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Chapter 1: Jason Anderson

Morning. The birds were happily singing. It
was the beginning of a beautiful day and everybody was eager to
show it  everybody, that is, except Jason. Jason half-opened
his eyes and glanced in the direction of his bedroom window. The
sunlight streaming in through the sides of his window’s curtains
merrily danced around, making Jason groan softly, while shutting
his eyes due to the brightness of the light seeping around the
drawn curtains.

“Oh, man!” cried Jason, flopping around onto
his stomach, daring himself to peek out again through his
fingertips. “It’s morning, already! Where did the night go?”

Shutting his eyes, again, and hopefully with
real meaningful rest, Jason tossed his pillow over his head.
Exhausted from a night of sleepless worrying, Jason peacefully
dozed off.

But, suddenly!

“Ahhhhh, man!!” anguished Jason, his nerves
frazzled as he jumped at the sound from his overly loud digital
alarm clock. “Stupid alarm clock! Hey! Stop making that racket!
Hey!” he whispered, trying to lazily reach out to his alarm clock
and turn it off, all of his actions performed with his eyes
closed.

Completely disoriented by the petulant noise
of his alarm clock and his apparent failure to immediately silence
it, Jason opened his eyes- just in time to watch his hand,
seemingly with a mind of its own, swing wildly around, knocking his
alarm clock off his nightstand. Jason watched in horror and dismay
as his alarm clock bounced twice with a loud protesting crash and
disappeared under his bed. Groaning, Jason plopped down onto the
floor and hopelessly groped for his errant alarm clock, reaching as
far under his bed as he possibly could. When that yielded nothing,
except distress, Jason picked up his flashlight from his nightstand
and peered under his bed, glaring at his alarm clock as it
continued to loudly buzz safely out of reach.

“Fine!” screamed Jason, clicking off his
flashlight while sticking his tongue out at his petulant alarm
clock. “See if I care!” he growled, tossing his flashlight at his
alarm clock, missing it completely, while he hastily jumped back
into bed, tossing his bedsheets over himself as he did so.

Just as he had gotten settled in bed, his
mother, Mrs. Heidi Anderson, had opened his bedroom door, walked
in, heading towards the window. “Jason! What was all that noise I
just heard?”

“Mmmmmmghhhhfff?” mumbled Jason, moving
imperceptibly, moving just enough to cover his ears and his eyes
with his hands and arms.

After drawing the curtains aside, Mrs.
Anderson turned back to Jason, noting that his alarm clock sounded
strangely muted, as she just barely caught Jason’s final movements.
“All right, Jason! Get out of bed, right now! It’s morning! It’s
time to wake up!” she called loudly, drawing his bedsheets off him,
while she continued on. “And where is that new alarm clock we
bought you?!” she finished, turning to glance down at the empty
nightstand, after dumping all his blankets at the foot of his
bed.

Jason pretended to snore, but made the fatal
mistake of flinching when his mother was pulling his blankets off
of him, and then, with his right eye only, half opened it to take a
peek.

“And, you can continue to pretend that you’re
asleep- by snoring- but it won’t do you any good, Jason. I just saw
you look at me.... As I was just asking, Jason- and, don’t let me
repeat myself; where is your alarm clock?”

Jason stopped snoring and opened his eyes,
meekly smiled and pointed down. “Ahhh, under  my bed.”

“What is it doing under your bed?”

“I tried to turn it off,” explained Jason,
shrugging. “But it slipped from my hands and rolled under my
bed.”

“Uh-huh. So, why didn’t you go after it?”
asked Mrs. Anderson, dropping to the floor to take a peek under his
bed.

“I tried to, but I can’t reach it.”

“It’s still a little too dark to see
anything,” mused Mrs. Anderson, her voice coming from under his
bed, as she, herself, tried to see if she could grope around and
grab it. “Give me your flashlight, Jason.”

Jason hesitated, unconsciously moving away
from his mother’s side of his bed.

“Well, give me your flashlight, Jason.” Not
getting any response from him, or the flashlight, Mrs. Anderson
popped her head out from under his bed and looked up at him, just
noticing at the last second that his flashlight was also missing
from his nightstand. “All right, Jason, where is your
flashlight?”

“It  it also fell under my bed.”

“Jason! What’s the matter with you?!” she
cried out loud, standing up, glaring at him for a second as she
walked out of his bedroom.

“I  I ” stuttered Jason, following
his mother out of his bedroom, trying to think of a good excuse.
“Ahhh, nothing,” he finally mumbled, after a few seconds of
thinking, completely drawing a mental blank.

Jason stopped short, his eyes widening when
he saw his mother opening the hallway closet and withdrawing a
broom. “So, wh what’s the broom for, mom?” whispered Jason,
apprehensively, unconsciously taking several steps backwards.

“I’ll need it to retrieve your flashlight and
alarm clock from under your bed,” she plainly answered, ignoring
Jason’s trepidation and calmly returning to his bedroom, completely
unaware that after she past him in the hallway and had re-entered
his bedroom, Jason slumped against the wall, breathing a sigh of
relief.

Remaining near the hallway closet until she
returned, Jason could hear her shuffling about as she worked to
liberate the flashlight and alarm clock from beneath his bed. A
moment later, the sound of his alarm clock was much louder 
then, silence.

“Well?! What are you fooling around out here
for?” she asked, with a raised voice, when she returned to the
hallway and found him loitering there. “You should be getting ready
for school.”

“But, mom!” protested Jason, following her to
the kitchen. “I don’t want to go! In fact,” he said, pretending to
cough several times. “I think I’m getting sick!”

“You know, son,” she said, turning around.
“If you didn’t over exaggerate this spelunking trip; you would
never feel so stressed out.”

“It’s not my fault!” moaned Jason, hoping to
gain a little sympathy.

“It is your fault,” said Mrs.
Anderson, a little louder. “You have to realize that you can’t
expect to learn about life only from books and school. Half the
fun, of life, is to experience things in person.”

“Like this stupid field trip!”

“That’s enough, Jason!” stormed Mrs.
Anderson, raising her voice to a roof shaking roar. “I’m
getting tired of this well worn argument! You’re going on this
field trip whether you like it or not!” Raising a cautionary hand,
she continued on. “And I don’t want to hear any more excuses!
Understand?!”

“Yes, mother, I understand,” mumbled Jason,
disappointedly dropping his head to his chest. “But, that doesn’t
mean that I have to participate in anything,” he finished, in a
rushed, quiet whisper.

“Good,” nodded Mrs. Anderson, who obviously
didn’t hear his comment, or perhaps chose to ignore it. Placing a
hand on his shoulders while she spoke in a more nicer tone, she
continued on. “Go and wash up. Breakfast will be ready in five
minutes.”


Chapter 2: Michael Koza

Morning. The sunlight happily streaming in
promised a wonderful day ahead. But that wouldn’t matter to
Michael; for today, marked the first time that he was going to be
separated from his father and mother for an unbearably long
time, even if it was just for two weeks. And he dreaded and hated
every minute he was reminded of it.

“Morning, already?” groaned Michael, flopping
around onto his stomach. “Where did the night go? It seems like it
was only yesterday when Mrs. Goldstone told us about this stupid
field trip! Ohhhh! Why does it have to be now? I’m not ready for
it!”

Diving under his bedsheets, Michael attempted
to escape from the cruel reality that, of all things, today was the
field trip to Rainbow Caverns National Park! Resigned to his bitter
fate, Michael closed his eyes and tried to forget what lay ahead of
him. Exhausted from a night of sleepless worrying, Michael
peacefully dozed off.

But, suddenly!

“Wake up, Michael! Wake up!” called his
mother, Mrs. Rachel Koza, opening his bedroom door and walking in,
quickly pushing his bedroom window curtains aside before moving to
his bedside. “Oh, look at it! It’s such a beautiful looking day
outside! Michael, it’s time for school! Wake up! It’s morning!” she
cried again, leaning over to shake Michael awake, continuing to do
so until she got some response from him, which was a groan. “Time
to wake up.”

Michael groaned again and rolled onto his
side, barely opening his eyes. “Ahhhh, mom!” complained Michael. “I
don’t want to get up! I want to just sleep!”

“Stop fooling around, Michael!” cried Mrs.
Koza, speaking a little louder. “Time for school! And don’t give me
any excuses like that ‘I think I’m sick’ claim you tried last
night! You’re going to school, today, whether you like it or
not!”

Michael leaped away from the edge of his bed,
his eyes popping open in horror. “But, why?!”

“Would you prefer to stay home ....”

“Yes, I would!” shouted Michael, gleefully,
his eyes brightening, as he jumped closer to her. “I would love to
stay home! Can I really?! Can I?! Can I really stay home?!”

Placing both her hands on his shoulders, Mrs.
Koza tried to calm him down. “Hold it! Hold it! You didn’t let me
finish!”

“Oh, oh! I don’t like the sound of that!”
thought Michael, settling down, after losing his balance and
falling down onto his bed when he heard his mother’s vocal tone
sounding of impending “bad news”.

“Look, son,” said Mrs. Koza, speaking more
quietly, dropping to his side, sitting next to him on his bed. “All
through your life you had me and your father to protect and guide
you. All right so far?”

“Y yes,” answered Michael, not quite
sure what she was driving at. “So, what does that have to do with
this stupid field trip?”

“It has everything to do with this field
trip.” Raising her hand to squelch his response, she continued on.
“Now, listen to me, please. At some point in time in your life,
Michael, you may find that we may not be here to help you. You will
have to learn how to fend for yourself.”

“But, you will always be here for me. Won’t
you, mom?”

“Yes, I would, Michael,” she answered,
pausing for a second. “But as you get older, you may find that we
can’t  or won’t  be able to help you. You have to learn
to explore and do things that are beyond what you are normally
comfortable with. You will have to grow and change; this is what
life’s really all about.”

“Than, this field trip- is a test?” reasoned
Michael. “Part of my lifelong challenge?”

“Yes,” smiled Mrs. Koza. “That’s precisely
what I’m saying.”

“I see,” said Michael, looking up again, not
really wanting to be so challenged so early- especially with the
rest of his life ahead of him. “But, since I’ve got the rest of my
life to live  why can’t I skip this one test  this time
around?”

Mrs. Koza shook her head. “No, Michael. You
don’t understand. If you delay this ‘learning experience’, you will
only find it easier to make an excuse not to challenge
yourself the next time around. And, you will soon find it much
easier to make excuses the next time around, as well as those
learning experiences that come after that. So, you have to
understand  you must go through all of life’s
challenges or you would ... Ahh, be just like that old man in
the green house down the block!” she finished, just as a sudden
intuition hit her.

Michael’s eyes widened, horrified at the mere
thought of old man Stevens. A man so mean, that children were
afraid to walk past his house on the sidewalk  even in broad
daylight! Someone, the stories say, hated life and was just waiting
to die. Someone who despised kids, because- as the stories had
rumored, over and over again- they merely reminded that miserably
lonely hermit of his once happy life when he was a little boy.

“Would that really happen? Would that really
happen to me?!” asked Michael, drawing close to her, tears falling
down his cheeks, fearing that he also might end up that way.

“It’s possible. But don’t worry, son,”
whispered Mrs. Koza, gently hugging him, rocking him comfortably
from side to side. “I intend to make sure that doesn’t happen to
you,” she continued on, wiping away his tears and kissing his head.
“I will do everything I can possibly do to make sure that won’t
happen. You will not end up that way, I promise.”

Sighing, Michael eased up on his bear hug
after a minute of his mother’s tender care and consoling, just as
she had somewhat regretted the poor, unfortunate choice of using
old man Stevens as an example. “I’m glad. But, I’m still a little
bit scared to go on this field trip, mom.”

“That’s good, Michael! Admitting you’re
afraid to do something will enable you to take whatever means
necessary to overcome it.”

“You mean; it’s good to admit that I’m afraid
of going on this field trip?” asked Michael, looking up into his
mother’s face.

“Yes,” sighed Mrs. Koza, relieved to know
that Michael was beginning to understand one of life’s little
lessons.

“I understand that I should always strive to
challenge myself. But, it still doesn’t help me to overcome my fear
of going on this field trip! Since you’re not going  and I
don’t know anyone else ... How will I cope, mom?!” jabbered
Michael, beginning to panic.

“Ah, but you do know someone who’s going,”
countered Mrs. Koza, unconsciously raising a hand. “Your
friends  Jason Anderson and Lisa Holli  will be there. If
you feel scared, or just need someone to rely upon; you can count
on them.”

Michael’s eyes brightened. “You know,”
discovered Michael. “I never even considered them as someone I can
count on for help. Thanks mom!”

“You’re welcome. After all, that’s what
mothers and friends are for,” nodded Mrs. Koza, standing up,
dragging Michael to his feet as she did so.

“I will make you proud of me, mom! If I need
help, I will definitely ask them for it. I think- I think I’m ready
to take on this challenge!”

“That’s good,” laughed Mrs. Koza, turning to
leave Michael’s bedroom. “Now, wash up and get dressed for school.
Breakfast will be ready in five minutes.”


Chapter 3: Lisa Holli

“Morning!” exuded Lisa, happily clapping her
hands in eager anticipation of the day to come. Leaping out of bed,
Lisa pirouetted across her bedroom to the window. Sweeping aside
the enflowered curtains, Lisa watched the eastern sky, a pale
purplish blue, grow steadily brighter and bluer. And, as the
sky grew brighter; Lisa’s smile grew wider.

Finally, after what seemed like eternity,
even though it was really just thirty-five minutes, the sun fully
peeked over the horizon, sparkling like a gorgeous jewel in the
clear morning sky.

“Hooray! Hooray!” rhapsodized Lisa, raising
both arms over her head, jumping around in sheer pleasure. “It’s
definitely morning, now!! Look at that beautiful sun! It’s going to
be a delightful day!”

Turning around, Lisa pranced over to her
dresser to pick up the lovely yellow dress to wear to school that
she had prepared the night before. Reaching down, Lisa grabbed the
edges of her nightgown and pulled it off, up over her head.
Un-Lisa-like, she carelessly tossed her nightgown aside, quickly
putting on her dress and then using her hands to smooth out any
wrinkles.

“There!” claimed Lisa, smiling, as she danced
from side to side in front of her full-length mirror, checking to
make sure that there were no flaws in her attire. “I guess that
looks good. So, what should I do next?” she mused, turning around,
becoming horrified at what she found.

“Oh, my God! My bed! I can’t leave it unmade!
That’s definitely not me to leave my bedroom in such a horrific
mess!” she continued on, just noticing her nightgown on the floor
by the foot of her bed. “Whoops! I can’t leave my nightgown in a
mess either! Must clean it up, too!”

Lisa was so involved in the process of
cleaning up her bedroom that she failed to notice that her mother,
Mrs. Anita Holli, was watching her from the doorway. Lisa’s mother
smiled, shaking her head, still completely amazed about having such
a wonderful daughter as Lisa.

Finished making her bed, Lisa neatly folded
her nightgown and placed it on her bed, at the foot end of her
bed.

“All right,” reflected Lisa, placing her
hands on her hips and looking around, slowly backing out of her
room, carefully looking around to make sure that everything was
satisfactorily in order. “Yes, good! That looks much better! Time
to wash up and  ohhh! Good morning, mother!” laughed Lisa,
taking a half step forward before turning around. “I didn’t see you
there, I’m sorry to bump into you.”

“That’s all right. Up a ‘little’ early,
aren’t you, dear?” laughed Mrs. Holli, gesturing back into Lisa’s
room.

Lisa looked back into her bedroom and saw the
sunlight, just beginning to sweep away the remaining shadows of the
night from the far corners of her bedroom. “I guess it is a little
early.” Turning back to face her mother, Lisa continued on, with a
bigger smile on her face than before. “But, that’s only because
today is a very special day!”

“Yes,” agreed Mrs. Holli, smiling back. “I
guess it is.”

“The fun we can have at Rainbow Caverns
National Park! It is something that can never be refuted!”

“Of course, Lisa.”

“I remember the view from Panoramic
Plateau  from last year. Remember that mother? The view was so
beautiful; I could have stayed there the rest of my life and be
happy!” Lisa’s eyes blurred and became unfocused as she relived
that wonderful memory. “It must be heaven!”

 


Indeed it was heaven. For on that beautiful
day, Lisa was out on a camping trip with her family to celebrate
her birthday, along with invited guests; Michael Koza and Jason
Anderson. The view was of the setting sun, partially diffused by
pale clouds  clear enough to see through, yet, thick enough to
give everything an ethereal quality. To Lisa, it seemed to be
heaven on earth.

“What a beautiful sunset!” claimed Mrs.
Holli, reaching out and grabbing her husband’s arm. “I think this
is the loveliest I’ve ever seen!”

“Indeed, it is,” agreed Mr. Robert Holli,
Lisa’s father. “It is lovely,” he said, turning to her. He reached
out and fondled her hand. “Remember, when I proposed to you
here?”

“And got married here,” whispered Mrs. Holli,
edging closer to him.

“This place does indeed have magic!”

“And romance!” laughed Mrs. Holli, tilting
her head, coyishly moving in for a kiss.

But suddenly, a voice rang out, breaking
their romantic interlude. “Lisa?! Lisa! What are you doing?!”

“Hey, Lisa! Lisa! What are you doing?!” cried
Michael, joining Jason as they both cried out to Lisa.

“Jason? Michael?” asked Mrs. Holli, turning
around, looking up at them, as she and Lisa’s father separated from
each other to look around. “What is it? What is Lisa doing?”

Jason pointed behind her, still yelling at
the top of his voice. “Lisa’s over by the edge! On the other side
of the wooden fence!”

Both Mr. and Mrs. Holli turned to look. There
was Lisa  slowly taking small steps towards the edge! Both her
hands were up, as if she were trying to grab at something in front
of her.

“Oh, my God!” cried Mrs. Holli, both her
hands shooting up to cover her mouth.

“Lisa! Lisa!” called Mr. Holli, bolting after
his daughter. “What are you doing?! Lisa!”

It was to no avail. Mr. Holli reached the
wooden fence and stopped. Though in much needed repair, the fence
seemed to be a million miles high. Without thinking, he climbed the
shaky fence. Falling over onto the other side, Mr. Holli bounced
and slid in the direction of the precipice. Mrs. Holli screamed as
she watched her beloved husband slide uncontrollably towards the
edge.

Fate was kind. As Mr. Holli slid by  and
over  a tree root, he managed to grab hold and hang on for
dear life, relieved that the fragile looking tree root somehow held
while he panted with relief, turning to look over his shoulder at
Lisa. Managing to quickly get to his feet and tripping his way over
to Lisa’s side, who was only a few steps from going over the edge,
Mr. Holli grabbed his daughter by the shoulders and pulled her
away.

Breathing a sigh of relief, Mrs. Holli
slumped exhaustedly to the ground in tears.

“... Heaven,” invariably droned Lisa, still
hypnotically dazzled by the sunset, just as she was spun around to
face her father. “Heaven ...”

“Heaven?” asked Mr. Holli, staring into his
daughter’s strangely blank face. “Yes, it is heavenly,” he
acknowledged, shaking his daughter out of her trance after glancing
up into the western sky and then the scenery below. “Come on, Lisa,
snap out of it. Heaven is as close as your heart- like mine,” he
finished, still breathing heavily.

Lisa looked up into her father’s face and
blinked blankly. “That was beautiful dad,” she finally pointed out
towards the setting sun, finally coming around as they both turned
to look at the setting sun. “It was heaven.”

“Come on with me, dear. It’s time to go,
now,” gestured Mr. Holli, pulling Lisa away, while looking up
towards the others and calling out to them. “Relax, everybody.
She’s all right. She was just hypnotized by the beautiful
sunset.”

Everybody breathed a sigh of relief, while
they watched Lisa and Mr. Holli climbed over the fence and back
onto safe ground.

 


“... It must be heaven ...”

“Yes, dear,” said Mrs. Holli crisply, folding
her arms across her chest. “But for the rest of us  it nearly
was hell!”

Lisa’s smile quickly disappeared, her face
glowing with embarrassment and repentance. “I  I’m sorry,
mother. I didn’t mean to cause any trouble. But- but, the sun
setting that day was the pinnacle of a beautiful and wonderful day!
I really, really, couldn’t help myself!!”

Dropping her arms to her sides, Mrs. Holli
stood up straight in the doorway. “Oh, Lisa,” she continued on,
finally moving into Lisa’s bedroom to hug her. “I love you. And,
I’m glad you are filled with  and enjoys  life.”

“That’s because there’s so much in life to
experience and savor!” bubbled Lisa, smiling, looking up at her
mother’s face. “How could I not be happy?”

“I’m glad you enjoy life, Lisa,” continued
Mrs. Holli, while Lisa’s smile grew larger. “But, dear, you have to
control your tendency to recklessly rush into new experiences; it
tends to jeopardize your safety  and that of others.”

Disconsolate, Lisa looked down at the floor
for a moment before looking back up into her mother’s face. “Like
that incident at Panoramic Plateau ....”

“Yes, precisely. Like that incident at
Panoramic Plateau.”

“I know that what you say is true ...”
mused Lisa, pausing for a moment. “But, how am I to know when my
zest for life poses a threat to my safety- when I don’t even
know when my passions are aroused?”

“You can never know, dear.”

“I don’t understand what you mean,
mother.”

“When you are experiencing something new for
the first time; there’s nothing you can compare that ‘experience’
with anything that had happened to you before,” explained Mrs.
Holli. “So, in order to learn; you need to be able to compare it
with something similar before.”

“But considering where we’re going ...”
perceived Lisa, speaking very slowly. “The possibility of getting
hurt will continue unless ...”

“Unless, Mrs. Goldstone and your classmates
keep a close eye on you. That’s why we didn’t leave school
immediately after I came to pick you, Michael, and Jason, up two
days ago, Lisa; I wanted to ask Mrs. Goldstone if she’d keep an eye
on you,” finished Mrs. Holli, continuing on after Lisa smiled and
nodded her head. “I knew she’d agree with me, Lisa. And, today, I
will also ask Jason and Michael to keep a very close eye on you,
too.”

Lisa smiled again, displaying her pearly
whites.

“Now that that is settled,” sighed Mrs.
Holli. “Go and wash up, Lisa. Breakfast will be ready in five
minutes.”

“All right, mother!” obeyed Lisa, turning
around and zooming out of her bedroom, heading directly for the
bathroom.

