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The Ruins 

 
--------------------------------------------------------------- 

Note: This scene depicts the escape of Anzien and her crew from the 
brume’s wall of fog. Instead of escaping out beyond the forest into a 
sunny clearing, they end up in the Ruins of G’Shiyrah. This scene was cut 
because it created too much tension, and upset the pacing of the novel 
overall. 

--------------------------------------------------------------- 
 

Soon she and Obasi passed through the opening and cut to either 
side, just as the wave of fog broke onto the ruined stone wall. White mist 
exploded through the opening, briefly obscuring Taybor and one of the 
recruits. The young girl fought frantically, trying to wriggle free as Taybor 
struggled to hold onto her. 

“I said hold! We have to stay together!” he urged, nearly losing his 
grip. 

It was no use, she had given in to the panic. 
Anzien panted, adrenaline still coursing through her veins. She walked 

up to the recruit with purpose, and grabbed her gruffly by the collar. 
“Pull it together soldier!” she shouted in her face. 
The girl stopped fighting and stared at Anzien for a brief moment, 

then collapsed into a sobbing heap. Her cries were the only sound in the 
otherwise desolate place. Pria approached Taybor and took the girl aside, 
consoling her. 

Anzien stood for a moment, processing the situation. The fog hadn’t 
advanced past the wall, which was good, but the opening was pure white, 
like someone had draped a sheet over it. Mercifully, nothing had 
followed them through. They appeared to be safe…for now. She turned 
and looked in the other direction. The ruins extended out before them, a 



labyrinth of weathered boulders and crumbling stone buildings, all of it 
enshrouded in unnatural dim light, despite the fact that it was mid-
morning. 

She turned back to the group and asked, “Are we all here?” 
“Merick,” said Pria. She was still comforting the sobbing recruit, even 

though she looked like she might need comforting herself. “I…I was 
helping Ariana and I didn’t see him fall behind. I’m so sorry.” 

“There’s nothing you could have done,” Anzien said flatly. “He’d 
injured his leg. You’d still be back there too if you’d tried to carry him.” 

Pria didn’t answer, and instead stared at the ground, stroking the 
sobbing recruit’s hair. 

Taybor interjected, “One of the recruits slipped past me…Jorig, I 
think…I couldn’t get my hands on him fast enough.” 

“I’ll go find him,” Obasi volunteered, and walked toward the ruins. 
“Obasi wait…” Dulari said, her voice unsteady. 
He turned back, and she simply looked at him, slowly shaking her 

head.  
Anzien took one look at her and immediately knew something was 

very wrong. 
“Dulari?” she asked, “What’s going on?” 
She said nothing, continuing to shake her head. 
“Dulari!” 
Her gaze snapped to Anzien. 
“What’s wrong?” she asked again. 
“Don’t you see it?” she asked. “These ruins…” 
“What? Out with it!” 
The air had gone completely still. 
“These are the ruins of G’shiyra.” 
There was a long moment of silence. 
Everyone was looking around, some with fear, others with confusion. 
Taybor furrowed his brow. “Would someone please tell me what’s 

going on?” 
Sheif was the one to answer, “Over a thousand years ago, these ruins 

surrounded to the Tower of G’shiyra. The tower is said to once have been 
a powerful bridge between worlds…before it was destroyed.” 

“Destroyed? How?” Taybor asked. 
“Gabrial Penumbra.” 



“The Patriarch? You’re telling me he’s over a thousand years old?” 
Taybor asked with skepticism. 

Sheif nodded. “Legend has it, he murdered the priests responsible for 
maintaining the tower, and used it to deliver an ancient and powerful evil 
into our world. The tower was destroyed in the process, and the taint it 
left on the surrounding lands gave rise to a terrible curse. None who 
enter these ruins have ever returned.” 

There was another long silence. 
Anzien had heard the legend of G’shiyra before, but she never fully 

accepted it as fact…at least not the more spectacular parts. Sure, it was 
wise to maintain a healthy respect for evil places—the Doldrums had 
been a good reminder of that—but thousand year old curses? She was 
more worried about starvation. They’d been forced to leave most of their 
supplies behind back in the Wyrewood. 

Taybor abruptly broke the silence, “All due respect, Sheif, Dulari, but 
I’m not a big believer in ancient evils, curses, and the like. If we’re going 
to—” 

A bloodcurdling scream cut the air like a knife. 
“Jorig!” Taybor cried. He turned and ran toward the sound. 
“Taybor, boil it! Get back here!” Anzien faced the group and said, 

“Stay put. I’ll be right back.”  
She drew her weapons and ran into the crumbling stone ruins after 

him. 
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“Taybor! Wait up!” Anzien shouted as she ran after him. Jorig’s 
chilling scream had come from well within the ruins, and Taybor was 
sprinting toward it, seemingly without regard to any unseen dangers. 
Green grass covered the ground beneath her boots, and a thin mist 
began to form over it as she moved deeper in. Great, more fog, she 
thought. Most of the stone was worn and crumbling, making it difficult to 
determine exactly what the structures had once been. The path she 
traveled was straight and deliberate, lined with what might have once 
been domiciles. 

