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Prologue

Let me tell you the tale of Maxim, the Dual Blade, and the four Sinistrals. Ages ago, it was a time when the sword and sorcery ruled. The people lived their lives in peace until the coming of the Sinistrals. The Sinistrals were foul and wicked beings who tried to seize control of the entire world from Doom Island amongst the clouds.

The Sinistrals were beings of Destruction, Chaos, Terror, and Death.

In man’s darkest hour, the great hero Maxim rose up and stood against the Sinistrals. Wielding the Dual Blade he and his companions destroyed the evil ones thus saving the world.

However, in the aftermath following the final battle, Maxim was left alone on the nightmarish island as it plummeted to the sea below. He, the island, and the Dual Blade were forever lost. Mankind recovered from the devastation and flourished once more. Many centuries have passed since those dark days….

Lufia: Dawn of Fate
Chapter One: A New Beginning


Dawn came almost too quickly in the town of Ephras. As the sun gave off its golden glow and rose above the horizon, the streets slowly became lively and bustling. It was just another day of work for the unsuspecting townsfolk of Ephras. However, for one fiery red haired youth, destiny would begin to come to fruition on this day; a fate that would shape the future of the entire world.
The Town of Ephras


“Roland! Wake up or you’re going to be late for morning practice!”  A voice said.


“Aww… Jake, I told you not to wake me this early…,” said the red haired youth, slowly rising from his bed.


“Hey, it’s not me who needs you awake, it’s Master Tristan,” Said the green haired young man.


“Why does he always do this?” Roland thought to himself as he put on his half mail armor.


After grabbing his sword and slipping on his boots he dashed out the front door to join his long time friend.


“Why does it matter so much to you whether or not I’m late to practice? You’re not even in swordsmanship training,” said Roland as the two walked to the local training grounds.


“Master Tristan told me that you’re his best student and that you’ll probably surpass him at everything some day.” He replied.

“So?” Roland casually remarked. 


“As his best student don’t you think that you shouldn’t come late every time?” Jake answered.


“Why do you care so much about me becoming some master swordsman, you don’t use a sword, you use all the leftover guns that your dad makes,” said Roland.


“Shaia Corporation makes plenty of weapon models, it’s not uncommon that we make our older versions obsolete once in a while,” Jake replied.

“And that’s where you come in to take the old ones,” said Roland.

“Yep.”

“Guns are nice and all but in some fights the only thing you want more than anything else is a trusty sword by your side,” said Roland, patting the hilt of his sword.

“Why is that?” Jake asked.

“You’ve seen the monsters around town haven’t you? It takes quite a few shots from the standard arms to bring just one of them down, but I’ve seen Master Tristan take them out in just one blow.”

“Are you trying to say that a sword can beat a gun?” 

“I don’t know, but Master Tristan said something about the fighting spirit of a fighter can be projected through a sword or direct weapon while a gun cannot.” Roland answered.


“That doesn’t make any sense,” Jake refuted.


“You’ve seen magic done before haven’t you?”

“Yeah.”


“It’s kinda like that. You know, some sort of unexplainable power that happens to be within us,” said Roland.

The two came to the gates of the training ground.


“Well, this is my stop. See you later, Jake,” said Roland.


“You too, Roland,” said Jake, walking off.

Roland pushed open the doors of the training grounds and stepped inside.


Inside, he watched as younger swordsmen-in-training were busy practicing slashes and thrusts. As he continued looking, his eye caught attention of a tall, lean figured man with long black hair. This man was Master Tristan, the lead instructor of the training grounds. He stopped instructing to look at Roland and then resumed his teaching.


After the lesson Roland spoke alone with Master Tristan. 


“You called for me, Master Tristan?” Roland asked.


“Yes, I needed to speak with you alone, Roland,” he replied. “Come have a seat right here.” 


Roland took a seat on one of the training ground cushions.


“Roland, there’s something you must know.”

“What is it, Master Tristan?” 

“I believe that is there is no more that I can teach you as a student of sword.” He answered.


“What do you mean?” 