 


After breakfast, Lisa immediately set forth
to help her mother wash the breakfast dishes.

“No, dear,” cried Mrs. Holli, jumping forward
before Lisa could pick up the dish towel. “I’ll take care of that.
Go and finish preparing for school and the spelunking trip to
Rainbow Caverns!”

“But, I’m finished, mother. I’m all ready to
go!”

Mrs. Holli stopped placing the remaining
dishes in the sink and turned to look at her. “Well, is there
anything else that you still need to do?”

“No, mother,” answered Lisa, shaking her
head. “I’m all finished. I did mostly everything last night.”

“Then how’s about a little television?”

“Ahhh, mother!” protested Lisa. “Television
shows geared for us kids are so juvenile and insulting!”

“Kiddie shows, yes,” agreed Mrs. Holli,
nodding. “But, last night’s TV ads stated that on The Wild
Outdoors show, your favorite animal, the dolphin, will be
showcased.”

“Dolphins!!” exuded Lisa, happily jumping up
and down, clapping her hands together. “Ohhhh, I love dolphins!
When is it showing, mother?!”

“It’s on now, Lisa. Why don’t you go and
watch it? We won’t be leaving for school for an hour still. Go and
relax a little. Remember, today will be a long and exhausting day;
so take it easy, now.”

“Yes, mother,” obeyed Lisa, turning around
and zooming out of the kitchen, immediately heading for the family
room.

 


“... And even today,” narrated the male
voice on the television set. “We can never explain why dolphins
seem to have this ‘natural affinity’ with man. Perhaps, it’s due to
the mammalian link we share. But many scientists claim it’s just
the natural, and healthy, sense of curiosity highly intelligent
animals share ...”

“Lisa!” called Mrs. Holli, walking into the
family room. “It’s time to go, now.”

Unlike other children her age, who would fret
and pout at having something enjoyable being interrupted, Lisa
reached up and turned the television off, tossing the remote
control on the television stand as she raced past it. “All right,
mother. Oh, wait a second,” continued Lisa, turning around to
straighten up the remote, so that it was neatly aligned with the
television stand’s side. “Don’t want to be messy!”

“Oh, no, we don’t, Lisa,” laughed Mrs. Holli,
covering her mouth when Lisa had turned away from her momentarily,
successfully managing to stifle her laughter.

Lisa turned around and pranced over to her
mother’s side, still full of energy. “Finally! I thought this
moment would never come! And, now, it’s here! Let’s go!!”

Grabbing several bags of very light-weighted
camping gear, Lisa danced out the front door. Shrugging, Mrs. Holli
grabbed the remaining gear and followed Lisa to their SUV.


Chapter 4: The Journey Begins

Jason had just barely managed to finish his
breakfast when somebody knocked at their front door.

“That has to be Anita, now!” predicted Mrs.
Anderson, standing up and heading for the door, after she turned to
Jason for a moment. “Hurry up and finish your breakfast, Jason. I
can stall them for a few minutes.”

“All right, mom!” obeyed Jason, gulping his
pancakes down like a ravenous wolf.

Mrs. Anderson turned and trotted over to the
front door calling: “I’m coming! I’m coming!” just as the knocking
on the door became more louder and more continuous.

“Hello, Anita  Oh! Hello, Lisa! Good
morning! And how are you, today?”

“Morning!” sung Lisa, smiling, dropping her
hand, just as she was in the process of knocking again after
pausing a second to listen. “I’m glowingly fine, today! I
just can’t wait to go on this field trip! I’m so excited!”

“Yes, I know,” admitted Mrs. Anderson. “Your
mother and I had a long chat about that late last night. Seems like
she told you a million times- last night- that it was still
nighttime and that you had to go back to bed. It seems to me that
you just couldn’t wait to go on this spelunking trip, today. Your
mother told me that you really wanted the night to end and morning
to come- at that moment. I have to admit; I never knew you were
this excited.”

“I know it does seem strange,” laughed Lisa.
“But, that’s the way I am!”

“Yes, it is strange,” agreed Mrs. Anderson.
“But, I’m glad you’re enthusiastic about life, Lisa. It’s wonderful
to see this in anybody!”

“Thank you,” gushed Lisa, curtsying. “Ah- I-
I don’t mean to be rude in changing the subject. But, is Jason
ready to go? I’m anxious to get going.”

“Oh, of course, Lisa,” answered Mrs.
Anderson, turning around. “Jason! Hurry up! Lisa and Mrs. Holli are
waiting!”

Jason merely grunted as he took one last gulp
of orange juice before pushing himself away from the table, still
chewing on the last big bite of bacon and eggs.

“Jason!” called Mrs. Anderson, turning to
smile at Lisa, before looking back again. “Hurry up! What’s taking
you so long?”

When he finally appeared, two seconds later,
Mrs. Anderson continued on. “Now, then,” she claimed, bending down
to pick up most of Jason’s gear. “It’s time to go.”

With Lisa leading the way, Jason shrugged as
he picked up the remaining bags and followed his mother out the
door.

The moment when Mrs. Holli spotted the
approaching group, she immediately got out of her car to help.
“Good morning, Heidi!” she called. “How are you, today?”

“I’m doing well, Anita. And you?”

“As well as ever!” answered Anita, reaching
out to help Heidi toss the camping gear into the rear of her
SUV.

Jason hesitated, hovering just outside the
back door, on the right side of the passenger section of Anita’s
SUV.

“Well, Jason?! What are you waiting for?”
asked Lisa, giving Jason a gentle push towards the open door. “It’s
time to go!”

“But, but,” protested Jason, placing his
hands on the door frame for support, looking back at Lisa while he
resisted her physical urgings.

“Come on, Jason!” pleaded Lisa, ending her
physical urgings. “Don’t you want to feel really alive?
Going to Rainbow Caverns will make you really come alive. Believe
me!” contemplated Lisa, remembering all the good things that
happened on that magical day at Panoramic Plateau.

Jason saw that fiery glow in her eyes and
could not help himself from believing her. “All right, Lisa,”
relinquished Jason, letting go of the door frame. “If you say
so.”

“Oh, I do say so, Jason,” bubbled Lisa,
quickly. “I do!”

Shrugging, Jason slipped into the back seat
and looked at Lisa while she slammed the door closed. Satisfied
that Jason was safely in the car, Lisa flew into the front
passenger seat, dragging the door behind her.

“Behave yourself, Jason!” warned Mrs.
Anderson, just as Lisa settled into her seat, fastening her
seatbelt.

“Yes, mom,” answered Jason, staring out the
front window in a half-comatose state.

Mrs. Anderson stepped away from the car, just
as Mrs. Holli began to pull away from the curb. “Try to relax,
Jason. You might find the experience enjoyable!”

Jason didn’t answer. And what seemed to be
eternity to Lisa, they were finally on their way to pick up
Michael.

 


At the Koza household, Michael and his mother
had just finished eating breakfast, when a knock on their door
interrupted them.

“That has to be Anita, now,” guessed Mrs.
Koza, standing up and gesturing to Michael before heading to the
front door. “Go and put on your shoes. It’s time to go, now!”

“All right, mom,” responded Michael, pushing
himself away from the table and standing up.

“Well, hello Lisa!” greeted Mrs. Koza, upon
opening the door. “How are you, today?”

“Hello!” smiled Lisa, quickly blurting out
her inner happiness. “I’m fine on this most beautiful
morning on a most beautiful day! And I might add, a
very special day. But to tell the truth: my mom thinks 
at least to me  every day is a beautiful and special day.
And ...”

“I’m ready to go! The most I’ll ever be!”
breathed Michael, coming into the foyer, interrupting Lisa’s grand
speech.

“Huh?” puzzled Lisa, turning to Michael.
“What do you mean by that?”

“He means, Lisa,” explained Mrs. Koza, gently
nudging both of them out the front door. “That he’s a little bit
intimidated of being out in the big, wide, world for the first time
without me or his father by his side.”

“Oh?” asked Lisa, looking up into Mrs. Koza’s
face before turning to look at Michael. “But, what about that time
when we went to Panoramic Plateau for my birthday? Neither your
mother or your father were there, Michael.”

“But, that was only for the weekend, Lisa,”
protested Michael, his voice rising just a bit. “That is- if you
can call that a weekend. We left to go there Thursday morning, and
came back home by Tuesday evening, Lisa. Don’t you remember? But
this spelunking trip is for two weeks- actually a bit longer than
two weeks....”

“Okay! Okay! Okay, Michael, I get it! I got
it, Michael,” waved Lisa, finally breaking through Michael’s long
vocal protestation. “This will be longer- much longer!”

“Yes, it is much longer,” confirmed Mrs.
Koza. “And I would appreciate it, if you and Jason would keep a
close eye on Michael. Would you please do that, Lisa?”

“Certainly,” agreed Lisa, looking again at
Mrs. Koza, but not making eye contact this time. “Just as long as
Michael would help keep an eye on me,” Lisa continued on, choking
on her words. “You know  so that incident- at Panoramic
Plateau  won’t happen again!”

Mrs. Koza stopped walking, remembering the
long talk  or rather consoling!  she had with one of her
dearest friends, Anita Holli. Poor Anita! That incident, even
today, little more than a year later, still frazzled her!

“I certainly know what you mean,” recalled
Mrs. Koza, turning to look at Michael. “So, did you hear Lisa,
Michael? You can rely on her. In fact, you both can rely on each
other for help.”

“All right, mom,” mumbled Michael, just as
Lisa had turned to smile at Michael for a second, before turning to
look at Mrs. Koza, before finally turning to look towards her
mother’s SUV, catching a glimpse of Jason watching them.

Gesturing towards Mrs. Holli’s SUV, Mrs. Koza
continued on. “Here is one of life’s little challenges! Go for it,
son!”

Before Michael could answer, Lisa grabbed his
hand and began pulling him onwards. “Come on, Michael! It’s time to
go!” she continued on, turning to look back at him. “Don’t worry,
Michael. I’ll take good care of you! And, you’ll do the same for
me, right?”

“Ahhhh, okay, Lisa,” doubted Michael,
shrugging, wondering how he would be able to be of any help to
somebody like Lisa.

Arriving at the awaiting car, Lisa guided
Michael into the left-side back seat. Reaching across his body,
Lisa fastened his seat belt. “Just relax, Michael!” she smiled, her
face close to his just as she was finished with Michael’s seat belt
and was in the process of going out. “Once you get there and start
to have fun, you’ll forget that your mom and dad’s not there.”

“All right, Lisa. If you say so.”

“Oh, I do say so, Michael! I do!” chimed
Lisa, stepping backwards before closing the door. Jumping around
her mother’s SUV and into the front passenger seat, Lisa
effortlessly grabbed her seat belt while closing the door behind
herself. As soon as Lisa was safely buckled in, Mrs. Holli started
off for school.

 


At their school, Millennium Heights Primary,
their teacher, Mrs. Rene Goldstone, had just finished packing her
things on the bus when Mrs. Holli arrived.

“Hello, Mrs. Holli!” waved Mrs. Goldstone,
just as Lisa’s mother had stopped the engine and got out of her
SUV. “How are you this morning?”

“Hello, Mrs. Goldstone!” responded Mrs.
Holli, walking towards her. “I’m fine. And you?”

“I’m doing quite well. Thank you.”

“Need any help, Mrs. Goldstone? I can stay
and help until the bus is on its way.”

“Thank you, Mrs. Holli. I can use your
help.”

“You’re welcome.”

“Oh, mother!” interrupted Lisa, half-running
towards them. “We can’t lift these heavier and bigger camping gear
that dad had packed last night. We’ll need your help.”

“Of course. Mrs. Goldstone, would you excuse
me?”

“Certainly, Mrs. Holli. I’ll assist you.”

“I would appreciate that. Thank you, Mrs.
Goldstone.”

“My pleasure,” smiled Mrs. Goldstone,
following Mrs. Holli and Lisa to the rear of their SUV.

“All right, now. We’ll start with these
lighter stuff, first,” started Mrs. Holli, beginning to direct
Lisa, Michael, and Jason. “Jason, you can carry this to the bus.
And you can carry this, Lisa.”

“Hey, Lisa!” cautioned Mrs. Goldstone.
“Please don’t run with these! Walk, please!”

Lisa stopped to look back and acknowledge the
warning. “Yes, Mrs. Goldstone.”

Satisfied that Lisa was safely walking
her burden to the bus, both Mrs. Goldstone and Mrs. Holli looked
down at the remaining gear before continuing on.

“Michael, dear. Do you think you can carry
this one?” asked Mrs. Holli, turning to smile at him. “It is a
little big.”

Michael easily picked up the sleeping bag;
but, couldn’t see around it.

“Hmmmm. That won’t do,” noted Mrs. Holli.
“Wait until Jason returns and he’ll help you with it.”

“All right, Mrs. Holli,” said Michael,
dropping the sleeping bag onto the ground.

“Need any help with that?” asked Lisa,
arriving back in a rush.

“Your mother said to wait for Jason. But, I
guess you can help me carry this to the bus.”

“I’ll handle this side,” said Lisa, bending
down to pick up one end of the sleeping bag. “You can handle that
side. Can you handle it, Michael?”

“I think so.”

“Good,” laughed Lisa, nodding. “Then let’s
go!”

And so, with the cooperative effort of three
young children and two adults, the bus was packed with their
camping gear. And, since each of their arriving classmates helped
to load the bus, they were soon ready to go. Inside the bus, each
child was noisily settling into their seat. What a ruckus! It was a
wonder how anybody was able to hear anybody else! Whistling loudly
for about a minute or so, Mrs. Goldstone was finally able to
attract their attention.

“Now that I have your attention, I want to
make it clear to you that in order for our driver, Mr. William
Hackett, to drive us safely to Rainbow Caverns, he’ll need our
cooperation. He will explain it to you. Mr. Hackett?”

“Thank you, Mrs. Goldstone,” smiled Mr.
Hackett, gently nodding at her before turning to face the busload
of children, his face becoming serious looking as his smile
disappeared. “There are several things you need to do for me,
children,” began Mr. Hackett, glancing at each face for a second or
two. “I want you all to go there and come home safely. And here’s
how we are going to do that: First; I want each of you to fasten
your seat belts as tight as you can. If you need any help with
that, please raise your hand.”

Half the class raised their hands.

“Mrs. Goldstone,” said Mr. Hackett, gesturing
to his left. “You take this side of the bus and I’ll take care of
the other.”

“Of course,” responded Mrs. Goldstone,
setting off.

When everybody was properly secured in their
seats, both Mrs. Goldstone and Mr. Hackett silently returned to the
front of the bus.

“Now that that is done,” continued Mr.
Hackett, glancing at the children’s faces, again. “The second thing
I want you to remember is that at all times, do not unbuckle your
seat belts and attempt to move around in the bus. This is for your
safety. Understand?”

“Yes, Mr. Hackett!” echoed the children,
nodding in comprehension.

“And I have to be able to hear any outside
noises that could warn me of any thing that might threaten us while
we’re on the road. So, I’ll need to have it quiet in the bus. Do
you understand this?”

“Yes, Mr. Hackett!” echoed the children
again.

“Good!” exclaimed Mr. Hackett, turning to the
driver’s seat. “Now, we can be on our way!”

The children cheered, with Lisa cheering more
enthusiastically than the others.

 


Thrilled to be on the way, though required to
remain quiet, Lisa began to hum softly to herself. Inevitably,
after an hour of non-continuous humming, Lisa began to sing quietly
to herself.

 


 A spelunking we will go

A spelunking we will go

Hey, ho, a merry o!

A spelunking we will go!

 


Stalactites  up above

Stalactites  up above

Hey, ho, a merry o!

A spelunking we will go!

 


Stalagmites  down below

Stalagmites  down below

Hey, ho, a merry o!

A spelunking we will go!

 


Columns will someday form

Columns will someday form

Hey, ho, a merry o!

A spelunking we will go!

 


Columns form by water

And mineral deposits

Hey, ho, a merry o!

A spelunking we will go!

 


Columns form over time

A very, very long time

Hey, ho, a merry o!

A spelunking we will go!

 


So don’t expect to see them form

So don’t expect to see them form

Hey, ho, a merry o!

A spelunking we will go!

 


A spelunking we will go

A spelunking we will go

Hey, ho, a merry o!

A spelunking we will go!

 


Weary from quietly singing these endless
refrains that echoed through her mind, Lisa stopped singing and
just stared out the window for a few hours, just like the rest of
her classmates and friends did. But as the time and the distance
traveled seemed to pass by agonizingly really slowly, without
anything else to do but sit, many of the children fell asleep. Also
falling asleep, from sheer weariness and boredom, Lisa had a
frightening nightmare.

 


“No, stop!” cried Lisa, tears streaming down
her face, watching Murky toss Michael in and slam the door shut.
Reaching through the small barred window of the great wooden door,
Lisa tried to grab one of the guards. “You meanie! What kind of
monster are you?!”

The guards just looked at each other and
laughed.

“You’re the monster here, in Imaginatia!”
roared Darkos, grabbing one of the spears from the guards. Lashing
out with fury and striking near Lisa’s hands, Darkos laughed. “But
now, monster! I have you. You can never cause me any harm!”

Instinctively, Lisa released the bars and
fell backwards. “Have you no feelings?!” she cried, looking up.

 


“Monster! Poor Michael! Monster ...!”

“Wake up, Lisa! Wake up!” implored Michael,
who was her bus seatmate, nervously glancing around at their
sleeping classmates, while shaking her awake. “It’s just a
nightmare, Lisa! Wake up!”

“Michael ...!” moaned Lisa, flutter opening
her eyes, relieved to see him unharmed. “Michael! Whew! I’m so glad
that it was only a dream!” Laughing in relief, Lisa gave Michael a
big hug.

“Ah, yeah, just a dream,” mumbled Michael,
unconsciously pulling out and away from Lisa’s hug. “Only a
dream.”

Plopping back into her seat, Lisa sighed. But
just then, Lisa spotted a sign that read: “Welcome to Rainbow
Caverns National Park.” just as the sign reached her position in
the middle of the bus.

“All right!” cried Lisa, loud enough to wake
up her sleeping classmates. “We’re here!”

It was true. After a weary, three-quarters
day long bus ride, they had arrived at the main gates to the
park.


Chapter 5: Rainbow Caverns National Park

Mr. Hackett stopped at the main gates and
waited as the park ranger approached.

“We’re from Millennium Heights Primary, Los
Angeles, California,” started Mr. Hackett. “Mrs. Rene Goldstone,
instructor.”

The park ranger flipped through the pages on
his clipboard. “Ahh, yes. You have been reserved for Vista View
Cabin, number 2731. Our cleaning and maintenance crew should be
finished setting up all the bunks and other amenities- as
requested. It shouldn’t take much longer. You can go up there, now,
if you wish.”

Mr. Hackett nodded.

“Very well, then,” directed the park ranger,
smiling as he gestured down the road. “Continue along this road
until you reached the end. Turn right. Your cabin will be about
twenty miles down that road. If you get lost, this map should be
able to guide you to your cabin. Any questions?”

“No questions,” answered Mr. Hackett, taking
the map from the park ranger and handing it to Mrs. Goldstone,
while watching the park ranger step away from the bus. “Thank
you.”

The park ranger waved “Goodbye” while Mr.
Hackett pulled away from the park’s main gate.

The scenery was astonishing! Even for the few
children  like Lisa, Jason, and Michael, who had seen all of
this before  it still delighted them. The strains and uneasy
restlessness of the near day long bus ride melted away as the
relatively short ride to the cabin was filled with pleasant smells,
sights, and new experiences, including several sightings of deers,
squirrels, and a wide array of native birds, that stopped in their
tracks to watch the yellow school bus drift by.

Vista View Cabin, number 2731, looked freshly
painted and glowed with a rustic log cabin appearance. Lisa
thought of how the pioneers of the Old West lived, and smiled. She
really wanted to experience what it would be like to live 
even for just a day  the seemingly romantic adventures of a
pioneer in the old American West.

Dreamily, and completely in a haze, Lisa
walked down the faux wooden textured concrete pathway to the stairs
of the wrap-around front porch. Floating up the stairs, Lisa
drifted off to the right, towards the nearest window. Looking in,
Lisa imagined she saw an old, black pot bellied stove,
rough hewed wood furniture, and the ever present
hard packed dirt floor, all surrounded by talking people that
seemed to be anxious for their guests to arrive. Lisa watched them
stopping their conversation to turn to her, waving and calling out
their “hellos” and “Come on in! We’ve been expecting you!”

It all seemed so real! Lisa waved “hello” to
the park rangers inside while continuing to imagine them as
pioneers of the American West. Sighing, Lisa turned away from the
window. Plopping herself down on the porch’s wooden bench, Lisa
dreamily gazed out into the wilderness that lay beyond the cabin,
as one of those pioneers came to the window to talk to her,
pleasantly chatting on about the beauty and the peaceful serenity
that the great open forest had when compared with the dirtiness,
the ugliness, and the noise of the city.

In the meantime, the rest of the children had
disembarked, carrying their small personal belongings with them.
Mr. Hackett was about to begin the process of unloading the bus,
when several park rangers came out from the cabin, seemingly
completely unaware of Lisa’s presence as they walked past the
distracted Lisa who merely remained where she was on the side.

“Hello,” greeted their leader, waving his
hand as he came down the stairs. “You must be the class from
Millennium Heights Primary. Welcome to Rainbow Caverns National
Park!”

Mrs. Goldstone turned around and walked up to
meet them. “Yes, we are. I’m Mrs. Rene Goldstone.”

“How do you do, Mrs. Goldstone?” asked the
ranger, shaking her hand. “I’m Ranger Ray Silvers. How may we help
you?”

“I’m fine. Thank you. If you please,”
answered Mrs. Goldstone. “I would appreciate it, if you and the
other rangers would assist us in unloading the bus.”

“Glad to do it, ma’am!” said a ranger who was
behind the others.

“All part of our jobs to please!” echoed a
second.

“It will be no problem!” announced a third,
already on his way to the rear of the bus, where Mr. Hackett was
busily dumping the children’s gear on the ground. “Come on, guys!
Let’s go!”

“And where shall we put them?” asked Ranger
Silvers, pointing towards the children’s gear.

“The children will tell you where they want
to keep their things,” answered Mrs. Goldstone. “We can take care
of everything after that.”