“Taybor!” She caught a glimpse of him turning a corner up ahead. 
Impulsive lout. She reached the intersection and rounded the corner, 



expecting to find him. Instead, she found only more ancient, crumbling 
stone. She jogged further down the path, eventually reaching a dead end. 
The large symmetrical patterns of the structure before her brought to 
mind a place of worship. Anzien wasn’t one to scare easily, but she was 
beginning to re-evaluate her views on curses. Taybor was still nowhere to 
be seen. 

Anzien felt a tingling on the back of her neck, and spun, only to find 
the thickening mist. She ran back toward the intersection where she last 
saw Taybor, and slowed after several minutes of jogging. I should have 
reached it by now. She turned again, only to find more unfamiliar ruins. 
As she scanned the area, she glimpsed a figure in white, crossing a path 
far off to her left. 

“Taybor?” she yelled, “Is that you?” There was no reply. “Jorig?” 
Anzien swallowed hard, and walked toward the white figure, gripping her 
weapons tightly. She reached the spot where she saw it, and looked 
around cautiously. There! She caught another glimpse of movement up 
ahead and raced after it. She rounded a corner at full speed and crashed 
into Taybor, nearly knocking him over. 

“Woah there!” he called out in surprise, steadying himself. 
Anzien’s heart raced at the shock. “What do you think were you doing 

running off like that? It’s bad enough we have recruits splitting the—” 
“I’m sorry,” he said.  
The worry in his eyes took the fire from her admonition.  
“I still haven’t found any sign of Jorig,” he said frowning, “but he can’t 

be far.” 
There’s something very wrong here, Anzien thought. These ruins filled 

her with dread. She breathed an uneasy sigh. “Let’s find him and get out 
of here.”  

Taybor nodded in agreement. 
Anzien walked down the foggy path beside him. Moss grew thick on 

nearly every surface here. It seemed like nature was slowly reclaiming 
that which once belonged to it.  

They continued searching for him, peering down corridors and calling 
his name. The boy was nowhere to be found. After an hour of wandering, 
Anzien reached for her canteen, and found it missing. Must have left it 
back in the woods. Boiling thing. Not having one filled her with irrational 
anxiety. There’s more water back with the group, she told herself. It 



seemed this was a fear shared by almost all who had journeyed across 
the Miralaja. I bet none of them had to keep their little brothers alive 
along the way. She leaned back against a dilapidated stone wall, and her 
mind wandered back to their long walk across the desert. 

 
It had been weeks since they’d left New Arcadia to begin the daunting 

journey across the Miralaja. They’d endured more than a few close calls, 
and Anzien had begun to understand that the psychological dangers were 
just as deadly as the physical ones. 

“No!” Simmy yelled, his feet rooted in place. “I’m not moving.” 
“Simeon, don’t you get it? If you stay here you will die. We have to 

keep going! Come on!” She pulled at his arm, but he resisted, leaning 
away. He was a lot stronger than she would have expected, for a nine-
year-old. 

There’s no way I can carry him across this boiling desert. 
Simeon looked at her from under the dark cloth draped over his head, 

tears forming at the corners of his eyes. 
The pressure of keeping them both alive had been weighing heavily 

upon her, testing the strength of her resolve, and her sanity. 
“Fine! You want to stay here and die, that’s your choice. I’m going to 

cross this stupid desert, and find Masada.” She spun and walked away 
from him toward the mountains looming in the distance. After ten steps, 
she paused, clenching her fists. She turned to find Simeon sitting on the 
dry, cracked hardpan, sobbing. 

“Simeon…” Her shoulders drooped, and she walked back over and sat 
beside him. 

“I—I miss momma,” he said between sobs. 
“I do too,” Anzien admitted, taking a deep breath of dry air. She put 

her arm around him and they sat huddled together beneath the desert 
sun. If Simeon wouldn’t go on, then neither would she. It was as simple 
as that. 

A few minutes passed, and she felt him take a deep ragged breath. 
“Do you think they’ll meet us there? Mom and Dad?” 

Anzien looked down at the ground. “Yeah, maybe,” she said, though 
she didn’t believe it herself.  

After another moment, he stood. “Okay,” he said, looking down at 
her. “Let’s go.” 



Anzien nodded, surprised at his sudden resolve, and they continued, 
one step at a time, across the barren desert hardpan. 

 
“Thirsty?” Taybor asked, holding out his canteen. 
“Thanks,” she said, taking a drink and handing it back. 
“No problem,’ he said, smiling. 
“I don’t see how you can smile in a place like this.” 
“It’s easy,” Taybor said, “when you’ve seen far worse.” 
“Worse?” Anzien looked at him questioningly. 
“You ever have to muck out a cattle stall mid-year?” 
Anzien smirked. “Very funny.” 
Taybor shivered. “Doesn’t get much worse than that.” 
Anzien heard faint voices, and frowned. 
“Not a fan of cow humor?” he asked, disappointed. 
“Shh,” she whispered, “Do you hear that?” 
They both quieted and listened intently. There were voices. They 

were chanting in the ancient tongue. She recognized the strange dialect 
from Crane’s lessons. 

