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Lufia: Dawn of Fate 

Chapter Three: Into the Darkness


The tunnels to Horatio were often kept generously lighted for weary travelers but at this time, the caverns were near pitch black.


“I can’t see a thing in here,” Jake griped as he was forced to navigate by touching the walls.


“There must be something we can use as a torch,” said Roland.


Just then, Roland felt the hardness of a branch beneath his boots. Roland knelt down and after searching the floor, took the branch into his hands.


“Tara, can you make this branch into a torch?” Roland asked, handing it over to her.


“Certainly. Spark!” said Tara as a segment of the branch caught fire. Orange and red flames enveloped the end of the branch, melting away the darkness with its warming glow. The path through the tunnels was now clearly visible. 

Tara handed the torch back to Roland as he continued to lead on. The red haired swordsman tightly clutched his sword in his right hand while carrying the torch with the other. The orange-red glow of the flames complimented his fiery hair as the group continued their journey. Jake had his pistol in a lowered, yet readied position, while Tara stayed as close as possible to Roland.


Roland kept his gaze forward, until his foot came upon something, a body… Roland knelt down and examined the corpse. Roland was looking a middle aged man who appeared to have been shot to death judging from the amounts of blood that he was covered in. 


“Those Militia thugs…” Tara uttered under her breath.


“The poor fellow must have been trying to escape,” said Jake. “They’ll pay for this…”

“Don’t worry, his murderers didn’t do much better,” said Roland.

Jake and Tara looked up to the see a pair of bodies leaned up against the stone walls. Both of the bodies were wearing uniforms.


“Those are Militia soldiers,” said Tara nearly gasping.


“Any idea what got them, Roland?” Jake asked.


The soldiers had both lost grievous amounts of blood which was messily slathered all over their uniforms. Whatever killed them was no common monster.

“Roland?” Jake asked again.


“There’s an old tale about the tunnels to Horatio. In the olden days, there lived a terrible monster that dwelled in the shadows of this tunnel. Whenever anyone passed through here, the monster would come out and devour them. Then one day, the elders of Horatio discovered that light was the only thing that could drive it away. From that point on, the people of Horatio always kept the caverns well lit so that the monster would never return,” said Roland.


“You’ve gotta be kidding me. You actually believe in that old fairy tale?” Said Jake.

“You said the same thing when I first to you about magic,” Roland retorted.

“Well, that’s different…” Jake replied.


Before Roland could respond, the three heard a snarling growl that seemed to resonate from all directions.

“Care to argue some more?” Said Roland.


“Roland, we should really get moving,” said Tara.


The three took off posthaste, Roland leading the way, sword readied for a surprise attack at any moment. The growl sounded behind them and started becoming louder and louder as though it was chasing them.


The group came into an open chamber in the tunnels when the torch suddenly went out, shrouding them all in darkness.


“Curses!” Roland exclaimed as the light faded. “Tara, light the torch again.”


When Tara lit the torch again, its light revealed a chilling sight all around them.


The floor of the chamber was littered with the bodies of even more soldiers. Guns were scattered all about the place while the walls were black with soot. 

“What… What happened here?” Said Jake, his voice trembling.


It was obvious that Jake and Tara were in shock but as for Roland, he kept his stern on look to the situation at hand.


“Calm down! Both of you! We’re going to make it out of this mess,” exclaimed Roland.


Roland’s attempts to bring comfort to his friends went in vain when the same roar from before sounded close by. Roland handed the torch over to Jake as he readied his sword, placing both hands around it, awaiting the unseen foe. 


Soon enough, a hideous dragon creature emerged from the darkness. The dragon’s skin was a ruddy mixture of black and grey, resulting from ages of dwelling in the bowels of the tunnel. Its nostrils flared as smoke rose from them like a chimney. When it snarled, the three could see rows of jagged fangs, bits of rotting meat still clinging to them. With another roar, it began to approach them.


 “There’s no way we can run from this thing. Jake, Tara. Get ready to fight,” said Roland.

Jake readied his pistol, his eyes fixated on the dragon.


The monstrosity snarled again, as though it was mocking the three for readying themselves for battle.


Roland, sword in both hands, jumped towards the creature and delivered a slash to the midsection. The dragon’s scales were like armor absorbing most of the force from Roland’s blade but ultimately failing to prevent all damage. 


When Roland jumped back, the tip of his blade had but a tiny splotch of the monster’s blood on the edges.


“Flash!” Tara cried out as a bolt of lightning emanated from her outstretched hand. The bolt of lightning, struck the dragon where Roland had slashed it, inflicting further injury to the beast.

The dragon hissed in pain at this but the pain soon subsided for rage. A bright glow of light began to materialize around the dragon’s mouth as a column of flames shot forth towards Roland.

Roland dived to the side, avoiding most of the fire. The edge of the flames that managed to brush up against him, scorched part of his armor, but did no actual damage to him. Jake began to fire at the dragon but his attack did little more than further irritate the monster.

The dragon nostrils vented smoke as it prepared for another attack, this time at Tara. When the fires emerged and dashed towards her, Tara countered with a spell.


“Dew!” She said as a wave of water collided with the fire. In moments all that was left was a cloud of steam. 
Roland took this as the opportunity to attack once more. But as Roland approached the dragon from the side, it swept the ground with its mighty tail, colliding into him. The sudden attack sent Roland flying into the cavern walls where he fell to one side, dazed by the force of the impact.
The dragon let out a roar as it approached its injured adversary. Jake desperately tried diverting the dragon’s attention away from Roland but the monstrosity simply shrugged off his attack. 

“Strong!” Tara cried out as a bright aura surrounded Roland, causing the youth to open his eyes and see the imminent danger he was in. The red haired swordsman looked frantically for his sword only to find that it was right behind the beast that stood before him.

Jake quickly scanned the room for anything he could use to aid his good friend. His eyes came upon the rifles that were scattered across the floor and automatically grabbed the one nearest to him. 


With inhuman precision, Jake readied the weapon and fired away at the dragon’s backside. The energy bolts inflicted minimal damage due to the dragon’s armored hide but did enough to attract its attention towards the gun’s wielder. As Jake had hoped, the dragon turned itself to face him, giving Roland the chance to grab his sword.

Now with the dragon facing him, Jake loaded a grenade onto the end of the rifle and fired it at the creature’s neck. The explosion caused the dragon’s head to whip to the side giving Roland the only opportunity to fell the beast. 


Roland ran up the backside of the dragon and stopped at the portion of the neck that connected the skull to the spinal column. There, he plunged his sword downwards with all his might. The dragon let out a sickly howl. Roland continued to force his sword downwards until the very tip of the blade began to protrude from the other side of the dragon’s throat. With a loud crash, the dragon fell to the ground, kicking up dust. When the dragon stopped stirring, Roland withdrew his sword from its neck and wiped it clean of the blood.


Tara gave a held sigh of relief when Roland came to her, seemingly unharmed.


“Are you alright?” Tara asked.


“Yeah, I’ll be fine,” he answered.


The three paused for a while as they looked at the body of the dragon. 

“Militia must have put out all the lights in the tunnel to stop any civilians from leaving,” said Jake.

“Little did they know that they were sealing themselves in as well,” Roland commented.


“Uh guys, how do we know that there aren’t more of these things?” Tara asked.

“Tara’s right, we should get moving,” said Roland.


“Right behind you,” said Jake, handing the torch back to Roland.


After Roland took the torch back into his hands, the three continued their journey to Horatio, unsure of what trials awaited them there as well.
The End