As efficiently as an army of ants, the park
rangers went back and forth, depositing the children’s gear neatly
besides, at the foot of, each bed.

“Finished, Mrs. Goldstone!” announced Ranger
Silvers, half clapping, half rubbing his hands together
in satisfaction, after they had finished fifteen minutes later. “Is
there anything else you need?”

“Nothing I can think of at the present
moment. Thank you.”

“You’re welcome. If there’s anything else you
need, please feel free to call us and we’ll come right away.”

“Thank you, Ranger Silvers. Thank you all for
your help.”

“You’re welcome. Goodbye and have fun!”

“Goodbye!” waved Mrs. Goldstone, watching
them drive off and disappear in the distance. Once out of sight,
Mrs. Goldstone turned and walked up the stairs.

“Why, Lisa!” exclaimed Mrs. Goldstone,
shaking her gently. “Come on inside! We still need to unpack our
gear before we can call it a day! The sooner we start, the faster
we’ll finish!”

“Huh?” startled Lisa, jumping up in surprise.
“What?”

“Come on inside, Lisa,” repeated Mrs.
Goldstone. “We still have things to do before we can call it a
day.”

“Oh, oh yes,” nodded Lisa, instantly
comprehending. “I understand, Mrs. Goldstone. I’m coming.”

Inside, each child struggled to unroll the
park’s adult sized mattress and unpack their individual
sleeping bags to put on top of those mattresses. Tugging and
grumbling, the exhausted children barely made any progress. Without
a word, Mrs. Goldstone just stared at them, not believing what she
saw. She had continuously lectured them to help each other in
unpacking and setting up their beds. And was it not this morning,
again, before leaving Millennium Heights Primary, that she reminded
them?

“Well,” admitted Mrs. Goldstone to herself,
shaking her head and sighing heavily as she heard them vocally
complain about those “stupid mattresses”. “I guess that long bus
ride will make anybody forget. I guess I can’t blame them.
Exhaustion will make anybody forget.”

Anybody forget, Mrs. Goldstone? Maybe anybody
else would forget, but definitely not Lisa. Because the moment Lisa
entered the cabin and saw the problems the other kids were having,
Lisa knew what she had to do.

“Michael! Jason!” commanded Lisa, gesturing
to Michael and Jason while walking over to her bed. “Come here,
please!”

“What do you want, Lisa?” asked Michael,
stepping to her left side, clearly exhausted and annoyed by his
futile attempts at accomplishing nothing.

“Yeah, Lisa, what do you want?” asked Jason,
stepping to Lisa’s right side, feeling the same way as Michael.
“We’re both busy trying to make our beds.” Gesturing to the others,
Jason continued on. “In case you haven’t noticed, Lisa, the whole
class is trying to make their beds. So, why aren’t you?”

Lisa laughed and stepped closer to them,
draping her arms around their shoulders. “In case you guys haven’t
noticed, but did you realize just how much trouble they’re
having?”

“Yes,” admitted Michael and Jason, rather
passively, looking down at their shoes, both of them getting the
feeling that Lisa had already had an answer for this problem,
something that made both of them feel stupid and embarrassed for
not coming up with the solution themselves.

“So, what are we to do?” asked Michael, his
voice rising half an octave.

“We!” emphasized Lisa, smiling, showing her
pearly whites. “Is the operative word here!”

“What do you mean by that?” asked Jason.

“I mean that all three of us, in cooperation,
can make each other’s beds. You see, sometimes you don’t have to
work harder to get things done; just by thinking about what has to
be done, and then devising a plan, can great things be
accomplished. This is precisely what Mrs. Goldstone was trying to
teach us a couple of days ago!”

“So then,” considered Jason, a smile forming
across his tired face. “All we have to do is help each other? We
already know what must be done. Let’s do it!!”

“Yeah,” added Michael, nodding his head just
as a smile started to form on his face, as though the strains of
that day’s travel never happened. “Let’s do it, Lisa! Just tell us
what we need to do!”

And so, working as a team, Michael, Jason,
and Lisa, easily conquered their titanic task, while the rest of
the class still struggled, each child trying to do a “team work”
all by themselves, all still completely oblivious to what Lisa,
Jason, and Michael, had just accomplished in just thirty minutes.
With nothing else to do, after they had finished, they sat on the
edge of Lisa’s bed to laugh and talk about what they expect to see
and do on this field trip.

When Mrs. Goldstone noticed what Lisa was
doing, she delightfully sat in a nearby chair, in the far corner,
watching them fix their beds, while the rest of the class still
complained and seemed quite oblivious to what Lisa, Michael, and
Jason, was doing. After Lisa’s group was finished, Mrs. Goldstone
immediately stood up and walked over to them.

“As a reward for your excellent leadership,
Lisa, you may go out with your group and watch the sunset. There’s
a clearing about 96 feet north of here, halfway between our cabin
and the cave we will be exploring tomorrow. Ranger Silvers says
it’s one of the best view of the sun setting in this area of the
park. But don’t forget to take your flashlights, you’ll need them
to find your way back in the dark,” she finished, turning away from
them, preparing herself to admonish the rest of the class for their
failure to cooperate and help each other.

“All right!! Did you hear that, guys?!” cried
Lisa, clapping her hands on Michael’s and Jason’s shoulders. “We
get to see another beautiful sunset here! Isn’t that great?!”

“Uhhh huh!” monotoned Michael and Jason,
both of them crossing their arms across their chests and
remembering that incident at Panoramic Plateau.

Being quite intelligent, Lisa guessed what
they were likely thinking of. “Oh, come on, guys! Was it that bad?”
Looking from face to face, Lisa got the impression that they
weren’t joking. “Was it?”

“It was,” answered Michael. “But, if you
really want to see the sunset ...”

“I do,” said Lisa,
matter of factly.

“Then we must go with you to make sure you
don’t get into trouble,” reasoned Jason, wanting to see the sunset,
himself, but without an overly enthusiastic Lisa by his
side.

“Yes, we must not let you get into trouble,”
agreed Michael, nodding his head, for he too wanted to see the
sunset without Lisa there with him. “We don’t have a choice. Do
we?”

“No, you don’t!” answered Lisa, guiding them
to their beds. “Grab your flashlight, guys. We’re going! Meet me on
the porch in one minute!”

Without a word, Jason and Michael went back
to their beds to rummage through their personal belongings for
their flashlights; while Lisa, who was completely organized, only
had to open a separate compartment of her backpack for hers.
Anxious to get going, Lisa was at the foot of the stairs, pacing
back and forth. When she saw them appear on the porch, she beckoned
them down to her.

“Come on, guys! Let’s move it! The sun is
about to go down! Hurry up, or we’ll miss it!”

With her feelings said, Lisa turned on her
heels and began to run. Arriving in the clearing in less than two
minutes, Lisa ecstatically watched the sun turn a fiery
reddish orange, illuminating the few clouds in the western sky
to a brilliant red, making the sky look like it was on fire.
Lagging far behind, Michael and Jason arrived one minute later,
completely exhausted.

“How ” gasped Michael, trying to talk
between each breath, barely even paying attention to the sunset or
the red sky. “How does  she do it?”

Jason shook his head and plopped down onto
the soft grass that grew in the clearing. Following suit, Michael
dropped by his side.

“I don’t know,” answered Jason, lifting his
head to watch Lisa jump around. “But, I’m too tired to care about
any sunset, now.”

“Yeah,” agreed Michael, yawning. “Me,
too!”

Still breathing heavily, Jason and Michael
plopped their heads down to the ground and closed their eyes,
expecting to take a super mini nap. Twenty minutes later, they
opened their eyes and looked around. The sun had just finished
setting and the red sky was now a beautiful dark azure with
scattered traces of red in the clouds. But, this was of no
consequential matter to Jason and Michael, because, Lisa was gone!
She was no where in the clearing.

“Lisa?” called Jason. “Lisa?! Where are
you?”

“Lisa! Where are you!” Michael called out, a
second after Jason stopped. “Oh, man, Jason! Do you think she went
off on another one of her little adventures and forgot to tell
us?”

“That’s possible, Michael,” frowned Jason,
pausing a moment to turn to look at him after they both had turned
on their flashlights. “Because, if she did go back to the cabin,
she wouldn’t have forgotten to awaken us, first.”

“Well, let’s hope she’s not in trouble, this
time,” waved Michael, taking a step away from Jason and shining his
light in the direction away from the cabin, expecting her to be
somewhere beyond those dark silent trees. “Lisa! Lisa! Where are
you?! Answer me! Lisa! Where are you?!”

“Yeah, hopefully not in any danger, either,”
whispered Jason, turning to look eastwards when he just noticed
some footprints that pointed in that direction, following them to
the edge of the clearing where it abruptly stopped. Shining his
light back and forth in the general area, Jason started to call out
again. “Lisa! Lisa! Where are you?! Lisa! Lisa! Answer me!”

No response. But somewhere further
north east, partially hidden among the trees, a light in the
distance caught Jason’s attention.

“Look, Michael!” pointed Jason, relieved that
Lisa was safe and had heard them, and was now responding to their
calls by shining her flashlight in their general direction. “Over
to the left of those trees!”

Michael ran over to Jason’s side from where
he was and looked to where Jason pointed to and stared at Lisa’s
flashing light. “It’s Lisa!” exclaimed Michael, a second later,
nudging Jason with his elbow. “Give her a response to ‘Come back!’,
Jason!”

Jason nodded at Michael before signaling with
his flashlight. He shook his head after a minute of their
“flashlight” communication. “No luck, Michael. She wants us to go
to her. She says there’s something, in this darkness, that we
really should see!”

“Are we?” asked Michael, looking up at Jason,
worry starting to creep over his face as he grabbed Jason roughly
by the arms.

“We might as well, Michael. Remember, we
still have to make sure she doesn’t get into any trouble.
Let’s go!” finished Jason, gesturing off into the darkness while
Michael let him go after knowing that Jason wasn’t kidding.

When they arrived in another clearing, Lisa
silently pointed towards the mouth of a nearby cave 
splendidly aglow in a rainbow of dancing colors.

“Wow!” remarked Jason, his eyes bulging,
nearly fumbling and dropping his flashlight. “I never saw anything
like that before!”

“Me neither,” whispered Michael, stepping
closer to get a better look. “What could be causing it?”

“I don’t know. I never saw anything like that
before,” puzzled Jason, stepping to Michael’s side. “It’s the most
baffling phenomenon I’ve ever encountered! By all physical laws of
nature- that I know of- that shouldn’t be possible! This really is
a mystery!”

“Mysterious- and beautiful!” laughed Lisa,
finally speaking, walking past them, pausing for a moment when she
was half of the distance from her former position and the cave’s
entrance. “I definitely agree with Jason. Nothing that exists could
cause that! Do you think ...”

“Ohhh hhhh!” moaned something, emanating
from deep inside the cave, immediately eliciting a subtle
sub-conscious amount of sympathy in Lisa, which caused her to step
closer, despite a small amount of apprehension in her soul that
still kept her from rushing into the cave.

“Wh what was that?” dreaded Michael,
jumping behind Jason, while Lisa stopped several feet short of the
cave’s entrance.

“I  I don’t know,” stammered Jason,
turning to look at Michael. “But, whatever it was ...”

“Did  did you see that?!” cried Lisa,
pointing at the cave’s entrance, while turning to look at them. “It
looked like-”

“See what!?” asked Michael and Jason, looking
up.

“I don’t know. I’m not sure,” perplexed Lisa,
moving even closer. “It was there for just a second. And ...
Ahhh hhhh!”

“Lisa!” wailed Jason, running, leaving
Michael behind. “What’s wrong?!”

But, she did not answer.

“Where are you?!” called Jason. “Lisa!” He
took a glance back at Michael. “Come on, Michael! Something’s
wrong ...!”

Jason didn’t finish his sentence. For in less
than a heartbeat, he, too, was gone.

“Jason!” cried Michael, panicking,
unconsciously backstepping away for a moment. “Where are you?!
What’s happening?!”

Shining his flashlight at their lit
flashlights on the ground, Michael frowned when he didn’t see them
near their dropped flashlights. Quickly redirecting his light into
the cave, Michael squinted, hoping he would see them amidst the
foreboding, but beautiful, mysterious, swirling colors that still
surrounded the cave’s entrance.


Chapter 6: The Fall

Panic stricken, Michael rushed foolishly
towards the cave, fumbling and dropping his flashlight as he
approached the cave’s entrance, which he somehow took no notice of,
considering his emotional state. “Lisa! Jason! Where are you?”

When Michael approached the entrance, he
skidded to a stop and looked in. The swirling colors began to fade
and he could now see the back of this shallow cave.

“Lisa? Jason? Whoa aaa ...!”

Michael never had a chance to continue. For
at that moment, the ground seemed to give way, and he found himself
falling!

“... Ahh hhhh ...!” screamed
Michael, falling in a crazy, uncontrollable somersault to no where.
Finally, after what seemed to be an eternity of falling, Michael
crash landed on somebody.

“Oooh hh hhfff!” groaned that
unfortunate being, falling to the ground underneath Michael,
completely knocked unconscious.

Uninjured, Michael bounced off that
unfortunate being and rolled against a wall. Sitting up and leaning
against the wall, Michael held his head with both hands, which
still spun from his wildly tumbling fall. Was it his imagination
that a big, scary shadow backed off into the darkness beyond?
Shuddering, Michael cracked a weak joke.

“Did  did anybody get the license of
that big truck that hit me?”

The shadow moved again as another frightening
shadow danced menacingly around due to a flickering torchlight. The
sheer menacing darkness of the moment made Michael jump in
alarm.

“Oh, oh!” gulped Michael, shutting his eyes
tightly, shaking uncontrollably. “I’ve got an eerie feeling I’m not
in Kansas anymore!”

“Kansas?!” echoed one of the shadows in a
deep growl, coming closer, quickly closing the distance between
them. “We don’t have any place here by that name!”

Michael backed away as the shadow loomed over
him. Lit by the torchlight above Michael and the shadow, the shadow
manifested itself into a creature that looked half crocodilian
and half dragonish!

“Muh-mommy!” whispered Michael, barely
audible over his own fear-heavy breathing. Backing up into the cold
stony wall behind him, Michael found himself hopelessly trapped.
Oh, how he wished his eyes hadn’t become adjusted to this
dimly lit corridor!

“Ahhhh hhh!” cried Michael, finally
sinking to the ground in a dead faint.

“So! We have a monster from the dimension of
Reality!” roared Darkos, the name of the creature that stood over
Michael. “This means trouble! Murky, I ...!”

“No, Jason!” interrupted a voice from
somewhere beyond in another corridor. “I don’t think we’re in that
cave any more. I can’t explain it. It’s just a feeling I have.”

“So, if we’re not where we should be, Lisa.
Than where ...?”

At that moment, Lisa and Jason came around
the bend, just as Darkos swung around to face them. Jason stopped
short, his eyes bulging.

Lisa would have continued on, but the sudden
end of Jason’s question made her stop too. “Jason? Why did
you ... Oh!”

Looking to where he was pointing to, Lisa’s
eyes also bulged out for a moment when she spotted Darkos glaring
at them. Lisa uneasily smiled, trying to be as friendly and
courteous as possible, hoping to charm the contemptuous glare in
the creature’s visage.

An awkward minute later, Lisa noticed that
Jason was still bug eyed and pointing. Nudging him with her
elbow, she whispered to him from the sides of her now uncomfortable
smile. “Jason! Put your arm down. It’s very rude to point!”

When he didn’t, Lisa reached up to push his
arm down, laughing uneasily. Finally, in order to break the
mounting tension she felt, Lisa genially spoke up.

“Uh, hello there  uh  sir or
madam!” started Lisa, quickly losing any sense of embarrassment or
fear as she continued on. “Permit me to introduce myself. I am Lisa
Holli,” she curtsied.

Lisa whispered to Jason before continuing on.
“Jason! Please smile! You’re embarrassing me!”

Redirecting herself to the being in front of
them, she raised her voice, somewhat duller, as if ashamed about
Jason’s manners. “And this is Jason Anderson, one of my friends.
And who might you be?”

Darkos didn’t answer. Instead, Darkos
silently, slowly, stalked his way over to them.

Perturbed at his rudeness for not answering,
Lisa became antagonistic. Ramming her arms upon her hips, Lisa
started yelling.

“Why didn’t you respond?! Don’t you have any
manners?!”

Darkos laughed just as he grabbed both of
their arms in his iron clad fists. “Of course I have manners.
But, you wouldn’t like what I had to say!”

Lisa and Jason squealed in agony.

“Hey! What’re you doing?!” yelped Lisa,
clenching her teeth as her face wrinkled up in pain.

“Let me go!!” screamed Jason, wincing in
pain. “Let me go!”

Laughing again, Darkos easily pulled them off
the ground, wrapping his great big arms around their bodies,
carrying them, one under each arm. He turned to face Murky, one of
his underlings. “I have captured three monsters! Follow me with
that one to the dungeons!”

“Y yes, my Lord!” nodded Murky, turning
to Michael.

“Quiet, humans!” growled Darkos, squeezing
them harder, exhausted by their continuous cries of pain. “Quiet!
Or suffer pain you never experienced before! Quiet!” he finished,
squeezing them harder and harder until they suffered in silence,
but only when he did ease up a little, only slightly so.

Looking at Lisa to his left, Jason gulped, a
tear rolling off his cheeks.

Lisa looked back at Jason, mouthing off the
words; “This looks bad!”


Chapter 7: Dark and Dreary

Stepping forward, Darkos hurled Jason, then
Lisa, into his beautiful dungeons. “This is the perfect place for
you, you repulsive things!” croaked Darkos, gleefully. “There’ll be
no comfort for you, here- except misery! Throw that one in, Murky!”
ordered Darkos, stepping aside, gesturing to the dungeon’s
door.

“Michael!” cried Lisa, stepping forward,
watching Murky drag him to the doorway, starting to run to his
side.

“Step back, fool!” ordered Agonit, one of the
dungeon’s guards, jumping forward and blocking Lisa from going any
further, bearing his spear in Lisa’s direction. “Unless you like
pain!”

“No, stop!” cried Lisa, tears streaming down
her face, watching Murky toss Michael in and slam the door shut.
Reaching through the small barred window of the great wooden door,
Lisa tried to grab one of the guards. “You meanie! What kind of
monster are you?!”

The guards just looked at each other and
laughed.

“You’re the monster here, in Imaginatia!”
roared Darkos, grabbing one of the spears from the guards. Lashing
out with fury and striking near Lisa’s hands, Darkos laughed. “But
now, monster! I have you. You can never cause me any harm!”

Instinctively, Lisa released the bars and
fell backwards. “Have you no feelings?!” she cried out loud,
looking up.

“What are those?” laughed Darkos, looking
through the barred window, shrugging, not really curious or
knowledgeable of this strange human thing called “feelings”.
“Whatever they are, I  Darkos  ruler of Imaginatia- have
no use for them!”

“Have you no feelings?” whispered Lisa,
jumping forward to grab the bars again, after Darkos had turned
around and left the dungeon area.

The guards that remained there laughed even
louder. Ignoring their insensitivity, Lisa turned around, focusing
her attention on Michael.

“How is he, Jason?” asked Lisa, in a soft,
soothing voice.

Jason shook his head. “I can’t tell, Lisa.
It’s just too dark in here.”

“Would this help?” asked somebody from behind
Jason, lighting a torch, after whispering some strange words under
his breath.

“Ahhh hhhh-hhh!” jumped Jason, literally
jumping right over Michael from a kneeling position, completely
taken by surprise by the sudden sound and appearance of the
friendly-voiced stranger.

“Oh, I’m so very sorry,” said the creature,
taking a step backwards and standing up straight. “I didn’t mean to
frighten you. My name is Solaide, chief advisor to his royal
highness, King Dova.”

“My name is Lisa Holli,” introduced Lisa,
stepping forward, relieved and happy to find that there was at
least one mannerly and friendly person there around them.

Shaking Lisa’s hand, Solaide smiled. “Happy
to meet you, Lisa Holli. I’m sorry that we couldn’t have met under
more auspicious conditions. But, as long as Darkos rules Castle
Septceria, we will never see any bright daylight. Still, I’m happy
that you were able to visit us here, in Imaginatia. Welcome!”

“Thank you, Solaide!” enthused Lisa, turning
to Jason and continuing on. “And my friend, you surprised, is Jason
Anderson.”

“Greetings, Jason Anderson!” laughed Solaide,
walking over to him.

“Likewise, Solaide!” greeted Jason, glancing
down at Michael. “And he is Michael Koza.”

“Well,” mused Solaide, clapping his hand on
Jason’s shoulder. “It would be pointless to attempt to properly
complete introductions, wouldn’t it? With Michael apparently still
unconscious and all my friends asleep ...”

“Of course,” whispered Lisa, nodding. “It
would be inconsiderate to disturb them. Perhaps in the
morning.”

“Agreed, Lisa. We should call it a night,
then. With your presence here, it would surely ignite our morale,
and we can escape from Darkos’ dark and dreary dungeons.”

“Yes, I sure hope so,” nodded Lisa, moving to
Jason’s side. “Good night, Solaide.”

“Good night, Lisa. Good night, Jason.”

“Good night, Solaide,” breathed Jason,
turning to look up at Lisa, after kneeling besides Michael to check
up on him, again. “Michael’s still unconscious, Lisa.”

“I know, Jason, I know,” confirmed Lisa,
kneeling besides Jason, holding Michael’s hand. “We should stay
close by and comfort him when he recovers.”

“That’s a good idea,” yawned Jason, making
himself comfortable on the rocky ground. “Good night, Lisa.”

“Good night, Jason,” responded Lisa, lying
down by Michael’s side, on the opposite side from Jason, and
closing her eyes.

 


That cold, miserable feeling Lisa had the
previous night disappeared with the dawn when she awoke early the
next morning, as usual. Looking around the cavernous dungeon, Lisa
was amazed by all the different creatures that were asleep near the
walls.

“My, there are so many different beings here
in Imaginatia!” commented Lisa, peering through the early morning
gloom at her dungeon mates, walking slowly around, visually
exploring the corners of their dungeon, a dungeon that was
approximately twice the size of her bedroom.

Lisa walked over to a small barred window,
opposite the door, and looked out onto the world beyond the castle.
Imaginatia extended as far as she could see. But, as she looked,
the landscape grew darker and darker  yet, it was morning!

