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Lufia: Dawn of Fate

Chapter Five: A Voice from the Past

Although accustomed to occasional visits, the Horatio inn was both spacious and comfortable. Each room was regularly cleaned and kept in pristine condition. Roland and his guests received the warmest greetings from the inn keeper as they entered.

“You must be the young man I’ve heard everybody talking about,” said the inn keeper.

“I can’t take all the credit. My friends here did just as much to help drive away Militia,” said Roland.

“Well in that case I guess I’ll have to let them stay for free as well,” said the inn keeper.

“Thank you for your generosity, good sir,” said Tara.


“Don’t mention it. If you three hadn’t shown up my business here would’ve been ruined,” the inn keeper replied as he began reaching for some keys that hung on the wall behind him.


 After taking three shiny keys from the wall, he gave each them to the three.

“These keys are to the special guest rooms. Normally I only hand these out to really important people like royalty but today I’m making an exception. Besides, I think you’ve all earned it,” said the inn keeper. 


“Where are the rooms?” Jake asked.


“They’re down the hall to my left,” the inn keeper answered. “You can’t miss it.”



The three went down the hallway as directed and each found their respective rooms. After opening the doors to their rooms, they discovered they would be staying in by the far the best guest rooms they had ever seen.

The beds had been crafted from some of the finest woods in the world and were topped with thick, downy blankets. The silken window drapes were in stark contrast to the room’s rustic feeling. Nonetheless, it was an exceptional accommodation.

The three settled into their room and were given clean clothes provided by the inn while their normal garments were being washed. After taking a quick shower, Roland lay on his bed, just thinking about what was going to transpire the next day.

Just then, Jake entered the room.


“Tired?” Jake asked.


Roland nodded his head.


“Yeah, I figured. Anyways, I’m going to start deciphering the datapads now,” said Jake before leaving.

Roland let out a long sigh before drifting into a deep sleep.
“You may cross…”

“Maxim. It could be a trap.”


“He said cross. Let’s go.”


“But…”


“Daos is testing us. He senses our feelings. Don’t show any fear!”


“You’re right. That’s what he’s doing.”


“My power is strong. The hopes of my people energize me.”


“Come on, Selan. We’re the world’s last and only chance!”


“I know.”

“There’s still hope as long as Dual Blade keeps its light.”


“Dual Blade... Its light is beaming even stronger than before.”

“We will destroy the Sinistrals and restore peace to the world. This we promise.”


“We promise. Together!”
Suddenly, Roland awoke, his thoughts scattered due to the ambiguous voices. Although they sounded familiar, they were faceless to him.

Feeling restless, Roland went to go check on Jake to see his progress.


When Roland opened his friend’s door, he found that Jake was still working.

“Who’s there?” Jake asked.


“It’s just me,” Roland answered.


“I thought you were asleep,” said Jake.


“I’m having trouble sleeping tonight,” Roland replied.

“Just so you know, I didn’t bring any sleeping medicine with me,” said Jake.

“What’s your progress so far?” Roland asked.


“Whoever wrote these encryption codes doesn’t know the first thing about security. A child could crack these things.”


“So I’m guessing you’re almost finished,” said Roland.


“I just need to go over these a few times more. Just to make sure I didn’t make any errors.”

“I’m going to go check up on Tara,” said Roland as he left.

“Suit yourself,” Jake replied.


Roland quietly approached Tara’s room and knocked on the door.

“Who is it?” She asked.


“It’s me,” Roland replied.


Tara opened the door.


“Roland? I thought you were asleep,” she said.


“I was a moment ago.”

“Well, what was it that you wanted?” She asked.


“I just wanted to see how you were doing,” he answered.

“I’m fine, thank you.” 


Roland was silent.


“Is there something wrong, Roland?”


“It’s just hard to believe it’s going to be all over tomorrow. After we get to Mantua, you’ll be leaving and I’m probably never going to see you again,” Roland replied.


“Don’t say it like that, Roland,” said Tara.


“It’s funny. We’ve only been together for a day and it feels like we’ve known each other forever. You know what I’m saying?” Roland asked.


“Yeah, I do.”


“Sigh… Well, goodnight, Tara,” said Roland.

“Goodnight, Roland,” Tara replied as she closed the door.

“I should go back to sleep,” Roland thought to himself as he entered his room. 


Soon enough, Roland was asleep and the voices returned.

“We did it.”

“You okay, Guy?”


“It’ll take more than that to stop me!”


“Artea?”


“I’m fine.”


“Selan?”


“We finally did it, Maxim….”

“Are you alright, Selan?”


“We finally restored peace to the world.”


“Yes, we did. Let’s go home now.”

“I’m sorry. I’m afraid I can’t go with you…”


“Selan? What are you saying?”


“The eruption went through me… I can barely speak…”

“Selan?! Talk to me, Selan!”


“I wish… I wish I could go with you… and hold our son again…”

“The fortress is collapsing! Artea, get us out of here!”

“Selan and Maxim are too far away! If we warp now, we’ll leave them behind!”

“Blast it! Can’t we do anything?”

“Guy! Artea! Save yourselves!”


“Maxim?!”

“The Sinistrals are defeated. You must tell the people.”


“But—”


“I can’t leave Selan. Please understand.”


“……”


“Let’s go, Artea!”


“Guy, you can’t be—”


“Maxim wants us to go! If we can’t all go together, that leaves us only one choice!”


“……”


“Artea, come on!”


“Maxim. The world will know. This I promise you. Goodbye, my friend…”
The End
