[bookmark: _GoBack] 	Rustheim lay in ruins as fire burned what was left. Dead bodies and garbage were scattered about. Most of the children had survived but still a few were harmed or even killed. The very soul of the city was crushed as friends carried friends to their requiem. I hadn’t developed many personal relations with many of the denizens, however those I called ‘friend’ had survived. My wife, Adelfi, had made it through easily, although the same can’t be said for some of her men.

 	War is awful, thought I as I waded through the sadness and misery of the streets. Bodies crowded most walkways and blood stagnated in the lower areas of the road. Gruesome tragedy all throughout my home; I’m glad the memories from the spell don’t last long. I can only imagine what my victims felt as I had likely ripped them to shreds and burnt their friends. Such is the very nature of war, demonstrated easily by the decapitated and impaled dead.

 	I stood above the charcoals that were once my home. It is no use crying over what’s lost, however; I believed I had finally found peace. Who knew that our own kind could be so cruel to us? Why would one spill their kinsman’s blood? I mistakenly believed it couldn’t get worse.

“Pendragon..!”

 	I spun on my heels to see my beautiful wife running towards me. I was beyond relieved to see her again, though she wasn’t smiling nor did she have the slightest glow of relief. Instead a heavy cloud of anxiety and sadness sat upon her head.

“Please, use my real name, it’s time people knew.”

“Th- Theios,” She stuttered a moment, “A crime has been committed.”

“Yes, I can see that. Our city lies in ruin and our people have been slaughtered.”

“Not the city, a murder. It’s recent and didn’t happen during the battle.”

“Show me.” I was appalled. What sort of scum could kill someone after a tragedy like last night? This world is doomed and its inhabitants are its destroyers.

 	Upon reaching the corpse I took out my note pad, which is among several things that are always in my pockets. The note pad, I use to write down all crimes and disturbances I’m called out to.

 Julyo 13, 115
 	Following the events of the Battle of Rustheim a Lykosian female was found killed. She had a deep knife wound across her throat and she was found nude. Brown fur, no notable piercings, tattoos or dye jobs. Time of death is thought to be about two or three hours after the catapults were destroyed.

 	In this world, unfortunately, it is impossible to find the one responsible. No one witnessed the event and no criminal would turn themselves in. Perhaps, in another life, we could easily find the man responsible for the horrendous crime.
 
