Chapter Four
It was a little sad to think of these as the ruins, the hollowed out and mostly abandoned streets of a once proud city. Where crowds used to hustle and bustle there was now nothing but the echo of footsteps as the group walked down long abandoned streets.
“Weird to think that it’s only been a little more than a decade since we moved from here,” Asriel commented.
Chara nodded. “I know we wanted to be closer to the centre of the underground but it’s still strange to think that we just abandoned the old capital like this.”
Though maybe abandon was a strong way of putting it. There were still monsters down here, creatures loitering at the fringes of society. They looked out upon the royal couple from windows and storefronts. 
A shadow of the capital’s former glory, for sure. Yet, there was still very much life out there, old timers and stubborn souls who weren’t going to leave their homes for the comfort of the capital or any of the new stretches of land which were currently being settled. The hardest of the hardy, those who wanted to remain as close to the surface as possible, clinging to the dream of seeing them.
At the very least, they seemed pleased that the royal couple was visiting. They were friendly, waving towards the group. Those brave enough to take the streets even said hello, seeming pleasant for a group so far removed from court life.
Chara wondered if this kindness was due to them being royals or to the adorable pair of babies in their stroller. It was pretty hard not to approach the royal heirs after all, being as cute as they were. Regardless, they repaid the kindness of their subjects, smiling back and offering their royal greeting when it was appropriate.
“So, what do Toriel and Asgore need us to do out here?” Chara asked.
Asriel shrugged. “Officially they want us to investigate the ruins and see if anything can be done to slow their decay. Plus, we’re here to accept the petition of any locals who might find it difficult to make the journey to the capital.”
Chara nodded.
“Unofficially,” Asriel continued, scratching his chin. “They think that we need a little vacation away from the house and that the twins are old enough to travel.”
“Well, I can’t say that they’re wrong in thinking that,” Chara murmured, shaking their head. It honestly felt like they were about a year overdue for a vacation. Probably even longer than that in all honesty. “We’re getting pretty close to their first birthday and it feels like we’ve barely left the house since having them.”
One of those adorable little bundles of joy made a happy little giggling sound. So, Chara reached down and ruffled his hair.
Asriel nodded. “And it’ll do them some good to see the other monster lands.” He shrugged. “Who knows, maybe they’ll remember some of this stuff when they get older.”
“Little early to be learning,” Chara teased.
“I’m a cup half full kind of guy,” Asriel shot back.
Chara scoffed. “Well, at the very least, the people seem to be adoring them,” 
As if on cue, an elderly couple looked out upon them, positively glowing at the sight of the royal children. The two groups exchanged fleeting greetings but otherwise continued on their separate ways, happy for even a brief exchange.
It was weird to walk these streets again but Chara recalled them like they were the back of their hand. These were the exact same locales they would’ve run around with Asriel, barreling through the countless corridors and zipping through crowds with hardly a care in the world.
There used to be vendors and food carts here, florists and thrift stores. Chara remembered that all from more than a couple instances of petty theft which they had committed back in their youth. Something that they would never dare admit to anyone, their husband included. They had no interest in testing the bounds of their royal immunity nor how much goodwill was really attached to their name. Maybe they would confess on their deathbed but they weren’t counting on it.
Asriel placed a hand upon their shoulder. “Brings back memories, huh?”
Chara nodded.
“I think we might be close to our old house,” Asriel said, bumping into them. “Want to see how it’s holding up?”
Chara scoffed. “Wouldn’t that distract us from our official duties?”
Asriel shrugged. “It’s as good a reason as any to be walking these streets, right? We’re judging if it’d be a good candidate for historical preservation or something.”
They continued ahead, rounding corners where newsboys used to hawk newspapers or beggars would offer up their hat for a fistful of coins. These were a crowd that Chara treated a bit more kindly than the merchants they’d pilfer from for fun.
“Think the kids will remember this place?” Asriel suddenly asked, placing a paw upon the stroller and taking over from his spouse.
Chara looked down at the children and saw the way their eyes positively twinkled as they took in everything with a muted wonder. The dears looked like they were on the brink of overstimulation, seeing all the sights and colours that the old city still had to offer. This was definitely better than trying to acclimate to the crowds of New Home.
“Absolutely not,” they admitted. “We’ll probably have to wait until they’re like… eight before they start to retain memories.”
“Talking from personal experience?” Asriel asked, smirking
Chara scoffed. “Hopefully their first few memories are a little less traumatizing than mine.” They wagged a finger at him, continuing ahead. “That being said, I remember being nine and ten very fondly, thank you very much.” They nodded to a now empty storefront. “Do you remember that candy shop that used to be on this street?”
They nodded towards a now absent storefront, sighing as their memories practically delivered them the taste of long gone icing and brownies. Toriel used to buy them red velvet cupcakes from this place ever so often. And the memory was so vivid that they might as well have been eating them right this second.
Why couldn’t they go back to that?