The chanting grew louder, and she quickly grabbed Taybor, pulling 
him into an alleyway between two partially intact structures. They hid 
there, watching from between the buildings as the voices grew closer. 
Moments later, a small group of pale, bald men in robes shuffled by. 
Their skin was nearly as white as their priestly vestments, which draped 
to the ground. The one at the front swung a smoking thurible back and 
forth, hanging from a long chain. As they passed, Anzien could see 
patches of skin missing from their faces, revealing white bone beneath. 

She held her breath, hands gripping her sheathed weapons. The 
ghastly white figures slowly moved past the alley, their haunting chant 
filling the eerie silence. After what felt like an eternity, the path was again 
clear, and Anzien let out the breath she’d been holding. It appeared 
Taybor was doing the same—he put a hand up against the ruin and 
leaned, exhaling. A large piece of stone slid back and toppled, crashing 
down on the other side. 

They both winced, looking out to the path. A final white-robed figure 
shuffled into view, stopped, and slowly turned his head toward them. 
Anzien couldn’t tell whether its eyes were black, or simply not there. 
They were opened wide, mirroring the vacancy of light in its cavernous 



mouth. The darkness there began swirling and flowing outward, 
extending out like segmented shadowy feelers, searching for prey. 

Anzien took a step back, preparing to bolt in the opposite direction. 
“Taybor!” she whispered. He was standing completely still, staring 

back at the corrupted priest. “Taybor what are you doing?” 
He took a step toward it. Anzien ran in front of him. His face was 

slack, and his eyes were clouded. He took another step, and Anzien 
glanced over her shoulder. The black feelers extending from the priest’s 
eyes and mouth had entered the alley, and were clumsily bouncing off 
the ancient stone, searching for their victim. 

Anzien tried to shove Taybor back, but it was no use. Being two-thirds 
his weight, there was no way she could physically stop him. 

“Taybor! Snap out of it!” she shouted. 
He reached forward and shoved her roughly aside, staring straight 

ahead at nothing the whole time. She hastily weighed her options. She 
had no idea what she was up against, and attacking one might draw the 
others. That left only one option.  

She walked up to Taybor, cocked her arm back, and drove her fist into 
his jaw. He immediately stopped, placing a hand to his face. 

“Hey! What was that for?” He shook his head and looked at her with 
wounded eyes. 

“Come on!” She glanced toward the priest. “Hurry!” 
The black, segmented feelers had stretched to within a few feet of 

them. 
Taybor began turning his head to look back toward the threat. Anzien 

grabbed his jaw and wrenched it back. 
“Ow!” he cried. 
“Trust me,” she said, grabbing him by his chest guard and pulling him 

away, “I don’t want to have to hit you again. Let’s go! Move your feet, 
soldier!” 

They ran down the alley to another path, turned onto it, and 
continued at a quick pace. The farther they were from those things the 
better.  

After several minutes, they paused to catch their breath. Taybor 
turned to her, breathing hard, and said, “You know, I’m thinking if we 
ever get out of here, I’m going to owe Dulari and Sheif an apology. This 
place is about as cursed as it gets.” 



Anzien nodded, and looked up at the sky. The sun was no longer in 
sight. “We’re losing light.” 

Taybor sighed. “Time to head back?” 
“Time to try. I really don’t want to be here when it gets dark.” 
“Yeah, just one problem…which way’s back?” 
Anzien scanned the area, and drew her weapons. A figure was 

ambling toward them from down the path. 
Taybor followed her gaze, and drew his sword. 
They each took up a defensive position, hiding behind rubble on 

either side of the pathway.  
Doesn’t look like the priests, Anzien thought. As the figure slowly 

came closer, she could see that it was another very old man, but this one 
had color in his cheeks. He wore simple, ragged clothing—white breeches 
and a tunic, and moved as if he were at death’s door. He suddenly 
faltered, stumbling and falling to a knee. Taybor sheathed his weapon 
and ran out from his hiding spot to help. 

“Taybor!” she whispered. I swear, the way that boy dives head first 
into trouble…it’s a wonder he’s still alive. 

She ran out after him, arriving just as Taybor was crouching down 
beside the man. 

“Hey there old timer, you alright?” he asked. 
The old man didn’t seem a threat. Anzien sheathed her weapons and 

knelt down beside him as well. 
“Hmmm? Oh. You are not the domini.” He was staring off over 

Anzien’s shoulder. 
She wondered how he could see anything at all through the cloudy 

white film covering his eyes. 
“I must find the domini. They have promised me release.” His raspy 

voice left his throat like wind blowing through dead tree branches. 
“A release?” Anzien asked, “From what?” 
There was a long pause before he spoke again, “That voice.” 
Anzien looked at Taybor, who shrugged. 
“It echoes through the ages, like shallow ripples on a still pond. A 

dream from another life…perhaps I am dreaming now.” 
“Listen,” Taybor said gently, “We’re looking for a friend of ours. He 

got lost in these ruins a couple hours ago.” 



Anzien followed up, “He’s about my height, dark brown hair, maybe 
fifteen years old.” She wasn’t entirely sure they weren’t wasting their 
time. 

The old man paused again, unmoving. Anzien was about to suggest 
they search for the way back when he spoke, “Actiones secundum fidei.”  

