The Chronicles Book 1, The Shattered

Chapter 14: The Plan.


Two years now after the destruction of Esper, Magus has secured his position as dictator, his specialized army was formed with ease and the select few quickly became acquainted. The power of the Evan’Dor grew with every month, as they conquered other planets and moons. There were at least thirty different Human colonies now, each loyal to the veteran and sovereign Magus Oria. The only ones who questioned the power of Magus were his personal guard, mainly Mitsurigi. 


Magus had been planning a strike on the escape ship the Espers had used, but to do this he would need to find the missing vessel. It had escaped from all sensors and scout ships, it was somewhere deep in the elder parts of space. He had heard strange things about that part of space from other worlds he had ‘liberated’. The local lore talks about how that part of space was the birth place of the “Elves” a race incredibly powerful and mysterious. He had run into some of these Elves on his warpath, or at least what he thought were Elves. They were actually sub-species of the mysterious race. The ones that would talk kept speaking of a place called Aloria, and Demoria. Saying the good Elves live on Aloria and the bad Elves live on Demoria. It sounded childish, some form of heaven and hell that weren’t so celestial. 


Wherever the Espers were going it was most likely to one of these worlds. Since Lexis had proudly spoke of how ancient his race was, it was likely they had made friends with the Elves. Two of the oldest races conspiring against a younger race, seemed unfair, but Magus knew he still had the upper hand. The usual species the Evan’dor had been coming across were peaceful and good friends with the Espers, it was highly probable that the Elves were as peaceful and loving as the rest. All he needed now was some form of direction on where to search for this planet.


Natives of a planet called Uller, spoke of Aloria as if it were a giant green gem in space, the size of two gas giants. It had two blue suns orbiting it, instead of the planet orbiting the suns. Every hundred years the planet would come into viewing range of their telescopes, giving Magus a general idea of where its located. He gave the description of the planet to everyone in his fleet. The orders were to search for it until they ran out of food. 


As for Demoria, no one wanted to speak of that place. All Magus got out of natives was that this planet was not the friendly type. It had numerous legends about it, none of which made any bit of sense. They were all out of chronological order from what he could gather, everyone spoke of demons, and creatures called vampires. Ghosts, and other such things that would usually haunt one’s dreams. It was clear that the Espers would most likely stay clear of that planet, so the hunt was centered on Aloria. 


Blankets of fog shrouded the shallow creek that ran like a snake through a forest. Autumn leaves swirled around the young prince, as he stood shin-deep in the creek’s ice cold water. He clenched the handle of the La Gaea tightly, his heartbeat fastened, a dull white light pierced through the veil of fog dancing playfully on the La Gaea’s now dark purple blade. Tevik looked at the blade as he held it up pointing away from his chest as he examined it. The light still danced on it, his eyes narrowed as he looked up. A medium sized figure, no bigger than five feet stood a few yards away, its image silhouetted by the growing flames behind it. It began to walk forward with a it’s hand held out palm facing up. Pale skinny fingers reached out toward Tevik, the prince tried to move back, but found himself bound to the icy water. A silver light sparked from where the creature’s eyes would be.


“Show yourself! Where am I? I demand you answer me!” Tevik shouted as he readied himself with the La Gaea. A sinister laugh bellowed from the creature. The creature began to speak in a foreign tongue, it sounded Elven, but was far more harsh sounding and less smooth. Tevik fell to his knees unwillingly, a stinging pain shot up his spine and he lowered his head. The prince tried to cry out, but his cries were deafened by high pitch sound that seemed to echo from all sides of the forest.


“Silly Esper…” The creature placed its right hand on Tevik’s head.


“You, the Humans, and the Elves are a disease. Remember this when I come to you…. You won’t be so confused when I kill you and the others…” Tevik finally regained control of his body, he quickly looked up pushing the creature’s hand off his head. He looked up to see an Elf, he had black tear lines falling from his eyes, bright gray eyes, braided gray hair falling across his cheeks accompanied by long silver spiky hair with black tips pushed forward almost going over to cover his face. The Elf was young in appearance, but his eyes cried of an old tortured soul. 


“When you see me again, you may refer to me as Kilik Treva, devourer of souls, and the re-incarnation of free will. Until than Lil’ Tevik, sleep well, sleep well…” Tevik’s vision began to blur to a bright white light. 


