A long time after the initial appearance of the forgotten, a researcher named Maria came across a single manuscript that had been delivered to her by post. Curious about the item she noted that an included letter stated that the texts inside would aid her research on amnesia. She read very specific instructions that after reading each manuscript, she would have to scatter it to the sea. The manuscripts helped her memory research immensely, allowing her to not only locate lost memories, but confine them to physical objects as well. Her research gave her a big name in the research community, and the fame and lust for knowledge began to corrupt Maria and turn her heart closer to darkness. With her research, She located an entire realm of lost memories. Curious about the new world she left a team their to investigate the ruins and extract samples of the mysterious forgotten. One such of them was human in form, and highly intelligent, existing as a singular entity, name Skotia. Maria ordered a test subject be used to mimic the patterns in Skotia, but results seemed to only make the subject, Ibis, lose his memories. The procedures made Ibis a very powerful and talented combatant alongside the unusual forgotten Skotia, but eventually Skotia's cruel treatment and desire for freedom led to Ibis aiding in his escape. As both a punishment for letting the perfect specimen escape and as a means to attempt an acceleration of the project, Maria personally oversaw the removal of Ibis's heart. Unfortunately, this created a heartless Ibis, which attacked many of lab assistants, as well as Maria herself. Maria's heart became a heartless and her mind was left behind in a nobody shell. However, she was now incapable of following the manuscripts instructions to scatter them, and thusly her memories were mostly erased as punishment. The nobody of Maria became Amarix, and the nobody of Ibis became Bixis. One of Maria's followers and assistants during the incident, Hyde, was able to maintain his memories when Bixis turned him into a heartless. As part of his mission, he picked up in Maria's footsteps on a search to recover all the pieces of the manuscript and scatter them as asked so Maria may get her memories back, and hopefully find a way to re-unite him with his nobody to be whole again.

Schneider Report 1:

I suppose this would be the first major piece of documentation I am writing. And its purpose is thanks to my unbridled enthusiasm. While I do plan to keep a more detailed account of the processes of my research in a seperate manuscript, the forwards and overview I intend to confine to these seperate reports as would be customary of any scientist. My lifelong obsession has been in observation of the accounts of the human brain. Each of us has our own intellects and our own compilation of synaptic fibers, and yet in total a mere 3% to 10% of it is ever used. Why so little? And if our minds truly have the capacity for expand, then how come so many of our memories are fleeting? Make no mistake. Though I am a scientist, I am also a father, and my own daughter suffers from amnesia. But conscience be damned if I am to let her mental instabilities affect her health. She still remembers me as father, and still loves me, and that is enough for this old man. Still, I have been granted a singular opportunity to make amends. Our country's fair king recently passed away, leaving the affairs of the realm to his children. They are young in age and mind however, and do not posess the talents necessary to run the empire. I am not sure the specifics of the royal family, but apparently their difficulties have led them to procure my assistance in recalling memories of their father. There is a level of ethics to be considered in this new position, but they are children, and children are our future. It would not be very kind of me to ignore the future of life itself, and not offer assistance to these young ones. On the other hand I must still support my daughter in the absence of her dearly departed mother. Oh, Lana my love. May you watch over me in heaven. You are my angel, and I will do what I can for our daughter. Therefore I have requested that I recieve both payment for my services and allowance to research. Through hard work and perserverance I shall save my daughter from her affliction, and save the kingdom. My day has never been brighter. 

Schneider Report 2:

My research is going well. I suppose this is the second entry for my forward reports. Attached to the first is an initial manuscript containing the scientific  findings of memories. I am still completing it, but I do believe I have made a breakthough. Through my genius I have found a way to encode memories as data. The idea came to me when my pen ran out of ink. Thereby I pondered how nice it would be to simply not have to write at all, and the brilliance struck me. If I can translate memories into data, creating a detailed account of a person's life could be done solely by the mind. Immortality in data formation. I have asked the hignesses of our kingdom to donate their memories to my research, and they are debating now. The three of them, two boys and a girl, are extrodinary children. They remind me much of my daughter. I suppose I should prioritize my daughter however. I am a cruel man for forgetting to visit her this week. I shall have to encode her memories as data, then stream them back to her somehow. That way she shall never forget. Once I get my answer from the three majesties I shall visit my beloved daughter and accomplish this. I do hope they decide soon.

