The Chronicles Book 1, The Shattered

Chapter 13: Evan’Dor

A lone fighter ship floated in the bleak lifeless space, slowly it rotated about dodging most of the debris. The shield flickered a dimming blue, the two figures that rested in the ship’s cock pit were the only survivors of the space station DC-01. A spark flew from the shattered engine on the ship, a light flashed from within the cock pit, the computer had reactivated itself. A scattered voice sounded from the computer, a scrambled message from the home base of the Evan’Dor. 


“Com….der can you read u….s.. Respond for…r.escue …crew.” Magus grumbled and shivered as the heater began to die within the ship, Janus had curled up in a ball in the back of the ship. Magus slowly reached forward with his bitter cold hands and hit the transmitter button.


“That… Should do it.” 


Magus shivered again and rubbed his arms trying to get some sort of body warmth that wouldn’t come. Janus twitched in the back, blood coming from his shin and from the back of his neck. The explosion in the docking bay had almost claimed both their lives, Magus cursed Lexis under his breath letting out a cold fog from his mouth.


“We’ll be home soon… The cruiser will retrieve us.” Magus shifted in his seat and looked out of the cockpit’s main window. Pieces of the space station, mechs, ships, and Esper orbited about the main chunk of Esper. What ever the explosion was, it had done a number on everything around the planet. Magus shivered yet again, but this time it was not out of cold, but out of fear of what Lexis had truly created.


A shadow loomed over the fighter ship, Magus stubbornly falling asleep due to the cold did not notice the rescue crew. The ship was gripped by two massive angel projects P.E.A’s and docked in the cruiser. Both Magus and Janus were rushed to the infirmary. Magus awoke in the doctor’s office, a young at least seventeen-year-old nurse greeted him with coffee. He hadn’t taken any major damage, only a few bumps on his head. He sat up slowly, resting his back on the pillows, he sipped the coffee as he observed the area and the nurse.


“How long have we been out?” Magus questioned, looking down at his son who rested to the left of him.


“Well, it says on the chart you’ve been out for at least two days. Oh yeah, the general’s council told me to inform you of our victory of the Esper home world, though they reported one renegade ship escaping through a gate.”


“Interesting… Thank you nurse, when will we be ready to leave?” The Elder artificer asked in a calm and gentle voice.


“Your son has suffered major damage to his spinal cord, but is making significant progress in regenerating. You yourself may be released whenever you see fit. But we must insist on keeping your son until he makes a full recovery.”


“Right… Than I must be leaving, how close are we to Earth?” Magus slid off the bed, finding himself still in his artificer clothing.


“I’m sorry Dr. Magus, I do not have that information, you should go to the bridge of the ship and ask the general in charge of this vessel.” 


Dr. Magus began to stroll out of the infirmary, the cruiser was larger than the rest, he knew because he had designed all the ships. Evan`Dor’s council must be working quickly to repair the army Magus thought. Why else would they begin construction on a new type of ship. Magus made it to the bridge, after ten minutes of walking. The crew of ship turned to him as he entered the room, all sitting at their control panels keeping the ship active. General Trieven turned to the artificer and grinned.


“Welcome back to the living council member Magus Oria. We have been waiting your reawakening. We are currently in orbit of Earth, the council wishes to speak with you.” The general’s voice was stern and pride filled. Magus stepped down four metal stairs and walked up to the general.


“Tell the council, what ever they have to say I do not care. Some of the Espers escaped, most likely looking for assistance from their allies. The council will hold their tongue while I tell them of the current plight we’re in. Now ready a ship for my departure.”


The general quickly bowed feeling slightly inferior to the artificer. The ship was soon readied for departure. Janus was still unconscious Magus knew he would have to leave his son behind, but it was for a something much more important than tending to his son that would undoubtedly recover. The elder council member made his way to the drop ship, ignoring most of the cruiser’s staff on the way. He sat himself down, strapped himself in, and gave the command to launch.


The trip seemed so instantaneous, only because of his determination, time meant nothing to him. The drop ship flew in from the arctic clouds, gliding over the icy landscape, finally landing in the modified Evan’Dor headquarters still snug in the arctic land of Greenland. Magus stepped from the steaming metal ship, tightening his fur coat around his old frame. The wind gusted around him as he walked to the entrance of the cave. Two mammoth sized P.E.A.’s guarded the cave entrance, their soul stones were currently inactive. Magus stepped into the cave, the floor began to rumble and than dropped down. The floor had become an elevator that now sped down to the bottom of the shadow city. Magus felt slightly nauseous, they certainly did make many improvements in the caverns. The massive underground spires still struck up through the mountain that they built under. The city had become more futuristic, resembling the Esper cities more and more. Giant factories replaced most of the residential areas, the city was lit by yellow lamp posts that worked off the gating stone’s energy. More gardens had been placed to the left of the cavern working off of artificial sunlight, the residential areas now surrounded the gardens. Two massive P.E.A.’s guarded the bottom of the elevator, as the elevator came to a rough stop Magus could see the council buildings right down the middle-street directly across from the elevator. The council building had gained new spires to it, these were most likely for the new scholars who came into position once Lexis left.