The prince’s vision came back to him as he shot from his bed, now sitting up he breathed heavily as his heartbeat continued to rise. The golden Dragon pendent hung from his neck and rested against his bare chest. His red eyes now wide open, he scanned the room with them. Nothing, but his stale metal gray quarters lit by a blue lamp that rested on the nightstand next to Tevik’s bed. The La Gaea rested up against the nightstand, shimmering in the blue light. Tevik pushed off the gray soft blankets that covered him, he quickly got dressed in his casual clothing. A long blue shirt under a faded black shirt, with quilted cotton pants. He stood up barefoot, and rubbed the back of his head. He slowly stumbled toward the door that slid open electronically. He walked out into the drafty metal halls of the Repidina. A few thoughts raced through his mind, but he put an order them. Seek counseling from Lexis, speak with his treacherous brother Ty’rune, and stay awake on the bridge for the rest of the night.


The young Esper made his way to Lexis’s room that was just a few rooms down. Cid and Gau’s rooms were on both sides of Tevik’s, but they still rested comfortably in their beds. Two knocks rang out softly on Lexis’s door. Tevik waited for at least two minutes until the old artificer came to the door. The door slid open to reveal Lexis still in his artificer’s uniform, wide-awake with a cup of coffee in his hand. Lexis smiled kindly at the prince.


“How can I help you Tevik? You look a bit disturbed.” Tevik sighed in relief, Lexis had a calming and gentle voice that eased the Emperor’s children almost every time. 


“May I come in Lexis? A couple odd things have been happening, I was hoping you could help me out with em’.” Lexis sipped his coffee and stepped aside-letting Tevik enter.


The old man’s room was covered with blue prints and books, there was no bed, only three chairs and tables. Aside from the blue prints and books, there was a coffee maker, coffee beans, and a few coffee mugs. Tevik was sure, if Lexis lost his coffee, the entire universe would simply stop working, its what kept the old man awake and ever watchful of the problems in the universe.


“So, young prince, how can I assist you?” Lexis said as he fell back into his work chair and sat comfortably sipping his coffee.


“Well, you know how dreams can sometimes predict the future? Or, how they can sometimes be manipulated by an outer force?” Lexis simply nodded.


“Indeed lad’, have a bad dream or somethin’?” The boy sighed heavily and sat down next to the table. 


“Yeah, you can say that. I was in this unusual forest with the La Gaea in my hands. I was just standing in this creek that had freezing water in it and than suddenly this light beams out from the fog around me and strikes the La Gaea. The light shimmers a bit on the La Gaea’s blade that is purple for some reason, than it stops and I look up. There’s this crazy Elf in the distance and the forest is now on fire. The guy called himself Kilik Treva, and I believe he knows us somehow, but isn’t interested in peace talks. The guy said he was going to kill us all, and the Elves to… It doesn’t make sense, because Elves don’t kill, especially their own kind!”


Lexis’s eyes widened a bit as he sipped his coffee. He set his coffee mug down on a few blue prints and looked up at Tevik. Tevik was shivering still and seemed as frantic as he was when he entered. The elder artificer examined the boy some more, only to notice that the Golden Dragon pendent was shimmering. Lexis clenched his hands together and rested his chin on them.


“Lad’, I believe you had an encounter with a demon of sorts. Have you ever read the fairy tales of Aloria?” Tevik shook his head.


“Nope, I’ve never heard of Aloria until a year or two ago when Ty’rune began to ramble about it.”


“Well m’boy, its story time than. A long, long time ago a great battle waged between the Angels and the shadowy creatures called the Netheran. The war was started by a certain Elf by the name of Kilik Treva. He was banished from Aloria for having unusual ideals that clashed with the norm’ of their society. Any who, this is about the time that the Dragon Pendants were being created, so while Kilik Treva was in exile he came across the dragon who was creating the pendants. Not many are quite sure how it happened or anything, I suppose that’s why it’s a fairy tale. Anywho, the Elf threatened to kill the dragon unless he gave up the strongest of all the pendants, which as we all know is yours m’boy. The dragon submitted to the Elf’s power and gave him the pendent, from that day nothing but evil and chaos raged through the first circle of the universe. He enlisted the Netheran to assist him in his efforts for universal domination, but could not convince the Angels to side with him. Next thing you know, those two races are going at it while Kilik enslaves the Elves. Now some say it was a god who stopped Kilik, but I know for a fact how the blasted creature was stopped. Another Elf, who was supposedly trained by some celestial being descended to Aloria, they say he is the child of the goddess Gaea. He sees the evil that Kilik has caused to his fellow people, and gets a righteous spirit to fight the demon. So he goes in wielding a magic sword called the ‘Rune Blade’. Big Epic battle, Good VS. Evil, that type of thing goes down. The Elven boy ends up the victor, killing Kilik Treva and retrieving the pendent. Any who, the rest is all history.” 


“So, what you’re saying is that some spirit is trying to talk to me through my pendent?” Lexis shrugged, clinging to his belief that anything is possible. 


