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The journey was challenging for our caravan. The roads were inconsistent in their patterns, which burdened our horses significantly. My colleagues and I had to continue our journey on foot as we passed the river and then to the mountain’s root. As we rest, I can see the ‘Cathedral of Vow’ over the horizon: The twisted towers, long bridges, and round stone walls. It’s a sight to behold... You have asked for my patience, but it is hard to contain myself when seeing this magnificent sight. I eagerly wait for the sun to rise once more—so we may venture inside and meet with the current residents.


-Phader Karthuras Rotolo.
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There is some comfort to be had this morning. I and my colleagues awaken alongside our minor inconveniences, such as the soreness of our feet and the anticipation of the lugging of supplies. On the other hand, the cathedral brought this strange view of optimism. Its beauty secrets into our consciousness—though impractical the structure may seem. The architect must have studied the realms of fantasy to develop this abstract structure... We eat our morning meals before venturing as we rest by the warm fire; my colleagues talk briefly about the possibilities they might witness once they go inside. We all share the numerous tales and legends of what goes on inside and the purpose of this structure. I recall it fondly from my youth during the years of—'true freedom’ in the capital; I am thankful that those times are over.

“Tell me, Karthuras,” The knight with the black mustache asked for me, “Whatever happened to the previous Phader?”

I replied: “From what I could gather from his notes, he suffered from these troubling illusions, which led to his disappearance. There was no trail left behind in his wake, only doubt.”

I might have spoiled their optimism; I hope that was not true. Admittedly, I’m concerned for my future. To be given the privilege at a young age to watch over the cathedral is a great honor and one I had faintly studied for. I can’t imagine what the other Phaders think of me now. Then again—they are scattered far among the land of Erdphale.

Finally, we had prepared ourselves for the remaining miles left to wander. Once we climb over the hills, the ‘Cathedral of vow’ is only a hundred paces away. The loud bell alerts us of our arrival, and the echo disrupts the once-rested birds, scattering them in the opposite direction.

The large steel door opens to our presence, turned by the complex mechanical designs operated from within. In the dark shade, we could only hear the tapping of heels emitting louder with every step. Eventually, we see this stranger with a whole glance: The young woman greets us with a firm smile—perfecting her positioning and movement as if she were welcoming royalty. Her clothing is also impressive, with dark fabric and décor, yet there is beauty in the macabre.

She said: “You have arrived at last—Phader Karthuras Rotolo. We have been anticipating your arrival.”

I replied: “And we are honored to have arrived at this place. May I ask your name?” 

“My name is Cresalin. I am this Cathedral’s caretaker, a mother of sorts some would consider. Though none share my blood, I am delighted to help those needing my assistance.”

“By the designs of this structure, I can only imagine how—labyrinthine this place might be on the inside.”

Her smile grew wider from my comment, “Not to worry, Phader. I shall escort you through the many hallways until you recognize every corner. For now, let us join inside.”

Inside, we joined together to see the first of many rooms. Already, this place enchants me with its beauty. The pillars holding the structure are carved with depictions of malformed anatomies of the human form; Sleeper is at the ceiling, expanding his hands to make such creations. The cauldron also shares its signature design, with an eye in the middle wrapped in a bundle of hands and arms. The capital had similar artifacts—though lacking in creativity.

Few residents greeted themselves in our presence, humble in their poise and polite words. Among them, I encountered a few who had more obscure compositions. However, as human—as they seem at first glance, my curious eye could not ignore their disfigurement, such as the skin of their face flapping from every inch of movement. The eyes have a faint blue glow emitting from under the pupil. Do they have fake eyes? Not all had this same affliction, but one already begs my attention. That very attention had to be turned elsewhere as Cresalin led us to the next room where the food was prepared. This is where she stopped to offer us a meal and drink. Hastily, the others took upon the offer as I rejected it.

“Will you not join them?” She asked. 

“My stomach is still satisfied from this morning...” I replied with a faint laugh.

“Then perhaps I can take you to your study instead.”

“I would appreciate it immensely.”

She leads me away from the others and again through the many halls. This time, the cauldron did not give us our much-needed light for guidance; instead, the sun’s shine pressed through the azure glass windows. I turn my head to the cobblestone walls, finding the paintings intriguing. Their depictions are terrifying, and yet I find myself fond of them. Why am I drawn to this aesthetic? Cresalin is no different. Even now, the light brightens her pale face and the dark fabric she wears... it’s becoming hard to focus on the path ahead.

She returns my curious glance with something to say: “I see you have curious eyes. Are the images to frightful?”