“The one with the real good tarts?” Asriel asked. Of course he would remember the lame tarts of all things.
Chara nodded. “I miss that place.”
“They literally have a shop in New Home now,” Asriel replied.
“Yeah, but it’s not the same,” Chara said, shaking their head. “Nostalgia just makes food taste better, you know?”
“Is that so?” Asriel murmured. He also shook his head but there was no hiding the smile upon his lips.
They continued along until there was a gap in the buildings. The rows of storefronts gave way to a rather humble two-story estate. It was hard to imagine that the royal family used to reside here, living in such modest conditions with a small lot that was hardly larger than any other monster’s home.
But this had once been home. And a part of them wished that it still was.
Chara stopped outside. “Place is in remarkable shape.”
Asriel nodded and as Chara looked towards him, they could see that his eyes were watering. What an absolute softie.
“New house is a little nicer,” Chara teased.
Asriel scoffed. “Bigger too.”
“I don’t know if I like it quite as much,” Chara admitted, tutting as they took in the view. “Miss just… being in the middle of the city.”
“A growing kingdom requires a growing capital. Won’t be long before the city grows to a point where we're in the middle of it once again” Asriel said, sighing as he placed his hand against the familiar wrought iron bars of the fence. It wasn’t that far above where he’d use to grab it, using it for leverage to quickly change directions when running room. “Still, I miss the old days, babe.”
Chara nodded. “Same. Things were just a lot easier when we were kids.”
They made a move for the front door, navigating the stroller up the little walkway heading towards it. There were vacant flower beds on either side of them now. Once upon a time, they would’ve been filled with Asgore’s many pet projects. Nowadays they were filled with nothing but weeds and overgrown plant matter, an ugly blemish upon an otherwise pristine location. The absence of these buds and blooms was heavy, weighing down upon them.
The two of them lingered at the front door. It was obvious that they were both sharing the same thought. Should they head inside? Should they see what a simpler life was like? A happier life?
One of the children started to cry and Chara snapped back to the present, returning to the fact that these memories were just that, memories. This wasn’t their life anymore. Their life was filled with so many more responsibilities than it used to be. But that also meant that it was filled with so many more benefits as well.
These two cuties included.
“Hey, hey, hey, Gabriel,” Asriel said, zipping around and extracting his son from his stroller. “Everything is going to be okay. What’s up?”
Chara smiled at their husband and son before determining that Asriel had this figured out. They instead drew away from the stroller and looked through the windows of their old home. It was utterly empty inside with not so much as a single piece of furniture, not even a scrap of the old life that they had once cherished amongst these humble halls.
It was strange to see it like this, kind of sad honestly.
“I wonder if monsters will ever come back here,” Chara said, looking around the estate. “To this city I mean.”
Asriel perked up, having successfully calmed their child. He shrugged. “I mean anything is possible, right? The Underground is getting more and more populated with every passing day. We only have so much space and it isn’t like this place is bad. It’s just…”
“Old?” Chara asked.
Asriel nodded.
Chara wandered to the next window and spotted a familiar kitchen. It was filled with memories of pies and dinners cooked, along with evenings spent helping Toriel with meal prep and… then hiding from her so Asriel had to do all of the dishes.
“I wish things were simple again,” Chara said.
Asriel sighed. “Me too.”
But things weren’t simple and they would likely never be simple again. That was the thing about growing up. You suddenly had to deal with all of the stuff that your parents had to deal with. All of the stuff they concerned themselves with in order to save you from the cold hard truth.
Things like…
“Your Majesties!” a voice called.
Chara and Asriel both snapped around to face the figure, seeing that it was an older wolf monster coming over at a half trot. This was remarkable, considering that he had to use a cane in order to propel himself along.
“Is everything okay?” Chara asked.
Asriel nodded. “Is there something that we could help you with?”
The wolf panted, trying to catch his breath. Even without saying a word, Chara could tell that it was something big, something serious that needed to be addressed. 
Slowly, he collected himself, drawing in a breath and letting it out in a huff. “There’s been a fall!”
Chara blinked.
A fall?
“While I’m sure that’s concerning, aren’t their emergency services in the ruins that might be better equipped to handle that?” Asriel asked, shaking his head. “I know a couple of first aid spells but I am nowhere near as well equipped as they would be to…”
“Not that!” the old wolf blurted, looking right at Chara. It was like he was trying to peer into their very SOUL. They hadn’t received many looks like that since ascending to the throne but it was very similar to the way they used to get stared at for being human. An uncomfortable stare to contend with in all honesty. “Not that kind of fall.”
What could he possibly mean by that?
Then it hit them, smacking into them with all the force of a runaway cart.
Oh… oh no.
It was that kind of fall.
[hr]
Everything hurt, every little muscle ached against the impact of hitting the ground. It felt like they had tumbled for eons, constantly heading into the very depths of the earth.