Schneider Report 3: 

Fie' on youth I say. The three young rulers of our kingdom are treacherous indeed. Placing little importance on my previous request, It has been yet another week since I have seen my daughter. I cannot guilt them into releasing me, but if I don't see her soon she may forget me. Today I have begun the project to encode memories as data. The youngest prince, Sarx, has been the primary subject. It is an intresting observation to see how unusually the mind portrays a subject. I shall have to crack deeper into the mind to obtain the true memory, not a passing thought. Today, once I encode memories from the other two children, I will set them to compile in data form. Then I shall have to find some way to forcibly associate it to recall, perhaps even self include a visual manifestation. Memories have such power so long as there is a mind behind it. If I can collect enough, then I'll be able to create a King Eusemeion entirely out of memories. A living creation that can be recalled at any time through an object as simple as a computer. No, I'm sure I can go much further. Something more mobile. Something I can invent that anyone can use to store and recall memory data. Small in size, light in weight. Perhaps a playing card. I shall write more later. The second child approaches, and I simply must see my daughter today.

Schneider Report 4:

Oh by beloved Lana. I have failed you already. Please forgive this old man's foolishness. It has been too long since I last saw our daughter, but I couldn't bear the courage to write upon it until now. Our beloved daughter has lost her memory of you. If only I had been there by her side as a reminder she would not have forgotten. But still here I am a prisoner of science, spending many sleepless nights to uncover the secrets of the memory. I have since associated the King's visage into a card, and so he may be summoned at will, but he is still incomplete. Until I can find a means to perfect him, I cannot safely restore your memory in our daughters eyes. Please forgive this old man for his treachery against his family. Forgive me for what I have done, and what I must now do. Copying memories is not enough. They must be taken entirely. Extracted through a process I am designing. With the copied memories I am arranging an attraction factor. The Memory cards will be able to draw out a person's memories. I must take them! For you, for our daughter, for everyone! Oh please forgive me.

Schneider Report 5: 

Oh what terrible deeds. My dearest wife in heaven I am a monster. Why have I chosen this path? I have again not seen our daughter in weeks. Everything important to me has fallen to a handful of cards. Spirits of memories lie trapped within, and each time they are used to take the memories of others, some memories escape. These empty, incomplete memories then go searching for memories of others to steal. They are hardly lost memories anymore. They have become creatures in their own right. I shall call them Forgotten. Creatures forged of lost memories. So long as these cards remain associated to my being I can control the Forgotten, but I fear for my future. For I have committed such terrible deeds as taking every memory from individual minds. I have gone too far. I must restore them and set things right. This is my last chance at redemption.

Schneider Report 6: 

Oh Gods, oh my love, my life, why must your fates be so cruel. Was it my own ambition? My cruelty? In my last chance to set things right the three royal children were made aware of my dealings. I pleaded with them to understand. I told them what I was doing and that it was the only way. I MUST continue my research. I MUST set things right. I thought the two princes, and the one princess saw my plight but the three are liars! Here I am now, imprisoned in the castle dungeons, ordered only to continue restoring their father. Oh I shall indeed restore him. I no longer have any love for the royal family, for they have no love for their people. The longer I am imprisoned, the more my daughter shall forget. But I have enough memories trapped in cards. I shall simply have to use them to fill in the blanks. I shall restore the King as a Forgotten. And as long as I hold his card he will be mine to control. I shall never forgive the royal family if some ill-fate befalls my daughter. They shall suffer too.

