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Lufia: Dawn of Fate

Chapter Seven: The Last Leg of the Journey 

It wasn’t long after Roland and Jake had begun preparations for departure that Tara complied. Within moments, the three had gathered all that they needed for the journey ahead of them and left the inn for the village gates.


As they marched through the courtyard, they saw the faces of the citizens. These faces were of fear, apprehension, and dread. 

Determined to rid them of their qualms and return things to how they once were, the team went with haste.


But despite their resolve, the dark shroud made its hindrance evident.

Guided only by the light radiating from the ruins, they were otherwise blind to all else. What prey they would be if marauders and bandits been lurking through the dense fog. 

Every animal, including predators, had all fled when the fog crept its way across the land. Even local brigands decided not to take their chances wading into what was obviously bad omen.

The long stretch of land covered in the fog was devoid of all life save the brave souls that now ventured through it; undaunted and unyielding.

It would not be long before they reached their destination.


As the group drew closer and closer to the ruins, the same panic that had gripped the villagers of Horatio descended upon the Militia soldiers.


Fearing that this was the doing of the malignant fiend that now prowled the depths of the ruins, the soldiers were now given further reason to simply abandon their posts and flee.

However, Rudhal would not allow such infidelity and decreed that any deserters would be shot. Whatever happened, the company would hold their ground.


And amidst all this turmoil, positions within Militia’s armed forces had changed, placing the informative soldier as a squad leader. 

It wasn’t until this moment that he’d decided to confront Rudhal on making such an unexpected decision.

“Sir, I would like to know why you’ve decided to promote me to such an esteemed position in spite of my service record being far from substantial.”


“I am well aware that there’s nothing truly noteworthy in your records, Cesta. I made my decision based off of how you handled the disaster that occurred this morning,” Rudhal replied. 

“That’s hardly a reason to—”


“Let me finish,” Rudhal cut in. 


Rudhal motioned for Cesta to turn around so that he could see the entire regiment.


“Take a good look around you. Many of these men have served me for well over a decade. And with so much experience, you’d think they’ve just about seen everything. Agree?”


Cesta was silent.


“I don’t know what it was you encountered down there, but it was enough to put some of my finest on edge. You, on the other hand; a fresh recruit in comparison to these men, showed strength where theirs failed. And it is that strength that I look for when selecting commanders.”

“With all due respect, sir, I am no different from any of the men here. I was afraid as well.”

“Fear can serve as a crucible, Cesta. You may have been afraid just like everyone else at the time, but you managed to collect yourself and move on within moments. I can tell right away that those men in which you claim to be no different from will probably remain haunted by what they saw.”

“I… understand, sir. I will do my best to honor my new position,” said Cesta, leaving Rudhal’s tent.


The newly appointed commander made his way back to the ruins, completely unaware that he was being watched through the cover of the fog.

“What do you see, Jake?” Roland asked.


“I see one of them heading to the ruins right now,” he replied. “He appears to be an officer.”

“What about the ruins? How well is it being guarded?” Tara asked.


“Let’s see...”


Jake zoomed in on the entrance and relayed his observations back to the others.

“It’s guarded alright. I see two gun emplacements, a dozen or so guards on patrol, and a— I don’t believe this… They have an M.B.U.”

“What’s an M.B.U?” Tara asked.


“M.B.U stands for “Mobile Battle Unit.” They’re mechanical combat suits operated by human pilots,” said Jake, continuing his examination of the area.  

“But why would Militia bring out their heavy artillery?” Roland asked.


“It must be something inside the ruins. Mobile Battle Units are mainly deployed to fight powerful creatures like dragons. I’ve also noticed that they’re all on a defensive stance.”

“Of course they are. They’re trying to prevent anyone from entering the ruins,” said Roland.


“What I meant by “defensive” was that they’re all poised to fire at the entrance. It’s like they’re waiting for something to come out.” 

Jake lowered his binoculars.


“What’s our best approach, Jake?” Roland asked.


“I’m saying it now; this is not going to be easy,” Jake replied. “Any course of action will result in conflict one way or another. We can either attempt to sneak past the guards or take them all on at once.”

Roland evaluated the two choices. 


“Also bear in mind that regardless of whichever we choose we’ll probably have to deal with whatever it is the guards are waiting for,” said Jake. 


Jake’s addendum to the group’s predicament seemed to make things grimmer than they already were.  


“So, what’s it going to be, Roland?”


“If the guards are as numerous as you described, Jake, it’ll be impossible to get in unseen much less get out,” said Roland. “I guess our only option is to fight.”


“You’re the one in charge, Roland. It’s your call,” said Jake.


“If you want to us to fight them, then that’s what we’ll do,” Tara added.

“You guys do understand I’d rather not place either of you in any danger at all, right?” Roland asked.


“Of course we do, Roland,” said Tara.