More ancient tongue. This phrase struck Anzien as familiar, but she 
couldn’t place it. 

“We’re wasting our time,” she said to Taybor. “We need to find the 
others, now. We can search for Jorig after the next sunrise.” 

The old man suddenly gripped her arm with a bony hand, and spoke 
with urgency, “That name, I remember!” 

“Have you seen him?” Anzien asked, leaning away. 
“Seen him…” His eyes became sorrowful, and tears began streaming 

down his cheeks. 
“We’re wasting time.” Anzien glanced back down the path. 
The old man looked up, his clouded, milky white eyes meeting her 

own. “It’s me…I am Jorig.” 
Anzien jerked her arm away. “That’s…that’s impossible.” 
The old man blinked, and straightened his back. “Recruit Jorig 

Beneton, squad one four seven, Masada Battalion.” He attempted a 
salute, and would have fallen onto his face had Taybor not caught him. 

“I don’t understand,” Taybor said, furrowing his brow. 
“So many years alone. My old life…it was not a dream, then.” He 

smiled, and looked as if a great weight had been lifted from him. 
The lucidity faded from his gaze as quickly as it appeared. “Have you 

seen the domini?” he asked, “They have promised me release. I must find 
the domini.” 

Anzien stood and stepped back, her mind wrestling with the horror of 
Jorig wandering these ruins for centuries. She had trouble imagining a 
worse fate. 

Taybor stood, turned to her and said, “We have to bring him with us.” 
Anzien nodded. Regardless of whether or not it really was him, they 

couldn’t leave him here. 
They crouched down under each of his arms and helped him to his 

feet. 
“We’re going to get you out of here,” said Taybor. The old man 

continued to ramble. 



Anzien checked the sky and spotted a faint crescent moon high 
above. She took her best guess at the way back to the group, and they 
slowly plodded down the grassy path in that direction. As the light faded, 
shadows stretched along the ground, shrouding the alleys and path 
ahead in darkness. Taybor used his free arm to pull a glow-tube from a 
compartment on his belt. He twisted it, removing the cap, and the tube 
fizzled as it became flushed with blue light. He held it out as they trudged 
down the dreary path. 

Anzien caught movement from the corner of her eye and jerked her 
head toward a side path. Empty. It took all her effort not to become 
completely unnerved. If this really is Jorig, then time here must somehow 
be broken. What’s to say they haven’t already stumbled into the same 
trap? Would the group even be there, should they find the spot again? 

Once again, chanting voices drifted toward them upon the still air. 
Jorig lifted his head, his eyes doleful and red-rimmed. “The domini,” he 
whispered. “They come.” 

“Hurry, this way!” Anzien said, turning down a side path away from 
the haunting sound. They rushed forward between two buildings, Jorig’s 
feet barely touching the ground. Strangely, the structures here appeared 
nearly intact.  

Suddenly and without warning, Jorig began shouting, “I am here 
master! I am ready!” 

“What are you doing?” Anzien whispered harshly, “Keep your boiling 
voice down!” 

He continued shouting, and Anzien did her best to cover his mouth 
with her spare hand. The chanting grew louder, and Anzien could now 
hear the clinking of the thurible’s chains, swinging back and forth. They 
stumbled out of the side path and into another lane. She quickly looked 
up and down the path, desperately searching for the way back. In one 
direction was a dead end—a barren courtyard lined with tall stone walls, 
at the end of which stood a solid stone building with large wooden doors. 
In the other direction was a small group of white-robed priests.  

Jorig wrenched himself forward with unexpected strength, nearly 
toppling all three of them. He was shouting, “Here! I am ready! Release 
me, master!” 

“Jorig!” Taybor cried, “They’ll kill you!” 



Darkness began to gather, coalescing behind the priests. It towered 
over them like an ominous thunderhead, swirling just beyond the pale 
blue light of Taybor’s glow-tube. Anzien glanced back toward the side 
path they had come down, and found it replaced with a wall of solid 
stone. 

The priests were kneeling now, chanting loudly. Two red eyes 
appeared in the shadow taking shape behind them, burning like windows 
into the furnace of hell itself. All the while, Jorig struggled to get free of 
them and run toward it. 

Suddenly he stopped fighting, turned to Anzien and said, “For me, it is 
too late, but you still have a chance. Thank you, for helping me to 
remember.” He ripped his arm from her grip and used it to shove her 
away, then lunged forward, slipping from Taybor’s grasp.  

“Jorig, no!” Time slowed for Anzien as she watched him sprint toward 
the priests, and the malevolent being overshadowing them. She blinked, 
and his body was suspended up before the shadow, arms and legs 
splayed, his clothing ripped to shreds. A pulsing reverberation filled the 
air as needle thin streams of blood began flowing out from his pores, 
collecting into a growing crimson ball before him. 

Anzien was transfixed, and barely noticed the tugging at her arm.  
“Come on!” Taybor yelled. 
She tore her eyes away from the terrifying scene and looked at him. 

Right! They ran to the building behind them and pushed on the large 
wooden double doors.  

