
A Scar From Eternity 
 
It's finally done. The emperor agreed to the plan. I continue to reread the manuscript 

sent to me by the messengers in relief. I was so scared that the emperor has heard of 
Renekton's deeds in Nashramae. I still hold a script from the ill-fated city in my office, but its 
words were too smudged for me to read due to the blackened page from the fire. I always 
hoped I could decipher it one day. Luckily, all the emperor saw from the smoke that rose from 
the sands and his burning subjects was a victory.. 
  
 I shouldn't dwell on that now. I look to the obelisk at the front of my library. It cast no 
shadow. It’s almost time for the session. I took out my journal and review the notes. 
 
 --------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
  
 "... I feared it to be getting worse. I heard rumors of the soldier who was murdered. I hear 
from soldiers of how fearful they were of him. Mortals have always been scared of beings more 
powerful than them, but this.. 'A Tyrant' they call him.. 'A madman' they call him.. 'A butcher' 
they call him.." 
  
 "...He has agreed to these sessions. It didn't seem that bad at first. He was actually glad 
that I could spend time with him, but as I continue to converse, he began to say things like 'that 
city should rot', 'the idiocy and lies of mortal generals', 'the death of the emperor'..." 
  
 --------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
  
 The noxious words continued until I finally gave in to the temptation to slam the cursed 
book closed and let chains of anguish ground me to my chair. As I sulk on my desk, I look into 
my arm where I see a faded scar slightly above my elbow. Usually when mortals ascend, their 
bodies transform as they lose the physical blemishes of their previous life, but I always see this 
scar from my past, whether a figment of my imagination or not. It was in the streets where I got 
this, where my brother garnered a reputation as a fighter, and I, as a result, soon followed.. 
  
 Thump! Thump! Thump! 
  
 The sound of large footsteps echo in the library's halls. Everyone inside froze and dart 
their heads around frantically to unearth its source. The large crocodile entered with the scars of 
battle since his ascension proudly on his chest, storming in as his glowing yellow eyes glared at 
me. The people around begin to hide behind the shelves for cover from the intimidating beast. 
  
 "How many times do I have to tell you not to make a ruckus when coming in!" I scold. 
"This is a library, Renekton." He showed no response. "Come in," I sigh as I beckon him to the 
office behind me. 
  



 We looked at each other in silence at opposite ends of the table surrounded by shelves 
of texts. 
  
 "So, did you finish reading the book?" I ask. "I thought you would find it fascinating." 
  
 He glares at me. "About that.." he sighs. "Brother, why did you suggest I read these dull 
texts? I came here to get help. Not join your book club." 
  
 "You didn't read it? Renekton! I specifically chose that book for you! Action, violence, war 
strategies... Should I draw pictures for you and your laziness!?" I bark angrily. "I'll have you 
know that 'The Ascended Nomad' is revered by many Shurimian scholars and-" 
  
 "Nasus!" Renekton shouts angrily, his voice booming in the library. I stop in my tracks 
and look at him as he begins to huff angrily. "Answer the question! How does a foolish, boorish 
book help? I've already seen what war offers; what's the point of looking at a fake war in the 
eyes of a disillusioned mortal?" 
  
 "You are the one that is disillusioned for saying such things!" I shout, until realizing the 
sound of my hands slamming on the table. "I.. Forgive my behavior, brother," I sigh. "I just 
thought that it could help enlighten you. I feel that you are distant from Shurima. Guess it's time 
to try something else." I go out to the office and take the manuscript from the emperor. I gesture 
him to read. 
  
 "I've been working on this for a while. It should be better than this." I walk to the other 
side of the table and give him the scroll. He opens it quickly with his clawed hands. His eyes 
begins to turn from yellow to red as they dart from left to right, and I can hear the growling from 
his throat as his sharp teeth begin to show. 
  
 "You wish for me to teach children!?" 
  
 "The emperor's children. He would be honored t-" 
  
 "Nasus!" He stands up abruptly. His red eyes pierce through my being as he storms 
through my office, rattling the books and the artifacts among my shelves, beckoning them to fall. 
"Do I look like a babysitter! I am an ascended general.. A leader of Shurima, and you want me 
to teach the spoiled brats of the emper-" He stops his march towards me as he feels a scroll 
slammed beneath his feet. It isn't like the others. Instead of the smooth papyrus surface, it felt 
burnt and frail. He steps back to uncover what's beneath him, and only ash remains as the 
charred scroll breaks apart from the pressure. He looks down in silence, enacting the same 
shame he felt when he saw my face that day in Nashramae. 
  

"The emperor doesn't know of it." I walk slowly towards him. "You'll be a great teacher," I 
said comfortingly. "I should know." 



  
 As I look upon him, I see more of myself from a millennium back, when Renekton first 
gave me the scar on my elbow as his very first lesson in combat. I cried, holding on to the 
wound for hours until he came to give me a soft, cold rag. 
  
 I place my hand on his shoulder and form the exact words he told me that day. 
  
           "I can't save you forever, brother." 
  
  
 


