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    Chapter One

    Thus

    This is a story about a Welkin. You are probably asking yourself who or what is a Welkin. A Welkin is an Angel born in “The Vault of Heaven”. God created the Vault of Heaven to produce battle-ready Angels to fight for him and his kingdom against the foul scourge. The foul scourge were creatures that lingered in the underworld, hideous beings that were once species from each sector of Heaven. These beings were corrupted souls brought from the living realm to the spiritual realm, then cast down to the underworld. God knew it was only a matter of time before the scourge would retaliate and wage war against Heaven. 

    The scourge varied in looks and size. Some spirits roamed the realm were tiny and fierce, while others were large and terrifying. They were savage beasts, destructive by nature and incapable of reason. They were powered by fear, hate, and anger, which made them strong enough to combat God’s army of holy fighters. 

    God feared that the scourge would overpower the light in time and consume it completely. His fear prompted him to find a way to preserve the light before the scourge exhausted it forever. He created the perfect warrior, the Welkin. The Welkin were constructed from the vault; they had become battle angels of Heaven and guardians of the holy sanctum. Welkin’s were forged with the mark of God to symbolize hope and were created to vanquish the scourge of the underworld.

    Centuries had passed, and the war between Heaven and the underworld had plateaued. God was certain that the scourge were learning new ways to attack his sectors. He knew that the war between the realms had not even begun, and a continuous loop of carnage and warfare would be prominent within his kingdom. 

    Heaven was divided into sectors. A sector is a section of Heaven, home to a specific spirit family that is walled off and distant from another sector. Between each of these sectors is free, un-owned, and deserted land. We called this land ‘The Jord’. A spirit family is a family of spirits that were created for a specific kind of species. Each species within the spirit family held different features and traits ranging from tall and thin to short and thick. Sectors were created to separate these species and keep them from conversing, allowing God to study them for unknown reasons.

    Before the creation of Heaven, Senior Welkins of the vault would speak of an ancient story about God and his first attempt at creating a realm with life. He attempted to create a large being with capabilities that far surpassed his later creations. The being was named Gorgon. Gorgon was left to produce life on his own with no guidance or direction, allowing God to analyze his behavior. Gorgon’s creations were created and given the ability to harvest, live, and survive. Gorgon noticed his creations becoming confrontational, causing him to become intrigued. God noticed.

    He began to test each of his creations by pinning them up against one another in an all-out brawl to the death. Gorgon created an arena for this specific purpose; which was later named Heavens Bold Tournament. God intervened Gorgon as quickly as he could to stop what would have been. He approached Gorgon to explain to him what his purpose was and why he was created. Gorgon refused to accept what God had said and told God that he was superior to all living things. God couldn’t believe what he heard; he shook his head and spoke, 

    “You will be banished for your doings and punished for your actions.” 

    The beast was then banished from the Realm of Heaven. God conjured a realm where all disobedient creatures were banished to. He named it, the underworld.	

    The underworld was a place where hate, corruption, and death inhabited all and corrupted those of purity. Although The evil Spirits from each of the spirit families didn’t associate with each other in their home realm, here in the underworld, they had a common interest; their hate for God and the home realm; and all those who lived within it. God had unintentionally created an ongoing war between the realms, and when he created the underworld, he could not reverse what he had done. He could not send these corrupt spirits back to their home realms. Their hate and anger would rage on until all God’s creations would be destroyed. It was said that the only solution to end this conflict would be the birth of the true spirit born. The true spirit born would rise to power and overthrow both realms: the corrupted and the pure spirits.

    Over two thousand time cycles had passed, and the war did not cease. The Welkins hoped that the True Spirit Born would come and bring an end to the war, but as time went on, their hope dwindled upon the arrival of the promised savior. No one knew who or what the True Spirit Born was, and some of the Welkins thought my father possessed the qualities of a True Spirit Born. He had shown his warrior skills at a young age, but he was only at the fifth cycle of his time when he joined the war against the scourge. He was the youngest Welkin to join the forces, and he proved himself to be a true welkin soldier through his merciless attack on the scourge. 

