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Entry 1
Dear whomever,
What follows in this book are my personal thoughts of the events in my now chaotic life. It will read as a journal and an after action report. I can't help that, it's just who I am.
Maybe someday I will be able to recount for you the events of this last week. At this moment my mind is disheveled, and my emotions are lost somewhere within. It is, all at once, the best and worst time to put down my thoughts.
But my feelings matter little now. Survival matters. I would say that friends matter, but mine are either dead or captured. My family....well I'm not sure if they made it. I know they were north of the city before those...beasts.... I can only hope that they made it to the mountains.
All I know is that the fighting has stopped, and we need to stay hidden or risk being attacked. I am in the far east of the city along with a few hundred civilians who banned together in hopes of fleeing Valin.
They are telling me it's time to move.
Entry 2
I wish that what I am about to write was a dream. Even a nightmare would be ok. But it's not. I feel so stupid and juvenile right now.
When I woke from my medicated haze, a good looking man was standing at the foot of my bed. He was tall, had a nice body, and strong arms. I still haven't figured out where I had seen him before.
He asked me if I was ok and I said that I was now. Stupid. He said he wanted to talk to me once I was better. I said something like “I bet you do.” Stupid.
Catching the theme? At least I can blame it on the medication.
Anyways, I have been out cold for two days now. The nurses are mean and the room has an odd smell. The odor of death. There must be thirty people in this room. The guy next to me hasn't moved all day.
I have been trying to piece together what happened to me. What put me here? What hit me hard enough to make my body hurt and ache like it does?
The hot guy's name is Argus Adaman. Wonder what he wants?
And when I remember what happened to me I will write it down.
Entry 3
I was on the second floor of the Clivough building when the beasts attacked. There were only three, but that was enough.
We had reached the end of the underground tram lines. For whatever reason, our leader, who must be dead now, felt it would be better to travel at the street level. I was in the middle of the crowd with the rest of the orphans. Being older I felt responsible for their safety, and I had help from some others close to my age.
When we reached the stairs leading up to street I told them it was a bad idea.
An old lady guiding the orphans said we needed to stay together, and I told her that we should stay inside. She told me to leave the thinking to the adults, and I yelled at her. I felt bad for being rude, but I don't like pushy people. I said that going onto the street was a death wish and walked away.
I felt my way along the cold concrete wall into the dark stairway leading up into the Clivough building. Apparently the other orphans, all thirty of them, felt the same as me and followed. I bypassed the street level and went up another flight. Once on the second floor we stopped to rest. That is when we heard them.
Panic spread through the crowd below as everyone ran in separate directions. I stood on the broken glass at the edge of the building as the beasts approached. A long office table lined with chairs sat in the middle of this room. I remember looking at the high-backed chair at the end and thinking that someone who thought they were important sat there.
I could see the three lumbering down the middle of the street from the west. Three meant a distance patrol. Their thick, scar-covered gray skin and the rings on their arms told me they were experienced warriors.
The largest of the three beasts turned down a side street to the south, I never saw him again.
Another disappeared before he got close. I think he went north. With unbridled rage the last one swept into the mass of people now clambering to get inside any building.
He swung a bloodstained hammer into the crowd, throwing people into the street. Arms and legs shattered with each grazing strike from the creature, all the while he yelled at them but I could not make out what exactly. The few people that received direct blows from his hammer were killed instantly. The carnage lasted only a few moments, but the cries of the injured were unbearable.
When he paused, we could hear screams from the directions the other two went. Across the street I could see that the people had made their way inside the building and the beast would have a hard time getting to them. He stood in the middle of the street with his hammer in hand. Then he sauntered toward my position, his eyes set on the people inside.
On average these beasts stand about two heads taller than a human, and twice as wide as the largest man I have ever seen. With some effort the creature could enter the building and wreak havoc.
I am not precisely sure why I did what I did next, but I hope it was worth it. I uttered the ancient words of my Family: "Lun olen ra."
He stepped underneath my position and I jumped as he raised his hammer. I took hold of a metal ring wrapped around his upper arm. These metal rings, some thick, some thin, I think represent their rank.
I just caught the ring by my finger tips and pulled my sword from its scabbard with my right hand. I contorted my body and thrust it up into the pit of his arm.
Warm blood gushed from the wound as I fell to the ground. As I landed I watched his right hand come around his body, open, like he was swatting a pest. I leaned my body in towards the building, and that’s the last thing I remember.
Entry 4
I just had this amazing dream and if I go back to sleep without writing it down I know I'll forget it.