“They are abstract—but I find fascinating none of the less... They remind me of your uniform. The—darkness with a glamor of light, like a wandering lantern in the dead of night.” Perhaps I was too bold to say such things to a stranger.

“Thank you for the compliment,” she blushed, “few would ever consider such designs complimentary; not even the previous Phader found them amusing.”

At that moment, I recalled a fragment of a letter from Phader that she had mentioned: ‘Beasts with round eyes, lonely souls, and twisted minds. The eyes - the eyes see all! All that stands in those desolate halls and I who walk among the dark figures.’

I decided to press the topic: “About the previous Phader, I had read many of his letters and found every entry to contain strange riddles. Did he ever come off as strange to you?”

“Yes...” she said with a concerned voice, “His mind became lost as his—eagerness to help people waned... It was a tragic day when he disappeared; many of us have felt his absence ever since. Sometimes we question if he’s still around in spirit possibly.”

“Spirit? You believe he’s dead?”

“I don’t see him returning anytime soon—the world outside our walls is unsafe.”

“That is true. It took a group of well-armed knights to make it this far.”

We walked up one of the many spiral staircases onto the second floor. The velvet carpet brightens the hallway, making it distinct from the rest. Following it forward, we ended up in one of the rooms. Cresalin gives me the key and allows me to open it... The room is modestly sized, with shelves containing many books. I opened one to find the historical records of one of the residents living in the cathedral.

“All of them contain everyone’s family legacy,” Cresalin confirmed, “You would be surprised to read their stories. Where they had started to where they are now.”

“I can’t imagine the countless tales everyone here has to share... Though, I prefer talking to people face to face. Perhaps you and I could spend time together and become more acquainted.”

“I would much like to accept your offer if my current circumstances have not already been scheduled.”

“I did not mean to intrude on your duties. Is there anything I can do to help?”

“Do not be alarmed, Phader. These matters require only my presence. But I won’t hesitate to ask if I require your presence.”

“Well—don’t let me hold you from your responsibilities. I will return to the dining hall for supper. Will I meet you there?”

“Of course. I shall meet with you later.” She walked out of the room with a slight nod.

Now, I am alone in this room, and with time, I have decided to investigate my surroundings for every tool and journal I can find. Figuring out the Phader may have left behind some notes or plans. None I was able to discover in these passing moments...
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Garlic—oils—ale, and wheat, such a delightful sense; I follow its trail like a hook to a curious fish. I grew evermore famished from not having these delicacies in my gut. The trail led me to the dining hall, where everyone was gathered, delighting themselves with supper. I took part with a mug of ale in my right hand and a bowl of broth in my left. As I tried to enjoy these contents, the residents snuck in with warm gestures, leaving this food of mine to turn cold by the minute. This brightens my overwhelmed mind with a sense of wanting. Never in my early days did I ever feel truly wanted—this was a great contrast to me.

I wanted to speak to everyone, yet—I am focused on a single individual. I sought to find her amongst the crowed with no fragment of her being... Perhaps she was still attending to her matters.

Waiting for some time, I took the liberty to speak with the many residents in modest conversation. Slowly, the pattern of their dialogue became as clear as the cloudless sky. Though their years are older than mine—they speak like a child. Their voice had no ambition nor fear, only bliss and persistent delight. I had turned one of my simple questions into a counting game—to see how many times I would acquire the same answer. This question had to be simple to obtain a valuable response; I asked this: ‘How do you feel when digging a six-foot hole?’

The answers are given using different words while preserving the same meaning: “I do not know how to use the stick of iron. It makes my hand sore, and my legs shiver.”’, “I—I had never touched such an object to know of its use. Such work is for the simple ones, is it not?” “I’m afraid I do not contain the strength to dig the soil in a timely matter.”

With these answers, I contain only the foam of their thoughts; they seem somewhat capable of using the spoon and nothing more. With some extra time on my hands, I will further explore their thoughts.

As for my curious mind, wishes to see Cresalin once more before the night takes hold of our strength. I had taken one of the knights from my journey to accompany me in case of any danger. It took a moment to realize my guardian is not sober enough to walk presently in a straight-line, thus pressing himself against the wall for leverage.

A question occurred to me as of late. With that in mind, I ask: “What is your name?” 

“M-my name...?” The knight said, wiping his black mustache, “It's Alen Deltoris... I would not be concerned with it—if I were you, Phader.”

“Why do you say that?”

“I—not tend to stay here for long. By the morning, I will be heading back towards the capital.”

“Does this place burden you already?”