    At the 20th cycle, my father was chosen to be God’s right-hand angel. This meant he who is chosen shall be loyal, trustworthy, and respecting to God and all of his creations thus, being given the power of God. However, this  came with a price. The angel will have the responsibility of being pure no matter how overwhelmingly dark or corrupt their surroundings become. 

    God gave us certain holy powers once we were born, clearly stating from the beginning of our cycle that powers would not be obtained naturally and that God must grant them to us. This particular trait was different for me, which will be explained on a later note.

    My father’s name was Achilles Rayne, one of Heaven’s four most powerful Welkins. Along with my father, three other loyal Welkins were chosen to front God’s inner circle of holy leaders; three brothers by the names of Royalus, Kingtus, and Harut. 

    Royalus had been living in sector eleven, home to the Neutral spirits. They were called the Neutral spirits because they were indifferent to the war and refused to choose a side. They roamed around their sector and kept to themselves. Royalus enjoyed the peace and quiet of this sector and lived among the Neutrals. The villagers of the vault would tell stories about Royalus and how he lost his mind and believed that our cause and our existence was a lie; Because he was against our belief and spoke of his people fighting a war that wasn’t theirs, a war that was created by someone or something and was bestowed upon them, my people did not believe him and created a rumor that targeted Royalus. They made up lies because they were scared to believe or just too naïve to look beyond their belief. A vote to ban Royalus from the vault was initiated; they considered him a hazard among his people and unsafe to be around. The vote then passed, and Royalus was banished from the vault forever.

    Harut lived with his wife and two sons. During the early cycles of my time, Harut never attended any battles outside of the vault. God strictly told him to protect the vault with his life. The vault was attacked for the first time by the scourge, and they slaughtered many of the villagers. Harut and a handful of Welkin warriors defended the vault against an army so great, it seemed impossible to believe. Harut was the only welkin to have walked out of that battle alive. He showed us that it was possible to prevail even if the odds were against us in battle.

    When I had become of age to join the Welkin army, I had hoped to train with Harut himself. Unfortunately, Harut hadn’t been seen since the dreadful day his two sons were killed in battle. We all mourned his loss. Harut had suffered immensely. His wife became gravely ill shortly after the death of her two sons. She was unable to speak or walk. Harut was devastated, and the only way to deal with his pain was to isolate himself from the vault.

    Kingtus was a well-known figure throughout Heaven. He was loved by the pure and despised by the corrupt. He held great power within but had been claimed by the darkness and taken by the scourge many cycles ago. No one had reported any sightings of him since; some said that he was waiting for the right moment to pay Heaven a little visit. Kingtus was loved by many spirits in Heaven; even my father looked up to him, but as the cycles had gone on, Kingtus began to change for the worse. 

    My father was the first to point out Kingtus’ change of behavior and had alerted God, but God could do nothing. He told my father to just keep an eye on him. Kingtus eventually became corrupt and turned against his own men during a battle on the fields of slaughter. That was a bad time for all of Heaven. A powerful Welkin with a corrupt mind had crippled us greatly. We lost a good warrior that day and many good soldiers.

    Achilles, my father, was not a spoiled Welkin. He earned everything he had, including his rank. My father was a well-liked Welkin, he helped out around all sectors; not just his own. He cared for all just like God did. Many said, “He had the purest heart.” At a very early cycle, my father showed great respect and care for other Spirits and their Sectors. He always questioned God on how he could help them and make sure they were safe from the torment and destruction of the scourge. My father would train other spirit families to fight and understand the art of war. He then, with God’s permission, used the arena that was created by God’s first child, Gorgon, and held a tournament known as The Heavens Bold Tournament.

    My father participated in every tournament held in Heaven to see if his training was being taught and passed on among the sectors of Heaven. Many sectors took a liking to his teachings, but others chose to teach themselves another way to fight. The protectors were among the few who chose to decline Achilles’s training and taught themselves how to fight and survive. My father was not upset at the spirit families for declining his offer; he chose to accept it. 