Magus stepped off the elevator, slipping his hands into his trench coat’s pockets, he peacefully walked to the council building organizing his thoughts as he walked. Factory workers cheered the artificer as he walked down the streets, Magus was a hero to his people. As Magus approached the building he was greeted by two armed guards, they smiled, and bowed their heads opening the large steel doors.


“If you’ll just come with us Council Member Magus.” Magus only nodded his head continuing his walk. The entranceway was beautifully decorated with red carpet and well-crafted wooden tables and chairs, each table had its own priceless pieces on them. The walls were covered in elegant tapestries of the first council members. The main entranceway hallway led to other smaller hallways to the left and right, but the main steel door with intricate decorations in gold carved into it. The guards stopped and turned to face Magus as the reached the door, the both opened the two steel doors showing the council room to Magus. 


Magus stepped into the well-decorated council room with a roaring fireplace in the middle of the wall. The council members sat around the fire, admiring it while drinking wine. One of the elderly looking men turned his head to face Magus who stood behind his chair.


“Glad you could make it Magus. Our progress has been sky rocketing ever since the war began, we owe it you, we were going to have this meeting to praise you and tell you of our current progress, but you seem to have some other matter to discuss. You have the floor, speak your mind…”


Magus grinned slightly and spoke up, “I appreciate it… I’d like to begin with the most important matter, the Espers and their escape. As you know we were successful in desolating their planet, but not before losing our entire army from one source of energy.”


“The source of the energy we noticed originated from the planet, killing everything on the planet except for Lexis’s subterranean labs, which had the most important Espers in them. These Espers are according to the files Lexis had given us, Crono De’vol, Ty’Rune De’vol, Cid Ganfol, Cid Ganfol, Lina Elikeo, and of course Lexis Elikeo. We had confirmation of the death of the emperor, but his sons remain….” Magus was soon interrupted.


“Excuse me Magus, but who cares if these misfit Esper children and one single general got away? They have no fleet, no army, they are nothing more than the last of their race.” One of the council members said slightly mocking Magus’s plans.


“I’ll tell you why they need to be killed… They each hold a special pendant, except the Elikeo family. These pendants are rumored to possess immense power. I’m not one to believe in magic, but I was on the battlefields, I know what I saw. The Emperor’s children I know for a fact are a threat to this world, the eldest brother Crono holds the Golden Dragon pendant… Lexis said it harnessed the powers of life and death, he also said that it was a weapon against those who were enemies of the Esper people. I’m not sure if it was Lexis or the boy Crono who caused that massive energy release, but if they could do it once they can do it again. Their warship is still out there, our men couldn’t harm it, we were defenseless against it. I don’t think I need to tell you what will happen if they decide to counter attack.”


“To protect Earth we must kill these remaining Espers, they pose to much of a threat to just leave out there in space!” Magus proclaimed, as the rest of the council went into deep thought.


“Your excuse to spend a large amount of our resources on a simple witch hunt is outrageous, you don’t have proof, you don’t have a location, and you don’t have bravado on your side. I suggest you find your place within this council before trying to run it for personal vendettas against some Esper artificer! Now that that is out of the way….” Magus growled, he didn’t take kindly to being scolded.


“You may be willing to put this planet in jeopardy, but I for one am not… I will give you a chance, side with me, or die.” The council members laughed at the threat made by the rebellious Magus.


“Hold your tongue, you’ve got a lot of nerve to spit idle threats at us boy! Guards! Take this rebellious dog away!”


The two heavily armed guards who waited outside stormed in and grabbed Magus by the arms pulling him away. Magus smiled and slipped free from their grips. He quickly pulled a hidden gun from his coat and pointed it at the guards.


“Stand down, or die.” The guards reached for their side arms, but were met with two bullets through their chests. They fell to the ground in a bloody heap. Magus turned to the council members as they shook in fear.


“Are you insane Magus? Please put the gun away! You don’t know what you’re doing!” Magus grinned and pulled the trigger again, unloading the cartridge into the council members. 


Magus waved the smoke away from the gun shots, he looked down at the council members in disgust. He carefully slipped the gun back into his coat and turned away. He closed his eyes for a moment, he turned back around and opened them again. He glared down at the council members this time, and spat on them.


“Cowards.” The malicious artificer hissed as he walked out of the council room. As the only remaining the council member, Magus knew he had full authority over all matters in the Evan`dor, the “witch hunt” as the council members had called it would go through, he will save Earth, from all threats.