“Roland, I believe that you were born with a natural talent for wielding the sword. Now that I’ve known you for so long, I am certain your talents far surpass my own,” Tristan answered.

“You can’t be serious!” 

“In teaching you in the ways of my own methods, I am hampering your true potential. In order for those such as yourself to truly become a master of the sword, they must progress on their own without the guidelines of another governing them. Please understand this, Roland,” Tristan finished.


“I will respect your decision, but I want you to know that every moment I spent training with you as my mentor was worth it,” said Roland.


“Your gratitude is appreciated. Now, allow me to continue training the others,” said Tristan.


Roland began his way out when suddenly a security officer came rushing in. The officer went over to Master Tristan.


“Master Tristan, the monsters are going berserk! Our forces have already starting firing at them but our weapons are completely ineffective!” Said the officer, still catching his breath.


“Are you certain?” Asked Tristan.


“Yes, sir,” the officer replied.


“How many are there?” 

“At least twenty of them,” the officer answered.


“Is there anyone hurt?” 

“Not yet sir, our men are keeping as much distance as possible, but there’s this girl who the monsters seem to be going after.”


“Describe the girl to me,” Tristan inquired.


“She’s a young, blue haired girl. She’s using magic against the monsters but I don’t think that she can keep them away from her much longer. Every time we try to get her out of there the monsters get in the way almost as though they know we’re trying to rescue her,” the officer responded.


“Very well then. I’ll see what I can do,” said Tristan getting ready to leave.


“Students, class is dismissed for today,” he said grabbing his sword.


As Tristan began to leave he turned to Roland. 


“Roland, you’re coming with me,” said Tristan.

“What?!” Roland exclaimed.


“From the number of them and as fierce as this officer says they are, I’d appreciate it if you came along to help me.”


“Understood, Master Tristan,” said Roland.


With that, the two exited and began their journey to the gates of the town. As they neared the gates they heard a familiar voice coming from behind them.


“Wait! Wait for me!” The voice of Jake cried out.


The two turned to see Jake franticly running after them.


“Jacob Shaia, return home! It’s dangerous outside!” Tristan scolded.


“Jake, what do you want?” Said Roland with an irritated tone.


“I know what it is you’re up against and I want to help!” Said Jacob, now caught up.


“I’m certain you have good intentions but now is not the time,” said Tristan.


“I know I can help. I can back you guys up with some fire support,” he said pulling out an energy pistol.


“Well, alright. Just try not to get in the way,” said Tristan.


“Thanks guys, I won’t let you down!” Said Jake.


“Are you three ready?” The gate guard asked.


“Yes,” said Roland.


“Okay then. Try not to get killed,” the guard said, opening the gate.


The gates opened up revealing the open plains now speckled with ravenous monsters attacking a young girl caught in the middle of it.


“Let’s go, Roland!” Said Tristan, taking off.


The two drew their swords and began charging towards the girl, followed closely by Jake.


“Flash!” The blue haired girl cried out as a bolt of lightning struck and disintegrated a red jelly that dived at her. Before the next monster attacked, the lizardmen around her spun around to see three men dashing directly at them. The lizardmen brandished their short swords and began charging towards the three.

Roland and Tristan took notice of the lizardmen. 


“Get ready, Roland,” said Tristan.


The two groups were within striking range of one another when the lizardmen all lunged forward with a jab.


Roland and Tristan sidestepped and followed up with a downwards slash to the arm of the lizardmen. With a strained snarl, the one Tristan struck wasn’t able to lift its blade allowing him to finish it off with a stab to the stomach. The lizardman Roland attacked was still active and began to swing wildly at him. Jake began to fire at the third lizardman with his pistol, aiming directly for the head. 

The initial energy bolts were absorbed by the thick skull of the monster but the following shots penetrated through, incapacitating the creature. The surviving lizardman clashed swords with Roland but was vanquished when the young swordsman slid his blade off of the lizardman’s and slashed at the throat. With a sickle gurgle, the beast fell backwards; dead. 


The three continued their charge to the aid of the girl who was now facing exhaustion.