    At The Heavens Bold Tournament, spirits from every sector were given a chance to prove themselves in battle against one another to see who the strongest battle-efficient spirit in Heaven was. It was always a tossup between two families. The Protectors and, of course, my family, The Welkins. My father would always be victorious at the end of every cycle... He was just too strong.

    The victorious participant of the Heavens BOLD tournament would be granted time in the human world. The losers, on the other hand, would be sent down to the underworld to fight their way back to Heaven as their punishment. Most of the spirits that were sent down never returned. They were either consumed by the darkness of the underworld or became possessed by the scourge. 

    My father never lost a tournament. If I remember correctly, he had about a hundred years of human time. That equated to one Time Cycle in Heaven. He had never spent any of that time, and I never understood why. Those who were given human time are given the opportunity to be reborn and live as God’s newest creation, human. They say spirits that are reborn into the human realm become very fragile beings and have only one chance to live. Sector 20 was home to the human spirit, and we weren’t allowed to venture into that sector because God told us that the human spirit was fairly new and they were a very territorial species and would attack without question or reason. 

    My father eventually lost a tournament, but he had lost intentionally. Many Welkins said he lost on purpose so he could go to the underworld to fight the scourge in their own domain. He wanted to go because he was seeking a greater challenge. Favoring battles where the odds were slim to none gave him a reason to unleash his inner power on the scourge and prove to God that he was the purest holy warrior, even if it would cost him his own life.

    He had always told me to be strong when up against the scourge. He would tell me the scourge would feel no pity or remorse. They were soulless and thrived on weak spirits. In order to survive against these beings, you must be like them, think like them, kill like them. Otherwise, you would fall. 

    I always listened to my father’s teachings on the art of war: never stress in battle and always be steady. I always trained with him every time he returned home from a victorious battle. He would teach me new fighting techniques, and although I screwed up many times during practice, my father would pick me up from the ground and always say, “Son, the scourge won’t be so passive toward you. They are animals, killers, beasts. You must act like they do if you want to survive.” I absorbed those words and kept them locked in the back of my mind.

    Over time and with lots of practice, my father watched me grow into a weapon. When I reached my twelfth cycle, he gave me his sword. Her name was Andraste. She was crafted from within the underworld and given to my father as a trophy for slaying Bare Bone the leech. 

    Bare Bone the leech tormented and maimed anyone who defied him. My people feared him, as did his own men. He was ruthless and void of remorse or consciousness; a deadly combination for a mass murderer. He enjoyed the kill as much as he did manipulation. The good Welkins captured by him never stood a chance. He penetrated their minds with a darkness one couldn’t even fathom until there was nothing but a gruesome shell left behind. He was thought of as a plague incarnate; a curse brought upon Heaven in retaliation to God’s actions. Heaven wasn’t safe; the Welkin weren’t safe. Those were dark days. 

    Andraste was as light as a feather. She cut through almost everything but the foul Scourge Behemoths. The Scourge Behemoth’s skin was as hardened as mountain rock and took more than several hits to penetrate, but as I aged, I grew stronger, and it allowed my blade, Andraste, to eventually cut right through it with ease. 

    The scourge behemoths were the underworld’s tyrants. Large husky brutes with hands greater in size than Welkins. Once these beasts got a hold of you, you were done for. These monstrous creatures took on armies of Welkins alone and could only be defeated by higher-ranked Welkins. Higher ranked Welkins were named Welks. They were given a mark of the Heavens that allowed them to resist disease, corruption, and manipulation that radiated from the scourge.

    Mark of the Heavens was a sign that was created from God’s first love, Kira. No one knew of Kira and where she had come from; some had said she came from the realm of gods, but many believed otherwise. The realm of gods is said to be a realm that was created by the first God and where time began; Where power was unlimited and paramount. 	

