
A Cog in the Wheel of Progress 

“Have you come to a decision?” 

As Camille waited for an answer, she brought her cup to her lips, savoring the sweet and calming 

scent of freshly brewed tea. The spicy flavor of the beverage reminded her of the warmth of the 

desert and of a man with sun-kissed skin and soft brown curls.  

She pushed the memory away as soon as it started to surface in her mind. Now was not the time to 

reminisce over the past with nostalgia. Now was the time to think about the future. 

“Are you sure this is necessary, Aunt Camille?” asked Anna. 

“Yes, my dear, protecting the future of our family; that is our duty. You are the Master of the Clan 

now, and today it means choosing the next Principal Intelligencer and preparing him, or her, for the 

day he’ll have to take on that mantle.” 

“You’ve always been the Principal Intelligencer of Clan Ferros. You may well outlive me and any of 

my children, why now? Is everything all right?” 

Camille waved off her niece’s concerns for her well-being with but a gesture of her hand. 

“We’ve postponed this decision long enough. Our Clan’s future cannot rely solely on one person. Our 

duty is to assure its future, no matter the cost.” 

Uncertainty rose in the deep cerulean blue of Anna’s eyes. She had led a peaceful life, protected and 

shielded from the harsh truth and ugliness of reality. A poisoned gift Stevan had given to his children 

and grand-children. Perhaps was it his biggest mistake, but Camille knew she shared that blame. Her 

love for her brother had blinded her. No more. She would make things right and she would not fall 

prey to the same error in judgment. 

If it meant showing Anna the true face of Piltover, so be it. She needed to know. She had to be ready 

to make the sacrifices her position asked of her. It would probably take her time to accept her new 

place in this world, but Camille would make sure she understood its necessity. No matter how hard 

the decision, it was in everyone in Piltover’s best interest.  

At least that’s what Camille told herself in the mirror. 

“What is the principle upon which our city has been built?” She asked, filling the silence as she sat a 

little straighter, refusing to be destabilized by her own doubts. 

“Progress.”  

“Yes. Progress. Pushing the boundaries of knowledge and science. It’s a fragile and intricate process 

that asks of us to know our place and do our part. And trust me, my dear, I’ve played mine long 

enough to know that progress comes with one thing and one thing alone: change.”  

Camille took another sip of her tea, observing her niece’s reaction from behind the brim of her cup. 

Her words foreboding the weight that one day Anna would have to carry on her shoulders.  



“For all your life, I’ve been here, unchanged,” she said as her niece remained silent. “It is logical that 

you believe it could stay that way. As master of the clan it is your duty to see beyond that. Many 

principal intelligencers have come before me, and so others must come after. Do you understand?”  

Anna nodded her understanding, a frown of concentration creasing her brow as she took in Camille’s 

sound advice. 

“It should be my eldest daughter. She has a strong health and is quite good with a rifle,” she said 

after a moment of reflection. 

“Strength and health can be obtained through hextech augmentations, and with enough dedication 

and discipline anyone can learn how to wield a weapon. Bodies are easier to sharpen than the mind. 

Do not forget to take that into consideration, dear.”  

It’s not that she was calling her niece’s daughter dumb, per say, but the girl was too naïve. She would 

not last long, swimming in the murky waters of corporate espionage or dealing with Zaun’s 

cutthroats.  

Camille couldn’t outright tell her niece that her first choice was a bad one. She wanted Anna to feel 

empowered and in control, just like a master of the clan should be. One day, she would need to 

embody these values in order to lead the clan to greater successes. It was Camille’s duty to prepare 

her, but until then, she would keep nudging her niece in the right direction.  

“My son, then. He is clever and well-versed in matters of politics and hex technology.”  

“A fine choice,” Camille said with a pleased smile. “We will see that he starts his training soon, but 

we can discuss the details another day. I am sure you have other matters to attend.” 

A polite way to dismiss her niece and bring the meeting to an end, as Camille was the one with 

matters to attend to.  

As her niece left the room, Camille rose, balancing her weight on the tip of her blades as naturally as 

if it were human legs. She walked to the balcony and for a moment gazed upon the city. It was a 

beautiful machine, one with many intricate parts and gears working together to keep it functioning. 

All its inhabitants were part of its mechanical heart, all cogs in the great wheel that was the City of 

Progress.  

Even her, someday, she would become an old and rusty part that would need to be replaced; her 

semblance of immortality could not prevent it forever. Such was the way of Piltover.  

Acting like a mirror to her thoughts, a flicker of pain pulsed through her chest. She refrained from 

groaning, but her hand instinctively came to cover the piece of machinery that was her heart.  

Hakim’s creation had brought her this far. Now, after all these years, it was about to become 

obsolete, and she along with it.  

If Camille wanted to survive and be part of the future of Piltover, it looked like once more, she would 

have to change. 

 


