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Lufia: Dawn of Fate

Chapter Two: The Journey Begins


Roland continued to gaze up into the starry night sky as the pillar of light continued its course into heavens. Its glow was like that of a beacon, a calling. The start of a trail meant for him to follow. As he pondered, his light green haired friend came up beside him.


“Hey, Roland, you haven’t said a word. Are you alright?” Jake asked him.


“Y— Yeah. I’m fine,” said Roland stumbling for words.


“It’s getting really late, Roland. Let’s just go bed now,” Jake added, yawning.


Roland didn’t answer and watched the pillar of light stop in the air. It was still obviously visible but held it’s altitude above wherever it came from.


“Roland, I’ll ask my father to look into this, okay? Now, I think you should get some sleep. It’s been a rough day,” said Jake.


“You’re right, Jake. Sorry, I kinda got caught up in it and all…,” said Roland, now taking his sight off of it. “Let’s go home.”


With that, the two took off for their homes as the moon rose to its highest point. Little did they know that the beacon would remain where it was, like a radiant pathway.


The next day came almost too soon as the rising sun took the place of the fell moon, driving away the shadows and brandishing the early morning dew. Jake’s father, Adam Shaia, the renowned and brilliant head of Shaia Corporation, had spent the night observing the strange anomaly. Pinpointing its exact location to an ancient ruin, he concluded that this was some sort of reaction from something that had recently occurred inside the ruins.


When dawn came, he woke his son from his slumber to inform him of the news.


“Hey Jake,” he said softly sitting besides him.


“Umm… Good morning, dad,” Jake drowsily answered. “What’s up?”


“You know that light you told me about last night?” His father replied.


“Yeah, what about it?” 


“It’s coming from that ruins site all the way near Mantua. It’s still in the skies right now,” Shaia responded.

“Mantua? That’s gotta be at least a hundred miles away!” Jake explained.


“That beam of light is that up high to be seen from here,” Shaia replied.

“Well what’s so important about it being all the way over there?” 


“It’s about Rudhal…” His father answered.


Two hours later, Roland awoke and got ready for yet another day. Within minutes, he was out the door where he ran into Jake. When he first saw him, he nearly fell backwards in surprise.


“Jake! What are you doing here?! I thought on weekends you help your dad out,” said Roland getting his footing back.

“I am helping my father out. He needs you at the lab right now,” Jake answered.


“Me? Why me?”


“You can ask him when we get there, now come on,” said Jake.


The two briskly walked up Ephras’ paved sidewalks until the reached the gates of a large structure that stood out from the rest of the town. Jake approached the automated gates of the building and gave his voice when asked to by the intercom on the side. After confirming his identity, the gates slid open allowing the two to enter.


As Jake took the lead, Roland looked at his surroundings. There were security cameras at every branching hallway with robotic guards standing in front of each one.


“You’re dad sure knows how to keep a place safe,” Roland sarcastically remarked.


“Shaia Corporation Labs are a constant target for rival companies to infiltrate. It’s only a safety precaution,” Jake rationalized.


“Trust me, Jake. I don’t think this place looks or feels safe at all,” Roland refuted.


“Whatever, Roland,” said Jake.


Jake finally came to a massive armored door, consisting of a single keypad.


“Don’t look,” said Jake, approaching it.


Roland turned around when Jake began to punch in the number code but turned back to see the displayed numbers that were hit. The display read: 160185-9625368-14901887. It was a long series of numbers but it was fairly easy to remember. 

After inserting the last of the code, the armored door opened up revealing the living segment of the complex meant for Dr. Shaia and his son.


“You have to put that code in every time you want to go to home?” Roland jeered.


“Yeah, so what?” Jake answered.


“What if you need to use the restroom and can’t hold it?” Said Roland. 


“Oh shut up,” Jake darkly replied.


After the last remark, both of them entered the living quarters and were warmly greeted by Dr. Shaia.


“I’m back dad,” said Jake.


“Hello Dr. Shaia,” said Roland showing the proper courteously.


“Greetings to you too, Roland,” he said shaking the red haired youth’s hand.

“Dad, will you tell Roland what it was that you wanted?” Jake reminded.


“Oh yes, the reason why I brought you here,” said Dr. Shaia.


The three went into the den where they all took a seat.