“I appreciate your concern, Roland, but we didn’t get this far playing it safe. Everywhere we’ve gone there’s been fighting and Tara and I have pulled our weight just as much as you,” said Jake. “And if there’s going to be more fighting now, we’re ready for it.”

“In that case, let’s go!” Roland exclaimed.

The young swordsman sprang from his squatted position and bolted down the sloped hillside in which the group had been perched.

“We’d better do the same,” said Jake.


The two slid down from their overlooking position and joined Roland behind a dense thicket.

From there, they caught a glimpse of the ruins entrance and its defenders. 

“How are we going to do this, Roland?” Jake whispered.


“Our best bet against this large of a group is to take them by surprise,” he replied.

“How do you plan on doing that?” 


Roland nodded at Tara.


The cerulean haired mage held out an open palm; a glowing orb of flames forming just above it.

“You might want to cover your eyes and ears,” Tara murmured.

When the super heated ball had assumed a modest size, Tara hurled it over the undergrowth.

Cesta had barely reached the weed ridden pavement when he was blinded by a sudden burst of light followed by a thunderous explosion. After regaining his senses, he rushed towards the source of the disturbance only to find a smoking crater and traces of a huge brawl.

Several soldiers lay dead in the path before him; some were badly burned while others appeared to have been cut down by a bladed weapon. 


The scattered trail of bodies drew his attention forward where his eyes caught sight of the intruders. 

His gaze shifted between their backsides and the grisly sight at his feet. 

It was so strange how such a small group had managed to slay so many in so little time. Cesta’s alarm gave way to obstruction as he scanned his surroundings for anything that he could use to stop the interlopers.

At last, the blurred edges of a grey mass entered his peripheral vision. It was an unmanned M.B.U. 

Opening up the back panel of the hulking apparatus, he climbed in; locking the entry port. Once secured, Cesta grasped the controls and fired up the machine.


“I didn’t think that our plan would’ve work so well,” said Roland.


“Well, we did take them by surprise,” reminded Jake. 

“It almost seemed too easy, though,” said Tara. 

“Tell me about it. Wasn’t there supposed to be an M.B.U?” 


“You know, I’ve been wondering that my—”


Before Jake could finish his sentence, a rocket zoomed overhead and collided into one of the many stone pillars that adorned the ancient structure. The resulting blast caused the pillar to come crashing down, its impact kicking up a thick layer of dust.


When the cloud of powder had settled, Roland, Tara, and Jake discovered that they were now face-to-face with the battle absent M.B.U. 

For Tara, this was the first time she’d ever seen the elaborate tool of warfare. But, for such an advanced piece of technology, the machine possessed an awkward and clunky appearance. Its construction was essentially an armored rectangular body with a protruding pair of arms and legs. In place of hands, the M.B.U had one energy cannon and one heavy ordnance launcher.

“Stand down immediately. This is your only warning,” said a muffled voice within the hulking behemoth.

There wasn’t much distance between Cesta and his targets. In addition, he had a clear line of fire. 

Tension was building, and although having given concise instructions, Cesta already knew in his heart that they would not comply. Roland reassured that intuition when he notified the others to get ready to run.

Without a doubt, he was certain that fighting with such a tremendous disadvantage would be ruinous. 

Cesta tightened his grip on the controls, his finger slowly squeezing the trigger. Roland applied pressure to his feet, making sure that he had a firm footing.

A bead of sweat rolled down Cesta’s forehead as the odds of a nonviolent surrender diminished more and more with each passing second. 

Finally, the man lost his patience and pulled the trigger.


Having been prepared for the inevitable, the three dove out of the way and darted into the ruins. Hesitant to firing explosives into the ruins interior, Cesta made use of the energy cannon instead.

The blazing bolts scorched the walls and ceiling of the massive ingress; ultimately failing to hit the intended targets.

Cesta ceased fire when the last shadowy outline vanished from his view. 

Rudhal, accompanied by reinforcements arrived moments later. Cesta exited the M.B.U to meet him.

“What happened here, Cesta?” Rudhal asked, observing the damage.


“I was on my way here when a small group of intruders arrived and attacked our garrison. Judging from the number of corpses, I’m afraid that there were no survivors,” Cesta replied.


“What of the intruders?”


“I tried to stop them with this M.B.U, but they fled into the ruins,” said Cesta. “I’m sorry, sir. I was in a position to apprehend them, but I failed to do so.”

“You haven’t failed at all, Cesta. In fact, you’ve just solved some of our problems.”

“What do you mean, sir?” Cesta asked.


“In allowing them to escape into the ruins, you’ve also sealed their doom. When they reach the bottom, that creature will dispose of them. And even if they are miraculously able to defeat it and acquire whatever it was they came for, they’ll have to come out the same way they came in. And if that’s the case, I truly hope that they will succeed.”

The End