There was a sea of yellow flowers in every direction, all around them. These little blooms which all looked towards the thin pinprick of light above. It was pretty though the child didn’t know why there were flowers down here. It felt like a very silly place for flowers to be growing.
Hadn’t their mom told them that flowers needed the sun? Had she? That lesson felt like it was from so long ago… when they’d last seen their mother.
The child groaned, bracing their hands upon the ground and trying their best to push themself up. It was hard work but eventually they managed to prop themself on their knees. There were a whole lot of those flowers now pressed into the ground, dead and turned into mulch. It was clear that they had softened their fall.
Hell, they might be the only reason that they were still alive.
They looked at their clothes and saw that they were plastered with pollen, their striped sweater and black shorts both coated in the stuff. It was so prevalent upon the air that they even sneezed, wiping at their nose with their sleeve.
As they looked around, they saw nothing but cave walls all around them. It didn’t seem like there was any way back up. What they did spot, however, was a door which led down a pitch-black corridor.
The child had never been afraid of the dark but even they found their willpower tested. Still, it was either venture down there or stay out here. And they didn’t know if anyone would be coming to check on them anytime soon.
They may have forgotten to tell Sister Jessie that they were going to wander up to Mount Ebbot today. Not that the nuns really cared. There were far too many children in that home and far too few nuns to properly take care of them.
“Hello!” the child called.
The only response was their voice echoing over and over again.
They moved towards the hall and cautiously stepped through the door. Inside was a pitch-black room with a single pillar of light cutting through a crack in the ceiling and illuminating a single yellow flower which lazily fluttered in the slightly drafty breeze.
It was a truly eerie thing to see, making the hairs on the back of their neck stand up.
Still, the child continued ahead. “Where am I?”
The flower didn’t answer though how could it… it was just a flower after all. It would be more concerning if the flower did try and talk to them.
“Sister Jessie is going to be so mad,” the child whispered, sniffling. They didn’t like the idea of disappointing the nuns. “I hope she isn’t too mad.”
The flower just idly sat there. It would apparently not pass judgement on whether the sister would be mad or not.
The child approached and took a knee right next to it. They carefully grasped it and plucked it out of the soil, looking it over. It was a pretty little thing, so unlike any of the wild flowers they had seen on their hike. Perhaps they only grew down here.
“Hello!” a voice called from deeper in the caves.
But that wasn’t their own voice echoing. It was someone else’s voice.
The child perked up. “Hello!”
They heard footsteps, echoing down the hall and heading in their direction. It would seem that they weren’t alone down here.
The child swallowed a lump in their throat. They didn’t know if that was reassuring or not. Normal people didn’t live in caves after all.
What if it was monsters?
Yet, even they knew how silly that fear was. Monsters didn’t exist, no matter what stories the kids told back at the orphanage.
The child cupped a hand to their mouth, still strolling ahead as they bellowed at the top of their lungs. “I’m over here!”
Closer and closer the footsteps grew. There were a few sets of them, all heading in their direction. Was there a whole bunch of people down here?
Maybe it was a mine or something? There were a few of them in this neck of the woods. Last they heard, none of them were near Mount Ebott however. Something about the grounds being too sacred for even the companies to want anything to do with them.
Apparently, they were haunted by the ghost of a family butchered here during the war. Though that was probably just the older kids pulling the wool over their eyes.
If it wasn’t the mines then what exactly was it? Who were these people who were approaching?
Before the child could fixate on the question, the figures rounded the corner. Their appearance caused the child to come to a dead stop. Their feet acted before their brain could catch up, causing them to stumble backwards and fall onto their ass. They grunted as they felt a sharp pain in their tail bone. Though the pain was the least of their concerns as they started to wheel backwards, trying to put distance between themself and the strangers.
Maybe monsters were real.
There were two of them right there with white fur, horns, and jagged gnashing teeth. These were the demons that the sister told them about, the devils that would haunt children like them if they were ever naughty.
“I…” the child tried, feeling their voice catch. They kept trying to get away, crawling backwards upon their butt. This wasn’t happening, there was no way that it was actually happening. “I…”
They screamed and snapped to their feet, sprinting in the opposite direction of these demons. Maybe they could get away. Maybe they could find somewhere to hide.
“Good going,” one of the monsters chided. “You scared them.”
“I scared them!” the other called. “You’re the monster.”
“Last I checked you looked pretty monster-y too, dumbass!” the other shot back.
The human paused when they realized that the monsters weren’t giving chase. They instead cautiously turned around and looked at them, curious about why that was.
“Hello!” one of the monsters called, carefully lifting their hands and waving at them. “We don’t want to hurt you.”
“We’re…” the other monster looked around. “We’re the monarchs of this land.”
“I’m Asriel,” the bigger monster said.
And the other nodded. “And I’m Chara.”
Monarchs… 
Names… 
What was this place?
“Who are you?” the one known as Chara asked. “What’s your name?”
The child blinked and stood their ground. It felt strange to find some courage as they thrust a thumb into their chest. “My name is Frisk!”
