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Lufia: Dawn of Fate
Chapter Four: Reclamation 

“How much farther are these tunnels?” Jake complained.


“It shouldn’t be much farther, the tunnels of Horatio are used very often,” Roland answered.

“Look! I can see daylight!” Tara exclaimed as the three turned a corner.


The three increased their pace as they neared the tunnel exit, the light of day intensifying with every step.


“Almost there,” said Jake.


“Race you!” said Tara as she began to run.

“Wait!” Roland shouted as he began to chase after her.

Tara had almost reached the opening when she heard Roland’s voice behind her.


“Get back, Tara!!” 


When Tara turned back after looking to see what Roland was saying, he found the barrel of a gun pointed right at her. Tara was face-to-face with a Militia soldier.

“What are you doing here?” The soldier demanded in a rough tone.


Tara was too surprised to come up with words.


“Don’t make me repeat myself, kid,” said the soldier, now aggravated.


“Okay, okay!! Let’s just talk things out,” Tara stammered.

“Fine then, why don’t you tell me what you were doing in the tunnels,” the soldier asked.


“Well, it all started when my airship was shot down by—” 


“That was your airship?” The soldier interrupted. 


“Is there a problem with that?” Tara answered.

“I’m afraid I can’t let you pass,” said the soldier, readying his rifle.


“What are you doing?!” Tara exclaimed.


“Sorry, kid. Orders are orders,” he answered.


Tara was petrified with fear, unable to think or move. All hope of escape seemed lost until Roland’s voice sounded behind her once more. 

“Get down!” Roland cried out.


Tara dropped to the ground on impulse as Roland threw his sword which became wedged into the soldier’s chest.


“What the… I…” The soldier uttered before collapsing.

Tara was still on the ground when Roland went ahead of her to retrieve his sword from the soldier’s corpse. After wrenching the blade free, Roland turned back to face Tara who had already gathered herself up from the floor.

“Never do that again,” said Roland with a stern expression. “These soldiers are being paid to prevent anyone from getting into or out of Horatio. They’re not going to make exceptions for anyone, especially for any witnesses.”


 “I’m sorry, Roland. I just—” Tara tried to explain before getting cut off by Roland.

“What would have happened if I hadn’t been here? You could of—”

“Roland…” said Jake, cutting him off.

“What is it, Jake?” Said Roland, maintaining his agitated tone.

“My father selected you to come along with us for a reason, you know,” said Jake.


“What do you mean?” Roland answered.


“Roland, my father selected you for this because he knew you would be able to watch over me and Tara. Neither she nor I would of made it this far without you,” said Jake.

“Jake, I…,” said Roland.


“Jake’s right, Roland. You constantly make sure that we’re both safe,” said Tara.


“You’re always either relaxed or serious all the time. It’s times when you’re serious like this that I see you more of a leader than a friend,” Jake added.

“I don’t know what to say,” said Roland. “You really think of me like that?”

“Of course we do, Roland,” Tara replied.


“We’re with you all the way,” said Jake.


“That’s… Sigh… Never mind, let’s just keep moving,” Roland responded.


“Whatever you say,” said Tara, following Roland out of the tunnel.
 
Horatio’s landscape consisted of rolling green hills as far as the eye could see. Renowned for its crop surpluses, Horatio was one of the most successful farmlands in all of Eastland. The spot where the three had exited the tunnels gave them a clear view of the village. Jake pulled a set of binoculars from his belt and peered into the quiet community.


Guards were patrolling around the outer walls while others were simply speaking to one another in the empty streets.   

“What do you see?” Roland asked.


“We got guards patrolling around the town as well as some on the inside. I don’t think they expect anything,” Jake answered.


“We could try taking the ones on the outside by surprise then sneak in and finish off the others before they knew what hit them,” said Roland.



“In order to do that we’ll have to move pretty fast,” said Jake, continuing to look through the binoculars.

After thinking over the situation, Roland came up with another plan.


“I’ve got it! I could create a distraction to lure the guards away from their posts while you two sneak inside the village,” he said.


“What about you, Roland?” Tara asked.


“I’ll create the diversion at the town gates and run along the side of the walls. Once both of you have gotten inside safely, I’ll get in myself,” said Roland.