    Kira gave God a special sigil that represented a bond between them: A bond of everlasting love. During the earlier cycles, God and Kira were young and in love, but it all changed when the scourge took her. God did everything in his power to find her but was unsuccessful and suffered many cycles alone. 

    As I grew, so did my power. Now, I will explain to you what I had mentioned before about Welkins only being able to receive powers from God himself. That rule had changed; I was the only welkin in Heaven to have gained unnatural powers. God didn’t understand how I obtained them, but he believed it was a sign that this was the early stages of becoming The True Spirit Born. During this cycle and throughout, I embraced it. I became more powerful over time and was able to take on mass armies of the scourge alone. Other spirit fighters that fought by my side could not believe what they were witnessing; A single Welkin rivaling an army of scourge was very rare. There were few among the Welkins that possessed enough power to do so, but most of them were dead. It was even rarer when I became strong enough to combat against the underworld’s strongest monsters, the Elites.

    The Elites were known to be the underworld’s demons of destruction. It was said these Elites could never fall by the sword; they were “unkillable”. The Elites were darker, more evil among the scourge. They feared nothing and killed everything, even annihilating their own kind out of sheer boredom. Elite scourge were once spirit families of Heaven. They were dark spirits that tormented and tortured their own. Upon being sent to the underworld, these corrupted spirit’s appearance would change, altering their peaceful look to a more gruesome one. The elite scourges were not only unpleasant to look at because of their ugly and decaying features, but their eerie presence sent a chill down the spines of even the most experienced of Welkins.

    The Elites were feared in Heaven. They were known as the scourge that could grow. They changed just like the Welkins did. The Elites would adapt and change throughout their surroundings and understand how we challenged them. The Elites were the only scourge that could do this, which made them dangerous to go up against and impossible to predict. 

    Welkins were warned about the Elite scourge and their power. They were told to never challenge them and to flee at first sight. Some Welkins tried to prove their worthiness, but it never ended well for them. They were either impaled against concrete walls like Old Yarrick was or decapitated by the Elite scourge’s corrupted hands. 	

    Not one Welkin fought an Elite scourge prior to Old Yarrick the Bold. Old Yarrick was an old veteran of the Welkins who was the first to rival the Elites; He feared nothing in existence and inspired us Welkins to fear nothing. Old Yarrick, a proud fighter of Heaven, stood at 6’4 and was known for his incredibly large beard. He looked like a Viking from the human species. We would always make fun of his appearance, but really, we envied him. 

    Old Yarrick wielded a shield and a sword. His sword was like no other. It would consume the souls of its victims to empower him and heal his battle wounds. He had an enchantress enchant his weapon long before I even existed. Old Yarrick was nearly a God on the battlefield, but unfortunately, even a God can fall. If it wasn’t for the Elites, Old Yarrick would have still been alive... The Elites found out about his enchanted weapon and took it before killing him. I always wondered how they knew.	

    On the bridge of the weapon, there were skulls sculpted out of metal. Many spoke of these sculpted metal skulls and said that they were the heads of leaders from the underworld. The blade itself ran thick from the fuller to the point. The blade’s edge was serrated and each tooth was a different size. The blade was 6 feet long and so sharp that the slightest graze could cause one to bleed. The enchanted sword had markings that had an orangey-yellow light that glowed as it ran down the bottom of the blade toward the fuller. The handle was wrapped with a leather strapping that belonged to his only child, Fiona. Fiona had made a leather bracelet for Old Yarrick, and on the bracelet, it said: “Protect the Innocent, Purge the Filth”. 

    Fiona was eighteen cycles old with a very bright future ahead of her... Old Yarrick never wanted her to fight, but she refused and never listened. She meant everything to him. The scourge took Fiona during a battle that Old Yarrick attended; he and his army had been overrun. He couldn’t believe what he was seeing, and the scourge forced him to watch as they slowly took her life. 

