
Not far from the square, the blind Chaplain of the Knights sat with folded hands and 

cooled his gnarled feet on the smooth stones of the chapel floor. His God had 

preserved him, through what terrors, he did not know. An acolyte had come that 

morning to maintain the doleful pronouncement of the the chapel bells. The acolyte 

was young, and spoke quickly, and knew little. Many had died within the palace walls. 

The Emperor and his mother were dead. There were rumors of war. A lazy breeze filled 

the chapel with the smells of the fully blossomed summer. The Chaplain heard the 

quiet sounds of well-made armor behind him and rose.

"The Emperor is dead." His visitor's words held the weight of many generations.

"Come, Ersaphis." The Chaplain held out both his hands, which were soon engulfed 

in the great hands of the Emperor's guardian knight. Ersaphis knelt before the Chaplain 

and lost himself in the deep serenity of the man's face and milky, sightless eyes. The 

Chaplain felt the knight's shoulders and unclasped the cloak, so brilliantly blue that he 

nearly remembered the color. He layed the cloak on the floor before Ersaphis and went 

around behind the knight. His hands began to work with astounding deftness on the 

clasps of the armor. The Chaplain had known this suit of armor far longer than he had 

known the knight Ersaphis. Soon the knight knelt in only a tunic. The Chaplain felt no 

tension in the man's muscles. He layed a hand on Ersaphis' head.

"Lord Quelestel does not require this," the Chaplain spoke gently.

"Honor requires this." Ersaphis spoke without emotion.

"Yes."

Ersaphis drew his sword from its scabbard and held it out to the Chaplain, who 

touched the knight's cheek with a tenderness learned over many decades. The old 

man took the sword, its steel flawless and blue. He spoke a few words that Ersaphis 

could not understand, and the sword shattered. The Chaplain handed the jagged hilt 
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back to the knight, and whispered "You lived with great honor," as Ersaphis leaned 

forward onto the broken shards of his sword.

The knight fell onto his cloak and died, slowly. When the knight's heart stopped 

beating, the Chaplain wrapped him tenderly in the blue cloak, before returning to sit 

with folded hands and listen to a sparrow chirping beside the window, and the chapel 

bells tolling tirelessly on.
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