“Can’t… too much magic spent… uhhh...,” she sighed collapsing to the ground from the overuse of magic.


The monsters crowed in triumph at the fall of their prey until a blur zoomed by, sweeping a group of them down, while another came to carry the fatigued girl.

Roland ran as fast as he could to Jake, waiting to take the girl.


“Here, Jake. Take care of her while I help Master Tristan,” said Roland, dropping her off.


In a heartbeat, Roland was back into the fray fighting alongside his mentor. With a fierce jumpslash, Roland sliced a red jelly in half as Tristan unleashed a flurry of sword strokes to a giant tarantula.



Within moments every monster in sight was dispatched. 


After the fighting ended, Tristan wiped his blade clean of blood and sheathed it, Roland followed suit.


The two swordsmen then walked over to Jake who was examining the stunned girl. 


“Is she alright?” Tristan asked.


“She’ll be fine. She’s just tired from using too much magic in one setting,” Jake answered.


After a few minutes the girl began opening her eyes.


“She’s awake,” said Jake.


Roland and Tristan rushed over to her upon hearing this.


“Uhhh…who are you? Were you the ones who helped me?” The girl said softly, still being held by Jake.


“It’s alright miss, you’re safe now,” said Tristan.


“You must be exhausted, let’s get you back to town,” said Roland.


“Here,” said Jake hoisting her back to Roland.


As they began to return to the town, Roland asked the girl a single question, “What’s your name?”


“Tara, my name’s Tara,” the girl replied. 

The group stopped at the local inn and dropped Tara off there for the night. 


“Rest now, you should be fine by tomorrow,” said Tristan to Tara after paying the innkeeper.


  Tristan then left leaving Roland and Jake with Tara.


“So what were you doing out there?” Jake asked.


“I was traveling from one town to another when suddenly those monsters came out of nowhere and attacked me,” Tara answered.


“You must be pretty powerful with magic to have held off that many monsters,” said Roland.


“My gifts in magic are a natural talent. I use it to protect myself much the same way you do with that sword,” she said to Roland.

“Is that a compliment?” Roland asked.


“Maybe,” said Tara.


Roland gazed at Tara’s face for a long time. It was like a forgotten memory. He felt as though he had seen her before in some dream ages old. Roland banished the thought with a question.


“So, then, where are you from?” He asked.


“I have no memory of where I was born,” she answered.


“Well, where are your parents?” Roland asked.


“I don’t remember them at all. What they looked like or who they were. Every time I try to picture them, there’s nothing there.”


“Then we are alike,” said Roland.


“Huh?” She said.


“I have no memory of my parents either. I was found here at the gates of Ephras, asleep as an infant. Master Tristan took care of me for a few years until he thought that I was old enough to support myself. When he asked me whether or not I wanted to become a swordsman, I couldn’t refuse.”


“So that’s why you became a swordsman?”


“Not just that. There was also this urge to pick up that sword and fight with it.”


“Fight what?” Tara asked.


“I’m not yet certain yet. All that I know is that there’s this yearning for me to fight something out there. Not some monster I know that, but something greater… grander… something not natural.”


“Then it’ll be some battle won’t it?” 


“Yeah, I guess so,” said Roland. “Oh, I’m sorry for keeping you up. We’ll leave now. Come on, Jake.”


“Well, see you later,” said Jake.


“Bye guys,” said Tara as they both left.

Meanwhile….

North of Ephras


A well dressed man was observing the excavation of an ancient ruin. A workman emerged from the site to inform the observer of the progress.

“Mr. Rudhal, the ruins are empty. There’s nothing in here,” he said.


“Impossible, every myth, every manuscript, every tale has led us here, yet there is nothing,” said Rudhal.

A beam of light shot up from the ruins and ascended into the skies above like a beacon. The light was so high and so bright, it could be seen from across the land.


In Ephras, Roland looked up into the night sky, seeing the radiant pillar of light.


“What is that?” Jake asked him.


Roland didn’t answer, the destiny set out before him had just been laid down and the cogs of fate had already begun to turn.  

The End