    It was said that Old Yarrick went ballistic after witnessing his daughter’s slaughter. He drove his very hands through the skulls of the two scourges that held him down. Seconds after, he dove toward his enchanted sword held by an individual scourge. After obtaining the sword, Yarrick had begun. What they did to his daughter was something that could never be undone. He knew this and, therefore, fought an entire army of scourge alone. 

    The Elites killed Old Yarrick during that endless bloodshed. Old Yarrick was angry and fueled with revenge, but his own rage blinded him. After the Elite scourge brought Old Yarrick to his knees, he looked toward the Heavens and slowly lowered his head; he could feel his energy fading and the darkness taking him. Old Yarrick stared into the abyss eyes of the Elite that stood proudly in front of him, 

    smiled and said, 

    “Your days will come to an end, just like mine”.	

    The Elite scourge showed no emotion. The rest of them gathered around Old Yarrick and began to impale him with several steel spikes. All at once, they lifted him and pushed Old Yarrick against a solid concrete wall. They forced the steel spikes that were fastened tightly at the end of the makeshift pole arms they were holding further through Old Yarrick; Yarrick made no sound. The scourge positioned him in the same way as God’s son was placed during an unfortunate event that occurred within the human realm,

    the scourge was sending God a message....

    Old Yarrick was a cheerful Welkin in and out of battle before his daughter’s death. He made every moment worth living. He was a true friend, and I missed him. 

    I myself did not come across the Elites until one battle in sector 5. I was all alone... The other Welkins were not as stubborn as I was; they took off at the first sight of the Elite. We came across them when we got to the center of Sector 5. All of the structures in the area were burning to the point of collapsing. As the Welkin soldiers and I searched for survivors, the Elite had walked out from one of the burning structures. As I laid my eyes upon the creature, I could see the pure evilness that was lurking within it; a pronounced sense of no emotion; nothing but hate and destruction. I positioned myself to fight. As I looked to my right, the Welkin soldiers began to back away. They glanced at the Elite and then back to me. I smirked at them and turned back to look at the Elite.
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    The Elite and I had a stare-down; there was dead silence. We watched each other with blank stares. I knew that whatever happened there, I had to make sure I was the one walking out. I kept my sword steady and waited patiently for the Elite to make the first move. The Elite’s eyes changed color as he leaped toward me with an airborne strike. As soon as he came crashing down on me with his serrated finger-tipped hands, I stopped him. A loud clash sound was made, and it echoed throughout the sector for several seconds. It was so powerful that it sent out a shockwave of force and caused some of the surrounding buildings’ windows to explode.

    There was a pause. As I looked at the Elite, it looked at me. We both knew that this was going to be an interesting fight. I then pushed myself off of the scourge and prepared myself for another attack. The Elite charged me during my recovery. It punched me through several buildings. That was the hardest I had ever been hit in all my life cycles. 

    As I was lying on my back after I had landed hard on the ground, I opened my eyes slowly and noticed The Elite scourge standing above me... It began to open its mouth, and I did not know what it was doing until I remembered my father telling me about the Elites corrupting Welkins to fight the scourge. The scourge was trying to convert me, and I knew I had to act fast or I would be corrupted. 

    I drove my sword right through the scourge’s mouth, and it backed away from me while screeching in pain. I charged it as it tried to take out the sword and brought the Elite to the ground. At that point, I felt something take over me. It was a natural power that I had never felt before. I pulled the sword out of the Elite’s mouth and threw it on the ground. I wanted to punch the hell out of that Elite till it had become ash, and I did. Staring at the Elite with ferocity; my eyes began to fill with holy light. I then screamed and yelled as I began to punch the Elite. It tried to stop me, but it couldn’t.

    At that point, I had become stronger than it. I saw The Elite’s facial expression changed; the creature began to fear me, and it was something I have never witnessed in all my time cycles. After I unleashed more punches, I tore the Elite’s body in half and ripped its head off with my bare hands. I vaguely remember doing it... The blood, organs, and ash had covered me from head to toe... I could only remember the moment when I paused; I was in disbelief as to what I had just done.