“Lad’ all I can say is, be on your guard. Mysterious things happen on and around Aloria, a lot of unexplained phenomenon’s occur there, things like gods appearing from no where and their temples floating randomly around the galaxy. Our beloved gods even dance around this strange world.” Tevik rose from his seat with a concerned look on his face. Lexis figured the prince would leave without saying good bye, he has always been that way. 


“Hmm… Aloria… Maybe your mystery will be my solution to the menace that is the Evan’Dor.” The prince muttered as he walked away and left Lexis’s room.


Ty’rune laid on his back with his hands behind his head, his legs crossed propped up by a blue pillow. The ground seemed more comfortable than the squishy bed he had been given. The young boy let out a heavy sigh as he stared blankly at the ceiling panels, their repetitive pattern bored him to near insanity. The blue dragon pendent shimmered on his chest, a mimic of sorts to his emotions. 


“Why is everything so cloudy all a sudden? Am I that jaded…?” 


“Well kiddo’ you do live in a wonder land of lies.” Gen interrupted as he drifted through the ceiling.


“Hey old man, where the hell have you been?”


“Snooping around this massive ship, did you really help build this thing?” Ty’rune seemed to have shrugged.


“I guess I did, back in the days of my freedom. I designed the power matrix and the Repidina’s A.I., if I really wanted to I can take control of this ship with ease.”


“Hah! Lucky for Lexis you have no motivation to.” Ty’rune narrowed his eyes and grinned.


“Well… I wouldn’t say that, this baby has to go down before we touch down on Aloria. I will not let them keep this weapon of destruction on that planet, it wouldn’t be wise.”


“So… We’re going to blow it up?” Ty’rune shrugged yet again.


“Nothing like a good fire work display, especially for our new found friends.” Gen chuckled as he dangled upside down with his legs crossed Indian style, his chuckle began to drift off into an eerie silence.


“Tell me kiddo’, why are we really going here?” Ty’rune sighed and sat up, his black clothing draped down over him.


“I had a dream a long time ago, it was a battle. An Elf named Flik and a Drow named Kilik fought for superiority. Flik is a puppet to a higher power, I can see his strings as they delicately move him along. Lexis too is a puppet of the same nature, but he is an intellectual who doesn’t like to conform. As for Kilik, he is a free spirit, he’s an outcast for having a true personality. They exiled him to the shadow planes long, long ago, but found a way back with the help of a Netheran named Lenthro. Any who, I seek Kilik. You, him, and me would get along real well. And the more people we have on our side, the better the out come.”


“Kiddo’, don’t want to burst your bubble, but Kilik was killed by Flik.” Ty’rune giggled.


“I know, but that doesn’t mean he can’t come back. He’s somewhere on Aloria, he called out to me again before I desolated Esper. Listen, if we can get him on our side we can ditch these losers and start over!” Gen chuckled and his ethereal hand went down to pat Ty’rune on the head, but went through him.


“I wasn’t nay saying your plan, I was simple asking the question so you can see the pieces in their whole. I’m dead, you don’t need my approval for anything, I just want you to consider all the possibilities and see the big picture.” Ty’rune nodded and lowed his head as Gen lectured him.


“Than it’s settled…”


Lexis’s hair was down in his eyes as he read a book about space physics, his hand clenched softly around his coffee mug still half full and steaming. The room was lit now only by a simple candle that rested near Lexis’s book. Being a doctor, Lexis knew that reading in low lit areas was bad for the eyes, but it made him feel comfortable to rid in such a way. Growing tired the elder artificer brushed his old white hair back and sat up straight, massaging the bridge between his eyes with his left hand. He sighed in boredom, as his eyes remained closed. Bringing his coffee mug up to his lips he sipped the hot brew carefully, than the alarm rang. 


“Alert! Alert! All personnel to their positions, planet Aloria in proximity.” Repidina warned through the inner-com. Lexis’s eyes widened as his coffee mug jittered in his hands from the loud speaker. He sighed in relief as he looked around noticing he didn’t spill a drop of his precious coffee.


“Damn’ computer, I need to install a manner’s chip…” Lexis muttered as he stood up setting his coffee mug down. He bent down, blew out the candle, walked over to his bed and grabbed his artificer uniform. A long gray trench coat trimmed with gold, and of course his name and rank, Lexis Yin Elikeo, Master Artificer and Physician. The old man straightened his clothes and made sure he was wearing everything, just in case. He opened the door and walked into the cold halls that were mobbed with fellow artificers. Letting out a yawn he began his walk to the bridge. What’s the point in running to see the planet he tried to escape.

