
The Citadel 



OVERVIEW

The Citadel, also called the “Island of Light”, stands on a plateau in the middle of a 
large plain and is surrounded by the Lightring and two levels of walls that protect 
it against the attacks of the shadows.  With its soaring architecture and a stylish 
crossing of roads resulting from the cooperation of the different peoples that took 
refuge there, The Citadel is constituted by three huge metropolitan levels plus a maze 
of underground areas dug into the heart of the plateau.  In the underground area there 
are the greenhouses, the mine, the ancient tunnels and the Well of Depths.  

On the first level there are the canal district, the areas of the sprawling mega-structures, 
the forge sector, the column district, the crater, and the markets that through their 
endless alleys reach all the way to the slums where the poorer classes live. On the 
second level, the urban mega-structures become even denser, and under the shelter 
of the shining Source of Knowledge, which is the engineers’ headquarters, stands the 
Monumental district followed by the district of the Emperors and the military areas.

Panoramic areas such as the Terrace district are inhabited by the wealthiest population 
and sometimes the inhabitants of the first level travel all the way up there 

to enjoy the magnificent view of the areas below.  The third level 
is almost entirely managed by the council, the luminary monks 

and the nobles of The Citadel.  The magnificent medieval-
style towers and light embraced arcologies celebrate the past 

greatness of mankind and peak in the Spire, the tallest point 
of the Island of Light. 

The citadel is an ever-changing place, consisting of 
kaleidoscopic universes that interconnect with each 
other, and it is rather easy to find cyber-powered 
humans, hackers for hire and beggars drenched by the 
rain in the same street. 

But remember not to be fooled by the pompous 
magnificence of the highest levels, with their mega-

structures boasting astounding architecture 
or the robotic wonders that survived 

after the Fall.  The Citadel is a deeply 
decadent place, constantly struggling to 
maintain its appearance and to ration its 



resources.  The truth is that most people prefer not to think about the sunless world 
that surrounds the Lightring and they look away from the lights in the streets that keep 
turning dimmer and dimmer by the day, or from the corpses that are brought to the 
outdoor plants to be recycled.

Unconsciously, we are all living a great dream, or a shared hallucination of what 
mankind once was. But the day will come when we will have to look into the eyes 
of the unknown and listen again to the scouts, the only ones among us who have the 
courage to see the citadel for what it is: a huge luminous tombstone, stuck in the heart 
of the world.

THE CITADEL MONEY

“Preserve the light” is the standard greeting when we meet and summarizes the 
tendency of each of us to always keep it lit. Light in the citadel is everything, it is life, it 
is heat, and it is our currency of exchange. A few milliliters of lux can be worth a pound 
of roast meat, while a centiliter is enough to buy a holographic wrist screen.

Moreover, unlike the banknotes of the past, it can also be used as an energy source for 
electronic systems or for heating one’s own homes. To compensate these consumptions 

and keep the quantity of lux in the citadel stable, the council issues precise quantities 
on the market.

Of course, it is also possible to use the umbra crystals as money (even if the 
change is never advantageous), but personally I don’t think there is anything 

like hearing the liquid of one or two vials hanging from the belt for small 
expenses.

THE WALLS

Two types of walls surround The Citadel: 
The lower walls that surround the inner 

Lightring, and the high colossal walls 
that are made out of slopes of the 

plateau on which The Citadel 
stands. The lower walls are a 
frightening place, patrolled by 
the last fighting mech in our 
possession, and only the scouts 



and outcasts live near them. In the inner areas, at the foot of the high walls, host the 
prison, cemetery, landfill and some of the scout warehouses. The rest is bare rock 
connected to the pipes and cables that feed the mechanisms of The Citadel and the 
Lightring. No shadow was ever able to breach the lower walls and the Lightring, but I 
know that they will not be able to protect us forever.

After every winter, the components degrade a little and the light dims slightly. Soon 
we will have to go down again to fight.

THE WALLS (2)

The high walls are fascinating. There is always wind up there, and there is no boy 
who did not climb them at least once to watch the lands of the night. Standing above 
the walls or in the bivouacs of the lookouts always gives me a sense of dizziness, of 
restlessness towards the majesty of the unknown, but also of safety.

I feel protected in the shelter that our fathers created to withstand the advance of 
darkness. In winter, wrapped in my cloak, I almost hear their voices crying from the 
void over the black fog that enveloped the world. 

THE PRISON

Criminals are not tolerated in The Citadel where it is already difficult 
to survive even when everybody is law abiding. For this 
reason, those who commit a serious crime are given the 
choice of being exiled or imprisoned. The conditions 
of imprisonment are so harsh that many people 
choose exile, hoping to reach one of the external 
settlements.

The prison is located at the foot of 
the plateau, next to the walls of the 
Lightring, and the prisoners carry 
out recycling work in the landfills 
and are used for the maintenance 
of the walls, or, when their number 
grows, are sent to patrol the lower 
walls. Cold or despair usually kills the 
weakest prisoners. 



GREENHOUSES

How much I love the greenhouses. The light that once glorified the world still shines 
in these sprawling underground prairies. Vast green fields extend beneath huge lux 
lamps hanging from the ceiling.

Vegetables are kept warm by the warmth of the soil and grow luxuriantly thanks to 
the nourishing mixtures produced by the machines. I believe that the greenhouses are 
a holy place for many people, only there is nothing divine about them.

They hold a “terrestrial” sacredness as if originating from the planet’s core. When I lie 
down in the meadows next to the large pipes of the underground pumps, I can hear 
their breathing. Their deep sound is like a heart beating for us.