“Roland, as you probably don’t know, that beam of light you saw last night is coming from the site of an ancient ruin. After tracking the position of the beam, I discovered that it’s all the way in Mantua.” Dr. Shaia informed.

“Mantua? Isn’t that the kingdom that was destroyed by some plague centuries ago?” Roland asked.


“Correct. It is believed that by now, the virus that wiped out the entire populace has passed into extinction itself.”


“What does that have to do with the beam of light?” Roland asked.


“Recently, I’ve heard that the arms producing company, Militia, has sent an expedition team to try and recolonize the area now that the virus is gone,” Dr. Shaia replied.


“How does that affect you?” 


“The problem is that they’re not doing that at all. After listening in on some unsecure transmissions, I’ve learned that they are, in fact, using it as a ruse to excavate the ruins.” Dr. Shaia answered.

“What’s down there?” Roland asked. 

“As you may already know, Militia is a chief rival of Shaia Corporation. The president of Militia, Anton Rudhal, has been trying to bring us down for years now. My speculation is that some passive traces of the virus may still exist in the lower areas of the ruins. With the trace elements of the virus, it is possible to reproduce it into its original state. And I can only guess what they would do with it,” Dr. Shaia replied. 


“I understand your concerns, but you’re still not answering my question,” said Roland. 


“My best guess is that the last survivors of the old kingdom placed something inside the ruins related to the plague that had some sort of anti-tampering device protecting it. Knowing the nature of Rudhal’s men, they probably set it off, sending out the signal,” Dr. Shaia answered.

“But why would something like that be so huge and so noticeable? If the civilization that built the temple used it as a warning, why would it be made so that people all the way over here could see it?” Roland asked.

“Perhaps the virus was such a deadly epidemic the ancients made the beacon so that all of Eastland could see it. Remember this is all just speculation,” said Dr. Shaia.  


“Okay, then what was it that you wanted me for?” Roland asked.


“I need someone to go to the ruins and personally investigate what exactly is going on,” Dr. Shaia replied.


“Me?! Why don’t you just hire a mercenary?” Roland exclaimed.

“I’m afraid I can’t do that. I need someone trustworthy and reliable. Someone whose loyalty doesn’t go to the highest bidder,” said Dr. Shaia.


“I’m not entirely sure that I can stand up against an entire team of armed soldiers all by myself,” Roland responded. “Not to mention Mantua will take more than a week to reach by foot.” 


“You won’t be going alone. Tara, that girl you helped yesterday, will be traveling with you.”


“Tara? She’s here?” Roland asked.


“No. She’s waiting at the inn for someone to escort her to Mantua. It seems that Mantua happened to be her desired destination,” said Dr. Shaia. “As for transportation, you’ll be using my personal airship, the Falchion.”


“So now you also want me to protect her?” Roland asked.

“It’s just that both she and I have similar needs. She needs to get there and I need someone to find out what’s going on,” Dr. Shaia replied. 


The entire room was silent. Roland began to reflect upon Master Tristan’s words that he had heard the other day.

“So Roland, what’s your answer?” Dr. Shaia asked.


“Fine. I’ll do it. I just hope you remember this,” Roland yielded.

“I’m glad to hear that, Roland. We’ll begin preparations immediately,” said Dr. Shaia, getting up and going to another room. “I’ll bring the ship outside of town for you.”

Roland had a stern look on his face.


“Sorry about all this, Roland. It’s not that often that my dad gets volunteers for things like this,” said Jake trying to comfort his friend.


Roland said nothing as he got up and headed for the exit. Jake watched Roland as he trudged out of the complex and back into the town. Roland went into the inn where he found Tara sitting down in a chair, going through some of her supplies. When Roland entered, she looked up at him.

“Hey Roland, what’s with the face?” She cheerfully asked.


“Nothing at all, Tara,” he lied.


“I know you’re lying,” she said with a smile.


“And if I am?” He returned.


“You’re funny, Roland,” she said her smile continuing.


“Let’s go. Dr. Shaia told me he’d bring the ship outside of town,” said Roland.


“Okay, I’m ready,” Tara replied, getting up from her seat and following him out the door.


Tara and Roland began to head for the town gates until Roland remembered he needed to pay someone a visit before leaving.

“Hold on, Tara. I need to see Master Tristan before we leave,” said Roland, taking off towards the training grounds. “Stay right here. I’ll be right back.”