“Roland, you just got through telling us the importance of being careful and right now you’re about to—,” said Jake.


“I know, but it’s the only way,” Roland replied.


With some hesitation, the three slowly crept down the hillside, ducking behind boulders and trees when a guard’s attention was brought their way. Soon enough, Roland was in position to make his move.

“Remember, Roland, energy based ammunition tend to lose a tremendous amount of power when forced to travel great distances. If you can keep enough space between you and the guards, their weapons shouldn’t be much of a threat,” Jake informed.

“Thanks for the advice, Jake. I’ll be sure to keep that in mind,” said Roland before springing up from behind the boulder.


“Wait!” Tara implored, grabbing Roland as he rose.


“What is it, Tara?” He asked as he returned to his crouching position.


“Be careful,” said Tara.


“Don’t worry, I will,” Roland replied.


Roland sprung from his cover once more, catching the attention of the external guards as he charged towards the village gates.


“We have an intruder alert!” Said a guard into his headset.

“Eliminate the interloper,” said the voice on the other end of the line.

“Take him out!” Said the guard as he began to fire at Roland.


Red rays of light dashed across the open plains as the other guards raised their weapons and began firing at him as well. 


Roland ignored the weapons fire and continued to follow his plan. Soon enough, he disappeared around the left corner of the town, the guards still on the chase. Jake and Tara took advantage of Roland’s diversion and emerged from their hiding place. With no guards in sight, the two approached the village gates.

To Tara’s initial dismay, the door had been locked. But, her disappointment soon melted away when Jake opened a panel in the door and began tampering with it.

“I’ll have this door open in no time,” he said, disconnecting and then reconnecting several wires.


Meanwhile, Roland continued to distract the guards as he managed to stay far ahead of them. However, his confidence faded when he looked back to see a guard head back the other way to try and ambush him. Roland cursed under his breath and could only hope that the other two would be inside before the guard spotted them.

“I got it!” Said Jake as the doors opened up.


“Great work, Jake!” Tara congratulated.

Just then, a guard came around the corner and spotted the two. Instantly, the guard raised his weapon to fire. This time, though, Tara was prepared for anything.


“Spark!” Tara cried out as she held an open hand out towards the guard.


The guard was spontaneously engulfed in flames.

Without further watching the guard burn, Tara and Jake entered the town. 

Back outside, Roland had circled the village and was back at the gates, now open. With several guards still behind him, Roland dashed into the village, motioning Jake to close the gates as he entered. The steel doors slammed shut as the guards came to them, locking them out.


“That was a close one,” said Jake.


“I hope I never have to do that again…,” Roland murmured, out of breath.


“We should get out of the open. They’ll be looking for us now,” Tara said, looking around.


Tara and Jake helped Roland to his feet and went into the shadows. After navigating through the alleys, they came upon a vantage point where they could see a conversation going on between one of the guards and a tall, blonde haired man.
From the darkness, the three watched and listened in on them.

“Sir, our units outside report that the intruder has gotten into the city,” said one of the guards.

“How was he able to get through the gates?” The apparent commander asked.

“There may have been others helping him,” the soldier replied.


 Another soldier came in.


“Sir, the gates have been sabotaged! All external units have been locked outside,” said the soldier.


“Damn… Sigh.... You solider, go and see if you can repair the gates,” said the commander.


“Yes, sir! Right away, sir!” Said the soldier before running off to the gates.

“And you, tell all of our internal units to comb the streets for the intruders. I doubt the villagers will have the hospitality for those who could get them killed,” said the commander to the other guard.


The other guard nodded and ran off as well, leaving the commander alone.

“I’m getting real sick of this place. I don’t know what Rudhal is thinking, keeping us held up here while he’s off on some treasure hunt,” he spoke.

The three looked at one another in confusion before turning their attention back to the commander.

“Oh well, I guess I shouldn’t be complaining. Just as long as I’m getting paid,” said the commander, taking a few steps forward.


The commander had just moved into a spot where Tara, Jake, and Roland could get a good look at him.

The commander was actually a young man, no older than 25. He was wearing armor slightly heavier than Roland’s and was carrying a sword at his side. He was a well built man that had the visage of one accustomed to much travel.


“The life of a mercenary…” He said before moving out of their vision.


After he was out of earshot range, Roland turned to Jake and Tara.