Schneider Report 7: 

At last, my work is completed. Our country's King has been restored! I am suddenly feeling better about everything. It is as if a great burden has lifted. I am being discharged today, and finally I shall get to go home. My work here, it has taken a year at least. And have of such has been spent without the company of my daughter. I am certain she has forgotten me, but no matter. For now I control the power of memories themselves. With patience and time my daughter will remember everything. I do still have my trump card though. The king may look and act exactly as before, but he is only a memory. He is the first complete Forgotten, and he is still bound to me. He will make an excellent tool should I require anything. Money, fame, forturne, with a simple card I can command the king to give me any of these things. I will be compensated for sure. My daughter and I WILL be happy again. I guarantee it.

Schneider Report 8:

It is over. Fate has played the cruelest hand ever, and now I have no further need for compassion. During my imprisonment, my absence, my only daughter fell ill. The past few weeks without her have been unbearable. Ever since the day I came home, ever since I opened the door to find her half-spoiled form still standing by the door waiting for my return, all love in me has become nothing but a distant memory. I will make the royal family suffer for this. When the time comes, the last one standing shall know it was their fault this all occurred. Their own self absorption, and their own selfish desires to have their king back rather than take responsibility, that is what will have been the catalyst. My memories...every last one of them. I am binding them to my body. I shall hurt the royal family until they have no choice but to kill me. And when they do, my own undoing shall be theirs.

Schneider Report 9:

My revenge has begun and it has been ever so sweet. The king of this kingdom might as well be me. The Forgotten taking his image is under my total control. My words have come through his voice, and every moment has been delightful. Nightly the king has been visiting the youngest of the 3 children, Sarx, and has been sapping away at his memories. In my frequent rendevous I have been collecting them. Yes, Sarx shall suffer the same fate as his father. He too shall become a Forgotten under my control. His memories however, are feeble at best. I so far have not been able to make his appearance perfect to the original. His hair in my creation is stark white, and his eyes are red with yellow centers. I suppose it's for the suitable however. His fate needs to be the of the least importance. I shall call his Forgotten, Marx. An altered copy of his name, as is fitting of the subject.

Schneider Report 10:

My new son Marx has finally been born in total. It was a delicious encounter to watch through the king's eyes the final moment when that wretched devil of the royal family faded away into a scatter of glowing light of memories. Marx has gone out to collect whatever remains, and feed on others to maintain himself. I find it odd however, that he is inexplicably drawn to my manuscripts. A curious interloper was caught snooping around, and upon touching the documents was erased entirely by Forgotten. I suppose because so many memories are associated to it, it is nigh irresistible. I shall include an initial letter amongst these manuscripts that they must be memorized and then fathomed. A deep dark tomb such at the sea will make a perfect final resting place for all my notes, blueprints and diagrams on my memory research. I suppose if their new owner holds onto them too long, then they shall also lose their memories. It will be their own fault in that case however. My work was cursed since the day I began it.

Schneider Report 11: 

My manuscripts have been sent away from this place. Our tiny kingdom now stands isolated on the brink of destruction. I have almost completed extracting the memories for the daughter of the royal family. Her translation has been considerably more accurate, offering her an entirely human looking form. She, like Marx, posesses extraordinary capacities. When she is complete she will mark the 3rd full-blooded Forgotten. I have branded both her and Marx in secret with my emblem. A ring with three spheres circlng around with a break in the edges. It is a symbol of memories having the capacity to leave the mind. It will forever remind any connected to the royal family that all of this chaos, and all of the lost memories were their own undoing. The royal family's daughter will need a new name. Marx gave up his original name. I suppose they should trade letters. I will call her Seline.

Schneider Report 12: 

At last the time has come. Forgotten have become huge in number, and have been drawn to my texts like flies. The entire kingdom is in turmoil, and a quarantine is soon to be in effect. I will send Marx to scatter this letter, and any other letters before it, so that in time the forgotten can spread. I must deliver it before the quarantine, yet I must contain the Forgotten in my basement. I will bind them all to me. Though it makes me a target, I shall bind them. I shall be the TRUE king on this empire. Every last memory here will be at my command. The time approaches to soon. The last child of the royal family has caught on to my treachery. He shall be here soon. I shall send away Marx and Seline. They will continue to spread my wrath.. But I must write one final report. I will create it with memories alone when I am gone. I shall forge it onto the last of the Eusemeion family's flesh so that he may never forget. My time has come. The last heir will be here, and I shall turn back into memories. My victory is complete. So much for this kingdom. So much for the royal family. So much for this pitiful old fool. In the end it will all be swept away by Forgotten. A realm that no one remembers. But as long as Marx and Seline do their work, I shall never be forgot.