“Take your time,” said Tara as he left.


Roland reached the training grounds in no time and entered. He found Master Tristan practicing his swordplay alone and marveled at his skill.


“Master Tristan,” said Roland.


“Roland? Is there something that you needed?” He said, as he lowered his katana and turned to face him.


“I though about what you told me yesterday and I’ve decided to help escort Tara to Mantua,” said Roland.

“That’s good, Roland. You’ve taken the first step towards mastering your skills by acting without my guidance. I pray only that your journey is a successful one,” said Tristan.


“Thank you for your support, Master Tristan,” said Roland before leaving.


“Wait, Roland. Before you leave there’s something you must know,” said Tristan.


“What is it, Master Tristan?” Roland asked.


 “I’ve heard reports that monsters all over Eastland have become more ferocious, the ones around Mantua in particular. Be careful, I fear that some higher power is at work here,” said Tristan.


“I’ll be careful,” said Roland.


Roland ran back to the gates of town where Tara was waiting for him. 


“Are you done?” She said as he came by.


“Yeah, I’m ready to go now,” said Roland, continuing their way to the gates.


The guard hit the switch and the gates opened up, once more revealing the vast plains surrounding Ephras. The fields were all but empty except for a large, sleekly designed, airship that was hovering over a small patch of land. 

Tara and Roland found Dr. Shaia standing outside of the Falchion, looking up at it, staring at his marvelous creation. 


“Isn’t she beautiful?” He said when the two came up behind him.


“Uh…yeah, I guess,” said Roland sheepishly. “As far as airships go.”


“Who’s the pilot?” Tara asked.

“I won’t be flying it, if that’s what you mean,” Dr. Shaia answered. “My son, Jake, will be the pilot.”


“Jake?! Jake can fly that thing?!” Roland exclaimed.


“Well, of course. It’s not that hard. You just have to have a feel for the controls,” Dr. Shaia replied.


“Relax, Roland. You’re so tense,” said Tara, pulling his cheek.

Roland grimaced and clenched his teeth as Tara did this.


“Let’s just get onboard,” said Roland, heading for the access ramp.


“Hey! I was only playing around!” said Tara, chasing after him.


After hearing this, Shaia chuckled to himself before walking clear of the takeoff zone.


The Falchion’s interior was spacious and luxurious. The walls and floors were made of a silky smooth chrome material that accented the ships overall splendor. In the cockpit, the two found Jake who was preparing the ship for takeoff.

“Hey Roland,” said Jake, spinning around in his seat to face the two.


“Are we ready for takeoff?” Roland asked.


“Almost. I just need to check all of the ships systems first,” he answered, spinning back to face the controls. “This is going to take a few minutes. You guys just wait in the other room and I’ll call you when I’m finished.”

Tara followed Roland into the guest area of the Falchion where he took a seat on one of the long couches. Tara sat down next to him. A long silence followed that would of continued had Roland not said anything.


“So, is this the first time you’ve ever been on an airship?” Roland asked.


“Yeah, this is my first,” Tara answered. “What about you, Roland?”


“I’ve been on a couple of airships before. None as luxurious as this one though,” Roland replied. “By the way, why is it that you want to go to Mantua?”


“There’s something there that I…” Tara trailed off.

“What is it?” Roland asked, almost interrogating.


“I don’t want to talk about it,” said Tara.


“Why not? We’ve got plenty of time,” said Roland.


“Fine, I’ll tell you. About a week ago I received a vision in a dream. In that dream I saw the ruins of Mantua being raided by a group of armed soldiers. After the soldiers exited the ruins, a beam of light shot out from the temple and into the skies. When I woke I had this feeling deep inside of me to go to these ruins and see them for myself,” said Tara.

Roland was silent.


“I know, it’s pretty crazy isn’t it?” said Tara trying to hide her embarrassment.

“No, I think it’s a perfectly normal reason,” said Roland.


“What?”


“Master Tristan taught me that if you ever have some sort of premonition you should follow it wherever it leads you. Trusting your instincts is the first step towards becoming a master of the sword,” said Roland.


“Master Tristan seems to have much insight on the ways of life,” said Tara.

“Well, to be honest, sometimes the things he tells me don’t make any sense at all,” said Roland.

“Some things don’t have to make sense at first to hold true,” Tara replied.