Suddenly, from somewhere in that darkness,
Lisa heard a rousing trumpet reveille. In the barely perceivable
distance, just coming over the crest of a small hill, a small band
of creatures were coming this way, barely even recognizable despite
the fact that their many torches created a mighty piercing glow in
that fearsome darkness. The trumpeteer blasted his trumpet again in
merry refrain.

Awakened by the trumpeteer’s jovial trumpet
blast, all of Lisa’s cell mates, that were Imaginatia’s denizens,
had awakened and became excited.

“Do you hear that, Elsoar?”

“Yes, Eaglion,” answered Elsoar, nodding,
turning a greenish blue. “I did hear that!”

“We’re going to be rescued!” cried Felino,
racing over to the window, sandwiching Lisa between himself and the
window.

“Rescued by King Dova!” laughed Horseile.

“And listen to that reveille!” smiled
Ostrica. “It sounds like music to me!”

“Can you imagine it? King Dova’s coming to
save us! Just like he promised he would!” laughed Terriki. “We’re
saved!”

“Oh! Excuse me! I ” noticed Felino,
backing away slightly, just before his eyes ballooned out in
disbelief. “Why! You’re human! I thought humans were incapable of
entering into our dimension!”

“Human?!” asked Elsoar, turning green with
pink flecks, spinning around to look.

“There’s a human here?!” asked Eaglion,
stretching himself up to his fullest height to get a better
look.

“Yes,” answered Solaide, loudly and
authoritatively, gesturing to the window. “And her name is Lisa
Holli.”

“Hello, Lisa,” greeted Felino, taking a small
step backwards before bowing to her in deference. “My name is
Felino. Welcome to Imaginatia.”

“Hello Felino. Thank you. It’s nice to be
here.”

Moving away from the others, Terriki gently
pushed Felino aside, just before he had a chance to open his mouth
again and say what he had in mind. “And my name is Terriki.”

“How do you do, Terriki? Happy to know
you.”

Explosively, a flurry of introductions
rattled throughout the dungeon, vibrating through to the guards who
heard everything.

“A human- is here?!” gasped one of the
guards, peeking in.

“That’s impossible, Agonit!” choked his
companion. “I thought it was impossible for humans to visit
Imaginatia!”

“It is possible, Moronas,” cried Agonit. “We
have one, now! Now, what should we do?”

“I say we go in and kill it now!”

Agonit’s eyes opened wide in alarm. “Are you
crazy, Moronas? Humans are said to have mystical powers here! If
they wanted to, you would be nothing but dust under their
feet.”

“That’s all myth, Agonit,” laughed Moronas,
unlocking the door.

“Yes, maybe it is,” agreed Agonit, slamming
the door shut. “But are you willing to take that chance and be
dust?”

“Hmmmm,” thought Moronas, completely
confused. “Then what should we do?”

“There’s only one thing we can do! We must
inform Darkos!”

“No!” cried Moronas, quaking with fear. “I
rather be dust!”

“You might! But, I don’t! And I don’t want to
face Darkos alone!” screamed Agonit, grabbing Moronas by his right
arm and turning around, dragging him out of the dungeon area.

Meantime, back in the dungeons, the final
formal greetings were made.

“... And I’m happy that you’re here,
Michael,” nodded Elsoar, turning twilight blue.

“Thank you, Elsoar,” smiled Michael, still a
little bit uneasy, though greatly comforted that Jason and Lisa
were standing next to him. “I’m happy to be here.”

“Now that we have finished introducing
ourselves,” waved Solaide, gesturing to the others to come closer
and to be quiet, while casting a glance at the dungeon’s door as if
he was expecting the guards to come bursting in to silence them all
any second now. “We have important things to do! We’re in the midst
of a daring rescue attempt by our beloved king- who couldn’t have
come at a more auspicious time. With Michael’s, Jason’s, and Lisa’s
presence, we can make our escape!”

Elsoar and the others cheered
enthusiastically.

“We are going to make it this time, aren’t
we, Felino?” asked Terriki, clapping her hands together, exhausted
from two previously failed escape attempts.

“Yes, we are, Terriki. We’re going to escape!
With Lisa, Michael, and Jason, by our side, how can we not
escape?!” growled Felino, ready to attack a few of the guards and
escape. Bounding over to the door and peering out, Felino made a
startling discovery. “Accursed guards! I can’t wait to ...” he
paused, turning back to the others, calling out to Solaide. “Hey,
Solaide! You’ve got to see this! All the guards are gone!”

“Gone?” asked Elsoar and Eaglion, leading the
others in a mad rush towards the door. “Are you sure?”

“As sure as King Dova’s coming!” laughed
Felino, gesturing out through the door’s bars.

Solaide looked out through the small barred
window. “He’s right! We can escape without any trouble now!” he
continued on, turning to the others, calling Elsoar forward and
gesturing towards the door while backing away to give him some
room. “Elsoar! You’re the only one who can slip through the door
and open it. Please proceed!”

“At once, Solaide!” obeyed Elsoar, happily
turning a glowing shade of orange-red. “It’ll be my pleasure!”

Once free, they thunderously roared out of
the dungeon, trampling over a few, unsuspecting guards that
foolishly stood in their way.

“That’s it, Rhinos!” called Solaide, as he
and the others followed after the stronger members of their dungeon
mates. “Good going, Gorillos! Now, head for the drawbridge! The
drawbridge! Head for the drawbridge!”

“And, what shall I do, Solaide?” glared
Xerania, jumping up and stomping down hard upon a guard that Rhinos
and Gorillos had missed in their frenetic quest of clearing the
corridor of Darkos’ guards so the others could pass through safely.
“There’s no room in this corridor for all three of us to lead us
out of here,” she finished, gesturing ahead at Rhinos and
Gorillos.

“Fall back and join Eaglion, Xerania,”
gestured Solaide, using Xylintir’s amulet to light up their way and
to zap stray guards that somehow blindly managed to get past Rhinos
and Gorillos. “Make sure that none of Darkos’ guards are following
us.”

“All right, Solaide,” nodded Xerania, quickly
jumping to the side to allow the others to pass by her, quickly
pointing and nodding at herself and at Eaglion when she caught
Eaglion’s eye. “We’ll stop them! We’ll pound them into Reptilanth
mush!”

“Oh, man,” moaned the last of the guards to
fall. “Did  did anybody get the license of that big truck that
hit me?”

Looking up, Murky, another fallen guard, who
was among the very few to escape their gauntlet of angry abuse, saw
the prisoners disappear down the long, dark corridor and around a
corner. “Oh, no! They’re escaping!” he cried out loud, stumbling to
his feet again after falling down. “L Lord Darkos must know
about this!”

 


Meanwhile, Moronas and Agonit had already
faced Darkos, who was reprimanding them for leaving their guard
post. “Idiots! Fools!” stormed Darkos, raising and slamming his
fists on his throne several times. “I already know about the
humans!”

“B but,” whispered Agonit, bowing his
head. “We- we didn’t.”

“No excuses, numskulls! Get back to the
dungeons immediately!”

“L Lord Darkos! L Lord Darkos!”
cried Murky, breathlessly rushing into the throne room. “Dova!”

“Yes, idiot!” raged Darkos, stepping down off
the throne’s parapet. “I already know Dova’s here!”

“N no, no, it’s not that,” huffed Murky,
finally able to speak coherently. “Dova’s people that were in the
dungeons  they escaped!”

“What?!!” stormed Darkos, sending his three
guards scurrying into a corner. “Call out all my guards and capture
them! And I mean NOW! Agonit! Moronas! Murky! Stop creeping around
in that corner! Move it!” he bellowed, after noticing that they
didn’t move immediately when ordered. “Now, you three Reptilanth
garbage slime! Move it!”

Not wanting to face any more of Darkos’
scathing verbal wrath, the three guards stumbled over each other in
their haste to get out of the throne room.

“Get out of my way!” clubbed Agonit, using
his spear to knock Moronas out of the way.

“Not on your life!” panicked Moronas, falling
to the ground, desperately swinging his spear, somehow managing to
trip Agonit and Murky. “I would have been better off if I had been
turned to dust!” complained Moronas, finally managing to get to his
feet, before Agonit turned back and pushed him down again.

“That is enough!” roared Darkos, grabbing
Agonit by his neckguard and tossing him out the throne room. “Stop
wasting time! Go! Now!” he finished, pointing out the throne room
while glaring menacingly at Murky and Moronas, who noisily and
clumsily tried to make themselves invisible as they attempted to
quickly leave the throne room without earning more verbal and
physical abuse from Darkos.

After they left, Darkos returned to his royal
seat, clapping his head in his hands. “Why am I surrounded by such
idiots?!”

Just then, the sound of wings interrupted his
disillusionment. “Ah, Bactra, my beloved pet,” cooed Darkos,
turning and looking up, his disillusionment and demeanor already
starting to brighten at the approaching sounds of his beloved pet.
“Is that you?”

Bactra clicked and whistled as he landed on
Darkos’ extended arm. Whistling more fervently, Bactra began his
tale of what he had just observed.

“Yes, Bactra. I already know that King Dova
is here and Solaide has escaped.”

Bactra shook his head before hooting with
fiendish delight.

Smiling, Darkos also exulted. “That’s good,
Bactra! I always knew I could count on you. But, you must go now
and supervise it all! Inform me at once when all my guards and
soldiers are assembled and ready to go!”

Twittering and whistling, Bactra nodded with
an evil grin and flew off.

 


“You have failed us, Sinixia,” growled the
dark shadow, moving forward, just as Sinixia did likewise, their
dark shadowy forms touching with the other dark shadows that were
present. “Now, we must fight an even longer battle with that
accursed human.”

“Yes, Daemonach, I have failed us all,”
groaned Sinixia, sounding mournful, despite the raspy deep bass of
its voice. “If only I was able to remain in the Reality dimension
just a few seconds longer. That accursed human’s father interfered
just as I had that foolish child spell-bounded by my created
sunset. She was just a few steps from walking over the edge and
into oblivion. But it was just as I said it would be, didn’t I,
Osabilaen?”

“Yes, Sinixia,” acquiesced Osabilaen, its
voice sounding strained at being proven wrong. “You were right. We
should all have gone- just as you said. This opportunity to
eliminate all possible resistance by those execrated
Photospheramidians and their allies was just too important for us
to mess up.”

“Indeed, we are foolish not to have
eliminated any potential future allies. But, that untimely all-out
attack by those Photospheramidians on our home base, here, deep
underneath the Helfirex Mountains, could not have been ignored. I
believe that they knew about our sneak attack on that human in its
own dimension- and, that’s why they attacked us.”

“Ha! That’s crazy, Zrakklis!” blurted
Daemonach, its otherwise dark shadowy form lighting up a bit due to
surprise at such a crazy suggestion. “As far as we know, only us
Daemonauts have that ability to travel to the dimension of Reality.
True, we can’t do much there because of our non-corporeal
form ....”

“Don’t be such a fool, Daemonach! Zrakklis!”
interrupted Osabilaen, crying above their voices. “We may have
failed that time. But, now she is here- in our dimension- where we
have the material advantage- for now. We must strike at her while
she is still too weak to resist us. But, we must plan our attack
well, otherwise those Photospheramidians- themselves, or their
allies- will surely come to her aid. Still, I see no reason why we
can’t continue our attacks on everybody.”

“Then, we still might have a chance,” hoped
Sinixia, its dark shadowy form turning even darker. “I propose that
we return to our original plans- with occasional strikes at the
human whenever it is possible for us to do so.”

“Agreed Sinixia,” laughed Osabilaen, while
the others merely separated themselves from the others, moving out
from Helfirex Mountains to their assigned locations throughout
Imaginatia, thinking about how they would proceed with their
attacks on Lisa, should she arrive in their vicinity. “Come,
Zrakklis, you and I need to go to our attack stations in the Faerie
Tale Mountains, and prepare ourselves. If it is true that the human
will need to go to Mythica- sooner or later, we’re likely going to
be the first super Daemonauts she’s going to encounter.”

“Yes, we will, Osabilaen,” agreed Zrakklis,
as both of them floated through the rocks of Helfirex Mountains and
appeared in the deep abyss the local realm’s inhabitants had called
The Edge. “We will be the first to demoralize them, then we
will show all others who resist us that we Daemonauts can not be
stopped by anybody.”

“And, we will rule Imaginatia- and
eventually, Reality, forever,” finished Osabilaen, as both of them
zoomed out of the abyss, heading for the Faerie Tale Mountains,
still laughing and gloating.

 


In the meantime, Solaide and the others had
just encountered their rescuers just outside the gatehouse.

“Do you see what I see?” asked Horseile,
pointing ahead.

“It’s King Dova!” laughed Terriki, turning to
the others. “He really did come back to rescue us!”

“Cheers for King Dova! Cheers for King Dova!”
smiled Eaglion, looking smug as if he always knew that he would
come. “He’s here!”

“That’s good,” purred Felino, looking around
nervously for any of Darkos’ guards. “Now, can we get out of
here?”

“Your majesty,” bowed Solaide. “It’s good to
see you, again.”

“Yes, Solaide. It’s good to see you, too,”
began King Dova, glancing at his people. “But, we must go, now! Is
everybody accounted for?”

“Yes, your majesty,” nodded Solaide, after a
brief momentary pause, briefly looking around to look at the
others, who nodded at him when he turned to look at them.
“Everybody is present and accounted for.”

“Good!” cried King Dova, turning around.
“Let’s get out of here!”

As the last of his subjects had just ambled
through the gatehouse and across the drawbridge, King Dova sighed
deeply. “Keep moving, my friends! Keep moving,” he called out,
pointing east, occasionally glancing up to the throne room’s
window, spotting Darkos glaring down at them. “Don’t stop! Keep
moving!”

Thanks to Darkos’ control of Castle
Septceria, an even more darker darkness had fallen quickly and
suddenly, and King Dova’s people were forced to stop, their torches
only casting a feeble light that only lit a few feet around
them.

“We should be safe, here, for now,” sighed
King Dova, staring off into the distance towards Castle Septceria.
“We will camp here for the night. Hopefully, by the next morning,
Darkos control will weaken and it will be lighted enough for us to
reach the Island of Light.”

“Yes, hopefully, we’ll be able to see better
tomorrow, and get to the relative safety of the Island of Light.
But until we do, we’re not completely safe here,” began
Solaide, walking to King Dova’s side. “I fear that our escape from
Darkos was too easy. Therefore, we will need to place guards along
the edges of camp.”

“We can’t be in a trap!” feared Terriki,
grabbing hold of Felino. “It just can’t be true!”

“If that’s so,” whispered Elsoar, turning a
very dark blue. “Wouldn’t it be smarter to continue on?”

“We can’t do that, Elsoar,” answered King
Dova, after looking at Solaide, who shook his head and frowned.
“It’s getting too dark to see where we’re going. The smartest thing
to do is to stay here until the next morning.”

“But, I don’t understand that, your majesty,”
began Rhinos, turning to point at Solaide. “He has that amulet
thing- so, why couldn’t we use it to get to the Island of
Light?”

“Not only that,” waved Gorillos, before
Solaide or King Dova could answer him. “I thought Sagacions could
perform magic. Surely, Solaide could easily conjure up a couple
dozen extra bright and magical torches for us.”

“I’ve already tried Xylintir’s amulet,” began
Solaide, explaining to the others as they grumbled and mumbled
their feelings that Rhinos and Gorillos had already vented out
vocally. “Apparently, I’ve already used up more than enough of its
magical energies for now. It needs some time to fully
recharge .... And, as for my magical abilities to light a
torch- well, Darkos took away my stick I need to create a torch. I
will need to find another magically sympathetic Absynthian wood
stick to create a new torch,” finished Solaide, lying about the
amulet and the torch, knowing full well that he really didn’t want
to risk creating any light of any kind that might allow Darkos to
precisely focus in on their exact location.

“In that case,” nodded Elsoar, still a dark
blue. “I’ll volunteer to help guard the camp.”

“Darkos is too stupid to have any
brilliant plan!” laughed Eaglion. “But if it’s true, I’ll volunteer
too!”

“Me, too!” cried Lisa, stepping forward. “And
I’m sure Jason and Michael would volunteer, too!”

“Yes,” muttered Michael. “But only if I can
stay with Lisa!”

“Very well, then,” agreed Solaide. “You and
Lisa can form one sentry unit. And you  Elsoar  will team
up with Eaglion. But, we’ll still need more.”

Understanding what Solaide and the others had
gone through, it wasn’t long before the entire camp was assigned to
guard duty, in ten nightly shifts. Dismissed, Lisa and Michael,
Elsoar and Eaglion, Felino and Jason, and Ostrica and King Dova,
went to their assigned positions for the first shift.

“Well, Eaglion,” began Elsoar, turning
grayish yellow, after they had assumed their assigned guard post.
“Do you think Darkos would attack and surprise us?”

“No. Darkos can’t surprise us, Elsoar. Don’t
forget: I am quite capable of seeing in the dark- even this
unnatural darkness- and ....” A moving shadow out in the
darkness beyond caught Eaglion’s attention. “Wait! What was
that?”

“What was what?” asked Elsoar, turning to
stare off into the darkness, turning black with yellow streaks. “I
didn’t see anything.”

“I’m not sure,” answered Eaglion, narrowing
his eyes while focusing on something out in the darkness. “I
thought I saw a shadow move.”

“Are you sure? It’s pretty dark out
there.”

“True,” nodded Eaglion. “I think we should
continue to watch that area until I’m absolutely sure. I don’t want
to alarm King Dova, prematurely,” waved Eaglion, gesturing to where
he saw the moving shadow again. “I just hope Darkos is not out
there.”


Chapter 8: The Fall of Hope

Hiding behind some bushes that were beyond
the range of Eaglion’s vision, the mysterious shadows continued to
creep closer to Dova’s camp.

“What idiots!” laughed Flunky. “They don’t
even realize that we already have them surrounded!”

“Stay here and keep quiet, Flunky,” whispered
Dominor. “I’m going to get closer.”

Crawling through the underbrush, Dominor
watched Elsoar and Eaglion drift ever closer to sleep. “Give it
up!” she silently urged. “You can’t stay awake forever! I will
capture you  it’s only a matter of time!”

Finally, Elsoar and Eaglion did fall asleep.
Jumping up on to her feet, Dominor waved her spear high above her
head. “Attack!!” she roared, charging at the sleeping
encampment.

“Huh?” mumbled Solaide, awaking just in time
to see Dominor rush past a sleeping Elsoar and Eaglion. “Oh, no!
It’s Dominor!” cried Solaide, jumping up and aiming his amulet at
Dominor, shouting. “Amulet of Xylintir! Alight with starfire!”

A bright flash of light cascaded out of the
amulet, blinding Dominor, who crashed headlong into a tree.
“Arrrrgh!” moaned Dominor, covering her eyes. “Can’t see!”

Disturbed by the noise and the light, the
entire camp had awakened.

“Awake! Awake!” thundered King Dova, yelling
above the screams of Dominor’s onrushing guards. “We’re under
attack!! We’re under attack!! Quickly, everybody! Quickly, now! Run
to the Island of Light! Run to the Island of Light!”

Exhausted from their vigorous half-day’s
adventures, King Dova’s people were too slow to rise to their feet
and take flight. One by one, Dominor’s guards knocked them down
with a single slash of their spears and staffs. The few that
managed to escape quickly found themselves face to face with more
guards hidden in the bushes.

“Got one, here!” cried one guard, slashing
low enough to trip Rhinos.

“And I’ve got two more!” enthused another,
knocking Terriki down before sideswiping Bearica with his back
swing.

“Add two more,” announced a third, watching
Xerania and Gorillos fall. “This is fun!” he laughed, rushing
forward to attack more.

“This can’t be happening! This can’t be
happening!” moaned Solaide, looking around in confusion, not sure
where to direct the amulet’s light first. “There’s too many of
them! I  I ...”

“That should stop you!” laughed Dominor, who
had crept behind Solaide, knocking him out cold with a ferocious
head strike with her spear. “One down, one to go,” cheered Dominor,
looking around. “Now for Dova!”

“So, Dominor! You want me, do you?” asked
King Dova, knocking Dominor off her feet.

Groaning, Dominor tried to get up. But King
Dova slammed a heavy tree branch down upon Dominor’s chest that had
ricochet up to Dominor’s head.

“Please stay down. I don’t want to hurt you.
But, I will do what I must!” frowned King Dova.

Convinced that Dominor was going to stay on
the ground, King Dova began to attend to those that were partially
injured from Dominor’s nasty attacks.

“Your majesty!” called Eaglion, panting
furiously. “Glad you’re all right. Thanks to you  the rest of
the guards  ran away when  you knocked her out cold!”

“Good,” sighed King Dova, dropping the heavy
tree branch. “But, now ...”

Just then, viewable from everywhere, gigantic
and blinding lightning bolts struck Darkos’ Castle Septceria.
Thunderous echoes rumbled throughout Imaginatia’s heavens as a
powerful shockwave shook the ground. Knocked off their feet, King
Dova’s people shook with fear.

“Oh, oh!” thought Eaglion, his eyes widening.
“Something bad is happening at the castle that I’m afraid I’m not
going to like!”

When the shaking had ended, Eaglion flew up
into the sky and looked at the castle. In the distance, countless
numbers of soldiers and guards marched out through the gatehouse.
Worse yet, Darkos was leading them!

“Your majesty! Your majesty!” alarmed
Eaglion, flying back to the others, pointing to the castle. “Darkos
is coming!! Darkos is coming! And he’s coming in full force!!!”

“This is indeed grave,” commented Solaide,
sounding rather irritatingly calm. “Now we have no choice. We must
get to the relative safety of the Island of Light- even if we must
stumble around blindly in the dark,” he finished, looking up,
partially grateful for the lightning and thunder that continued to
brighten up the skies overhead, allowing them to easily find their
way towards the Island of Light.

“Quickly, everybody!” called King Dova,
turning around. “For those of you that are uninjured, assist anyone
who is. We must move as fast as possible!”

Nodding, they quickly split up into pairs to
help their injured friends. Even Lisa, Jason, and Michael, helped
out.

“Michael! Help me with Bearica. Jason! Go
help Eaglion!” ordered Lisa, helping Bearica to her feet.

“All right, Lisa!” chorused Michael and
Jason, jumping into action.

“Hey, Eaglion!” cried Jason, running to him.
“I’ll help you with Terriki!”

