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Lufia: Dawn of Fate

Chapter Six: Truth and Reconciliation


Early that morning, a Militia expedition team had been sent into the ruins, this time to investigate the lower, unexplored levels. After hours of cautiously descending deeper and deeper into the ruins, the team stops to rest. 

“I’m going to look around a bit. You men say here,” said the leader of the troops.

Grabbing a flashlight, he vanished into the darkness. 


Out of apprehension and concern, one of the soldiers rose from the group and followed him.


“Sergeant, you should wait for the rest of the squad,” said the soldier after catching up.

“Nonsense, private. We’ve already gone this far without any sign of trouble so what’s the harm in going ahead without the others?”


“I’m just saying that standard safety protocols mandate that our expedition team remain as a whole at all times throughout the duration of this—”

“Bah! Forget the regulations and protocols. Getting the job itself done is all that matters,” said the sergeant.

The two proceeded further and further until their sights came upon two things: a giant stone door and a huge statue standing before it. 


“What lies behind that stone door is probably what Mr. Rudhal sent us down here for,” said the soldier.

“Good. The sooner we blast that door down, the sooner we can all leave this place,” said the sergeant as he approached the massive construct.


“What are you doing, sir?” 


“I’m going to blow apart this door with a seismic grenade. You got a better idea?” 

“A seismic grenade? Sir, we haven’t analyzed the structural integrity of this floor. Detonating grenades could cause a collapse that would result in—” 

“Quit your yammering, soldier! Let’s just get this done.”

The sergeant began placing the oblong shaped grenades at points all over the door. 

After putting the final one in place, he backed away several yards and hit the detonator.

A piercing screech echoed through every corridor on the floor and was followed by a sweeping cloud of dust. 

When the dust cleared, the sergeant stared in disbelief as the door was completely unaffected by the explosives.


But what really baffled him was that the statue was unharmed as well.


Before he could orate with the soldier, a deep, daunting voice boomed.


“Trespassers…” 


The sergeant’s attention was now entirely on the statue.


“Leave… Be gone…” The voice boomed again.


The sergeant didn’t budge. He started examining the statue’s features.


It was tall; its height well over that of a normal man. It resembled a knight of some sort, holding a broadsword and its face masked by a helmet.

Little did the sergeant know that his hesitance would cost him dearly as the statue began to shake.

“I warned you…” The voice bellowed.

The symphony of silence was broken. And soon, the only music that permeated through the ruins was the sound of gunshots and frenzied screams…

The sleeper had awakened.


A dark fog materialized around the borders of the ruins and spread across the land, all the way to Horatio. 

The fog was as a barrier to all light, as not even the sun, in all its shining glory, could melt its malignant grasp. 

Morning came and was accompanied by shrill cries of hysteria.

Roland, who was still asleep, awoke at the sound of these voices.


After wiping the sleep from his eyes, he went outside to see what the commotion was.


Upon entering the town square, he instantly noticed that all around him was shrouded in shadow. 


The source of this phenomenon drew his gaze skyward.


A maelstrom of black storm clouds had congregated over the village, almost appearing to be holding it hostage.


“What do you think it is?” A villager asked.

“Don’t know. But whatever it is, it ain’t natural,” said another.


“When did this happen?” Roland asked. 

“Storm came down from the north bout’ ten, fifteen minutes ago,” the villager answered.


“The north? Isn’t that in the direction of Mantua?” Roland asked.


“That it is, lad. Strange thing’s been happening now since that light appeared. Livestock’s been getting restless. And the monsters around these parts are more aggressive than ever. It’s like they’re preparing for something.”

 “Preparing? Preparing for what?” Roland asked.

“Wish I knew,” the villager answered.

As Roland continued to gaze into the sky, Tara and Jake emerged from the inn.

It wasn’t long before the two were equally captivated.

“We should head back inside, Roland,” said Jake.


“I think so too,” Roland murmured, following Jake into the inn.

Back inside, Jake led Tara and Roland into his room to discuss the recent chain of events.


 “What is going on out there?” Tara asked.

“A villager told me that strange things have been happening ever since the light from the ruins appeared. This storm probably stems from that as well,” said Roland. 


“Speaking of which, have you finished decrypting those datapads, Jake?” Tara asked.


“Thanks for reminding me, Tara,” Jake replied, walking over to the table where he had set them down.

“Have you read any of them yet?” Roland asked.


“After I finished I was too tired to read any,” Jake answered.


“Well, I guess there couldn’t be a better time to start than now,” said Roland, picking up one of the datapads.

