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Right
I.
The hall opens onto an underground forest, where torchlight glitters
off of dozens of petrified trunks. They rise in orderly rows, their bark is shiny
and smooth, their shape perfectly round. Branchless, they taper off into the
darkness of the vault. I wander aimlessly from row to identical row. Every
forest can become a Labyrinth. I run my fingers over the bark, letting them
explore freely, until I come upon an engraving. The Children of Man have
depicted their deeds, tree after tree: This stone was torn from the mountains
and carried here with the labour of many. Why? My heart skips a beat and
begs me to turn back. I do not want to become another slave. I dominate my
fear and keep watching the carvings, until I force them to point us to an exit.
Right: I must sacrifice the Talisman that allowed me to carry the torch. I am finally
free of its bindings.

II.
A new smell fills our nostrils, different from that of stale air. A stench
of warmth, of life and death. A truth our eyes only discover many steps later:
The hall is littered with beastly bones and rotten wood. What predator could
have slaughtered an entire herd? There is no trace of the cloying smell of
blood, but we all prepare to spill our enemies’. I notice that the floor before
us is clear, while wood and bone clutter the walls. The others’ breath catches
when I stray from the path, stepping over the decayed remains of a door. Yes,
the shards of metal sticking out from the wood are hinges. Behind it lie three
bleached skeletons. I see chains around their throats. They were not hunted
down, but starved to death. The Children of Man gathered them here and left
them to die. I feel a lump in my throat as I turn back. We move on.
Right: I must sacrifice the Talisman that allowed me to carry the torch. I am finally
free of its bindings.
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III.
With each step the path becomes narrower, the dark vault presses
in to crush us. The ground itself becomes treacherous: The torch no longer
shines on smooth stone, every inch is covered in arid dust. As if a river of sand
had invaded the hall. We make our way upstream, until we reach the crack it
stemmed from. It opens like a gash on the surface of a curved wall, leading
into an half-buried chamber. It somehow resembles a giant well, or the inverse of one. The ring of light around the torch is small, but my eyes quickly
adapt to the darkness. I glimpse a trail of smooth, round pebbles in the sand.
River-rocks. Along the wall runs a hollow bar of rusted metal. I follow it with
my eyes, up into the vault, and in the darkness I imagine the valley above us,
robbed of its waters by wretched thirst. The Children of Man diverted the
river. Trembling with indignation, I let the dried stream lead me to a sandclogged grate. We free it from the rubble and climb in.
Right: I must sacrifice the Talisman that allowed me to carry the torch. I am finally
free of its bindings.

IV.
There is no longer sand or dust under our feet, only narrow steps.
The hall twists into a stairway and we descend, almost without noticing.
The echo of our steps fills the air, our light glides off impossibly smooth walls.
There is no rubble here, no stench of death. The Labyrinth feels alive, now
more than ever, like a snake after shedding its old skin. I hold the torch high,
until I feel it brush against something and pull back by instinct. As the others
close around me, I raise the flame again, ever so slowly. A weapon hangs from
the wall. I observe it carefully and whisper its name. I remember the one who
carried it, I remember them preparing to brave this place when our leaders
still hesitated. Now their weapon is a trophy for the Children of Man. None
have ever delved deeper into their house. Were the halls behind us abandoned
on purpose? We truly are in the maw of the snake.
Right: I must sacrifice the Talisman that allowed me to carry the torch. I am finally
free of its bindings.
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V.
Still we descend. Ever further from the touch of sunlight and the taste
of water. As if reading our thoughts, the Labyrinth lures us further in with a
burbling sound that promises to quench our thirst. An underground river? We
quicken our step, force ourselves to be cautious as we turn a corner and there
is the spring, right before us: A row of stone mouths, wide open as if frozen
mid-song. Their music is icy water, babbling from a deep pool. When the others approach it to drink, I gesture for them to wait. I peer at the water, shining
the torch on its surface, and I see shapes darting away. Fish. Colourful, but too
small to feed a Child of Man. I think back to the animal bones we left behind
and wonder: By what rule does our enemy decide between life and death?
I drink, as if in challenge. We are getting closer.
Right: I must sacrifice the Talisman that allowed me to carry the torch. I am finally
free of its bindings.

VI.
The walls of the corridor suddenly stop, leaving our flanks exposed.
We move to the side, our steps light, trying to get our bearings. Suddenly
there’s another light, so very close: Spells rise to our lips, our muscles tense.
I lower the torch and the other flame follows suit. I move mine left and right.
Still it chases. I step forward and I am upon it. The twin torches reveal a face,
and finally I recognise it. It is my own. It draws me in. I stretch my fingers to
brush against it. It is cold and smooth, like a blade. I feel it peer inside me.
One of the others approaches us, sees their own face and prepares to strike. I
stop them with a gesture, but I can see the distrust in their eyes: Has a spell
enthralled me? I move on and feel the stares burning into my back. My reflection follows my every step and I find myself marvelling at the curious creation
of the Children of Man. A grand chamber, just to see themselves. I wonder if
this is why it feels like they do not see us at all.
Left: Sacrificing my own Talisman is not enough. I must gesture for one of the others
to step forward, then tear another Talisman away from them after taking mine off.
We are finally free of their bindings.
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VII.
We recognise it from afar, in spite of the countless twists and turns.
Light. None of us have any strength left to fear it, when we finally step into
the great chamber. Torches hang from every wall, their flames high and lively
even as our own threatens to die out. At the centre we see an altar, with no one
gathered to pray around it. The Children of Man still elude us, but at least we
understand the nature of this place. A Temple. After so much darkness, light
feels disorienting. We scatter around the room, knowing that each of us could
pick up a torch and choose one of the many corridors that sprawl out from
this hall. I choose to approach the altar. I am in awe, as if our enemy’s gods
could pass judgement on me. I end up prostrated, and that is when I see a gap:
The altar itself is a trapdoor. The heart of the Labyrinth lies deeper still.
Right: I must sacrifice the Talisman that allowed me to carry the torch. I am finally
free of its bindings.

ENDING.
The heart of the Labyrinth lies before our eyes, resplendent
with marble and light. Every path in the Labyrinth circles back to this point,
I am sure of it. There is no one to welcome us, but the floor of the greatest
chamber I have ever seen has been carved into a map. A Labyrinth within the
Labyrinth. We share a look, the others and I, an ecstatic smile on our faces.
We are where we have always longed to be. They’ll say we’re prisoners of the
Labyrinth. A ridiculous falsehood, the kind that Prodigies are wont to tell.
There’s not a single door here, no locks to hold us in. We’ve overcome the
trial, we’ve stripped ourselves of everything, and soon we’ll be with our kin,
Children among the Children of Man. Three hearts will join three hundred,
three hundred thousand, all beating together inside an infinite Labyrinth.
Right: I must turn off the torch and stop the soundtrack, if we chose to use one.
The game is over.