“A mercenary, huh,” said Roland. “I heard that some of the best sell swords come from North and West Land.”


“He looks pretty dangerous to me,” said Tara.


“You can say that again,” Jake added.

The conversation was broken by the sound of approaching footsteps.


“I think we’d better get moving,” said Jake.


The three moved further down the alley, searching for an exit. When about to make a turn into another corridor, the sound of more footsteps began to resonate from it.

“We’re surrounded,” said Tara.


“We’ll have to fight our way out… Get ready, guys,” said Roland.


Jake readied his pistol and aimed down the alley, waiting for a target to come into sight. Roland drew his sword and Tara prepared to cast a spell.


A uniform clad soldier moved into Jake’s sight and instantly received a bolt of charged energy to the head. The soldier lifelessly fell backwards, dropping his rifle.

At the same time, the second guard pulled around the corner and began opening fire out of impulse upon seeing the three. Roland quickly silenced the guard but it was too late; the gunshots had alerted the others.

Running out of the confined quarters, the three quickly entered the town square and prepared for battle.


One-by-one soldiers came out into the open to meet the intruders who had no intention of surrendering.


“There they are! Blast them!” Said one of the soldiers.


“Flash!” Tara cried out, throwing a stream of lightning that sent three soldiers sprawling to the ground.


While Jake was busy covering Tara’s flank, Roland engaged the enemy head-on. With a fierce downwards slash, he sliced a soldier’s rifle in two before finishing him off.


 Officers armed with elegant sabers rushed in to attack the young swordsman, but were no match for the masterful use of the blade that Roland possessed.

With only brief clashes of steel, Roland dispatched the officers as well as any soldier foolish enough to get close.


The battle was looking grim for the Militia soldiers as their ranks dwindled and dwindled as the seconds rolled by.


Soon, not a single Militia soldier dared to enter the town square.


It had seemed like an eternity when a lone man entered the battlegrounds, his sword drawn, his eyes flashing with indignation. 


This man was none other than same one the three had seen and overheard earlier.


“I must say, you’re pretty bold coming into this village, just the three of you,” he said. 


“I’d say you’re pretty bold coming out here all by yourself,” said Roland, trying to shake his trepidations towards this man.

“Don’t bother trying to sound tough, kid. Just hear me out,” the mercenary retorted.

“What is it that you want?” Roland asked with a challenging tone.


“I want you all to leave, now,” he demanded.


“We’re not leaving. Not until Militia withdraws its troops from here,” Roland replied.


“I’m not giving you an option. You can leave now or die,” said the mercenary, his patience wearing thin.


“My answer remains the same,” said Roland.


“So be it,” the mercenary replied, striking a fighting stance.


Roland turned back to Tara and Jake. 


“Stay out of this. I’ll take him myself,” said Roland before turning back to face his opponent. 


Tara and Jake reluctantly stepped back, leaving the two to duel.


“You’re pretty brave, crossing swords with a mercenary like me,” Roland’s enemy jeered.


“Let our blades do the talking,” said Roland.

Roland took the first move with a swift slash at his attacker’s head.


The seasoned sell sword parried the attack, slid his blade off of Roland’s, and countered with a sweep.


Roland jumped over the low swung sword and brought his own down upon his opponent.


The mercenary was quick to respond to this move and dived out of the way, narrowly evading the edge of Roland’s sword.


Roland’s foe then charged at him unleashing a series of attacks all of which are blocked by the young swordsman. The volley of thrusts and slashes ended with a press and hold of the two blades.

Intent on breaking the press to make and unexpected attack, Roland prepared to slide his sword off his adversary’s.


The mercenary anticipated this maneuver, placed a hand on the flat side of his sword and pressed off with all his strength, throwing Roland backwards.


Roland’s back collided with the stone rim of the town square’s fountain, knocking the wind out of him and causing him to drop his sword. With his opponent disarmed, the mercenary closed in to make the killing blow.


Roland recovered and rolled out of the way just as his antagonist drove his blade into the stone where he once lay. Roland then executed a sweeping kick, tripping his astonished enemy, whose sword was now wedged into a granite sheath. 


Both on the ground, the two reached for their swords, hoping to reclaim them before the other. 