We were at the Sora Falls south of Valin, my Mom, my Dad, and Grandma. We sat out a blanket and had a picnic next to the river. We laughed and sang and had our fishing poles in the river. That's all I can remember. It felt so real that for a moment I knew I was actually there. I miss them.
Entry 5
I got up and walked around today. It felt good after lying in bed for so long.
Still thinking about Argus. He's tall, not too tall though. Perfect V-shaped body and strong arms and legs. I should be able to see him tomorrow. I can't wait.
In the mean time people keep thanking me for saving them. The other hurt people tell me that the blow from the beast threw me into one of the thick pillars just outside the glass entry. The beast, only steps away, came at me. Supposedly, I pulled my gun and fired one shot at his face as his fist flew at me.
But, at the last second a man reached through the broken glass and pulled me inside. They said the beast's punch cracked the pillar and hurt him pretty badly. He was weak from the loss of blood from the wound under his arm and stumbled out into the street where his friends eventually picked him up and disappeared to the west.
They tell me that the building we’re in is another two blocks north of where the attack occurred. No one is allowed outside until nightfall and we’re to stay in the middle of the building. Now, they are thinking.
It's about time.
Entry 6
I passed Argus in the hall and he asked me to meet him on the roof just after dark. That’s one good looking man. Thought I would just get that off my chest.
Meanwhile, I am sitting in my new room/prison cell. There are six of us in this tiny space, with metal bunks that hang from the wall three high. And of course they gave me the top bunk.
The other girls seem ok. My favorite so far is Jules. She was one of the orphans that followed me into the Clivough building and was watching after the younger ones. We are both sixteen, and a bit more mature than our thirteen year old roommates.
The sun is almost down and I have a meeting to get to.
ENTRY 7
It's late, and I’m to meet Argus and his wife at breakfast in a few hours, so I'll make this quick. Yes, Argus is married, and you can imagine how upsetting that was for me to find out. But as you will soon read, I had very little time to mope.
After a couple of hours on the roof (most of which was spent in silence) I had found out only a few things. The creatures that have attacked us call themselves The Brask. The mountain passes are blocked by them and the Simra that retreated from the city several days ago have stopped them from moving any deeper into our lands.
This is good and bad. Good because we know that we still have people out there that can help. It's bad because we can't get across the mountains to safety. And while I'm on the subject of bad news, Argus also informed me that he and I are the only two free Simra. I haven't even finished my training so we only have one real fully trained Simra.
All of this happy talk (and silence) ended when a lone figure pulled itself onto a roof a few blocks away. She navigated the rooftops with ease, leaping over alleys and climbing up onto the taller buildings.
As Argus pulled her up she demanded that we get down. Argus and I both dropped below the ledge, and she handed me an old training rifle with a bag of ammo. This lady, I think her name is Deela, asked me if I knew how to use it. That made me mad. The House of Leer was the ONLY house that used rifles.
She then nodded towards the street to our left and told us that a Brask had been following her. There were two, but the other had run back for reinforcements. If they found this location everyone would have to be moved again.
I looked down the sights and found the Brask standing in the street three blocks to the west. His large, pupil less, eyes were watching Deela. He never even noticed me. He looked like all the others: the long mouth set permanently to scowl, the flat nose with slits for nostrils, and those ears setting high on their head like an animal.
I said an ancient phrase I remember my father saying when shooting targets from a distance. "Val ar Lear."
My vision went off the scale. All I could see was the beast's face even closer than before. His teeth, yellow and decaying, and his eye was a deep black void. It felt odd but natural at the same time, if that makes any sense. It felt like I couldn't miss him if I tried. I took a breath, exhaled and squeezed the trigger.
Two almost simultaneous clicks were instantly followed by the Brask's head whipping back. I put that bullet through his eye. There is no reason to take a chance when the enemy is giving you a perfect target. Blood pooled out from the back of his head and covered the street.
Something strange happened when I lowered the rifle. My vision was normal again, but my head began to ache really badly and I was too weak to stand. Argus and his wife told me to rest for a minute. I remember them saying something about me not being ready to use the Source in the way I did. They said I needed more training.
Deela wanted to tell me about what she had seen today, but I just could not take any more. Once I could stand I excused myself and came to bed. My head still hurts, not quite as bad though.
Well that took longer than I wanted.
ENTRY 8
Hand of metal holding me saved me
Remember this
I'm not sure what this is. It must have been a dream. Hopefully I'll remember later.
ENTRY 9
My last day of freedom is coming to an end. I was notified this morning that Deela Adaman will begin training me tomorrow. I didn't care for training before all this happened, and I'm pretty sure I won't like it now.