“It’s no use, they won’t budge!” Taybor had drawn his sword and was 
smashing the hilt into them, as Anzien charged forward with her 
shoulder. There was a crack from the doors as she collided with the 
wood, bouncing off to the ground. 

She glanced back to see Jorig’s withered husk of a body, still 
suspended in the air. It burst suddenly, exploding into a cloud of dust. 
The large crimson ball of blood hovered over the kneeling priests, then 
dropped, splashing onto their upturned faces and dousing them in the 
crimson fluid. 

Slowly, they rose, their white vestments now dripping red, and began 
shuffling forward. A crack from behind drew Anzien’s attention. Taybor 
had begun to break through the door with the hilt of his sword. She 
quickly stood and began bashing away at it with her own. 



Another glance back revealed the priests several feet away, reaching 
out with thin black feelers extending from their eyes and mouths. 

“Hurry!” Anzien frantically bashed at the door. 
“Stand back!” Taybor sheathed his sword, and drew his shield. He 

took a few steps back, and charged at the doors, roaring with fury. 
There was an explosion of splintering wood as the doors burst apart, 

and Taybor went tumbling in. Anzien leapt over the broken remains into 
the building after him. 

“Get up!” She grabbed the back of his hard leather chest-guard and 
helped him to his feet. 

They stumbled down the entry hall. Bronze sconces hung on the 
walls, holding fat candles burning within. There was no time to consider 
who had lit them. Simple wooden doors lined the long hallway. Anzien 
tried the first few, but gave up on the rest after discovering they were 
locked. They rushed down the hall, eventually arriving in a large open 
space. Faint yellow candle light from more sconces and standing 
candelabras illuminated rows of simple wooden tables and benches.  

“There,” Taybor said, pointing to an open passageway in the distant 
wall across from them. They hurried down the central aisle and into a 
large back room. Oppressive heat buffeted Anzien as soon as she 
entered. Fires burned, warming cauldrons atop stone ovens on either 
side of the room, and a broad, thick table sat in the center, covered in 
moldy, rotting vegetables. The only exit was in the far right corner, where 
an old wooden door hung askew on one hinge. 

Loud crashes echoed from the dining hall behind them. Anzien looked 
back and saw the blood-soaked priests, preceded by their long, black 
feelers, walking down the hall in a slow procession. Behind them, 
benches and tables were flung violently away from the swirling darkness. 

“Quickly!” Anzien called to Taybor as they skirted around the large 
table. She grabbed the broken door and wrenched it out of the way. Her 
heart sank. On the other side was a dimly lit storage room. Tall shelves 
held cans and bags of various rotting food, many of them leaking into 
pools of fetid liquid on the floor. Some of it drained through the cracks in 
the floorboards, and Anzien noticed an unusual pattern in the wood. 

“The floor,” she said, stepping inside and waving Taybor in. The noise 
from behind was growing louder, and glancing back, Anzien could see the 



beginnings of long, black feelers peeking in through the opening into the 
kitchen. 

Both she and Taybor were crouched down, feeling along the seams of 
what appeared to be a wooden trapdoor. After several long seconds of 
searching, she came upon a small, rectangular block of wood and pressed 
on it, revealing a rope handle. She grasped it and pulled, and the 
trapdoor rose up on its hinges, exposing a square of darkness below. 

The priests were now in the kitchen, their feelers blindly tasting the 
entrance to the storage room. 

Anzien and Taybor shared a nervous look, and nodded. At this point, 
they were both willing to gamble on the unknown, rather than face what 
was behind them. 

She braced herself and leapt. Almost immediately, her boots splashed 
into a shallow stream of what she hoped was water. The drop was short 
enough that her head still peeked up over the hole. The priest’s feelers 
were inside the storage room, inches from Taybor’s back. She quickly 
moved aside and he jumped down to join her, then reached up and 
pulled on the trapdoor. It slammed shut, and they were enshrouded in 
darkness. 

“We have to keep moving,” Anzien whispered. She felt around, sliding 
her hands along slippery, cool, stone. There was only one way to go.  

“Let’s go,” Taybor whispered, waiting for her to take the lead. 
Anzien swallowed, ducked her head, and began advancing slowly 

down the pitch black tunnel. She felt Taybor’s hand on her shoulder—a 
small comfort in the dank, cramped space. “I don’t suppose you still have 
that glow tube?” she asked as they crept along. 

“No,” he said quietly, “I lost it back outside.” 
Stepping cautiously for the first few minutes, Anzien eventually 

became more confident, and pushed ahead at a quicker pace. The priests 
didn’t appear to be following, though it would be hard to know for sure 
down here. The thought of their black feelers stretching toward them 
along the dark tunnel sent shivers down her spine. 

Time seemed to stretch out as the seconds ticked by. Their splashing 
steps echoed in the tunnel, accompanied only by their breathing and the 
sound of dripping water. She was eventually stopped abruptly by a wall, 
causing Taybor to bump into her from behind. 

“Dead end,” she said, feeling the walls. 



Taybor reached over her. A sliver of light appeared as he pressed up 
on a wooden trapdoor above. He looked at her and smiled nervously. No 
telling what might be up there, but at least they weren’t trapped forever 
in darkness. 