Meanwhile, back at the ruins…

“Don’t stop running! We’re almost there!”


“There’s the exit! Let’s make a break for it!”


What little remained of the expedition team darted out the gaping maw of the ruins. Exhausted from their flight, they seated themselves on the dew slick grass.

“That… that thing wiped out over half our squad…” A soldier uttered.  


“It’s a miracle we were able to escape…” Another panted.

“Escape?! For all we know it could still be following us!” A soldier stammered. “I don’t know about you guys but I’m getting out of here!”

Before the soldier could get to his feet, a tall, lanky man approached the disillusioned group.

This man was Rudhal.


Rudhal was a meticulous individual who made every aspect of his appearance as civil and dignified as possible. Everything from his business suit to his well trimmed beard seemed regal. 

“What happened?” Rudhal inquired, his voice radiating with authority.


One soldier, the same soldier who had cautioned the sergeant, rose to answer.

“We encountered a creature unlike any we’ve ever seen,” said the private.

“Describe it to me, private.”


“It stood on two feet, wore pitch black armor, and bore the stance of a man,” the private replied.

“What else do you know?” 

“It said that we were trespassing on forbidden grounds and that there would be grave consequences if we did not leave immediately,” he replied.

Rudhal silently contemplated while the soldier continued to elaborate on what had transpired.

“It called itself a “Guardian” and that the “Reign of Terror” would never be allowed to return.”

Rudhal remained silent.

“Is there anything else you’d like to know, sir?” The soldier asked.


“No, private. That will be all for now.”

Rudhal then returned his attention back to the other men.


“What are you doing just sitting there? You’ve had your rest, now get up and head back to the encampment,” said Rudhal. “Your debriefing will commence shortly thereafter.”


There was an exchange of murmurs before the soldiers rose to their feet and began trudging back to their base camp.


Before he could rejoin the others, the soldier who had delivered the report was stopped by Rudhal.


“Sir?” 

“Tell me your name, soldier.”


“Alyn Cesta, sir.”


“Private Cesta, would you be at all interested in a minor commanding position?”  Rudhal asked.

Back in Horatio, the three were nearly finished going through all of the datapads; unfortunately to no avail so far…


“Sigh… This can’t be right. We’ve gone through so many and yet we still haven’t found a clue as to what Militia’s intentions are,” said Tara.


“I’m sure we’ll find something useful from these,” said Jake.


The search for clues continued until a single pad was all that remained unexamined.

“You can have the honors, Tara,” said Jake.

“No need to be sarcastic, Jake,” she replied, reaching for it.


 A suspenseful stillness passed as Tara examined the contents of the final pad, her eyes darting back and forth as she continued to read.

“Looks like this was all for nothing, Jake,” said Roland.


“Yeah, it’s a real disappointment.” 

“Hey guys! I found something!” Tara exclaimed.

“You’ve got to be kidding me! Let me take a look at that,” said Jake, reaching for the pad.


After going over the mentioned text, Jake concurred with Tara’s claim.


“She’s right, Roland. See for yourself.”


Roland took the pad and began reading.

Log Entry Time: 0500 Hours

Author: Harris B. Connell  

Subject: Just Another Day


The boss is having us clear out another half mile of rubble so that the expedition squads can go deeper into the ruins. This is ridiculous! We work enough as it is at our normal jobs, now we have to do all this? I don’t care how badly Rudhal wants this “Dual Blade” trinket because all this labor sure is doing a number on my health.

Well, I’d better get ready to go back down into the ruins. My break period is almost up.   


I swear, once this is over, I’m contacting the Militia Union Department and giving them a piece of my mind.


After Roland finished reading, he looked back up at Tara and Jake.


“This is a personal log,” he said.


“It must have gotten mixed in with all the other datapads on accident,” said Tara.


“Well, now we know what Militia’s searching for,” said Roland.

“Do we? I haven’t a clue as to what this “Dual Blade” is,” Jake interjected.

“Dual Blade…” Tara murmured. 


“Do you happen to know anything about it, Tara?” Jake asked.


“Um… No. It’s just that it sounded so familiar.”

“What about you, Roland? Do you know anything about it?” 


“Well, I’m guessing it’s a sword of some sort hence the name.”


“Regardless of what it is, we still need to find out why Militia wants it,” said Jake.


Roland acknowledged Jake’s unsaid suggestion and left the room with him. 


Moments later, the two returned, dressed in their normal clothes, and began packing supplies.


“Get ready to go, Tara. We’re heading to the ruins,” said Roland, buckling his sword to his belt.  

The End