“Thanks, Jason,” nodded Eaglion, turning to
face him. “I could use your help. But, we’d better hurry! Darkos is
moving very fast!”

“Yes, he is! And, at his current speed, he’ll
overtake us long before we even reach the Paradoxical Warp!” agreed
King Dova, watching Darkos ascend another hill that was a little
too close. “For those of you who don’t have anyone to help, please
come here! We need to create a diversion to allow our friends to
escape!”

“What do you have in mind, your majesty?”
asked Felino, bounding into view, smacking his paws together. “The
others will need a lot of time in order to escape!”

“I don’t know,” confessed King Dova,
apologetically. “Do you have any ideas, Solaide?” he asked, turning
to Solaide.

“As a matter of fact, I do!” nodded Solaide,
without smiling, as if it were both a good plan and a bad plan. “If
we joined hands and concentrated real hard, I can make the magical
amulet of Xylintir make an even brighter light and ...”

“I see!” interrupted Ostrica, believing that
she understood everything. “Our ethereal strengths will help
empower the amulet. It sounds like a good idea, Solaide!”

“Yeah,” nodded Horseile. “It’s a great idea,
Solaide. What would we do without you?”

“Wait! There’s more!” cried Solaide,
commandingly loud, shooting his hands up for quiet. “Unfortunately,
there’s a price.”

Felino gulped and blinked in disbelief.
Leaning forward, he placed a paw on Solaide’s shoulder. “I don’t
like the way you said that Solaide! What do you mean by that?”

“I don’t like the way that sounds, either!”
mumbled Horseile, becoming edgy.

“I can cast a brilliant light across the
landscape and slow them down for a while. But, in the end, we will
be distressfully weakened. Quite likely- more than enough for us to
be captured.”

“We should hurry up and do something, before
it’s too late!” yelled Horseile, sounding desperate, throwing her
hands into the air. “I would prefer a much better alternative!”

“If I may speak,” cried Ostrica, stretching
up to look over the assembled group, emphatically pointing behind
Solaide, her voice rising tenfold. “We don’t have a choice any
more! For here they come!!”

King Dova and Solaide turned around and saw
the leading scouts of Darkos’ army coming running down a hill, not
less than fifty feet away!

“Quick, everybody! Quickly, now!” cried
Solaide, grabbing King Dova’s hand. “Join hands, now! We don’t have
a moment to lose!”

Solaide could feel the power coursing through
his body as each member, of this small group, joined hands. “I can
feel you Xylintir!” whispered Solaide, his eyes closing.

Taking a deep breath and concentrating,
Solaide ignored the urgency of the situation unfolding around him.
Drained of their ethereal energies, the others began to collapse to
the ground, crying out in despair.

“Can’t ... Mustn’t ...” whispered
Horseile, shutting her eyes tightly in concentration as she tried
to remain on her feet, trying to help Solaide the only way she knew
how. “Losing consciousness ... Losing ...”

“Tired! Can’t hold ...” woozed Felino,
falling forward.

“Hurry, Solaide! Hurry!” warned Ostrica,
feeling herself being physically wrenched away. “Dominor is
here ...!”

“It’s too late, Solaide! You’re just too
late, Solaide!” laughed Dominor, pulling Ostrica away from the
group. “You’ll never succeed!”

“That’s where you’re wrong!” amended Solaide,
finally opening his eyes. “You’re the one that’s too late!”
Solaide’s eyes, glowing bright yellow, crackled with power as he
reached down and grabbed the amulet with both hands. “Amulet of
Xylintir, cast your light across the land!”

Cascading forth, the magical light changed
the lightning-filled dark skies above to what seemed to be
brighter than normal daylight.

“Ahhh-hhhh-hhhh!” wailed Dominor, covering
her eyes with her left arm while swinging at Solaide with her right
arm. “That light is painful! Stop it! Stop it! It’s too
bright!”

Solaide couldn’t answer, for one of Dominor’s
desperately wild swings knocked the amulet away and out of
Solaide’s hands. Separated from the amulet that temporarily
contained their essences, Solaide sank to the ground, ethereally
drained. Nearby Solaide, Xylintir’s magical amulet still pulsed
with power, its red jewel still glowing as the darkness started to
return.

 


When Lisa and the others saw the magical
light, they stopped.

“What’s happening? Where’s that light coming
from?” asked Lisa, to no one in particular.

“It has to be Solaide,” smiled Eaglion, who
had stopped next to her. “It must be.”

“He did it!” whooped Xerania, turning around
and around, looking at the beautiful sunlight as it reflected
happily off everybody’s smiling faces. “Solaide and King Dova did
it!”

“That’s good,” breathed Jason, smiling. “We
can use whatever magic he has ....” Flinching at the sudden
disappearance of the light, Jason stopped cold. “The light! It’s
gone!”

“That could only mean one thing,” frowned
Eaglion, shaking his head as he dropped his head on to his chest.
“King Dova and Solaide are in trouble!”

“Then- then we must go back and rescue them!”
cried Lisa, jumping away and looking back, while Bearica and
Michael fell to the ground once Lisa had rushed away.

“That wouldn’t do us any good, Lisa,” moaned
Eaglion, softly, still looking down while shaking his head. “Darkos
probably had already captured them!”

Michael froze as a cold wave raced up and
down his spine. “Then  that means ...”

“We’re doomed!” cried Jason, falling to his
knees, bringing both Eaglion and Terriki down with him.

“We must get to the Island of Light as
quickly as possible!” cried Elsoar, turning grayish blue. “With
Sileide’s help, we might be able to form a plan to rescue King Dova
and the others! It’s our only chance!”

Eaglion nodded after a very long second of
thinking. “Elsoar is right. It’s what King Dova would have wanted
us to do.” Raising his voice, he implored the others to continue
on. “Quickly, everybody! We haven’t a second to waste! Let’s
go!”

“Yes, let’s hurry, while those lightning
bolts continue to light the way for us,” cried Rhinos, pointing
east. “We must get to the Island of Light before it gets too dark
to see!”

“The Paradoxical Warp! I see it! It’s just
ahead of us!” cried Gorillos, turning to help Michael to his feet,
before pointing east. “It’s still functioning! I think we’ll make
it to the Island of Light before Darkos gets to us.”

“The Par what?” asked Michael, turning to
look east, now quite sure what he was seeing. “Is that what that
colorful blurry thing ahead of us is called?”

“The Warp what?” asked Jason, speaking at the
same time as Michael.

“It’s called the Paradoxical Warp,” explained
Eaglion, just as everybody resumed their helpful positions of
helping their injured friends. “It’s pretty hard to explain. Under
normal conditions, we should take about three days of hard
traveling to get to the Island of Light from Castle Septceria. But,
a short time after Darkos took over, this strange warp thing began
to form.”

“Really, Eaglion?” wondered Jason, turning to
his left to look over Terriki at Eaglion, fascinatingly curious
about this strange phenomenon. “And, how did this- ah warp thing-
form? Who- or what’s responsible for its formation?”

“Don’t really know, Jason,” continued
Eaglion, looking ahead, catching the last few seconds of a wave of
distortion as it rippled through the sky ahead. “But, some of us
think- especially myself- thinks its part of Darkos’ plan to get to
us quicker. By using the Paradoxical Warp, he can get to us in less
than a few hours instead of three days.”

“But, still yet, somehow, we found that both
us and Darkos could use the Paradoxical Warp as we see fit,”
continued Gorillos, shaking his head. “It seems that nobody has a
clear advantage, since it seems that neither of us can control it
and to prevent the other from using it.”

“Which leaves us the problem of why did it
form here of all places, in the first place,” waved Eaglion,
looking up just as they entered the Paradoxical Warp.

“Either way,” waved Lisa, looking around
them, just as the landscape beyond a hundred yards or so away
became faint and hazy when she entered the Paradoxical Warp. “It’s
a Godsend! I don’t think I could travel like this for another three
days! Plus, it sure would be nice to reach refuge long before
Darkos could catch up to us. Hopefully, we’ll be able to find a way
to prevent him from stepping on to the island.”

“Oh, I’m sure Sileide will find a way to
prevent that from happening, Lisa.”

“Oh, Xerania? What makes you so sure about
that?”

“Because, we have you three humans here with
us in Imaginatia, Lisa. That’s why.”

 


Meantime, Darkos’ army was momentarily
stymied by the sudden appearance of Xylintir’s light.

“Ahhhhhh!” cried Darkos, dropping his shield
and spear to cover his eyes. “The light! The light!”

“Can’t see!” moaned Murky. “Have to
retreat!”

“No!” cried Darkos. “Do not retreat! Advance!
Advance!”

“But the light is blinding!” complained
Moronas. “We can’t see where we’re going!”

“Yeah,” wailed Agonit, futilely trying to use
both arms to cover his eyes. “How can we advance and attack Dova,
if we can’t see him?!”

Bactra whistled and clicked in agreement with
their complaints.

“You, too, my pet?” complained Darkos. “All I
have is complainers and incompetents. Why ...” he finished,
just as he was about to reprimand his pet and everybody else when
the light abruptly faded and he uncovered his eyes and blinked, his
eyes impatiently readjusting to the darkness again.

“The light’s gone, Darkos!”

“Idiot!” rebuked Darkos, turning around.
“Agonit, you really are a moron. I already know the light’s
gone!”

Turning around, Darkos picked up his shield
and spear. Raising and pointing his spear eastwards, Darkos ordered
his army onward. “Onward! Onward! Onward to the Island of Light! I
want Dova and Solaide captured by nightfall!”

Just as his army reached halfway of the
distance to Dova’s former encampment, Flunky crested a nearby hill
calling out to Darkos. “Lord Darkos! Lord Darkos! Dominor has
captured both Dova and Solaide! Dominor has captured both Dova and
Solaide!”

“Ah, excellent news!” purred Darkos,
delightedly. “Lead the way, Flunky!”

Nodding excitedly, Flunky turned and
immediately tripped and fell flat on his face. Agonit, Moronas, and
some of the other guards snickered.

“Get back on your feet, Flunky!” ordered
Darkos, glaring at the snickering guards, who immediately fell
silent. “Lead me to Dova and Solaide. And be quick about it!! I
have no time for your foolishness!”

Without any more unfortunate incidents,
Flunky led Darkos to Dominor, who knelt over her victims.

“Very good, Dominor!” applauded Darkos,
nodding. “You have done well! You shall be aptly rewarded
and ....” Darkos stopped and shook his head after a brief
glance around. “But, the three I really wanted are not here! Why
didn’t you capture them?! They are more valuable than these two
ever will be!” he finished, gesturing to the unconscious Dova and
Solaide.

“The three humans were not here,” explained
Dominor, rather calmly. “My soldiers didn’t capture them while I
was going after Dova and Solaide.”

Darkos’ eyes widened, realizing that he
wasn’t the only one who knew about the value of the three humans to
Dova and his people.

“Yes, Darkos,” gloated Dominor, crossing her
arms across her chest. “I do know that three humans are here in
Imaginatia. I also know how valuable they are.”

Nodding, Darkos laughed. “I have
underestimated you, Dominor! But do not attempt to
second guess me again. I can destroy you anytime I want!”
warned Darkos, scowling now. “Don’t play games with me!”

“Play games, Darkos?” toyed Dominor, feigning
innocence. “What ever do you mean?”

“I warn you!” growled Darkos, taking a
menacing step closer to her, raising his fist near her face.
“Don’t!”

Stepping away from her, Darkos gestured to
his unconscious foes. “Agonit! Have my men drag Dova and the others
back to my dungeons. In the meantime, I want you, Moronas, and
Murky, select several of my best soldiers and continue on to the
Island of Light! Scout around and try to find out what they’re up
to. If you can, find and capture the humans!”

“B-b-but what about their powers?!” gasped
Agonit.

“That’s your problem,” answered Darkos,
turning away, preparing to return to Castle Septceria. “I don’t
want to hear any more excuses. Just go and do my bidding!”


Chapter 9: Prelude to Doom

While Darkos and Dominor were distracted by
their capture of King Dova and Solaide, Lisa and the others had
painfully made their way to the Island of Light.

“Look! Look!” cried someone, sounding an
alert. “They’re coming! They’re coming!”

Turning pink with blue flecks, Elseire rushed
to Eagline’s side and stared out into the darkness. “Are they
really returning, Eagline? I don’t see anybody out there.”

“That’s because they went down behind those
distant hills,” explained Eagline, pointing into the darkness while
turning to look at Elseire. “But, I didn’t see King Dova nor
Solaide with them.”

“That must have been the trouble that Sileide
saw in her vision,” nodded Elseire, turning grayish pink. “Didn’t
you see the skies turn bright and feel that Imaginatia quake?
Wasn’t that exactly what Sileide told us she saw in her vision?”
she continued on, gesturing towards Sileide, who was approaching
their observation position. “Anyway, if Sileide feels we can still
do something ...”

“There’s always room for hope, Elseire. For
without hope, Darkos would rule forever! And I don’t intend to let
that happen.”

“You’re right, Sileide. Forgive my
despondency!”

“There’s no regression, Elseire, you were
merely being honest. As we battle Darkos, we have to be truly
honest about our current situation. For if we deceive ourselves, we
will surely lose, as this will be our punishment for our
stupidity!”

“So, then, what do we do now, Sileide?” asked
Elseire, turning blue with white flecks.

“To be honest,” replied Sileide, shrugging
gently. “I don’t know. We should ask our friends what they had
experienced. Then, we can form a viable plan,” she finished,
turning to look down and watching several others launch boats
towards the shores of the continent.

“Well,” answered Eagline. “It had better be
soon, because I can barely see them, now, on the opposite shore,
waving to us.”

“Ah! Good!” exclaimed Sileide, getting up and
running down to the shoreline from their high hilltop perch. “And I
see that they have brought some new friends with them!”

“New friends?” asked Elseire, turning to look
while turning gray with flowing streaks of yellow and brown. “I
never saw them before. Where do you think they come from?”

“Don’t know. It’s getting harder and harder
to see them through this increasing darkness,” responded Eagline,
quickly turning to follow Sileide down to the shoreline. “Come on,
Elseire! We’re not going to find out anything by staying here and
watching them. Let’s go down to the shores and see for
ourselves.”

“Yes, let’s do that,” nodded Elseire, pausing
long enough to watch several boats land ashore and each side warmly
greeting each other with a little merry dance and a long
enthusiastic hug.

Just as Eaglion and the others stepped onto
the island, five minutes later, Sileide arrived at the shoreline.
“Welcome home! Welcome home, one and all! Glad to see that all of
you are safe and sound. Welcome! Welcome!”

“Greetings, Sileide,” huffed Eaglion,
stumbling to his knees in exhaustion, after he and Jason handed the
injured Terriki to several others who received their injured
friends silently, silently and somberly moving away from the others
to tend to their injured friends. “It has not been a good day! We
lost King Dova and Solaide.”

“Yes, yes. I know, I know,” waved Sileide,
ignoring Eaglion’s bad news and the others’ vocal mumblings and
grumblings, quickly striding over to the humans.

“My name is Sileide, assistant advisor to his
royal highness, King Dova.”

“Hello, Sileide!” smiled Lisa, stepping ahead
of Michael and Jason. “My name is Lisa Holli.”

Shaking Lisa’s hand, Sileide smiled. “Happy
to meet you, Lisa Holli. Welcome to Imaginatia. And more
specifically, welcome to the Island of Light.”

“Thank you, Sileide,” enthused Lisa, happy to
see another friendly face. “And these are my friends; Jason
Anderson and Michael Koza.”

“Greetings, Jason Anderson!” laughed Sileide,
thrusting her hand out between Michael and Jason.

“Likewise, Sileide!” greeted Jason, reaching
out and shaking her hand.

“Welcome, Michael Koza!” smiled Sileide.

“Sileide,” nodded Michael, unconsciously
trying to pull away, but Sileide merely hung on to him far longer
than he was comfortable with as she gestured to all three of
them.

“I’m happy to meet not just one human 
but three!” laughed Sileide, grabbing Michael and Jason by the
arms, guiding them inland. “And I’m sure you two will lead our
quest for freedom! Are you ready?”

Michael didn’t answer when Sileide looked at
him. Turning to look at Jason, all she got from him was a feeble
smile and a half convincing nod.

“Not so sure about it? Eh?” laughed Sileide,
clapping both Michael and Jason on the back. “Don’t worry. Don’t
worry about that, boys! I’m sure things will work out in the
end!”

Michael gulped noisily, but was completely
ignored by the prancing Sileide. “I’ve a funny feeling I’m not
going to like this!” he mumbled, taking a quick glance over his
shoulder at Lisa, who smiled at him when he looked back at her.
Feeling more at ease with Lisa close behind him, Michael turned
around, continuing to mumble on. “And I definitely won’t do
anything without Jason and Lisa beside me!!”

 


In the meantime, Darkos had returned to
Castle Septceria to gloat. “Yes!” salivated Darkos, triumphantly,
rubbing his hands together. “Victory is mine,
Dova!  ....”

Bactra flew in, twittering and clicking
wildly.

“Ah, Bactra! My beloved pet!” cooed Darkos,
gesturing to him to come closer. “With Dova and Solaide in my
grasp  I win!!”

Bactra landed on Darkos’ shoulders, emitting
three short, sharp clicks.

“Yes, that’s true. My victory will not be
complete until I have the three humans! But, it’s only a matter of
time before I capture them!”

Almost defiantly, Bactra clicked, whooped,
and whistled.

“No, I don’t think Sileide would be a threat.
The rumors did say she had returned from the ruins of Quinicle,
after searching for the fabled staff of Ququeiz ...”

Just then, a groan emanated from his personal
dungeon below. Smiling, Darkos walked to the edge of the
low hanging balcony that overlooked his personal dungeon.

“Ah, Dova! You have recovered. Excellent!”
laughed Darkos. “You’re just in time to see me unleash my final
assault on your people. Now that darkness has started to finally
creep over the Island of Light, I will complete my destiny of total
domination over all of Imaginatia!”

“There’s no way that will ever happen,
Darkos!” argued Dova, looking up at his adversary.

Darkos stopped laughing and looked down. “If
you’re referring to those infernal humans  forget it! Even if
they did know about their powers, here, they won’t be able to
understand how to use it in time. It’s too late!”

“It’s never too late for your downfall,
Darkos!”

“It is too late, fool!” cried Darkos,
drowning out any further protest. “For even as we speak now,
Dominor is leading my elite army against your people on the Island
of Light!”

“There’s no way they can penetrate the
island’s protective light barrier. It’s impossible!” argued King
Dova, defiantly.

“I wouldn’t be too sure about that, Dova,”
laughed Darkos, pointing his spear at him. “In the meantime, I
shall have the wonderful pleasure of torturing you and Solaide
while we wait for further good news about your people’s defeat on
the Island of Light.”

A cold shiver washed over Dova as he watched
Darkos point his spear at Solaide.

“Believe me, Dova,” smirked Darkos, regaining
his attention again. “It will be pleasurable!”

“But, it won’t be for us!”

“It will be for me! It’s only a matter of
time before total darkness has eclipsed the light of your precious,
little island. Until then, I can have some fun- and, all at your
expense! Now, are you ready to suffer?!”

Before Dova had a chance to answer, Darkos
began to swing his favorite spear back and forth. Dova ducked
instinctively, but miscalculated Darkos’ reach. A wicked back swing
caught Dova on the side of his head and sent him reeling into
Solaide, knocking both of them unconscious upon impact with each
other, just at the very moment when Solaide had just recovered from
his essence draining experience from Xylintir’s amulet.

“Did you see that, Bactra?! Did you see that?
I caught Dova in the head,” laughed Darkos, looking up at Bactra,
who twittered, whistled and hooted with delight. “Oh, this
is ...”

“Having fun, Darkos?” mocked somebody, who
had just entered the throne room behind Darkos.

Surprised, Darkos dropped his spear, which
clattered noisily into the dungeon cell. Oblivious to the fate of
his favorite spear, Darkos angrily turned around. “What?!” he
sputtered. “Who dares ...?!”

“I dare!” spoke Dominor, moving closer,
stepping into the dim light of the throne room.

“Dominor! You’re supposed to be leading my
troops to the Island of Light! What are you doing here?!”

Ignoring his threatening gestures, Dominor
calmly waved it off. “In case you’re forgetting, you
personally ordered me back to Castle Septceria.”

“Stop trying to make excuses for your own
incompetence!! Dominor, I warn you!” growled Darkos, clenching his
fists in her face. “Stop trying to defy me ...”

Ignoring him, Dominor folded her arms across
her chest and casually looked away. Darkos growled louder. Eager to
disarm this tense situation, Bactra flew in between them and
snorted and whistled loudly.

“I- I did?” blinked Darkos, taking a step
backward, surprised of being proven wrong. “With all that’s going
on, I must have forgotten that.”

“A likely story, Darkos!” laughed Dominor,
turning her back to him, preparing to leave. “More’s the pity. But,
you can be sure that when I take over, I’m definitely not going to
have an incompetent underling like you!”

“Rarr rrr rrgh!!!” boiled Darkos,
bellowing at the top of his lungs. “GET BACK HERE, DOMINOR! I’M NOT
THROUGH WITH YOU! COME HERE, NOW!!!”

Totally ignoring him, Dominor just continued
to leisurely stroll out the throne room.

“DOMINOR!! I SAID; ‘COME HERE!’” ranted
Darkos, continuing to stomp his feet on the floor, while pointing
to an arbitrary spot in front of himself. “COME HERE!!!
DOMINOR!”

There was nothing Darkos could have done, for
Dominor had already left the throne room. She called back to him
when he had finally vented his frustration and had just stopped
bellowing.

“If you need me, Darkos, I will be leading
MY army against Dova’s people on the Island of Light.”

That did it. Darkos never did like the
implication of somebody declaring his army as their own. He
followed after her, furiously demanding to know what she had meant
by HER army. “Just what in Hellis is that supposed to mean,
Dominor? It isn’t your army, but mine! Mine!! MINE!!”

Dominor stopped in the darkened corridor and
spun around to face him. “Yours?” she asked, with an aggravating
touch of faux naivety. “What ever do you mean, Darkos?”

“You know what I mean, Dominor! I, alone, am
in charge here. ME! NOT YOU! ME! You’re only in charge of my
special forces to capture anybody who resists me. That’s all!!”