    I stood up - towering over the torn-up Elite. I noticed on the corner of my eye many figures standing near; I was surrounded by twenty more of those God-forsaken Elite scourge... I dropped the head of the vanquished one and readied myself - Letting out a Vigorous roar, the loudest I had ever done, one so dominant; everyone in Heaven could have heard. The elites slowly started to back away from me. My eyes were still glowing with Holy light, and at that moment, I felt indestructible. 

    I could feel a high source of energy flowing through my body, and it felt like it was supercharging me. I was ready to take on everything that could have been thrown at me. The Elites backed off and had left me be. I think they knew that I would have overcome them in any way they chose to attack. On that day, I knew that I changed into something even more powerful. 

    Unfortunately, my father wasn’t around to see me then. He would have been proud... Ever since my father intentionally lost a battle in the Heavens Bold Tournament, he never returned. My people spoke of his ambition to annihilate the scourge in their own domain. They would joke and say that he most likely took over the underworld. At the time, I sometimes believed it, but I always felt something else. I know my father, and he is one tough son of a bitch. It would take a lot to put him down for good. He followed through when he set his mind on something: live or die. 

      I could feel the wind trying to pass through my hair, but the blood that layered it stopped it. Little dust clouds formed along the dirt-covered road as I stared down the ruined sector. I felt empty and lost. It was as if a part of me was destroyed. The sector that I laid eyes upon was no more. I picked up the head of the Elite that I vanquished and brought it with me for the long venture back to my sector, ‘ The Vault ‘.

    God’s Journal

    - Part 1-

    An intro to a Flashback of sector 5 had made way for the journey through the battle of sector 10... 

    Sector 5 had continued.

    The Tournament had led to the night of the loss... 

    Questions had been asked of the battle of sector 7. 

    That had placed a Curse upon The Road to Recovery.

    It led to The Vault and paved the way to A Climactic Death.

    The Battle for the Bridge had been lost as 

    A Holy Weapon from the Heavens Sky was Defending the Gate. 

    Failure; to the End or a New Beginning
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    Chapter 2

    Flash Back

    Along the venture back to the Vault, I had memories of other battles I was a part of. One of my most memorable memories was the battle of sector 20. The travel time to this sector was 10 time cycles. It was the farthest sector in Heaven and the farthest sector from home. My mission was to rescue a Welkin female, but I wasn’t informed that the Welkin was God’s firstborn. I was told long ago, when I was just a little kin, a story of a female Welkin that walked among my people. 

    She was the only Welkin to have ever been created by God and had the capability of growing in power. This Welkin was known as ‘the firstborn’. She was the first of our kind, a practice of creation by God. She was said to be ‘the perfect creation’. The firstborn was the first of us to be given the ability to become ageless at the twenty-fifth cycle. Because this implementation worked, God gave it to the rest of his Welkin children. 

    Every Welkin would age up to the twenty-fifth cycle and once reached, the Welkin would never grow further, allowing them to be in their prime forever. Only by the hand of a corrupt spirit, a disease, or a Welkin’s own weapon could bring an end to a Welkin’s life.

    Other Stories were told about the firstborn, a beautiful but deadly Welkin who occupied her time with solo missions for her amusement. She would assassinate high elite scourge within their domain. This Welkin was feared within the underworld which caused the scourge to rebel against her attacks. This caused a mini-war against the firstborn and the underworld. Hundreds of attacks were made against her by the scourge leaders. These attacks were placed on small villages where the firstborn was stationed. Every attempt to eliminate the firstborn was a bust because the firstborn was too powerful. She eliminated all that were hunting her, and the marks on her head began to die down and eventually disappear.