Anzien nodded, and he pushed the door open, allowing it to rest 
gently on its hinges. After a moment, their eyes adjusted, and they 
stretched to full height with their heads poking out of the opening. 

The room was lit by an ornate candle chandelier, hanging from a 
vaulted ceiling high above. Anzien’s breath caught as she took in the 
incredibly detailed carvings along the walls and archways above. 
Expansive stained glass windows stretched up toward the ceilings, 
depicting beautiful scenes of strange beings with large dark eyes kneeling 
before an obelisk. Light radiated out from its peak in yellow beams, 
stretching to envelop unfamiliar celestial bodies. Their view of the rest of 
the building was blocked by an altar, equally ornamented with a golden 
floral bas-relief and small statuettes. 

This is wrong. These are supposed to be ruins. Anzien climbed up out 
of the tunnel, turned, and immediately ducked back down behind the 
altar. 

Taybor was half way out when he turned to her and whispered, 
“What is it?” 

Anzien pointed behind and whispered, “People!” 
Row upon row of pews lined the large space beyond the altar, each 

one filled with a variety of men, women, and children, their heads bowed 
in silent prayer. 

Taybor climbed the rest of the way out and proceeded to stand, but 
Anzien grabbed his belt and pulled him down behind the altar before he 
could. She gave him a stern look, and he shrugged, then slowly peeked 
out over. 

“Yep,” he whispered. “Definitely a full house.” 
“We have to find a way out of here,” she said. 
“How about the front doors?” Taybor asked, pointing a thumb toward 

the far end of the hall. 
Anzien peeked over the altar and scanned for another option—there 

wasn’t one. She took a deep breath. 
“They haven’t noticed us so far,” he argued, “and they seem pretty 

absorbed in what they’re doing.” 



After a long moment, she agreed. If we’re lucky, we might be able to 
sneak out without being noticed. Like Crane always said, reserve combat 
as a last resort. 

“Okay,” she said, “But no heroics. They come after us, you run.” 
Anzien slowly crept out around the altar, and down the single aisle 

leading through the center of the cathedral.  
Her heart thudded in her chest as she took careful, quiet steps on the 

plush white carpet. She risked a glance to the right as she passed by, but 
it was impossible to get a good look at any of them in the dim light.  They 
were unnaturally motionless—not one stirred, and she was perfectly 
okay with that. Half way. Taybor crept along beside her. He too was 
trying to get a good look. They were mere steps from the large double 
doors, and Anzien allowed herself to hope that they’d make it out 
unnoticed. She reached the tall, ornately carved wooden doors, and 
grasped the large bronze handles. She pulled, but they wouldn’t budge. 

She placed a hand on her chin and furrowed her brow, looking the 
large doors up and down. A jarring clink echoed loudly through the open 
space. She immediately looked toward it and found Taybor grinning 
sheepishly beside a large bronze lever. The hairs on the back of her neck 
stood up, and she turned ever so slowly toward the congregation. Every 
last one of them was staring back at her. Their motionless, blank 
expressions regarded her with zero emotion. 

Taybor cleared his throat and awkwardly waved. “Uh, hey there 
folks!” 

Maker blind me, Anzien thought, what does he think he’s doing? 
“Sorry. We didn’t mean to interrupt your, uh, little prayer session. 

We’ll just be on our way and let you get back to…” he trailed off. 
There was no response from them. No indication one way or the 

other. 
“Taybor!” Anzien whispered. “Let’s go!” 
“Right,” he nodded, still staring. 
Anzien turned and pulled the doors open, and found herself face to 

face with a strangely dressed man standing outside, staring at her with 
empty eyes. He was as motionless as the rest of them.  

Anzien froze. “Taybor…” She reached behind and tugged on his 
sleeve. 



He turned toward her and gasped, then turned back and gasped 
again, even louder. 

“Anzien…” he whispered, “We have a problem.” 
“I can see that,” she said through her teeth. 
“No, I mean we have a big problem. The people, they’re—” 
Anzien quickly glanced back over her shoulder, and saw half the 

congregation standing in the aisle, motionless. By the time she looked 
back, the figure before her was one step closer. 

Taybor placed a hand on his sword and asked, “Now what?” 
 



 

Actiones Secundum Fidei 
 

Anzien and Taybor stood back to back, both prepared to draw their 
weapons.  

“Hold,” Anzien cautioned. Don’t want to provoke them into mobbing 
us. 

The strange man before her stared from a few paces away, his eyes 
like empty jars. She blinked, and he was instantly another step closer. 

Maker. 
“Don’t close your eyes, Taybor. Don’t even blink.” 
“Don’t blink?” 
Anzien’s hand rested on the hilt of the short sword strapped to her 

back. She slowly began to slide it out, but as she did, the shadows on the 
man’s face deepened. His lips parted in a grin, revealing rows of sharp 
teeth, and his nose began receding into his face. Anzien slid the short 
sword back into its sheath, and his face returned to normal, staring 
blankly. 