Roland reached forward and grasped the smooth handle of his blade, while his opponent effortlessly tore his from its stony prison. In an epic display of speed and precision, the two turned back to face one another, the edge of their blades kissing the other’s throat.  


Both took deep breaths as they were both an inch away from death. They did not budge, their eyes fixed on the other. The whole world around them vanished leaving only their solemnity.  

  The minutes had rolled by like years when mercenary worked forth the fortitude to speak.

“I’ll hand it to you, kid. You’re better than I thought,” he said.

Then, something happened that Roland did not expect. The mercenary lowered his sword.


Although it seemed foolish, Roland was inclined to do the same, which he did.


The two got up from the pavement and sheathed their swords.


“I haven’t fought someone with skill like yours in a long time,” said the mercenary.


Roland didn’t answer.


The soldiers who had watched the entire duel entered the town square, seeing that there was some sort of mutual arrangement transpiring. 

“Gather your equipment. We’re leaving,” said the mercenary to his men.


“But sir—” 


“Look around you, soldier. We just lost nearly all our men here in a matter of moments. You really think there’s a point in continuing to fight?” The mercenary interjected. 


“No, sir,” the soldier stammered.

“Good. We’ll wait at the rendezvous point for the others. Hopefully by then, Rudhal will be done with whatever he’s doing in the ruins.”

After giving his orders, the mercenary began to walk away from the town square.


“Wait,” said Roland, the man turning back to face him.


“I would like to know your name,” Roland asked. 

“Gray. The name’s Gray,” the mercenary replied before continuing his way out.

The surviving soldiers followed suit, leaving the three alone.


“I have a feeling that won’t be the last we see of him,” said Jake.


“We have bigger things to worry about right now,” said Roland.


“You’re right, we’d better check to see if the villagers are okay,” Jake replied.


Jake and Roland took off post haste to investigate the surrounding homes, leaving Tara by herself.


Tara quietly sat down on the rim of the fountain.


“He seems so familiar yet unknown to me… Why? Why is this?” She thought to herself.


As Tara silently reflected on the days events, the villagers, who were now certain they were no longer in danger, crept out from their shut homes. The streets quickly became bustling with people who were now carrying away the bodies of the Militia soldiers. 

Tara couldn’t help but smile when she saw the cheerful spirits of these liberated citizens. Her gaze then caught sight of Roland who was apparently speaking with the village mayor. 


“I can’t thank you enough for you’ve done and risked today,” said the mayor.


“It was my pleasure, sir. I can only hope that Militia won’t return any time soon,” Roland replied.


“And if that time comes we’ll be ready for them,” said the mayor.

Tara continued to watch until the conversation ended with the two parting ways, the mayor leaving to attend his people and Roland coming towards her.

“Well, what did he say?” Tara asked when Roland took a seat next to her.


“He told me that Militia’s forces were divided into two groups: One stationed here and the other at Mantua. Apparently, this village was just a supply outlet for them,” Roland answered.


“What of the ruins? Does he know anything about what’s going on there?” 

“No. As far as the ruins are concerned, he only knows as much as we do,” Roland replied.


“Then shouldn’t we be heading there now?” Tara asked.


“We’re in no condition to press forward now. I think a day’s rest ought to be adequate enough before we leave,” said Roland.

“I could also use the time to decode all these,” said a voice from Roland.

Roland turned around to see Jake carrying an armful of datapads.


“Where were you?” Roland asked.


“I was checking out the homes that the soldiers were staying at when I found these,” he replied.

“What are they?” Tara asked.


“These are all the notes and discoveries that Militia has made during their excavation of the ruins,” Jake answered. “They’re all encrypted so it’ll take me some time to decipher them.”

“Good. This’ll give us a clue to what Militia is up to,” said Roland.

“Roland, remember what Gray said?” Tara asked.

“What of it?”


“He said that Rudhal was on a “treasure hunt.” Is it possible that Militia isn’t looking for that virus at all?” She replied.

“I’m not so sure about that myself either, Roland,” said Jake. “Anyways, these datapads will tell us the truth in due time.”

The sun began to set over the horizon, the orange glaze of afternoon slowly turning to darkness.

“We should get some rest now. We have a busy day tomorrow,” said Roland.


And so, the three heroes of the day made their way to the inn as night fell.

The End