Schneider Report 13:

Remember, dear King of the fatal last strike

When the blood splattered red in the dark of the night.

How you slew the foul man to stop his foul schemes

But your actions were all simply part of his dream.

With your cold sword in hand was the nightmare unleashed

Spilling gray and green monsters to ravage the streets.

As your kingdom extinguished to your throne you then walked

And your last sitting memory that it all was your fault!

At a period long before any of the current issues with heartless or nobodies, there was an isolated Kingdom with no war, and everything relatively at peace. The king of this world, Lord Eusemeion had two sons and a daughter as two princes and a princess. However, the King fell ill and wished his children to carry on the good spirits of the people and to not let his memory fade. The son, Skotia, the son Sarx and the daughter, Maylene, all made a vow between the three of them to rule the kingdom with justice and kindness in memory of their father. However, at their young age, the affairs of state were very difficult for them, and their public opinion was downsized by their young age. With this struggle taking presence, along with their collected frustrations the trio began to rule in their own fashion. Eventually they came together and realized they each had forgotten a little bit about their father, and decided the only way to bring control back to the empire was to pool their memories. They located a memory specialist named Dr. Rolf Schneider. Schneider was slightly ambitious however and only agreed to help the siblings for both a fee, and allowance to continue his research on human memory. The trio agreed and Schneider complied by collecting their memories in the form of data. Together they produced a mostly complete representation of their father in the form of a data projection. However, the item was incomplete as only a handful of memories could be extracted. Schneider recommended that more samples would be required to make a complete version, and the trio gave him legal position to seek out those with powerful memories of the king and use them to restore the projection. In the time of this however, Schneider abused his power to subjugate many people and forcibly drain them of all their memories leaving them as mindless shells. When the trio caught on to this they confronted him. He informed them that as part of his contract he was allowed to continue his research. But due to the obvious unethical procedures, Schneider was imprisoned in the castle dungeon and forced to work on the project without any further subjects, or pay. Angry with this he continued to work while imprisoned, but also continued researching. Here he learned to confine the memories to physical objects and used those objects to summon forth a visible manifestation of the memories. This project created the first real Forgotten entity, which took the form of the king. Schneider fooled the children into thinking their father had been brought back, but the bonded forgotten was still under Schneider's control. Schneider was released from prison and dismissed, but his revenge continued. The king forgotten began visiting the youngest sibling, Sarx, every night, and extracting his memories and bringing them to Schneider. Some memories got loose however and formed their own beings spreading the numbers of Forgotten throughout the kingdom. As the days passed, Sarx's body lost consistency until finally he faded away entirely. Meanwhile Schneider rebuilt Sarx as a forgotten, replacing any missing fragments with whatever other spare memories he could get. Thus, Marx became the second major forgotten to be created. The process continued until Schneider also took Maylene renaming her Seline as the 3rd major forgotten. Skotia eventually caught onto Schneider's plan and confronted him in battle. Skotia was victorious but it was too late as Schneider not only had already encoded himself as a forgotten, but him losing his body only meant he'd also lose control of the forgotten. Skotia's mind snapped as he slowly made his way back to the castle with forgotten streaming out from Schneider's lab behind him. Rumors say he made it back to his throne before the forgotten finally took him completely. But in his last moments, by knowingly being the cause of his homeworld's destruction, he left a memory imprint of the situation so solid and unforgettable in the minds on the people, that the collected memories of the citizens as well as his own would forever preserve his image  as it was in his last moments when he rested on the throne.