THE GREENHOUSES (2)

The greenhouses currently produce most of the food needed by the inhabitants of The 
Citadel. They were the last great work of the manufacturing robots before they were 
deactivated.

One of them still lies at the bottom of one of the large chambers reminiscent of small 
underground worlds. There are birds that nested on its metal carcass, now partially 
covered with soil. I never saw any birds or other animals in the lands of the night. It is 
nice that some of them took refuge here.

Some luminary monks are sure that spending time in the greenhouses is therapeutic, 
given the large amount of light that is there. That is why very often children 

are left free to play on fallow fields. 

THE MINE

If you can’t afford to use a little lux to keep warm, you 
have to settle for coal. For this reason and for the 

feeding of the large heating furnaces of the citadel, 
the mine remained important. Speaking with 
several miners, I realized that these have only 
two certainties: that they will have to work hard, 
and that they will have a guaranteed hot meal, as 

well as a few handfuls of Umbra crystals as salary.



Without a doubt, miners carry out the heaviest of the works at The Citadel, and one of 
the most hazardous. The frequent collapses in the lower parts of the mine cause many 
victims every year. 

THE CANAL DISTRICT

Before the underground greenhouses were dug to protect the cultivations from the 
cold, the canal district was the agricultural area of The Citadel. Now it is famous for its 
houses full of light, and for the breathtaking competitions of drones that fly among the 
bridges and skim over the surface of the water with their aeration systems.

THE REFUGEE DISTRICT

If you are looking for something, you can find it in the large market and melting pot of 
peoples that is the refugee district. Its name comes from the fact that in the first decade 
of The Citadel, it was assigned to a group of about a thousand refugees escaped from 
the darkness.

Today it is a respectable residential district, chaotic in its architecture and made hectic 
by the stalls of greenhouse workers or artisans who try to sell their goods in exchange 
for a little lux. It is also the district with the highest number of thefts and many times it 
happens that walking through the crowd you are suddenly missing a few flasks of lux.

One of the guardian engineers is sure that some criminals are in possession of spectral 
suits found in the ruins. Their ability to make the wearer invisible would explain why 
the thieves were not yet arrested.

THE FORGE

  The forge is the hottest area of The Citadel after the 
greenhouses. Huge machines pump, buzz 
and spark, filling the air with the scent of 
sulfur and melted metal. Cybernetic parts 

for biological grafts, lux weapons and spare 
parts for the Island of Light robotized 

systems are produced there, thanks to 
the materials recovered from the 

scouts and minerals extracted 
from the mine.



It is said that in the early days the district of the forge had housed thirty factories, in 
addition to the large forty-meter-high forge that gave it its name.

Today there are only five active factories, but the large heat pumps of some of the 
remaining factories are still used to heat the refugees and homeless during the coldest 
winters. One of the engineers says that heat pumps will one day become the only 
machines still usable, while knowledge of the most advanced mechanisms will become 
increasingly difficult to be reproduced and to be understood.

THE COLUMN DISTRICT

The Column District is located to the north of the first level of The Citadel. It seems 
that originally in the center there was a hill connected to the arch of the highest layer, 
but gradually it was eroded thus creating a structure of irregular columns consisting of 
myriads of barracks, makeshift shelters and unfinished houses.

Each of them is connected to the others in a strange cluster of structures, connected 
by scaffolding, flying pulleys, ropes sprayed with cans and ladders. Sailing on the main 
canal you can admire the myriad of lights hanged from the barracks that swing in the 
wind of the eternal night. Sometimes the cry of a child, the sound of an instrument 
or the smell of fried food reaches my special lookout point.  Then I realize how much 
life is swarming in those little houses with an irrational shape.  Strangely in those 
moments I feel happy. 

THE DISTRICT OF THE  
EMPERORS

On the second level of The Citadel 
there is a district called the “District 
of the Emperors” because of the 
names of the huge skyscrapers 
that fill it, each dedicated to a 
great emperor or conqueror 
of the past.

Fantastic glass passages 
and hanging gardens 
connect the walls 
decorated with lux-based 



strips or subnet transmission cables that pulse with data traveling at the speed of light. 
When I visit the district of the emperors, I allow myself to imagine The Citadel not 
like the last stronghold of humanity, but only a metropolis of the old world at night, a 
place where everyone awaits to wake up to see the sunshine again. 

THE SOURCE OF KNOWLEDGE

Paper and digital libraries, virtual gates of the subnet, high stone colonnades among 
which scholars run with tons of books in their arms while listening to a remote 
conference somewhere through their neuro-artificial connections; pipe smoke and the 
tinning sound of devices, enthusiastic cries of success and chemical liquids mix together; 
display cases with formalin jars, blackboards written with long mathematical formulas, 
flying robots, company drones, the cybernetic laboratories with white walls... all this 
is the Source of Knowledge that hosts the very best of the engineers of The Citadel.

The dissertation from my youth must still be there, in one of those drawers, archived. 

THE CATHEDRAL

Last night I was at the great third level cathedral. I fell to my knees in front of the 
images of the old gods. Small blue candles dimly lit their faces. Not much was saved 
except for a few crucifixes, a couple of small Buddhas and a broken eye of Allah. Now 
we all pray to a single God, one god of light who watches over us, over his last children.

I prayed all night to the 
Invisible God. The saints 
of the cathedral stared at 

me impassively with stone 
eyes, as if I were guilty of 

something, as if all humanity 
were guilty, but at the same 

time unaware of its guilt. 
I sought comfort in prayer 

without finding it. I felt 
abandoned in the face of the 

annihilation that is spreading 
in all directions. When will 
all this end? When will the 

light return? Faith alone will 
not save us.