    As time passed, less and less information was given about the firstborn. Eventually, the Welkin woman was no longer seen or heard of. No one understood what happened to her. It was as if she had just vanished without a trace, until a few cycles after her disappearance, when there was word of her existence. We were told she was seen as a single beacon of white light traveling alone along the dark and corrupted roads toward Sector 20. After God was given word of her location, he requested my father to attempt many rescue missions to find her in sector 20, but every attempt failed. All that came out of each rescue mission were the lives of my Welkin brothers being claimed by the scourge and the corrupted lands between each sector that took them. Eventually, God stopped ordering rescue missions and left the firstborn be. 

    I had asked God myself if I could go and find her. God told me to forget about going. It was more of a suicide mission. I was stubborn and so I told God that I was going to go find her whether he wanted me to or not. The look on his face, it was as if he was disappointed in me for not listening to him, but at the same time, it seemed like he wanted me to go. As I arrived in sector 20, I could see large clouds of smoke covering the Heavens. It felt as if I was in the underworld. I prepared myself for anything that lay ahead. I could see the sector. It was covered with scourge. I knew if I wanted to find the Welkin, I would need to get the attention of the entire sector. 

    Without thinking, I charged the large group of scourge in the central point of the sector, yelling, “FOR THE LIGHT!!”

    Welkin’s yell, “FOR THE LIGHT “; it’s something we have done since the beginning of our existence. It seemed to empower us with holy light; they say the holy light is a blessing from God. 

    At the start of every battle, as we are face to face with our enemy, a high-ranking Welkin would lead the mass army of Welkins into battle. He would yell as he raises his sword towards the great number of scourge

    “FOR THE LIGHT!!!” 

    The Welkin soldiers would then return by saying 

    “LIGHT BE WITH US!!” 

    As I plowed through the front lines of the scourge, I swung Andraste upward and pivoted my way through the masses. Using my combat techniques to vanquish the very scourge that stood in my way, body parts flew in all directions around me. In some ways, it brought me joy and relief. All that could be heard were the screeches of pain that I had been delivering to the scourge. I knew this would have caught the entire sector’s attention, and it did. 

    Several minutes later, I became overwhelmed. I was forced to push with everything I had to keep myself alive. I roared with built-up rage and anger from within, my eyes felt as if they were flooding with blood, and my body filled with energy as my brain filled with madness. I was then taken over by an unnatural power. This was the first time I felt empowered by something God didn’t give me. The hordes of scourge were all around me, and I was outnumbered. I spun in a circle like a tornado with my weapon pointed outwards. Andraste had cut through every scourge that surrounded me. Holy light was cast down upon me from the heavens sky, and I became a beacon of light calling for all scourges. 

    The scourge had come from every direction now... As I claimed the lives of the scourge, more seemed to take their place. I knew that this was a battle that would only end if I gave in, but I was here to find the firstborn. I stopped spinning furiously and slowly lowered the blade towards the ground. I caught my breath. I was blessed with a moment of silence and was given a period to analyze my surroundings. The thought of maybe I vanquished most of them registered in my mind, but I was only kidding myself and knew the truth. I noticed there was ten times more scourge than there was before I drew my sword. It was an endless army... Something that I worried would eventually exist... As I raised my sword, I noticed a reflection of fire from the burning homes that once belonged to the spirits living in sector 20. 

    There was no other option. I knew I wasn’t going to defeat the scourge in this sector, nor find the firstborn. I positioned myself and began the call for the light, but nothing came to me, and I couldn’t understand why. Usually, when a Welkin calls for the light, a bright beam of light would come from the sky and slowly lift the Welkin from the ground. During this process, the Welkin would be filled with the light of God and, at its peak, cause the Welkin to be sacrificed, exploding with holy light and destroying all darkness surrounding them. It is Welkin’s last resort if all else fails. 

    It wasn’t working. I was thinking to myself, this was it, where I would fall without being able to go out with a big bang. My body then started to change, as I had decapitated heads from many scourge, I started to glow. 

    This was a different power. I did not know what was going to happen, but I went with it. As I continued to attack the scourge, I could feel myself becoming as light as a feather and have no form of a weight restriction. It was unusual but interesting. I was able to move as fast as light.