Just then, Jake entered the room to inform them of the status of their departure.


“I just finished making the last of the examinations,” said Jake, leaning against the entrance frame.

“That’s great news, Jake,” said Tara ecstatically.


Tara and Roland got up from their seats and followed him into the cockpit, where he sat down and placed both hands around the controls.

After hitting a few switches, the Falchion’s engines began to hum. This hum then turned into a soft roar which signaled the beginning of the ships takeoff. Jake pulled down a lever which caused the Falchion to lift off of the ground and hover. After Jake’s father gave him the signal to depart, Jake flipped another switch and the Falchion took off into an ocean of blue.


Tara looked through out the windows of the cockpit and saw the trees and mountains zoom past in a blur, indicating their speed. Roland looked forward towards the horizon wondering when they would reach Mantua.


“How much longer, Jake?” Roland asked.


“It’s only been a few seconds, Roland. We won’t get there for at least another half hour,” Jake answered.

“Well, the sooner we get there, the better,” said Roland in a dismissive tone.

The minutes seemed to roll by like hours. The endless wake of clouds was the only thing that came into sight as time passed. Jake nearly dozed off at the controls until a beeping sound from the ships radar sounded. The young man looked up and around for what was within the vicinity. 


After he had scanned his surroundings for a good thirty seconds, two other aircraft came into sight. 


“Those are Militia Serpent Mk. II Fighters,” said Jake, his voice trailing off.

“What are they doing here?” Tara asked.


“Whatever it is they don’t seem to be friendly,” Roland interjected.

“They’re arming their weapons!” Exclaimed Jake, reaching for his headset.


“Attention Serpent Fighters, we are an unarmed transport vessel. Please disengage immediately,” said Jake into the transmitter.


Jake’s words went unanswered.


“Serpent Fighters, disengage. Repeat, disengage,” said Jake, now panicked.


The first of the two fighters launched a missile at the Falchion. 


Jake grabbed the controls and took evasive action. He had the Falchion turn to the far left, causing the homing projectile to lose its lock. The second fighter fired another missile in response.


Jake was having a very difficult time deciding on what kind of action to make next. He saw the ruins of Mantua as a dot in the distance in stark contrast to the second missile which was only meters away. Should he fire a chaff flare this time or perhaps eject the front section of the Falchion allowing them to avoid it. Overwhelmed with the amount of pressure he was under, Jake froze at the controls.

The explosive struck the Falchion in the left engine, scattering chunks of debris to the wind. The airship began to veer on its left side as it began to plummet to the ground, leaving behind a thick blanket of smoke.


The grand ship smashed into the ground, throwing dirt and torn up shrubbery into the air. The ships exterior was looking terrible. The left half of the ships hull was torn to shreds while the cockpit was crushed into the body of it.


The fighters circled the wreckage like vultures several times before their pilots were certain that there were no survivors. After making a final run over the Falchion they left.

As soon as the fighters left, Roland forced open the entrance ramp, coughing from the smoke. After Roland had cleared the exit of debris, he helped Tara and Jake out of the unstable wreck. When the three were at a safe distance from the Falchion, they all stared it, struck dumbfound at why the fighters had tried to kill them.

“I guess Militia really doesn’t want any visitors,” said Roland, trying to lighten Jake’s mood.


“It’s not that bad when you think about it,” said Jake, taking a good look at the damage. “The left engine and the cockpit can be replaced and the right side doesn’t look too bad at all.”

“Are you saying the Falchion can be repaired?” Tara asked.


“Of course. All I need for the outer hull is some alumina alloy and my father can easily construct another engine,” said Jake, turning to face the two.


“I think that the real question is what do we do now?” Tara asked.


“We have to keep going,” said Roland. “Ephras is too far to travel given the supplies that we have on us.” 

“The closest town is probably Horatio just on the other side of these mountains,” said Jake, pointing at the rocky peaks that stood to their side. 

“What if Horatio’s been taken over by Militia.


“We don’t have a choice here, Tara. Horatio is our only option for the time being,” Roland responded.

Tara silently agreed.

Roland took the lead and began moving towards the entrance of the tunnel to Horatio. He walked not a step without Jake and Tara following close behind.

And so the three entered the tunnel not knowing what dangers awaited them in the dark of these caverns.
The End