Deela seems cool enough though. At breakfast she and Argus told me all about what she saw yesterday. The Brask have split the remaining survivors into several different groups and are having them build their own prisons. She thinks that they are going to use them as slaves and I think she's right.
There are many captured Simra, and the Brask are putting restraints over their mouths so their speech is broken up. It's actually quite genius. In normal circumstances our physical abilities are heightened. No one is faster than the House of Ire, or stronger that the House of Arin. Those would be the two to worry about. The House of Leer is deadly but we need weapons. And the House of Adaman has stamina, but in order to do damage they need their armor.
It's when we say the ancient phrases that our abilities go sky high and truly amazing things can happen, even if it lasts only a short period of time.
Deela said that Simra Tower is basically untouched. That is good because we can get supplies and weapons. Bad because that means there are no other free Simra besides us.
We will be making a trip to the Tower in a few weeks. But first, training.
ENTRY 10
Argus saved me! That is what that gibberish was about. It hit me out of nowhere just now. I knew he looked familiar because I saw his face when he pulled me from the building that collapsed during the invasion.
He was in one of those cool metal suits when he uncovered me. They are called Knights. I hope he finds another one so he can help fight.
ENTRY 11
What a day!! I am exhausted, physically. We did nothing but run all day. Does she not know that I usually shoot things? Oh, well. It will get better. I hope.
ENTRY 12
It has been nearly two weeks since my last entry, and I am sad to say that not much has changed. Running. Climbing. Brain drills. This is what I do every day, and I am just about burned out.
I do enjoy the memorization drills. I can really tell a difference in my vision and memory just in the past couple weeks. We do several tests but I have two favorites. In the first one Deela lines up seven colored stones behind a board so I can't see them. We started with three stones but I have worked up to seven now. She lifts the board just enough for me to see them for only a second, then drops it back down again, and I have to write down the order the stones were in. I haven't missed one in three days.
The other test is pretty simple. I look at a statuette of Lino Geran for a couple of minutes, and then I have to describe him to Deela. At first I would tell her that he had two arms, two legs, two eyes, a nose and so on. But now I can tell her how many buttons are on his coat and where the lines are on his face. Deela told me today that we will start with a new statuette tomorrow.
I wrote earlier that I was sad that there was nothing new, but I guess that's actually a good thing in these times. No new Simra have been found and we haven't been attacked by any Brask. The people in our group have been good about staying inside and away from the windows.
Hopefully it won't be two weeks before I write again.
ENTRY 13
Train, train, train. Five weeks straight now. I am officially exhausted.
I went to Deela today prepared for a fight. I've had enough! I told her, I need a couple days off! She said ok, no problem. It makes me wonder if I could have done this earlier.
I volunteered to go on a food scavenging expedition with some of the others tonight. Supposed to be pretty easy, plus I get to venture out of this building for a few hours.
ENTRY 14
Our food hunt was problem free. We did come across a couple of Brask warriors on patrol but they never even knew we were there.
I took for granted that I always had food to eat. I actually never realized what it took to feed all of us in this place. A lot of walking and carrying much more weight than you feel you should, and this happens every night.
It's not always the same people but each person goes out a few times a week. Vindy, who is in her late twenties, was telling me that it has gotten much easier week by week. She told me that the first night their group didn't make it back until well after sunup. They walked the tram lines to the center of the city and loaded up their packs at a market there. It was the farthest they dared go without protection. Since then they have gone to markets closer to our camp, and there have been no close calls.
She also told me about another group that takes two and three day trips all the way across the city to get food from the stores there. Vindy said that one of those guys told her that the captured people have finished building their own prison camps and it looked like they were starting to tear down the city.
I would like to investigate that.
ENTRY 15
I took it easy today and just hung out with Jules and a few other girls. Nothing much to tell really, except I realized that I envy them. Before all of this mess with the Brask I loved being a Simra. It was an honor, we were treated with respect, but now it seems more like a burden.
It makes me realize why they kept us in Simra Tower during our training. We made friends within the Simra and we all shared a common burden. It seemed normal for a fourteen year old girl to train with a sword and handgun after math class.
My envy comes from seeing that they have no responsibility. I have trained for five weeks now to become a better warrior, and it seems useless. What am I training for? It's not like I am going to kill all the Brask myself.
I want to fade into the background and be normal. I would pay for that.
ENTRY 16
I woke up this morning dreading the thought of more training. I had to drag myself out of bed. But when I got to the training room Deela wasn't the only one there. Argus and several of the leaders of our band of refugees were there.
They were discussing something and a few of the leaders didn't like it. I stayed away and after a few minutes they all agreed and left the room. Deela and Argus told me they wanted to go to Simra Tower and check things out.