     I accepted this empowerment and fought on. Flying through the scourge like holy light itself was the first time I had the ability to fly somewhat. Massacring everything in Sector 20 within seconds, I eventually came to a halt and landed in the center of the battlefield. Not a single scourge was standing, and I felt the empowerment slowly leave my body. Whatever had given me that power must have been keeping an eye on me. 

    I had a moment of peace... A break, I had thought. A break period was always favored during long battles. It gave us Welkins time to regenerate before the next wave of the scourge onslaught. The break was then cut short. Loud roars sounded in the distance. The scourge crushers could be seen, and those brutal, colossal killing machines were slowly converging on my location.... I knew then that the sector had been aware of my presence, and things were going to get a little out of hand. I thought to myself that I had already cheated death twice. How many more times could I pull it off? The ground shook as the horde of scourge crushers approached. I knew now I was in too deep to retreat and knowing that I called for the light previously and nothing came, instead only an empowerment. That told me something wanted me to stay here and continue to fight on. 

    I charged the scourge crushers...One had tried to grab me. Barely dodging the foul death grip in time, I countered it with a swift slash to the throat. The blood showered down from above, covering me and everything else within the area. The crusher fell to the ground, roaring; the roar sounded like a cry for help.... I had never heard a scourge crusher cry. 

    As I landed, I was attacked by another crusher. He attempted to squash me; luckily, I had avoided it and ran up its arm, throwing my sword right into its eye. I wasn’t sure what I was planning on doing. I then ran right up to the face of the scourge crusher and took my sword out of its eye. The crusher yelped as I hacked and slashed inward through its head.

    I had cut so deep that I could see its internals. The brain and the tissue seemed quite different from ours. Hard to explain what it actually looked like; I had proceeded further in, cutting its brain up like minced meat. The crusher fell to the ground without making a single sound. It was dead. I chuckled as I busted out of the backside of the crusher’s head. 

    I jumped out and attacked the next one. On top of the crusher’s head, I got a clear view of the whole sector. I saw an army, a size even greater than what I was currently facing. They were heading toward me. I was in for one hell of a battle... And to boot, I was all alone. 

    This was a solo rescue mission, after all. I guess that was why God told me it would be suicide. But what was done was done; I couldn’t have turned back, not then... I had to fight on till the end. As I was fighting another crusher, a second one attacked me from the back. He had gotten a hold of me. Once a scourge crusher gets a hold of you, you are pretty much dead. 

    I did not let that get to me. I tried to get out of its hands, but I could not. Pushing with all my strength, it did nothing. I began to get angry. Becoming anger-driven in battle; causes one to allow the darkness to seep in. God told us to never allow anger to fuel us in battle. In doing so, would eventually lead to our own doom. 

    At this point, I let myself go with anger. I started to feel the darkness taking over me, but I held on to the light. I started to bash the crusher’s hand; I could feel every punch get stronger than the last. 

    The crusher began to screech... It was working... I let out a vigorous roar and threw one final punch. I plowed right through the crusher’s hand. As I passed the explosion of flesh and bone of the scourge crusher’s hand, I flew into and straight through another crusher. Destroying his torso on impact caused the crusher to fall backwards from the force of the punch... 

    As I landed, I turned to the crusher that had tried to squish me, and I laughed. Charging at his head as he lay on the ground in pain, I jumped upon the beast and began to punch its head in till it became mush. As I stood upon the scourge crushers head covered in blood, I had a clear view of the mass army that would soon be upon me.

    I was filled with so much anger; I didn’t care. I wasn’t turning into a scourge and couldn’t understand why. I could feel the light inside of me as well as the darkness. It seemed,  

    I now had the best of both worlds…

    As the scourge approached me, they had come to a halt. I let out a vigorous battle cry and charged the army with my fists. Anger took over me once again, and I could feel myself becoming uncontrollable. I leaped towards the army and came crashing down on them. An explosion went off, sending a

    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
  