How are we going to get out of this? 
“Okay,” she thought aloud, concentrating to keep her eyes from 

blinking. “They don’t move while we’re watching.” 
She slowly sidestepped around the man before her, careful not to 

take her eyes off him. 
“Anzien,” said Taybor, his voice strained. 
“What?” 
“I blinked.” 
Anzien continued to move around behind the man, until her view 

encompassed him, Taybor, and the rest of the congregation. A woman in 
a plain black dress stood before Taybor, her face mere inches from his. 

“Keep your eyes on them—” 
“I’m trying!” he interrupted. 
“Step once to your left,” Anzien instructed. Taybor took a nervous 

step to the side. 
“Now walk backwards.” 
He stepped back cautiously until he stood beside her. 
“Now what?” he asked, “We walk backwards from now on?” 



“You got a better idea?” 
“Good point.”  
They stepped back together, one foot at a time. They were a good 

twenty paces from the cathedral when they heard it. More chanting. 
“Run!” she yelled, and they turned and bolted down the dark 

pathway. 
“This way.” Anzien gestured, and Taybor followed her down an alley, 

then onto another path. 
“This place is a maze,” Taybor said as they ran. “We’ll never find our 

way out.” 
Anzien feared he was right. They had to find a safe space to hunker 

down until daytime, only there were no safe spaces. She glanced left and 
saw one of the people from the cathedral standing amongst some ruined 
statues—a young boy. She glanced over her other shoulder saw the man 
who stood before her a moment ago. 

“We’ve got company.” She drew her short-sword and dagger as she 
ran, not caring that it might trigger their attack. Better to face an enemy 
you know is coming than one you can’t see. The sound of scraping metal 
rang beside her as Taybor drew steel and pulled the shield from his back. 
A high pitched squeal from the right caught their attention, and Taybor 
quickly raised his shield overhead, blocking the leaping creature and 
launching it into the darkness. Another leapt at Anzien, who swung her 
blade as she ran, severing its arms as it clawed at her face. 

She recalled the cathedral filled with these things. There were far too 
many for them to deal with. “We have to find somewhere to—” 

A bright flaring light soared into the sky. Anzien immediately 
recognized it. “Obasi!” It was the same light he had used to lead the 
beasts away in Masada. 

Taybor grunted, deflecting another of the shadowy creatures. 
“There!” Anzien called between breaths, “The others!” 
They changed direction, pushing hard toward the light, leaping over 

low stone walls and cutting through ruined buildings. Another scrabbling 
creature leapt down from a rooftop. Anzien skewered it with both her 
weapons and flung it down. 

“Behind us!” Taybor shouted. 



Anzien looked back and saw a pack of the same bloodthirsty 
creatures, leaping over ruins, scrambling after them. The light in the sky 
had faded, but Anzien had memorized where it came from. 

“We’re almost there,” she said breathlessly. 
When she gauged the distance close enough, she shouted, “To arms! 

To arms!” 
Seconds later, they burst into the open area where they’d first 

entered the ruins. The sight that greeted Anzien was a welcome one. 
Obasi towered with his massive sword. Sheif, his longsword drawn, 
looked small beside him. Several glow-tubes lay on the ground around 
them. 

Anzien and Taybor flanked them and spun around to see the vicious 
fiends from the cathedral, leaping and scrambling toward them. The 
soldiers maintained a wedge formation, with Obasi at the front. He 
swung his massive sword, cleaving two with one stroke. Anzien spun 
gracefully with her two blades, crouching right to impale one, then 
spinning left to sever the legs of another. Taybor held up his shield, 
bashing with it and cutting down anything that came within range. Sheif, 
unused to fighting without his shield, held the rear position and 
prevented any from getting past them. 

It was over in a matter of seconds.  
Anzien surveyed the carnage, and couldn’t help being disgusted by 

the body parts that lay around them in a semi-circle. Now that they were 
dead, the creatures looked more human than when they had been 
attacking.  

Anzien wiped the blood from her face, then nodded her thanks to 
Obasi, patting him on the shoulder. He nodded back, acknowledging the 
unspoken gratitude. Behind him, Pria stood guard with her long boot 
knife before the huddled recruits. Most were afraid, but to Anzien’s 
surprise, some looked ready to fight. 

“Any sign of Jorig?” asked Sheif. 
Anzien took a deep breath. Another one lost.  
Taybor answered, “We found him, but it was too late.” 
A hush fell over the group. Anzien could almost feel the tension and 

fear. It was infuriating—she had to break it. 
“Jorig was a hero. He saved my life.” 
Taybor nodded, “Mine too.” 



“Dulari was right, this place is cursed, but even that could not rob 
Jorig of his honor. Lift your heads and remember him with respect, for 
the proud soldier he had become.” 

Obasi, Sheif, Taybor, and Pria saluted, thumping their fists to their 
chests. 

The recruits lifted their heads, and even those who had appeared 
terrified fought back their fear for a time, out of respect for their fallen 
friend. 

“Speaking of Dulari, where is she?” Anzien asked, looking around. 
A few of the recruits moved aside to reveal Dulari leaning against the 

back wall. She was slumped over, and her skin was far too pallid. Sheif 
was already beside her. Pria rushed over and knelt down as well, placing 
a hand to her forehead. 

Anzien strode over and crouched down. Dulari was conscious, but 
delirious and disconnected. 