On her first trip, Deela brought back a training rifle but she didn’t have time to look around. Plus, she didn't have access to some of the more vital areas.
So all three of us are leaving out tonight for a two day, actually night, trip. I have to get some sleep so I won't be tired.
ENTRY 17
I haven't dreamed in over a month, and I think it's had to do with my training. I sleep really hard and if I dream I don't remember it.
That changed today. I dreamed of my family again, this time we were at my grandmother's cottage in the mountains. It was morning and I woke up to the smell of breakfast. Biscuits, gravy, and eggs. It was exactly as I had remembered from so long ago. I sat and ate with my parents, and no one said a word. Just sunlight peering through the trees and warm delicious food in our mouths.
They have to be alive.
ENTRY 18
I haven't had this much fun in a long time. I am writing this entry from my old room in Simra Tower. My bed is softer than I remember and my bathroom is still dirty. It feels good to be back.
We began our trip on the rooftops of east Valin, leaping from roof to roof until we were forced to go underground. The rest of the trip was spent in silence as we moved down the tram lines. We listened for Brask footsteps but never heard any.
The sun was just peaking over the horizon when we finally made it. I ran down the halls and made it to my room. As I write this, I keep thinking that I will look over to my balcony and see Marek and Thane sitting there.
They used to climb down in the middle of the night and we would all talk until morning. Of course our training suffered, but it was worth it.
Argus wants us to get a few hours of sleep before we start pillaging. Then we have another all-night walk back to camp.
ENTRY 19
I guess I will write a little while I wait for Argus and Deela. Deela is mad because Argus never slept; he went downstairs and started tinkering with a suit of armor that he found. It's going to make for a long trip home.
I found a better rifle for me to use and plenty of ammo. I also got my sword and handgun from my room, along with my standard issue Simra battle gear. It's actually for training but it looks better than the normal pants and shirt I have been wearing.
But that isn't the cool stuff. The suit that Argus found is awesome; it has a huge sword and a mini-cannon. He wants to leave the gun here though, but I'll convince him to take it, I have an idea for it.
ENTRY 20
We made it back home and I am beat, but there is so much to tell I am forcing myself to write it now.
As I was writing my last entry Deela ran up and told me to come with them, she was very excited. I went with her to where Argus was and when we arrived there was a huge door opened in the wall. I told them that I didn't know there was a door there. Argus said he didn't either, but when he got into his suit he pushed a button and the wall opened up.
There was a long underground passage, big enough for Argus to fit through in his suit. He looked intimidating in that huge metal suit. It made me think that the Brask must be absolutely fearless to attack one of the Knights, much less a group of them. It has armor plating everywhere and large oversized hands that could easily crush another human. And in that suit Argus is the same size as a Brask.
So we walked down this passage with Argus in the lead and after a few minutes we reached another door. I'm not sure what Argus did, but the door behind us shut and the one in front opened. The lights came on and inside a massive room were ten more of the Knight suits. Argus inspected them and I sat inside one just to see what it felt like. He said that they all looked to be in working order and ready for combat. The only problem is that we are short on members from the House of Adaman. It is because of their stamina that they can move in these machines.
Argus told me that it doesn't take a lot of strength but it wears you down quickly. So, in theory I could get inside and walk around in one of those suits but I would be out of breath in no time, and that's just walking.
It was dark when we left Simra Tower and this time we had to be extra careful because Argus was taking the suit back to camp. I don't have to tell you that the Knights were not made for stealth. I went to the roof and checked the main tram lines on the North and South side of the Tower. There were no Brask on the Northern streets, and there was one patrol on the Southern.
My curiosity got to me while I was up there and I looked to the west to see what is happening out there. I looked down my sights towards the large camp on the Southwest edge of the city. I knew better but I wanted a closer look and I said the phrase that I used when I shot the Brask several weeks ago.
I felt like I was there, right next to them in that camp. There were small concrete cells inside the large camp and I wondered what those were for. All the people were around the fires or inside the large buildings where I assumed they sleep. I watched for just a few minutes and I didn't see one Simra. That is pretty disheartening.
When I pulled my eye from the sight my head began to pound and I felt weak. But this time it wasn't as bad. I was able to get up and take the elevator downstairs, and by the time we started off I was fine again.
We took the Northern tram lines and made it back to camp just after sunup. We spent the last several hours talking to people about what we saw and Argus was telling everyone about the suit.
My training resumes tomorrow so I am going to get some sleep. Deela told me that she has some new exercises. Bring it on.
