
 

“Dad?” Theshan lifted his head to look inquisitively at his father. 
“Yes Theshan?” 
“Will you teach me? I want to be like you.” 
“Of course my son.” 
Theshan gave nothing but a smile in response, he rested his head against his father’s 

chest and was soon rocked asleep. Some might say he was too old to still want to be carried, 
but Varus had never humored such a possibility. He leaned his cheek into his son’s hair 
listening to every heartbeat and breath while he watched the sun reflect off the sea and 
disappear beyond the horizon. 

A voice called out from behind, and he turned to look for his wife as the last light of the 
sun faded. A darkness came, unnaturally fast. He tightened his grip on Theshan, mind racing to 
his bow, where was it? 

“Theshan, wake up,” his son didn’t respond to him. 
“Theshan!” He shook him to no resistance. His body was still, his heartbeat silent. 
“THESHAN!” 
The sea turned crimson. The blighted waves crashed against the shore, dispersing into 

an intangible mass that lept into the sky, eclipsing Varus and the body of his son. Varus 
shielded Theshan as the wave spiraled downards, transforming into a jagged black spike that 
drove itself into Varus's heart. 

 
He did not scream when he woke, such dreams always ended the same, but for a time 

they were blessings. 
 

Consciousness flooded in with the reddish haze of dawn, as the last vestige of sleep 
ebbed away his sense were assailed by Pallas. The creature had grown since he had taken it 
within himself a year ago, it spoke to him now in feelings, sensations; restlessly tugging at his 
legs and fingers. It wanted him to move. 

Varus picked himself up, he had sought sleep beneath the tree at the center of a village 
devastated by a chemical barrage during the first weeks of the invasion. It was one of many 
trees that had grown and died here, a symbol of life, death, and rebirth. A sacred cycle now 
halted by the devastation wrought by Noxus. Nothing would ever again grow in this soil, all that 
was left was the husk. 

His hatred boiled within, he clenched his fists and gritted his teeth. Pallas responded 
eagerly by readying itself within his palm, it hadn’t forgotten why they’d come. 