“No... I have no intention of watching doors and—guiding hands to the shit bowls. I want to fight! To live!”

He trips over himself and then takes a moment to find his strength again. Before I could reply, a howl echoed from the spiral staircase. I promptly ran towards the upper platform, leaving Alen behind.  

In the distance, I see Cresalin lying on the floor with bloodstained on her clothes. I ran over to check her current condition; there were only long claw marks on her belly, and no matter how many times I shook her, she would not allow her eyes to open... Turning to the dark room next to us, I saw red diamond-like eyes watching me with an increasing snarl rattling my ears.

“Evelyne...” Cresalin suddenly spoke out of breath, “Don’t hurt him...”

This beast did not listen to her words and decided to pounce on me! Pinning me to the ground with her claws two inches from my eyes. I can hold her in place for the moment. Suddenly, she opens her jaw, protruding her long—rigid tongue against my cheeks. The sensation was like shards of glass grazing my skin. The more I try to resist her, the more persistent she becomes—damn it all, where is my help!? The minute I asked the question was the minute help came for me. Alen tackled the beast against her side, using his weight to keep her against the floor!

“Give me a hand with this beast!” He demanded from me.

“No, don’t hurt her!” Cresalin cried out to Alen.

He ignored her plea, “Phader! Take the knife from my back pocket and slit this thing's throat!”

I hesitated the motion... even with her malformity. I could still see her human side.

“Phader!” Alen yelled for me once more.

Eventually, I removed myself from the floor and grabbed the knife from his sheath—I shivered with the blade pointed at the creature. My heart is pounding harder than I have ever experienced. I can hear Cresalin howling, begging me to let her go... My mind is being tugged back and forth! Eventually—I found my answer, which is why I am here at all... I demanded that Cresalin find me a rope or chain to keep this beast from attacking us. She follows my demand and returns to me with the bindings.

“What damn lunacy is this!” Alen growled, “Do you not see this beast? Are you blind? This thing was about to kill you, and now you intend to save her?”

She did not respond and began binding her friend while I helped Alen keep the creature at bay. When the knot was bound, she said, “Pull her into the room; we can keep her inside!”

It took some time to secure this creature. She lies on her bed, arms and legs bound to the steel frame. She twists and turns her limbs, trying to break free... And since I can look at this creature without much worry, I can concentrate on her features: This woman was corrupted by feline traits, meshing crudely with the human structure. The skin and fur were not well aligned, scattered, and torn as if she tried to scour her own flesh.

Alen asked: “What could have created this abomination?”

“She... She was not always like this,” Cresalin explained, “Sleeper tends for her soul to be—transformed. For what...? I do not know.”

Alen growled: “You’re telling me Sleeper did this?”

“I... I don’t know how else,” she replied.

“Well, Phader?” Alen said sternly, “What do you make of this?”

I was short on words: “This is an unnatural occurrence.”

“Pointless words, Phader... I need to kill this beast before she hurts anyone else.”

“You will do no such thing!” Cresalin demanded, “Why would you murder an innocent life!?” she turned to me, “Are you not this realm’s protector?”

“I think the three of us need some time to rest...” I said, rubbing my tired eyes, “As long as we keep Evelyne tied up in this room, we will have nothing to worry about.”

Alen places his hand on his sword, “Do you expect me to rest tonight when this thing is still alive?”

I reply: “You will under my orders...”

Alen did not take my demand lightly. I could tell from his expression how much he wanted to strangle me. Before he could say or do anything else, he pushed himself away, leaving me and Cresalin alone with the beast.

“Thank you...” she said, walking closer to me, “I won’t let this ever happen again. She—she is not always like this.”

“You don’t have to thank me. After all, the people who live under this roof, including Evelyne, are under my protective care. Tomorrow, you and I can arrange a way to properly secure her until we find a cure or a more suitable alternative.”

She bowed her head while giving me the most genuine smile I had ever seen on a woman. For a moment, I forgot everything that had happened to me so far.
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Everyone returned to their chambers as Evelyne's wailing never ceased. Constant cacophony to my ears, turning the simple pleasure of rest into a luxury—damn it all, why would Sleeper create such a strange beast? It’s difficult for me to plan a tolerable way to care for her... The cries radiate louder with every passing moment. Even in my blissful moments of vision, it’s soon abrupt.

The silence finally came when I did not expect it to arrive. My ears can take a moment of rest... And yet, my mind is not diminished from this worry. This night will never cease at this rate; to cure this burden, I throw on my mantle, ignite my lantern, and then venture towards Evelyne’s bed chamber again...
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