ENTRY 21
Deela is really starting to push me, and I love it! Today she walked me into a pitch black room and sat me in a chair. She stood in front of me and told me to relax and clear my mind of all thoughts. The last thing she said was for me to listen for any kinds of noise.
I'm not sure how long I was in there, but eventually I could hear people in other rooms above me. A mother talking to her son, comforting him because he was scared that the big things were going to get him. There were two leaders who discussed trying to leave and escape through the mountains.
It was odd not using my eyes. I kept them open but I could not make out anything in the room. Even my hand.
Out of nowhere the lights crashed on and I was blinded. I was frozen to my chair. I was not prepared for it. I was brought back from my long hesitation by Deela's yell. There were targets in front of me and I used a phrase from my House, Lune Val.
My eyesight immediately cleared and I could see the three targets at the far end of the room. I pulled my pistol and fired all three shots, and only one found its target. I still feel defeated and it is frustrating.
I hardly heard any of Deela's lecture afterwards. The main point was to always be ready. I asked her if I could do it again and she said that we would another day. I'll be ready next time.
ENTRY 22
Another day of training. We worked on agility and speed. Basically I shot and slashed targets while on the run. I’m mad that we didn't do the Dark Room Test today.
ENTRY 23
This is my first log in four weeks. I haven't written anything down because at the end of the day I have been too tired and angry. We have trained every day since my last entry and tomorrow I get some time off.
I have yet to complete the Dark Room Test to Deela's qualifications. The second time she put me through it nothing happened. I sat in that room for ten hours waiting and at the end of the day Deela opens the door and says that we are done. She asked me what conversations I heard throughout the day and I couldn't tell her. I was so concerned with the targets and lights that I wasn't listening.
A couple of days later she put me in again. Same thing. At least this time I could tell her what I had heard.
I did that test three more times before the lights came on and I had to fight. Even then I was too slow in reacting. She has done this sporadically and I don't know when the lights will come on at all.
Something I have noticed is that I am beginning to sense the targets. Even when the light doesn't come on I have been able to tell Deela where the targets were.
Scattered in between all of this have been days of shooting and sword work. Also, the old memory games.
I like to know that I am advancing in my House's craft. The times I do stop and think about my family I still get the same feeling that they are alive and fighting somewhere. As long as I can feel that, I have hope.
ENTRY 24
Argus has something up his sleeve but he won't tell me. He told me tonight that he has been back to Simra Tower several times since our visit. He seemed very excited about what he was planning.
I can't believe that it’s been four months since the invasion. The time has gone by fast. Today Jules and I were talking about how the city used to be so full of life. We were brought up in two different ways but we did the same things.
Jules was the daughter of two high Delegates. Her Mom and Dad represented the people on the Northwest side of Valin. They lived over there and she would walk the city with her friends like I used to with mine.
She says she doesn't go outside unless she has to. She doesn't like seeing Valin so empty, it depresses her.
Jules said her parents were killed as they were riding the tram to the east side of the city. They were on their way to Delegate Hall when the attack happened. She thinks that there is another group of people living like us on that side of town. I don't think so. That side of the city sits closest to the mountains, anyone there could have crossed them easily.
ENTRY 25
I finally completed the Dark Room Test, and Deela said I actually exceeded her expectations. It took me almost two months to learn how to concentrate on listening while being ready and alert for anything.
Now I have a week off. Well, not exactly, I'll be spending a few of those days at Simra Tower with Argus and Deela. I'm looking forward to it.
ENTRY 26
We leave for Simra Tower in just a few hours and I can't sleep. I guess its excitement. I'm not nervous. I don't know what's wrong with me.
This is not something I want to share but it may help me sleep. I had another dream about me and my family. It was the same as the last one I had, where we were sitting at my grandmother's table eating breakfast in silence. It's a happy dream for me. Peaceful.
I shared this dream with Jules who told me that my happy dream was bad. Her grandmother would tell her that if you were having peaceful dreams about people that you haven't seen in some time it meant that they had died.
It's scaring me. I know it shouldn't, but what if it's true. I think that I would feel something if they were gone. A void maybe. I'm not going to think about it anymore and maybe I'll ask Deela and Argus about it on our trip.
ENTRY 27
Things are getting exciting. We made it to Simra Tower without any problems. It was raining so we made the entire journey underground. We got some sleep and then Argus revealed the plan that he came up with.
There are eleven Knight Suits. Argus has one at our camp and there are ten here at Simra Tower. One of the ten is useless, and Argus said he already knows what its use will be. Argus said he is going to stash two suits in two separate areas of the city and rig the other seven with remote controls. He hasn't gone into any more details on that.
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