“Oh, really?” continued Dominor, enjoying her
play at faux innocence. “I didn’t know that. Ha! How stupid of
me!”

Turning serious now, Dominor reached out and
jabbed Darkos in the chest with her finger several times. “Now, you
look here, Darkos! My plan is to squash Dova, once and for all!
Thus, our temporary alliance. Temporary alliance, Darkos!
But your untimely interference and incompetence makes that
impossible now. If you want me, I’ll be leading MY army upon the
refugees on the Island of Light!”

With that said, Dominor turned on her heels
and left Bactra and Darkos just standing there, completely
speechless.

 


Meantime, back on the Island of Light,
Sileide was nearly finished explaining to Michael and Jason, their
roles, according to the great Prophecy.

 


Leaders all, regally tall they stand

In their great realm, Reality, might

Shall sweep across our fantasy land

And shall win in a grand flash of light!

 


Hail to you, our Reality friend

Of this Prophecy that will come true

Land of renewed peace until time’s end

Let you become honored when it’s due

It shall be you in a sunny hue!

 


“And according to this last verse, here,”
continued Sileide, pointing to the ancient scroll’s page. “Both of
you have the power.”

“So, how do we activate this power, Sileide?”
asked Jason, looking up.

“I don’t know. Only Solaide has the privilege
of knowing that. But I do know that your powers stems from this
island.”

“But Solaide has been captured by Darkos!”
cried Bearica.

“Which means that it could be just about
anything!” complained Michael, furtively afraid of things yet to
come.

“... How are we suppose to find this
mysterious object?” whined Bearica, simultaneously complaining with
Michael.

“I can understand your concerns,” nodded
Sileide. “That’s why we must immediately begin to survey the Island
of Light, before it’s too late.”

“Then we better do it fast!” cried Elseire,
looking around, turning grayish black. “It’s getting very
dark.”

“How should we proceed?” asked Terriki. “The
Island of Light is frightfully big. It would take an eternity to
make any meaningful search of the island!”

“I know. I know,” spoke Sileide, rather
gently, trying to calm everybody down. “If all of you would please
calm down and listen to me, we can succeed!”

“But, what are we going to do?” cried
Xerania. “There’s no possible way we can do it!”

“No way! Not possible!” agreed Gorillos.

“The Island of Light is too big! It could
take days to find what will enable their powers, Sileide!” frowned
Rhinos. “But, it will be mere minutes before Darkos arrives! We
might as well forget it.”

“Are you crazy? We’ve got to at least try!”
cried Elsoar, turning bluish black. “I don’t want to fall into
Darkos’ hands again!”

“Yeah, we must do something!” shuddered
Bearica. “I hate to wind up in Darkos’ personal dungeons again.
Once is enough for me!”

“I still say we can do it,” charged Elsoar,
becoming more assured, but with a nasty lingering touch of doubt,
now mostly black with several whimsical streaks of silvery white.
“Nothing can be done if we don’t believe in what we’re doing.
Besides, if Sileide said so ...”

“Come on! Come on!” urged Jason. “We must do
something. Time’s wasting away!”

Along the fringes of the arguing group, Lisa
shook her head. Pretending that they were very loud, Lisa placed
her hands over her ears and turned to Eagline and Eaglion. “They
don’t seem to listen. Arguing is counterproductive. Why don’t we
search the island, ourselves, and bring back everything we can
find?”

Hesitatingly, both Eaglion and Eagline stared
at Sileide’s meager attempts to regain control of the vocally and
physically frightened mob.

“Please, everybody!” called Sileide, clapping
her hands furiously together over her head, still standing in the
center of the ruckus. “Please listen to me! Please listen to
me!”

A minute passed by. Finally, the ever
increasing darkness sparked Eagline into action.

“Good idea, Lisa,” nodded Eagline, gesturing
away from the noisy group. “Let’s get going!”

“So, where should we start?” asked Eaglion,
turning to look at Lisa.

“Why not here?” asked Lisa, looking up at
Eaglion, gesturing to the area surrounding them. “Right here is a
good place to start since we’re already here.”

“Then, let’s start here,” nodded Eaglion.
“Eagline, my dear, why don’t you start more inland. I will pick
things up here. Lisa, you can pick things up around our
encampment.”

Silently agreeing, Lisa and Eagline left in
opposite directions. Immediately bending down, Eaglion picked up a
trampled object, studying it intensely.

“Hmmmmm. I doubt this photophyte will do us
any good. It’s dead. I don’t see how a dead photophyte
will ...”

“What’s a photophyte?” asked somebody from
behind him.

“What?! Who?!” jumped Eaglion, dropping the
photophyte as he jumped forward in surprise, before turning around
to see Michael picking up the photophyte that he had just dropped.
“Oh, Michael! You surprised me!”

“Sorry, Eaglion, I didn’t mean to surprise
you like that. I left the others because they were so noisy. I saw
you, Eagline, and Lisa, talking and walking away .... Ah- I
was asking: ‘What’s a photophyte?’”

“A photophyte is a rare and beautiful
plant  native only to the Island of Light,” answered Eaglion.
“The one you’re holding is dead.”

“Okay,” said Michael, looking away from it in
a disguised disgust, dropping the dead photophyte to his right
side. “Now, how does a living one look like?”

“Oh, it’s really beautiful, Michael! In full
bloom, the photophyte has the most gorgeous flowers. The magical
thing about it,” continued Eaglion, looking up into the sky, lost
in fond remembrance. “Is that to every viewer, even to the same
one, its colors changes before your eyes. And that, at the same
time, no viewer sees it or hears it quite the same way!”

“Really? That sounds wonderful!” bemused
Michael, jumping up and down, looking all around them. “Where are
they? Can you take me to some, please? Ah, living ones, of
course!”

“I don’t know, Michael. We really should be
looking for whatever object that would enable your
powers ...”

“We still can! While we’re going there, I can
test everything we encounter on the way. That way, we can save time
and I can still see the most beautiful flower on the island!”

“Very well, then!” laughed Eaglion, after a
brief moment had past, gesturing northwards. “Since it can only be
found on the opposite side of the island, we’ll cover a great deal
of territory at the same time. Let’s go!”

“Thanks Eaglion!” laughed Michael, jumping
forward as they both headed northwards along the shoreline.

“You’re welcome. To be honest, Michael, I
just can’t wait to see it again. Sometimes, I go there just to
forget my troubles and get lost in the photophyte’s beauty. And
believe me, you can easily spend days just gazing at
it.”

“That’s incredible! I sure hope its beautiful
magic will work for me.”

“It will, Michael. It will.”

And so, without anybody noticing, nor
notifying anybody, Michael and Eaglion set out for the opposite
side of the island.


Chapter 10: The Winds Turn

Just as Michael and Eaglion turned inland and
disappeared behind a grove of trees, continuing to talk to each
other and trying various objects along the way, Lisa excitedly
returned to the site where she and the others previously were.

“Eaglion! Eagline! Look! Look at what I’ve
found! You’ve got to come and take a look at this!”

Hearing Lisa’s elation, Eagline rushed back.
“Lisa?! What is it? What are you so excited about?”

Lisa twirled around to face Eagline,
proffering the glowing rock she was holding. “Look what I’ve
found!”

“Oh, that!” laughed Eagline, her hopes
falling as she quickly waved off Lisa’s exciting discovery as
inconsequential. “It’s just a rock called lumenesite, Lisa. These
rocks are sensitive to light and must  from time to time 
release the light they had absorbed.”

“Like what this rock is doing now,” mused
Lisa, gently rubbing it with her left hand as she held it up to her
face, somewhat mesmerized by its dancing and changing multi-colored
light. “The light is certainly very colorful and bright.”

“That’s nothing. At the northernmost point of
this island,” gestured Eagline, looking up into the northern sky,
“lumenesites are so highly exposed to the photophyte’s light, that
they light up the night sky.”

“As bright as daytime?”

“Just as much, probably more. And, to be
honest, Lisa, I think that’s why we are able to resist Darkos from
here, because the photophyte and the lumenesite, together, helps
keep the Island of Light alight with light,” she finished, talking
more to herself rather than to Lisa, as she had turned away from
Lisa to gaze dreamily northwards.

“IF this small rock can glow like this,”
reasoned Lisa, also talking more to herself than to Eagline,
bringing it back towards her chest. “We might use it to our
advantage!”

“Advantage? Advantage, Lisa?” laughed
Eagline, turning around, after hearing Lisa loudly exclaim that
with confidence. “How?” asked Eagline, completely mystified by
Lisa’s suggestion. “As I’ve said before, Lisa, lumenesites glow
with the light they absorbed. And, in case you haven’t noticed
lately,” puzzled Eagline, gesturing all around them. “There’s not
enough light around us to energize them.”

“I don’t know how,” frowned Lisa, shaking her
head as she looked down, completely disappointed, now, when she saw
that the lumenesite she was holding had stopped glowing. “I really
don’t know. But, there must be some way to use them.”

 


Elsewhere, King Dova and Solaide had just
recovered from their collision with each other.

“Ohh-hhhhh,” moaned King Dova, rubbing his
head while falling to the ground and off of Solaide. “I’ve
forgotten how strong Darkos is. That’s what I get for taunting
him.”

“Ohhhh,” moaned Solaide, sitting up and
shaking his head. “What happened? Where are we?” he asked, looking
around, pretty much already guessing where they were.

“In Castle Septceria, and trapped in Darkos’
personal dungeon,” answered King Dova, looking up to the
balcony.

“I see,” nodded Solaide, looking up as well
and not seeing anybody there. “We have been captured.” Reaching up
to his chest, Solaide continued on. “We shall have no problems
escaping. I’ll just use Xylintir’s magical amulet ...”

Grasping at air, Solaide looked down. “It’s
gone!”

“What’s gone?”

“The magical amulet of Xylintir is gone!
I ...”

Just then, a cold wind blew in, causing the
fires in nearby torches to dance wildly around, creating shadows
where it was lit and lighting up the shadows for just a brief
moment. As both shivered from the cold wind, the briefly changing
light reflected off a shiny metallic object in their dungeon cell,
catching Solaide’s attention.

“Your majesty! There’s something metallic
over there!”

“Where?” asked Dova, looking to where Solaide
was pointing. “I don’t see any thing.”

“I don’t know. The light shifted again. But,
it should be somewhere in that direction,” finished Solaide, just a
second after the brief wind had stopped and the lighting of the
area returned to normal.

“Are you sure? There .... Ohhhhh!” cried
King Dova, tripping over something on the ground.

Solaide silently watched as Dova safely
rolled on to his back before probing around for the object.

“I- I found it!” announced King Dova,
standing up, examining the object in the dim light of the cell.
“It’s some kind of spear!”

“A spear?” asked Solaide, his eyes widening
in surprise.

“Yes, it’s a spear,” nodded Dova, handing it
to Solaide, after looking up at the vacant balcony to make sure
that Darkos didn’t know about their discovery. “What do you make of
it?”

A moment passed in silence while Solaide
examined the spear. Lifting it up, Solaide started to speak
excitedly. “I- I- I don’t believe it! Take a look at this, your
majesty!” he gestured, pointing to the hilt. “This writing is
Mythcalian!”

“Mythcalian?!” asked King Dova, incredulously
looking up into Solaide’s face after gazing down at the spear in
Solaide’s hands. “Are you sure? I remember hearing that all
Mythcalian artifacts were either lost or destroyed.”

“Yes, I heard those stories too! But
apparently those stories were false  for here is one of those
‘lost’ items now!”

“So how did it get here?”

“Apparently, Darkos must have had it in his
possession.”

“Are you trying to tell me that Darkos may
have found the legendary warshed of Mythica’s last great
warrior king?!”

“It is possible. If that is so, he would have
possession of the sword  or at least its secrets.”

King Dova shuddered. “I hope not. For at
least all our sakes.”

“If he does have it, all of us- including the
children from Reality- are in dire trouble!”

“Agreed!” nodded King Dova. “Such a powerful
sword can inflict severe destruction here in Imaginatia, and in the
dimension of Reality! We must find a way to escape and stop
him!”

“Yes, we must, your majesty. We can’t let him
succeed, or ...” trailed Solaide, gulping hard, not even
wanting to think what Darkos could- or would do- with such a
powerful sword.

 


While King Dova and Solaide were agonizing
over the possible near future, one child’s fate was clearly
defined.

“... And this one?” asked Eaglion,
pointing to another tree.

“Not now, Eaglion!” yawned Michael. “I’m
getting tired. How’s about ...”

“Is everything all right?” asked Eaglion,
concernedly, dropping his hands from the tree and walking over to
him.

“I  I don’t know. I thought I saw a
shadow move out there,” frowned Michael, pointing to a point behind
Eaglion.

Eaglion turned around quickly, just as
somebody leaped out from one of the nearby bushes, knocking him
down.

“Eaglion!” cried Michael, jumping backwards
in fright, just as several others, who were hiding behind the
bushes, noisily hacked the bushes down and to the side with their
staves and maces as they stepped out into the small clearing where
Michael stood.

Just as Michael regained his balance,
something sharp tore at his shoulders. In pain, he looked up and he
thought he saw a frighteningly familiar face. “Darkos!” cried
Michael. “I’m doomed!”

“No, he is not Darkos,” laughed the being who
tackled Eaglion. “You are warmly embraced by Moronas! And I am
Agonit!” he laughed, happy to be the cause of Michael’s
discomfort.

“Greetings, fool!” snarled Moronas,
tightening his grip on Michael’s shoulders. “And we thought humans
were a threat. I’m happy to find out that we were wrong. You just
never know what can happen once you conquer the fear inside.”
Looking up at Agonit, Moronas grinned.

“Yes, you never know,” agreed Agonit, turning
around to gesture to the others that were still hidden in the
bushes. “The rest of you, come on out! We have captured one, but
our work is far from done!”

Grunting victoriously, amidst shrieks of
laughter, a fairly large regiment of ugly creatures  too much
for Michael to realistically count  ambled in front of him.
Bug eyed, a lump stuck in Michael’s throat.

“Onward to victory! Onward to victory!” cried
Agonit, completely unaware that all the noise they were making was
heard all over the island.

 


“D-did you hear that?!” cried Elseire,
turning black. “Darkos is already here on the island! We’re
doomed!”

“What are we going to do, now?” shook
Bearica, gulping, her eyes nearly popping out of her head, as she
fearfully scanned the nearby bushes surrounding their encampment in
the clearing, expecting Darkos to pop out from one of those bushes
at any second now.

“We ran out of time!” moaned Terriki,
clapping her hands over her ears to drown out Agonit’s and the
other Reptilanth guards’ dreadful laughter. “Darkos is here! We’re
too late!!”

“It can’t be too late,” hoped Elsoar, turning
black with white flecks. “Are we really too late, Sileide?!” he
asked, turning to Sileide.

“Not as long as we can still fight them, it
isn’t,” whispered Sileide, gently and calmly, not willing to admit
defeat yet, as she still clung on to some measure of rapidly
dwindling hope.

“Fight? Fight?!” blinked Bearica, turning to
Sileide. “But we are not fighters, Sileide. We are all creatures of
love and peace!”

“We have to fight, Bearica,” began Sileide,
shaking her head. “We don’t have a choice any more. If we truly
value love and peace, then we must fight in order to retain it;
otherwise, Darkos will win. We’ll wait here, in this clearing, and
let them come to us. It would be foolish to charge into the forest
and waste energy.”

Just a moment before she had finished
speaking, a score of their strongest noisily charged into the
forest.

“Hey! Hey! Hey, wait!” cried Sileide, shaking
her hands at the boisterously departing group. “I said to ‘wait
here!’! Come back! Come back! You’re not listening ...!”

“Forget it, Sileide! Forget it,” frowned
Jason, placing his hand on her shoulder. “They’re not going to
listen to you, now!”

Lowering her hands, Sileide sighed and turned
to look at Jason. “I’m afraid you’re right, Jason. Unless Michael
can figure out the key to his powers or ...”

Jason nodded. “I know,” he whispered. “I
know.”

 


Just like the others, Lisa and Eagline didn’t
take the news of Darkos’ guards arriving on the island very
well.

“What?” moaned Eagline, looking all around
her, becoming panic stricken. “Darkos is on the island?!
Already? I thought that was just not possible!”

“I don’t like the noise they’re making! Oh,
how I wish these rocks glowed as bright as the sun!” cried Lisa,
looking up into the darkened sky just after dropping the
lumenesite.

Paralyzed by their fear, neither Lisa nor
Eagline noticed that the lumenesite had started to glow again,
though faintly.

“If we don’t find a way to fight Darkos,
soon ...” groaned Eagline, looking down at her feet,
completely disillusioned, that is, until she had noticed the dimly
glowing lumenesite on the ground next to Lisa’s feet.

“Huh? What’s this? Oh, my! Lisa!” cried
Eagline, pointing down as she nearly jumped into the sky from
surprise and euphoria. “Look! Look, Lisa! The lumenesite! It’s
glowing! The lumenesite! It’s glowing again!”

“It’s glowing again!” laughed Lisa, picking
up the lumenesite, watching Eagline, peripherally, jump around in
merriment.

“Yes, it’s glowing again!” laughed Eagline.
“That never happened before! Not without being exposed to light
again!”

“I wish it was glowing a lot brighter!”
muttered Lisa, looking up at Eagline and smiling, when seemingly in
response, the lumenesite glowed even brighter, with colors that
danced and swayed, as if in a gentle breeze.

“Ohhhh!” laughed Lisa, holding the lumenesite
high in the air, dancing around in circles, while the multi-colored
light coming from the lumenesite got brighter and brighter and
bigger and bigger until its light put both Lisa and Eagline in
shadows. “My wish had come true! My wish had come true!”

“Definitely looks like the Prophecy has come
true!” exulted Eagline, throwing her arms high into the air,
dancing around more wildly than Lisa, crying out nearly at the top
of her voice. “You’re our savior, Lisa! You’re our savior!”

Exhilarated, Eagline smashed her arms upon
Lisa’s shoulders, as she proceeded to hug her. Wincing for a
moment, Lisa dropped the lumenesite. Too happy to register the pain
for very long, Lisa looked up into Eagline’s face and smiled.

“You’re our savior! You’re our savior!”
chanted Eagline, laughing so much that tears started to drop out of
her eyes. “You made the lumenesite glow brighter! Cheers for you,
Lisa! Cheers for Lisa!”

“Thank you, Eagline!” whispered Lisa, amidst
a fairly constricting and painful bear hug. “You’re squeezing
me. Owww! Please let go!”

Completely oblivious, Eagline did let go, but
only to continue to dance around and sing. Dumbfounded, Lisa just
stood there, watching her.

 


Elsewhere, Jason saw a brilliant stream of
light, glowing in a rainbow of colors, dancing around in the
western sky. “Look! Look!” cried Jason, pointing into the sky.

“A light!” exclaimed Sileide, smiling, her
facial expression making it look like she knew that would happen-
eventually. “It’s a sign that the Prophecy has come to pass!”

Seconds later, Sileide and the others heard
Eagline’s jubilation.

“Do you hear what I hear?” asked Bearica,
smiling as she began to dance around.

“Yes,” hummed Terriki, nodding, dancing
around with the others. “And it sounds like it’s coming from
Eagline!”

“Savior? Lisa?” asked Jason, speaking up the
moment he heard Eagline utter Lisa’s name.

“Apparently, she is,” breathed Sileide,
without ever looking away from the light. “And not a moment too
soon!”

“Lisa’s our hero!” cried Bearica. “Hooray!
Cheers for Lisa! Cheers for Lisa!”

“And our savior!” laughed Elseire, turning a
golden orange.

“Hooray for Lisa!” whooped Terriki, dancing
around in small circles over to Sileide’s side. “Did you hear that,
Sileide? Lisa’s going to be our savior,” she finished, while she
and several others had already started to joyfully sing and dance
around as they headed west towards the light.

“Shall we join Lisa and Eagline?” asked
Sileide, looking at the others, who merely stood around and smiled
or laughed where they were standing or sitting. “It may be to our
mutual safety that we do so- especially now that we know Darkos is
already on the island.”

“Good idea, Sileide,” nodded Jason. “But,
what about Michael? I didn’t hear any thing about Michael’s
whereabouts!”

“I don’t know about that,” answered Sileide,
already on her way to join Eagline and Lisa. “But the quicker we
get there, the faster we shall have our answers!”

 


Meantime, Agonit and Moronas, who had seen
the light in the western sky, had stopped moving. Stifled by
Eagline’s wild cheering, Agonit and the others fell silent in
disbelief.

“Hey, Agonit!” whimpered Moronas, elbowing
him hard. “If one of these things really do have their legendary
power .... I think we should get out of here before things get
worse!”

“I’m with you!” nodded Agonit, ignoring the
others as they muttered their concurrence. “I just hope this thing
doesn’t use its powers against us.”

“Stop calling me a thing!” cried Michael,
when Moronas had removed his hand from Michael’s mouth. “Just wait
till Lisa gets a hold of you! You’ll be sorry!”

“Hear that?” laughed Agonit, suddenly feeling
relieved. “You don’t have any powers, after all! Do you, thing? Why
else would you not have escaped from us by now?” he reasoned,
grinning and leaning closer.

“Or even using your powers against us, now?”
commented one of the guards, withdrawing a small knife from his
scabbard, moving forward to threaten Michael by waving it in
Michael’s direction. “Perhaps, we should just finish you now, and
get it over with!”

Gulping, Michael realized he had made a major
blunder. Frightened by what they might do to him, he fainted.

“Ha! That settles that!” roared Agonit,
grabbing Michael by the back of his shirt’s collar, waving the
guard with the knife away. “Captain Crucify! Put away that knife!
We’ll use him as a hostage while we make our escape!” he cried out
loud, pushing his way through the others. “We must get to the boat,
immediately!” continued Agonit, pointing north west. “Watch out for
any surprises. We can’t risk losing this creature. It’s our only
chance to escape!”

Just as they were turning around to follow
Agonit, loud angry cries, coming from the south west of their
position, interrupted them; it was the group that left Sileide.

“That’s what you think!” cried Gorillos, who
led the others in their attack, quickly leaping on to Moronas’
back. “You’re not going anywhere!”

“Yeah, absolutely no where,” agreed Rhinos,
head down low, charging forth, barreling his way through as the
guards ran to avoid being hit and being painfully tossed aside by
Rhinos’ big horn. “And, that’s one of our friends you have there!
And we want him back!” he cried out loud, spotting Michael in
Agonit’s hands.