A month passed on Earth, no one bothered questioning the war hero Magus Oria. The Evan`dor loved the crusader, except for the dead council members. The entire Earth was now under the rule of the Evan`dor, every country was united happily, and all worked for the same goal, to eradicate the Espers and the enemies of Earth. With this new atmosphere in the world it was easy for Magus to set up a superior army of specialized assassins. He mainly searched through Asia for recruits finding their ways of close combat more effective. 


Magus’s eye took special interest in a young man named Mitsurigi Tasungi. He had been training his entire life to serve his lord as the best swordsman in the world. He himself took no interest in the war with the Espers, only concentrating on impressing his lord. By the age of 17 he had already mastered every known sword style and fighting style. Magus found this child would need a special visit to join. 


Mitsurigi’s home was on the outskirts of a city located somewhere in Japan. He lived within a mountain range with his parents and seven siblings. Mitsurigi of course was the oldest of the seven, he did all the main labors during the morning and his training the rest of the day. His home was distant from any other village, so shopping for food was out of the question, because of this his house became a farmhouse as well where six other siblings came in handy.


Mitsurigi saw little of his family, his mother served as a priestess to the lord of the land, and his father was a well-known samurai within the lord’s army. Serving his lord and his family were his only motivations in life take them away and he would become an empty soul. He would be easy pray for Magus’s manipulation.


Though the entire world was on Magus’s side, some parts of the world still remained neutral to an extent They would serve the Evan’dor, but only on Earth and would not go into battle. This complicated things with Magus’s gathering of warriors, they all seemed to serve someone else. The old artificer thought for days, he didn’t enjoy killing other humans, but sometimes it was necessary. In the end they would all thank him, wouldn’t they?


Questioning his own methods, Magus came to a stalemate within his own mind. But as for his artificial son Janus, he was as cold as his father was when he issued the order for genocide. Janus felt no remorse for any of his actions, and could not figure out why his father was so confused on what to do. The artificial boy had a plan, kill the lords they serve and say the Espers did while they were spying on our world. They would drop like flies to anger and hatred, and they would most certainly join the cause to kill off the Espers.


As his father fought with himself, Janus took the initiative. One by one, during the night Janus would sneak into the royal chambers of the lords that refused to fight, and slit their throats with Esper weaponry. Soon all of the lords were gone, except for Mitsurigi’s. As Janus’s father took special interest in Mitsurigi, Janus took special interest in killing this unique figure. Classical description of a lord old, wise, black beard, black long hair, stern face, a true leader figure. He understood why Mitsurigi would want to serve under a great person such as this. But never the less, he must die. With that ending thought Janus ended the life of Mitsurigi’s lord.


Mitsurigi awoke the next morning, the skies were gray and a heavy storm was just over the mountainside. He hated the rain, it always produced more work for him now he would need to clear the equipment out from the fields now, and make him late to the kingdom. The storm began, the wind was fierce causing the rain to slant and speed down like needles, lightning flashed in the distance illuminating the forest path Mitsurigi trekked through every other week to serve his lord. The woods were darker than normal, like a bad omen, a distorted view of the world that would soon become the true version. Walking down the mud path the wind continued to blow him toward the castle walls. Mitsurigi shivered and rubbed his arms trying to get warm as his rain gear began to seep water through. Crossing through the woods he arrived at the first gate of the kingdom, something was wrong though, Mitsurigi could sense it. The guards looked like hunched over shadowy figures in the darkness, only to reveal their true selves when the lightning flashed. 


They young swordsman approached the guards, they didn’t budge, they would usually stand proudly and declare themselves soldiers of the emperor. But now they seemed like empty shells of the former proud men.


“Excuse me, but has something happened?” Mitsurigi asked as he reached to the guardsmen shoulders.


“Sir Mitsurigi…. The lord…the lord has passed… This is land is filled with woe…” Mitsurigi’s eyes widened as lightning flashed in the background, impossible he thought.


Mitsurigi bolted past the guards and began a mad dash toward the castle. Passing by many depressed citizens and soldiers on the way, he leapt the castle’s massive wall with one jump. Landing on the squishy ground he began the dash again. He slid to a stop, a casket with royal banners around it and the royal family around it carrying the casket down the paved road to the castle. He caught a glimpse of the person inside the casket, his lord. Mitsurigi knelt down and held himself up with his sword sheathed in the wet soil. His wet rain gear’s hood fell over his head completely covering his face, rain poured down him, an unmoving young man paying his respects.


The rain began to let up now just light drizzle; the young man stood up and sheathed his sword. He glared, but not at anything in specific he was just filled with hate and disappointment in him self. He turned his back on the depressing scene and vanished as soon as a lightning bolt struck again.


“Well Janus, I hope you’re happy, you’ve managed to crumble the entire Eastern side of the Earth.” Magus scolded the young boy.


“Father, look on the bright side… You have the warriors you requested, they will follow you now with pure hatred for a foe they’ve never seen before!” Janus giggled a bit as Magus sighed and placed his face in his palms. They’re no better than the Espers were now, Magus mourned the senseless loss of life by his own son’s hands.