“Dulari,” Anzien grabbed her chin and tried to get a look in her eyes, 
but she wouldn’t open them. “No dying on us, you hear me? Not when 
I’m just starting to hate you less,” Anzien said with a wry smile. She 
thought she detected a smirk on Dulari’s face. 

“Her injury,” Pria explained, “It’s not infected, exactly, but…well to be 
honest I’ve never seen anything like it.” 

The knife, Anzien remembered. The weapon she had found after 
killing the brume was likely the same as the one that injured Dulari. She 
withdrew the bundle she had tucked away, and unwrapped it. Frost 
crystals had formed in the cloth surrounding the long thin blade. 

Pria leaned over it. “Can I take a look?” 
Anzien handed it over, and the mender began studying its surface. 

After waiting a long moment, Anzien told her to keep it, and walked back 
to Taybor and Obasi. “We can’t stay here. These ruins…there are things 
inside we can’t stand against.” 

“I agree,” said Taybor. “What about the way we came in?” 
“Blocked,” Obasi answered, “with mist so thick you could not see 

your hand in front of your face.” 
“The ruins are a labyrinth,” Taybor explained, “Even if we were able 

to find our way through, there would be fewer of us at the end.” 
“What if we continue along the outer wall?” asked Obasi, “Maybe it 

would be less hazardous.” 



Anzien’s mind wandered as they spoke. Her words about Jorig felt 
hollow now. He was a child, a victim to a darkness she’d never seen the 
like of before. He was under her charge, and she failed to protect him. 
She thought of the solemn pride, and the attempted strength the others 
had shown. 

There is a cost, Tsierig, for being a great leader, Crane’s voice echoed 
inside her head. It is a commander’s curse to convince her troops the price 
was worth it, but never to believe it herself. This is a burden all 
commanders must bear. Either it will break you, or it will forge you into 
something stronger. You must decide now which it will be. Actiones 
secundum fidei. We act according to what we believe ourselves to be. 

Something tugged at her memory. Actiones secundum fidei. It was 
Jorig. He’d said it while they were fleeing the priests. 

“Anzien? What do you think?” Taybor asked. “Anzien?” 
She ignored the question. “Do you remember when Jorig spoke to us 

in the ancient tongue?” 
Taybor frowned and lowered his voice. “I remember him speaking 

gibberish.” 
“He said ‘actiones secundum fidei.’ It’s something Crane used to say. 

Action follows belief.” 
Taybor furrowed his brow. “What does that mean?” 
Instead of answering, Anzien concentrated. Believe. She closed her 

eyes, and pictured herself outside the ruins, walking southward toward 
the River Crete. She imagined the sun warming her skin, and the feeling 
of a cool breeze against her back. 

She opened her eyes. Taybor was looking at her with one eyebrow 
raised, and Obasi simply stood patiently with his arms crossed. She 
turned to face the ruins, and began to notice tiny differences in the piles 
of crumbling stones and low walls. Nearly all the stones were pocked and 
uneven, except for the inside surfaces of two stacks on either side of a 
narrow, unassuming path. She walked over and ran her hand along the 
smooth surface of the stone. Now that she was paying attention, she 
noticed that the grass on that path was evenly cut, and clear of fallen 
stones. 

“Hello? Anzien?” Taybor tilted his head to get a look at her face. 
“I think I know how to get us out of here.” 



Taybor frowned. “Why do I get the feeling you’re going to suggest we 
go back in there?” 

Anzien smiled. “Like you said, there are worse places to be.” 
“That was before the freaky move when you’re not looking people.” 
Anzien reached down and picked up the pale severed arm of one of 

their attackers. She tossed it down the path, and it disintegrated to ash 
before hitting the ground. 

“I think we’ll be okay,” she said. Despite being grateful to Jorig for the 
clue, she couldn’t help but feel disconcerted. He had somehow spent 
centuries wandering these ruins, despite having the instructions to 
escape the whole time. Actiones secundum fidei. Action follows belief. 
She concentrated on her belief that they would make it out of the ruins, 
and as a result was shown which actions to take. 

“Form up!” she shouted. 
“Obasi, think you can carry Dulari through?” 
“Does a fish swim?” he asked with a smile. 
Anzien nodded, and he walked over to where Dulari and Sheif were 

resting against the wall. The recruits were organizing, and her soldiers 
took up their positions guarding them. Within a matter of minutes they 
were packed up and heading down the path, which twisted and turned 
seemingly at random. They moved at a good speed with Anzien in the 
lead, stopping occasionally to make sure they hadn’t gone astray. More 
than a few unsettling noises echoed around them as they wove their way 
through the ruins. The general feeling on the narrow path was different 
from the rest of the ruins. It would seem that whatever corruption had 
swallowed this place had failed to completely overwhelm it. 

After nearly two hours of tense walking, they arrived at a large iron 
gate affixed to the outer wall with rusted hinges. The edge of the 
morning sun’s corona was creeping over the horizon behind it, scorching 
vibrant colors of pink and orange onto the clouds above. 

We made it, she thought. Thank you, Jorig. Anzien walked up and 
grasped one of the bars of the gate, which crumbled in her hands. She 
turned back to the group. “Taybor?” 

 


