor-
ried that his delay may have already had a “catastrophic effect” on the world
where his wife Catherine is being held hostage. He offered me the Myst
librarq as a show of gratitude .. . then concluded with these chilling words:
‘I am fighting a foe much greater than my sons could even imagine.” At some

point in the future, he said, he may need my assistance again.

| nodded.



Endgame

Finallq, he handed me the /Vlb,st book to return to the Mblst librarbl. | did
so. And when | got there, | found charred blast marks where the red and blue
books had once sat on display.