Dazed and injured, fallen guards, who were
rammed by Rhinos, tried to get back onto their feet, but, found
themselves hopelessly surrounded by an angry mob.

“Oh oh,” mumbled one guard, holding his head
and looking up. “I’ve got an eerie feeling I’m not on the Island
of Night anymore!”

“Back off! Back off! Back off, now! All of
you!” snarled Agonit, still holding Michael while cautiously
backing away. “Stay where you are!” he cried out loud, raising his
sharp claws under Michael’s head. “Stay where you are! Stay! If you
don’t want to see him get hurt  BACK OFF!”

Rhinos and Gorillos ran a step closer to
Agonit, but tripped over each other in their eagerness to retrieve
Michael.

Agonit took another step backwards. “I warn
all of you to stay back!” thundered Agonit, giving Michael a small
finger scratch across his chest, tearing his shirt. “I really mean
it! STAY BACK!!”

Just at that moment, the bushes behind Agonit
rustled gently. Still screaming his threats, Agonit would not have
heard it. Unfortunately, Murky had seen it and shouted a warning.
“Agonit! Agonit!” cried Murky, pointing behind him. “Look out!
Someone’s behind you! Someone’s behind you!”

“I don’t think so!” cried Agonit, turning to
look behind him, managing to step aside as Eaglion dove by. Lashing
out with his foot, Agonit gave Eaglion more than enough momentum to
crash head long into Rhinos and Gorillos, who had begun to
rush forward the moment Agonit had turned his head to look behind
himself.

“Watch out Agonit ...!” continued Murky,
only to be quickly silenced.

“Shut up!” cried Xerania, who was guarding
Murky, knocking him out with a tree limb. “No more warnings from
you!”

But it was too late, for Agonit was now free
and clear. Laughing, Agonit held Michael high up in the air, waving
him around just like a victorious contender waving a championship
trophy above his head, before swinging him around on to his
back.

Rushing headlong into the dense underbrush,
Agonit gloated. “I’ve done well! Wait till Darkos see what I’ve
captured!”

Shocked, mocked, and in disarray, Rhinos and
the others hopelessly watched Agonit disappear out of sight. Taking
advantage of Agonit’s successful escape, Moronas and the others
slipped away into the underbrush, dragging their injured behind
them.

“Poor Michael!” sighed Eaglion, shaking his
head, hopelessly staring at the backs of several fleeing guards.
“He doesn’t have a chance now. I hate to think what Darkos might do
to him ....”

“Yeah,” agreed Gorillos, finally standing up,
still looking to where Agonit disappeared in the underbrush. “And
we can’t do anything about it!”

“Not without harming Michael,” frowned
Rhinos. “It’s hopeless!”

“No, not entirely hopeless,” waved Xerania,
shaking her head. “It isn’t! Do you hear what I hear?
Shhhh hhh! Just be quiet and listen!”

“It’s Eagline!” cried Gorillos, turning to
the others, after they all quit moving and talking long enough to
listen to what was being said.

“Yes, it is!” laughed Eaglion, pointing
towards the southwestern sky. “And look at that!”

“Lisa is the one the Prophecy foretold
about!” added Xerania, looking up and pointing at the light in the
southwestern sky, after listening to Eagline’s joyful cries. “That
beacon of light certainly seems to prove it!”

“Hooray for Lisa!” laughed Rhinos, starting
to sing and dance his way towards the west coast of the island.

Following Rhinos’ lead, the others continued
to praise Lisa. “Lisa did it! Hooray for Lisa! She has the power!
Hooray! Hooray for Lisa!”

 


“...  Finally! Freedom in
Imaginatia! Who’d have thought it possible?!” continued Eagline,
still overly elated, still jumping around and waving her
arms in the air.

“Hey, Lisa!” called Jason, calling to her
after he and Sileide had reached the western shoreline, just barely
watching Terriki, Bearica, and the others, join in on Eagline’s
merry dancing. “What does she mean by all that?” he asked, now
pointing towards the prancing Eagline.

“She means this!” answered Lisa, proffering
the lumenesite to Jason.

“Wow!” exclaimed Jason, shielding his eyes.
“Look at that rock glow!”

Dropping the ancient scrolls while moving her
arms up to shield her eyes, Sileide smiled. “You are the one the
Prophecy has foretold ...”

Sileide stopped. For at that moment, she had
glanced down at the ancient scrolls that she had just dropped,
after she and Jason had been looking it over while they were
walking towards the shoreline.

“The scrolls!” cried Lisa, kneeling down and
pointing at it. “It’s glowing too!”

Alerted by Lisa’s cry, Jason glanced down at
the ancient scrolls in open-mouthed shocked amazement. Still
glowing, the ancient scrolls started to unroll itself, and it
revealed the page that indicated their savior- the same page that
Sileide and Jason were looking over, trying to figure out what the
puzzling words were saying. Lisa, Jason, and Sileide, read those
words again:

 


Leaders all, regally tall they stand

In their great realm, Reality, might

Shall sweep across our fantasy land

And shall win in a grand flash of light!

 


Hail to you, our Reality friend

Of this Prophecy that will come true

Land of renewed peace until time’s end

Let you become honored when it’s due

It shall be you in a sunny hue!

 


But this time, the words, as they read them
out loud, glowed a fiery red. And after they finished each line,
the first letter of each line glowed a golden orange. As they read
on, their smiles grew bigger and bigger as they saw what the first
letters, of each line, spelled out.

“L  I  S  A  H 
O  L  L  I!” Sileide sang out, turning towards Lisa.
“It says ‘Lisa Holli’!”

“Yes, it sure does, doesn’t it?!” agreed
Jason, clapping a hand on Lisa’s shoulders. “You’re the one to save
Imaginatia! Oh, why didn’t I see that before?” he continued on,
gesturing to the last line on the ancient scrolls. “Look! It does
clearly state that ‘It shall be you in a sunny hue!’, doesn’t it?
That’s Lisa all over!” he laughed, gesturing to Lisa’s yellow
dress. “Who else is dressed, here, in a sunny yellow dress with an
equally sunny disposition?”

“Well, yes, that does seem to be me, doesn’t
it?” laughed Lisa, looking down at her dress, unconsciously
spreading it out and smoothing it out with her hands.

“Oh, of course, it’s you, Lisa,” waved Jason,
still holding the glowing lumenesite in his hand while still giving
Lisa an occasional congratulatory pat on the back. “Who else could
it be? The first letters of each line are quite explicit in naming
you.”

“Well, Lisa,” laughed Eaglion, approaching
them while his smile became a frown, wriggling through the small
group that had quietly gathered around them. “I’m glad you’re here
to save us. But, I bring some bad news.”

“Bad news?” asked Sileide, turning around,
after moving to the side to roll up the ancient scrolls again and
carefully return it to her satchel. “What is it, Eaglion?”

“Michael  Michael has been captured by
Darkos’ men!”

“Captured?” asked Bearica, clapping her hands
to her head, as if the thought was painful. “Oh, the poor
dear!”

“That monster!” yelled Elsoar, turning a
dark, hideous red. “He better not harm him!”

“Yeah,” growled Jason, suddenly feeling
immensely brave. “That’s my friend they’re harming!”

“Captured!” whispered Elseire, shuddering,
feeling a little brownish blue. “It’s a horrible thing to hear on
this momentous occasion!”

“Yes, I am afraid that that is so; he was
captured!” cried Eaglion, sadly shaking his head.

“And, worse yet, we couldn’t do anything
about it!” frowned Rhinos, somewhat rudely pushing Eaglion aside as
he stepped forward. “They threatened to harm him, if we didn’t back
off!”

“We wanted to pound Darkos’ men, but we
couldn’t do much since they had Michael as hostage,” growled
Gorillos, slamming his right fist into his left palm several times.
“They threatened to harm him if we didn’t back off- which we
did.”

“You did the right thing,” spoke Sileide,
authoritatively, holding up her hand before the others really had a
chance to vocalize their agreement to what Gorillos, Rhinos, and
Eaglion had said. “It’s all right to try and rescue Michael, but
not if he’s injured in the process! We can try again when the
advantages become ours. But, now that Lisa has the power, we must
act! Unfortunately, I have no idea what we should do.”

“Well,” interrupted Jason, glancing down at
the glowing lumenesite he still held in his hands. “If Lisa can
make just one of these rocks glow ...”

“Yes, yes, oh, that’s a good idea, Jason,”
responded Sileide, quickly getting Jason’s idea and immediately
cheering up. “I know what you’re saying. We need to collect more
lumenesite, right?”

“Lumenesite, Sileide? What’s that? Oh, the
rock I’m holding,” nodded Jason, after Sileide silently gestured to
the lumenesite in his hands after he had asked his question. “Yes,
that’s what I was thinking of, Sileide,” he nodded, looking up,
after surreptitiously looking around himself for more lumenesites.
“But, I don’t see any more around me.... Are there any more?”

“Of course there are more lumenesites here,
Jason!” laughed Eagline, pointing northwards. “Near the photophyte
are plenty of lumenesite rocks ....”

“And, if we can’t get those, we could always
try Mountain Scintillia!” interrupted Bearica. “That mountain is
nothing but pure lumenesite ....”

“That’s ironic!” laughed Eaglion,
subconsciously becoming amused at that chance of their intended
direction. “For Michael and I were on our way to see the
photophyte!”

“Photophyte?” queried Jason, looking
confused. “And what is that?”

“The photophyte is a beautiful flower that
grows in the northernmost point on this island,” answered
Eaglion.

“And, its beauty is unparalleled, here in
Imaginatia,” added Sileide, just as the others became incredibly
silent and Lisa and Jason noticed that they all had a glassy
desirous look in their eyes as they all turned to look northwards.
“Some say- and I tend to agree with them- that the photophyte has
no equal- anywhere in Imaginatia. Since I don’t know that much
about your dimension, Lisa, Jason, I can’t make any claims to that
affect. But, I don’t believe that you would find anything more
spectacular than the photophyte ....”

“Or so captivatingly entrancing!” laughed
Eaglion, interrupting Sileide’s grand advertising speech about the
photophyte, after just noticing that the others had gone silent
with the obvious signs of wanting to go and see it in the faces of
the others. “Just look at the others! It’s quite clear that we all
want to see it!”

“Well, then!” reasoned Jason, handing the
lumenesite back to Lisa. “Let’s go there and see the photophyte!
And- ah, collect some more lumenesites!”

“Yes! See the photophyte and collect more
lumenesite rocks!” bubbled Lisa, nodding in complete agreement.
“And then, onward to Castle Septceria!”

“Yeah! Come on, everybody! Let’s go see the
photophyte!” cheered Jason, exuberantly pumping his fists in the
air, just as the others started to rouse themselves from their
self-induced captivation when Lisa and Jason pronouncingly stated
that they were going to see the photophyte. “Get more lumenesite
rocks and then onward to Castle Septceria!”

“Onward to Castle Septceria!” cheered the
others. “Onward to Castle Septceria! Onward to Castle
Septceria!”

Ignoring their cheers, Lisa turned to
Sileide. “You know the Island of Light better than I do. Please
lead the way, Sileide.”

“By all means, Lisa. This way, please!”

“Thank you, Sileide.” Turning to the others,
Lisa spoke loudly. “Come on, everybody! Follow me!”

“Just lead the way, Lisa!” enthused Jason.
“We’ll follow you!”

Following Jason, the others still cheered
wildly. “Onward to Castle Septceria! Cheers for Lisa! Hooray!
Cheers for Lisa! Hooray! Hooray! Onward to Castle Septceria!”

Fifteen minutes later, when they finally
reached the site where the photophytes were to be found, Sileide
stopped and turned to Lisa. “Don’t be disappointed, Lisa, but we’re
here. Normally, even through this thick foliage, we should still
see their light. But now ...”

Lisa nodded in comprehension. “Without
sunlight, the photophyte doesn’t glow ...”

Just before Lisa finished with what she was
saying, Sileide swept the foliage aside to reveal the dimly-lit
photophyte, and just as she did so, the photophyte suddenly burst
out in a wild flurry of light and sound.

“... As much,” finished Lisa, after a long
surprising moment had passed, just as the others stumbled their way
into the clearing. “If this is how it glows while being
suppressed,” amazed Lisa, turning to Sileide. “I can’t imagine how
wonderful it would be when it has sufficient sunlight!”

“That’s true,” answered Sileide, nodding.
“And when Darkos is finally deposed, I will be more than happy to
show you, Jason, and Michael, the full beauty of this place.”

“Thank you, Sileide, I- uh, we, would really
appreciate that,” nodded Lisa, turning to look at the
photophyte.

Jason, who was following close behind, moved
to the right side of Lisa and Sileide to get a better look. “That
is beautiful!” cried Jason, running into the clearing that was
beyond the others. “Look at those colors! Wow! Do you see what I
see? I see a beautiful glowing castle of blue and white! Beautiful!
Wow! And do you hear what I hear?”

Jason stopped talking and listened to the
heavenly music. Overwhelmed, Jason began to sway gently back and
forth, dancing to the harmonies that caressed his soul.
“Beautiful,” he sniffed, wiping away an errant tear. “Just
beautiful.”

Smiling, dancing, and now humming too, Jason
was unaware that the others began to dance, too, overwhelmed by the
beautiful sights and sounds that washed over their souls.

“Oh, I always did like Pachelbel’s
Canon!” sang Jason, continuing on. “But, I never heard it
played this way before; it’s beautiful!”

“I hear my favorite piece of Morning,
by Grieg,” laughed Lisa, dancing with Elsoar, who had become bright
white with sparkles of pastellic blue, green, yellow, and red.

“I hear,” laughed Bearica, moving
rhythmically from side to side, “Waltz of the Flowers, by
Tchaikovsky.”

“I hear,” mused Terriki, closing her eyes and
sighing, “Dance of the Sugar Plum Fairies, also by
Tchaikovsky.”

“And I hear Jesu, Joy of Man’s
Desiring, by Bach,” smiled Sileide.

After a minute or two, the mesmerizing
effects of the photophyte subsided, while still faintly glowing. No
longer captivated by its initially enhanced mesmerizing effects,
Jason and the others came out of their euphoria, feeling warmly
confident and happy.

“I have the strangest feeling,” laughed
Terriki, staring at the lumenesite, which began to glow even
brighter. “That we won’t need to collect any lumenesite, after
all!” she continued on, watching the lumenesite now light up the
dark sky. “We’ll have more than enough light to reclaim Castle
Septceria and rescue Michael and the others! I feel unusually
confident about this!”

“Me too!” confessed Bearica, smiling. “I’m
not afraid any more. I’m more than ready to take on Darkos,
now!”

“I feel the same way,” admitted Elsoar,
turning purple with orange streaks. “I was merely covering up my
fear before, but now, I feel genuinely courageous!”

“There’s nothing that we can’t do now!”
roared Eaglion, delightedly. “We’ll rescue our friends in no time!
I can feel it inside!”

“Yeah,” laughed Rhinos. “We’ll even see King
Dova ruler of Castle Septceria, again- before this day is
through.”

“And we’ll restore Imaginatia to what it
should be!” cried Xerania, placing her hand on Rhinos’
shoulders.

“So what are we waiting for?!” called Jason,
turning to the others. “Let’s ...!”

But just at that moment, a low rumbling sound
interrupted him and the ground started shaking.

“What’s that sound?!” yelled Lisa, unable to
stay on her feet, falling to the ground, falling just as everybody
else fell, too. “Where is it coming from?!”

“The ground’s shaking!” yelped Bearica,
crashing and falling on top of Terriki.

“What’s happening, Sileide?!” cried Rhinos,
falling on top of Gorillos.

“I’m not sure,” began Sileide, her eyes
popping wide open in horror, pointing northwards since she had a
clear line of sight from where she was to the neighboring island to
the north. “But I think Mountain Scintillia has just
exploded!!”

“Is- is that even possible?!” cried Xerania,
watching the debris, composed entirely of lumenesite, getting
jettisoned high into the air. “I mean- the entire mountain?”

“It is!” yelled Eaglion, managing to roll on
to his feet and fly off the ground. “The entire mountain has
disintegrated!” he cried out to the others, just as the noise of
the explosion faded from their ears. “And now, it seems to be all
in the sky!” he pointed.

Gliding back to the ground, Eaglion helped
Lisa and Sileide get back on to their feet.

“I sure hope we don’t have to go through that
again!” moaned Jason, rubbing his knees which had absorbed the
brunt of his impact with the rocky ground. “That is ...”

“Look!” pointed Bearica, interrupting Jason
as she pointed behind him. “Something’s happening to the
photophyte!”


Chapter 11: The Castle of Septceria

Turning around, Jason and the others
witnessed another spectacular phenomenon. The photophyte began to
glow brightly again. And while they watched, tiny sparks of glowing
white light drifted from the photophyte and up into the sky.

“That’s pretty!” laughed Jason, gesturing to
the photophyte, enjoying the music that now surrounded him and the
others. “It sounds like a million angels singing!”

“What’s going on, Sileide?” whispered Lisa,
her huge eyes locked on to the photophyte, while nudging Sileide
with her right elbow. “What’s happening to the photophyte?”

“I- I- I don’t believe it!” stammered
Sileide, her eyes twinkling. “I- I read about this! But, I- I
didn’t think it would ever occur during our lifetimes!”

“What are you talking about, Sileide?”
puzzled Eagline, taking a step closer to her, while still watching
the photophyte, curious herself about what was happening, the very
reason why she and the others started to gather around Sileide for
an explanation.

“According to the ancient scrolls,” began
Sileide, turning to the others. “The photophyte has never grown any
where else except on the Island of Light. But, as a sign that the
true savior will always have their fabled powers here, the
photophyte will germinate and cast its seeds upon Castle
Septceria.”

“So, I really am Imaginatia’s savior?” asked
Lisa, placing her hand on Sileide’s shoulder, while everybody
around Sileide and Lisa murmured their appreciation and their
relief that Lisa had arrived in Imaginatia just in time when it
looked like Darkos’ control over Imaginatia was intensifying. “What
would happen if I wasn’t?”

“You’re our savior, Lisa. Well, according to
the scrolls, if you had any evil intentions, or just wanted to
destroy the lumenesite, you would have been vaporized instantly
upon making contact with it.”

“Well, I’m still here!” laughed Lisa,
relieved as she reached into her pocket and withdrew the
lumenesite, silently admitting to herself that she would have liked
to hurt Darkos after his treatment of them when they had first
arrived in Imaginatia. “And now, it’s time to go to Castle
Septceria! And put an end to Darkos’ tyranny!” called Lisa,
spinning around and looking at the others. “Let’s go!”

 


“What in Hellis is going on here?!”
complained Agonit, dropping Michael and falling on top of him when
the ground violently rocked beneath his feet.

“I don’t know,” answered Moronas, falling on
top of Murky. “But, it looks like Mountain Scintillia has
exploded!” he cried, managing to turn around and look back at
Agonit.

Agonit turned to look. High above the
northernmost end of the island, Agonit saw a huge cloud of light,
filled with glowing white photophyte seeds and chunks of
multi-colored lighted lumenesite swirling around.

“I’ve a funny feeling I probably won’t like
this!” exclaimed Agonit, struggling to stand up, but failing.

“Would you get off me, Moronas!” yelped
Murky, trying to push him off. “I want to get out of here!”

“So would I!” feared Moronas, struggling to
get to his feet. “But this Imaginatia quake is making it hard for
me to do so!”

Just as Moronas managed to get to his feet
and run when the shaking had stopped, he crashed right into
Dominor.

“Spineless Reptilanth worm!” chastised
Dominor, somehow maintaining her balance perfectly, placing her
hands on her hips. “Just where do you think you’re going?”

Surprised, Moronas fell again, pleading for
mercy. “Please! Do not hurt me! I  I  I was just running
to  to  ahh ...”

“Tell me that you’re a coward!” finished
Dominor, glowering menacingly at Moronas. “No wonder Darkos never
could accomplish any thing! He’s a fool to ...”

“I am not a fool, Dominor!” growled Darkos,
slamming his claws on her shoulders.

Spinning around, Dominor knocked his hand
off. “Don’t you ever lay your claws on me, Darkos! Not
ever!” threatened Dominor, growling. “If it wasn’t for your
bungling,” she started, turning to gesture at the cloud of light’s
ever increasing size. “I would be ruling Imaginatia by now!
But, thanks to you, I may be too late!” she thundered, turning her
back on him. “Now, I attend to finish what you obviously FAILED to
accomplish!”

“Dominor!” growled Darkos, uttering her name
through tightly clenched teeth, shaking his fists in the air. “How
dare you turn your back on me. Face me!”

Ignoring him, Dominor was about to start
running towards the Island of Light when some strange movement on
ground level caught her attention. “Am I too late?” she wondered,
staring at a small, but significantly brighter light that moved and
danced along the island’s shoreline.

When the small light danced behind a “darker”
object, Dominor realized what was happening. It was one of those
accursed humans! Worse yet, it was leading the others off the
island and leading them this way!

“The Prophecy has already come true!” moaned
Dominor, turning around. “This calls for drastic action!”

“Stop! Dominor! Stop! Just where do you think
you’re going?!” cried Darkos, watching Dominor run past him,
heading west by southwest.

Taking a momentary glance towards the Island
of Light, Darkos turned to Agonit, Murky, and Moronas. “Come with
me!” he cried, pointing to Michael. “We must escape to Hellis
before he destroys us!”

“No! No! No, wait! Listen to me!” implored
Agonit, grabbing Darkos’ arm. “He made a claim implying that he has
no power. We can make our escape without fear!”

“Hmmmm. In that case .... Agonit! Pick
up the human and follow me to Hellis! You come with me too,
Moronas! Murky, you and the others will follow Dominor and see what
she is doing!” cried Darkos, already moving towards the south by
southwestern horizon. “And don’t delay! We’ve got a lot of things
to do!”

 


“Things are not going well, for us, I’m
afraid,” moaned the dark shadow, as it approached the other.

“No, it’s not, Osabilaen,” groaned Zrakklis,
its own dark shadowy form touching Osabilaen’s. “It was wise for us
to join together now. That human has found out its source of power
far earlier than we thought possible. Therefore, it’s trip to
Mythica is all but guaranteed soon. We need to find a way to entrap
it in such a position that it can’t resist us.”

“Like between us, Zrakklis?” puzzled
Osabilaen, its dark form lighting up in seemingly bad desperation.
“But, we can’t control the entire Faerie Tale Mountains- the
strange power that emanates here is just too powerful for just the
two of us- we’ll need help.”

“Precisely why I called you and a number of
the others, here, now, Osabilaen. We need to find a way to divert
its course, northwards. Northwards towards the little known ravine-
that those familiar and lucky enough to survive it- has called it
the Doomisery Ravine.”

“Doomisery Ravine?” bubbled Osabilaen. “Now,
that would truly turn things in our favor! But, how are we going to
get it to go there- especially since they know nothing about
it?”

“This place, here, Osabilaen. Just at the
foot of the mountains where they would have to cross over in order
to get to the Rhymeless Ravine. This place is where we’ll need to
lay the foundations of my plan,” gestured Zrakklis, indicating
their surroundings, which was several hundred yards away from a
great waterfall that originated from somewhere high up in the
Faerie Tale Mountains.

“Here? But, why here? What do you have in
mind, Zrakklis?”

“That waterfall over there. Its waters- as
you can see- run a little this way before heading south towards the
Arcantica Ocean. Since we have no power over water, we can’t do
anything to it. However, we can use our powers to move the dead
rocks around it. If we can move the rocks to block the river
downstream, we should be able to create a small lake here- an
obstacle big enough to force them northwards towards the Doomisery
Ravine- and us!”

“Sounds bad to me,” laughed Osabilaen, after
considering the waterfall for a few seconds. “But, I like it,
Zrakklis! That is a perfect plan to trap them- though risky. We
would have to be extra careful that we don’t waste unnecessary
energy in doing this- just in case those accursed Photospheramids
find out about our plans and try to ruin it.”

“All the more reason why we need to start
now, Osabilaen. It’s also why I called the others to gather around
Doomisery Ravine, where I hope they’ll be successful as a
diversion. Those accursed Photospheramids have to believe that’s
where we’re planning to assault the humans, and foolishly plan to
attack us there....”

“Where we’ll have the advantage!” interrupted
Osabilaen. “The Photospheramids would so be confused by our plans,
that they probably wouldn’t know what to do!”

“Maybe so, Osabilaen. Maybe so. But, to hide
our real attentions from them, I suggest we start by altering this
landscape- subtly of course- enough so that when the proper time
has come, it will fill with water and we will have completed our
obstacle.”

“Then, let’s get going, Zrakklis! It’s time
to create our trap!” finished Osabilaen, sinking into the ground
beneath them. “It’s time to lower the ground around here by at
least ten feet.”

“Yes,” laughed Zrakklis, demonically, clearly
enjoying this moment of what looked like a perfect trap and plan.
“It is time.”

 


Meantime, King Dova and Solaide were trying
to use the Mythcalian spear to pick their cell door’s lock.

“Urrrggghh!” struggled King Dova, pushing
against the bars for the zillionth time, temporarily abandoning the
lock. “It has got to give! What an incredibly stubborn lock!”

“Take it easy, your majesty,” advised
Solaide, stopping to rest for a moment. “Remember that nothing
comes to fruit to those who make foolish haste.”

“Good advice,” agreed King Dova, nodding,
turning to look up again, checking to make sure that Darkos hadn’t
returned back to the throne room. “But under these
circumstances ...”

An eerie creaking sound and mild shaking
rattled the throne room and dungeons.

“What was that?!” cried King Dova, jumping
backwards and wildly looking around, almost dropping the Mythcalian
spear in the process. “Do you think we may be too late?!”

“I sure hope not!” answered Solaide, moving
forward to try the lock again. “But, let’s keep on trying. We
still may be able to save Imaginatia and the dimension of
Reality!”

Nodding, King Dova leaned against the cell
door and pushed.

Without warning, another eerie sound coursed
through the dungeons, followed by intense shaking. They would have
fallen down if they weren’t grabbing their dungeon cell’s bars at
that moment.

Suddenly, simultaneously with lightning
flashes and thunder crashes, their surroundings changed into a
beautiful room of blue and white- its true form when Dova had
control over Castle Septceria. And just as that beautiful room had
appeared, they fell through and out into the opening.

With each wave of lightning and thunder,
their surroundings changed from their dungeon cell to that
beautiful room and back again.

“Look!” bemused King Dova, propping himself
up on his hands and nodding at the beautiful room around them. “Do
you see what I see?”

“Yes,” answered Solaide, crawling over to
Dova. “Darkos’ hold over Imaginatia is weakening!”

“How?” asked King Dova, turning to him.
“There’s no force that can do this! Is there?”

“None that I know of,” confessed Solaide,
managing to get to his feet. “Unless, the Prophecy did come true
and our three Reality friends were the designated ones,” he
continued on, reaching down to help King Dova onto his feet.

“You mean; Jason, Michael, or Lisa, were
indeed the chosen ones  or one?”

“Yes,” answered Solaide, just as the last
thunder crash transformed the room back into a dungeon cell- with
both Dova and Solaide safely on the outside. “But, it seems that
their powers are not strong enough.”

“Obviously, not yet,” agreed King Dova,
nodding. “Now, shall we get out of here? We still need to find and
subdue Darkos!”

“By all means,” smiled Solaide, “by all
means.”

 


Elsewhere in the castle, Felino, Ostrica, and
Horseile, were also taking advantage of the castle’s brief, and
very fickle, transformations.

“What  what’s happening?” wailed
Horseile, trying to stay on her feet.

“I don’t know,” growled Felino, grabbing the
bars of their cell. “I hope it ends soon. I don’t like all this
shaking!”

“Me neither!” cried Ostrica, falling down by
Felino’s feet.

Just as lightning flashed, Felino turned his
head to the others, just as another bout of shaking pitched him
forward, headfirst, into the bars.

“Owwww!” moaned Felino, still managing to
maintain his grip on the bars, but in pain and confusion. “That
hurts!”

A second later, amidst another lightning
flash and thunder crash, he was thrown backwards, just as the bars
dissolved in his hands. Falling into the cell, Felino fell upon
Ostrica.

“Hey! Look!” pointed Horseile, her eyes
filling with delight. “The bars are gone! We can escape, now!”

“All right!” whooped Felino, rolling off
Ostrica. “Let’s go!”

“Wait for me!” cried Ostrica, painfully
getting to her feet. “Wait for me!”

“Hurry up, Ostrica!” urged Horseile, turning
to look at her. “Let’s go before something bad happens!”

“Yes, like now!” cried Felino, crashing into
the backside of Horseile.

Horrified, Ostrica watched her friends
collapse to the floor.

“Oh, no!” cried Ostrica, rushing past her
friends to grab the bars. “We’re trapped again!”

“No!” wailed Horseile, joining Ostrica at the
cell’s door. “It’s not fair! We should have been able to
escape!!”

“It’s Darkos!” roared Felino, joining the
others at their dungeon’s door. “My guess is he’s playing some
cruel game with us.”

“Well,” frowned Horseile, turning to Felino.
“If it is a game, then I don’t want to play it any more. It’s so
unfairly balanced in his favor!”

“I quite agree eee!” wailed Ostrica, as
they all suddenly fell forward with the bars’ disappearance amidst
more thunder crashes.

“Are we free?” asked Horseile, winding up on
the bottom of the pile.

“We’re free!” cheered Felino, jumping away
from the others, hopping up and down in delight, just when he saw
those accursed bars reappear again behind them. “We’re free! We’re
free!”

“I can’t believe we’re free!” laughed
Ostrica, rolling off Horseile.

“What are we waiting for?” asked Horseile,
rising to her feet. “Let’s get out of here while we have the
chance!”

 


Now on the continental landscape of
Imaginatia, Lisa directed the others to follow her.

“This way!” cried Lisa, pointing in the
direction of Castle Septceria. “Follow me!”

Cheerfully emboldened by the lighted
daytime, Sileide and the others began their long march to Castle
Septceria. And, along the way, hand sized bits of the
sky bounded lumenesite began to rain down around, but safely
away from, the sauntering marchers.

“Ohhhh, look at that!” laughed Lisa, pointing
ahead. “It’s raining silver streaks from the sky! It’s raining
lumensite!”

“Yes, it is!” agreed Jason, gesturing to the
ground. “And would you look at all the small pieces of lumenesite
all around us!”

“Don’t forget to pick some up!” called Lisa,
looking back at Sileide and the others. “The more you pick up; the
better our chances at maintaining our confidence. But please, only
pick up what you can easily carry!”

Rushing away to pick up one of the fallen
pieces of lumenesite, Bearica then looked back at the others. “Come
on, everybody!” she cried out, quickly obeying Lisa’s suggestion.
“Come and pick up a piece for yourselves!”

“For the glory of King Dova!!” laughed
Terriki, picking up two small pieces. “Thanks to Lisa; we’ll make
our stand against Darkos!”

“And reclaim Castle Septceria for good!”
nodded Eagline. “Today marks a great historical moment for all of
us!”

As they continued on to Castle Septceria,
collecting more chunks of lumenesite, Sileide was becoming more and
more concerned that they weren’t meeting any resistance from
Darkos.

“I don’t want to spoil our enthusiasm, Lisa,”
whispered Sileide, clamping her hand on Lisa’s right shoulder,
drawing her closer. “But, I am beginning to worry. Darkos has not
shown himself. We already knew that he would be coming to attack us
personally- but, now, he’s nowhere to be found.”

“Neither do we know the current fates of our
friends,” finished Jason, moving to the left side of Lisa.

“I’m sure Darkos has fled Castle Septceria by
now,” speculated Lisa, looking at Sileide, then Jason, and back to
Sileide. “He would be a fool to challenge us, now! And look! We
have arrived!” pointed Lisa, stopping at the crest of a small hill,
quite aware that the brightly glowing photophyte seeds and
lumenesite chunks had obscured their entry into and their exit from
the Paradoxical Warp.

“We have arrived!” cried Sileide, turning to
the others. “We have arrived!”

“And look at it!” laughed Lisa, also turning
to the others. “Even as we speak, it is slowly changing from that
hideous form into a beautiful castle of blue and white!”

“Just like the image I saw in the
photophyte!” bubbled Jason, running down the hill. “It’s getting
even more beautiful as we speak!”

When Jason reached the bottom of the hill, he
skidded to a stop and looked back up the hill, beckoning the others
to follow. “Come on, everybody! Let’s go! Let’s go!”

After a brief moment’s hesitation, Lisa and
Sileide descended down the hill, completely surrounded by the
others, who continued to loudly cheer for Lisa while jeering
Darkos.

“I guess we should,” nodded Lisa, grabbing
Sileide’s hand. “Nothing can stop us, now!”

“I guess not. Your powers should suffice,”
conceded Sileide, caught up in Lisa’s overpowering enthusiasm and
the vocal exclamations from the others.

Followed closely by some of the stronger
members of their group, who were overwhelmingly armed with
lumenesite, Jason, Lisa, and Sileide, arrived at the drawbridge of
the partially transformed castle.

“I guess you know what to do now, Lisa,
because I don’t,” shrugged Jason, turning to look at her for a
moment before returning his attention to the castle.

“Yes, I do, Jason,” answered Lisa. “Somehow,
it feels like I had already done this before.”

Noting that velvet blades of green grass
sprouted as she walked to the edge of the lowered drawbridge, Lisa
smiled at this hopeful and pleasant sight. Removing the lumenesite
from her pocket and lifting it high above her head, Lisa closed her
eyes to concentrate, taking a deep breath.

“Of all my wishes and dreams,” she began,
opening her eyes, intensively focusing on the still-transforming
castle. “Please restore Castle Septceria to its former beauty. Both
inside and out!”

The entire castle started to gently shake,
glowing a fiery red, orange, and yellow, as one by one, light, like
focused white laser beams, came from everybody’s pieces of
lumenesite to strike the castle, while Lisa’s white light beam was,
by far, the most brightest and broadest, like a powerful lighthouse
light banishing the darkness as it guides sailors in a raging storm
to shore at night.

Unconsciously taking a step backwards, Lisa
tripped and fell onto the soft grass that quickly sprouted
underneath her, cushioning her before she landed on the ground.
Lisa smiled, pleased about the transformation that she was seeing
all around her, just as everybody’s lumenesite had stopped their
photonic assault upon the defeated remains of a Darkos-controlled
Castle Septceria.

A burst of sweet music and a rainbow of
colors, emanating from the castle, surrounded them. The transfixed
gathering delightedly watched the cascading colors dance and swirl
all around them. And as each new wave of colored lights washed over
them, restoring another small part of the castle to its former
beauty, Lisa and the others vocalized their approval. Finally,
after the transformation was completed, a wave of pure white light
washed over the castle, as the aura of colors faded.

But then, a new phenomenon began. And while
they watched it all silently, in pleasant disbelief, it started to
“rain”. The silvery streaking rain brought forth tiny,
quickly growing seeds of the photophyte. And while the silvery
rain continued on, the photophyte began to grow around the castle’s
base, casting its own light and music upon the gathering.

“Isn’t it great?!” cried Jason, pointing.
“The photophyte is playing Canon, again, but, in a more
spirited tempo! And look at those incredibly beautiful colors!”

“I hear,” laughed Bearica, moving
rhythmically from side to side, “Tchaikovsky’s Dance of the
Little Swans, from Swan Lake!”

“For me, it’s still a heavenly
Morning,” sang Lisa, starting to hum along. “How
intrinsically appropriate! You might say this is the dawn of
a bright new era for Imaginatia!”

“I hear,” laughed Eaglion, rocking back and
forth in time to the lively tempo, “Beethoven’s Ode To Joy!
Ha! It’s perfectly describing how I’m feeling right now!”

“And I hear,” mused Sileide, tears welling up
in her eyes, “Handel’s Hallelujah Chorus!”

 


Meantime, Felino, Ostrica, and Horseile, had
found their way out of the castle.

“I see light ahead!” pointed Felino, turning
to the others. “And it seems to be coming from outside the
castle!”

“That’s a good sign!” laughed Horseile. “It
could mean that Darkos’ hold over Imaginatia really is
weakening!”

“Can’t argue with that!” laughed Ostrica,
turning to take a look back. “Just as long as he’s not
playing ...”

At that moment, King Dova and Solaide had
just appeared from around the corner.

“... I quite agree, your majesty,” answered
Solaide. “There’s no way we can know if Ostrica and the others
escaped too. I guess we have to ...”

“Your majesty!” called Ostrica, running
towards them. “Solaide!”

“Ostrica!” exclaimed King Dova, looking up.
“And Horseile and Felino, too! You’re safe!”

“That’s good!” nodded Solaide. “We were
worried about you. We had no idea where you  but, that doesn’t
matter now! You’re safe and ...”

Suddenly, he was interrupted by another
intense shaking, knocking everybody off their feet.

“Oh, no!” wailed Horseile, grabbing hold of
Felino. “Not again!”

“When will all this shaking stop?!”
complained Felino, closing his eyes. “It’s making me weary and
nervous!”

“I don’t know that,” began Solaide, looking
around and then up when some dust fell from the ceiling before him.
“But it seems that Darkos’ hold over Castle Septceria is
literally falling apart!”

Looking up, King Dova saw what Solaide meant.
The ceiling above them started to crack and break apart. Dirt and
small bits of the ceiling started to fall on them.

“Solaide is right!” yelled King Dova,
managing to get to his feet, just as the intensity of the shaking
subsided. “We have to get out of here!”

“Then we must run towards the light!” called
Ostrica, pointing. “It’s our only chance!”

Without disagreeing, Solaide and the others
followed Ostrica out of the castle. And they were fortunate that
they didn’t hesitate, for the moment they ran out of the castle,
the entire ceiling collapsed.

“We made it!” cried Ostrica, pointing. “And
look who’s waiting for us!”

“Yeah! But, why do they look like that?”
asked Felino, stopping short.

“I don’t know,” answered Solaide, shrugging.
“But it looks like they’re looking at something fantastic!”

“And very mesmerizingly so,” commented King
Dova, just as they all were crossing over the drawbridge to reach
their unmoving, spell-bounded friends.

“Hey, Rhinos!” yelled Felino, walking up to
Rhinos, who was the closest. “What’s going on here?!”

“Just look for yourselves!” pointed Rhinos,
unperturbed by Felino’s consternation.

Felino and the others turned and looked,
watching as the wave of pure white light began.

“Look at Castle Septceria sparkle and shine!”
amazed Solaide, a sentiment the others shared, vocally, just as the
aura of colors began to fade and the silvery rain began to
fall.

“It certainly is beautiful,” agreed Felino,
nodding. “But, what is that appearing around the base of the
castle?” he asked, pointing.

“See the silvery rain?” asked Rhinos, not
looking away for a second. “Those silvery streaks of light are the
seeds of the photophyte.”

“The photophyte?!” asked King Dova,
incredulously looking at Rhinos. “You can’t be serious! The
photophyte has never been known to grow any where else except the
Island of Light!”

Rhinos looked downward as he spoke. “Well,
it’s happening now! And ... Your majesty! It’s you!” Turning
around, Rhinos ecstatically screamed to the others. “Hey,
everybody!” he cried out loud, pumping his hands in the air. “It’s
King Dova! It’s King Dova! He’s safe and sound. Come and see!” he
continued on, crying and laughing at the same time. “It’s King
Dova!”

Upon hearing Rhinos’ pronouncement, the
others, who were within hearing range of Rhinos, turned to look
quizzically in his direction.

“Who?” asked Xerania, turning to look. “Who’s
here?”

“I think he said it was King Dova,” said
Terriki, still quite charmed by the glowing castle. “But, I’m not
sure.”

“King Dova?!” asked Jason, standing up to get
a better look. “Hey! It is King Dova!” he cried, jumping up and
down. “It is King Dova! He’s here! He’s here!”

“It really is him!” laughed Eagline, whooping
for joy. “And there’s Solaide, too!”

“Glad you’re safe, your majesty!” nodded
Elseire, turning pink.

“Glad to be safe, Elseire!” smiled King Dova,
nodding.

“Greetings, your majesty!” bowed Elsoar,
turning a light blue. “It’s good to see you again!”

“Good to see you, too, Elsoar! It was
unbearably too long.”

“It has, your majesty, it has.”

“Looks like we’ve done it, your majesty!”
laughed Terriki, gently pushing Elsoar to the side. “We’ve restored
your throne!”

“Yes, Terriki!” laughed King Dova, shaking
her hand. “Congratulations on your magnificent accomplishment! That
goes for all of you!”

“Hooray for King Dova!” cried Terriki and the
others. “May you rule Imaginatia forever!”

Just then, King Dova spotted Sileide and
called out to her. “Greetings, Sileide!” he waved, as his people
silently gathered around them to see and hear what would happen
next. “It’s good to see you!”

“It’s good to see you, too, your majesty!”
smiled Sileide, moving through the parting crowd to hug him, wiping
her tears of joy away as she made her way to his side. “It’s great
to have nearly everything the way it should be.”

“What does that mean?” asked Solaide, edging
closer to them. “Is something wrong?”

Pulling away from King Dova, Sileide smiled
at Solaide, before frowning. “Unfortunately, there is something
wrong,” began Sileide. “Michael has been captured by Darkos. And we
don’t know where Darkos disappeared to.”

“That’s not good!” frowned Solaide, shaking
his head. “Perhaps we should adjourn to the throne room to discuss
this further.”

“Good idea!” nodded King Dova, gesturing to
the others. “Let’s go inside!”

 


“Come forward, Deicristes! Whitin! What good
news do you bring to us?” called a rather large yellowy shadow
form.

“Some good... and some bad, Luxangel,”
answered the being called Whitin, its voice brightening when it
spoke of the “good news”, and its voice dimming with the “bad
news”. “The good news is quite obvious; the blessed human child-
Lisa Holli- has succeeded in restoring normal daytime light to
Imaginatia- a severe blow to the Daemonauts’ plan to conquer
Imaginatia. The bad news, unfortunately, is that we have lost track
of where Darkos and Dominor had gone to during Lisa’s successful
mission of restoring Castle Septceria to King Dova- and they still
are a threat to all since Darkos still has the Mythcalian Sword and
Dominor has Xylintir’s magical amulet and Ququeiz’s magical staff.
Additionally, we’ve heard rumors that Zrakklis and Osabilaen are
making plans to attack the humans in the Faerie Tale
Mountains.”

“Yes, and from what we’ve been able to
observe and learn, those accursed Daemonauts are planning to flood
the entire plains just east of the mountains in hopes of luring the
humans to the dreaded Doomisery Ravine- where they’re bound to be
caught at a disadvantage,” finished Deicristes.

“That does not seem very promising a report
as we expected,” moaned another Photospheramid, who hovered to the
“left” of Luxangel. “We need to find a way to counter that move by
Zrakklis and Osabilaen. For if they succeeded, we’ll never be able
to rescue the humans from that accursed ravine.... They’ll be
completely at the mercy of the Daemonauts there.”

“Precisely, Vitaluxi,” agreed Whitin, its
voice sounding almost to the point of resignation. “We both tried
to spy on those Daemonauts, but they have such a huge horde of
Daemonauts there with them- so we couldn’t really get very close to
them. Whatever they’re planning, it is going to be extremely
devastating to us if they succeeded.”

“Which is why we lingered there far longer
than you suggested,” added Deicristes. “We both were hoping to
learn more of their plans, but in our eagerness to discover more,
we were spotted and chased away. Though, I continue to wonder why
they didn’t continue to give chase- because if they caught us, they
would surely have succeeded in destroying us.”

“It’s quite simple, Deicristes,” groaned
Luxangel, looking around at the others. “Zrakklis and the other
Daemonauts must feel very confident about their plans, and probably
wants us to go and try to stop them. They probably know that we
would try to stop them- and that we would fall right into their
trap in Doomisery Ravine.”

“But, that would surely be bad for us- no
matter how we proceeded,” complained Vitaluxi, moaning so loudly
that the very sea floor underneath the underwater city, Marinius,
which was directly above them, shook, possibly giving the city’s
inhabitants a momentary scare. “We can’t go attacking the
Daemonauts in Doomisery Ravine! If they don’t somehow destroy us in
the attack, than surely the fires coming from those dangerous
fireholes would!”

“That’s why we need to prevent them from
accomplishing their plans in another way. Hmmmm.... Perhaps-
without Sandstra’s knowledge, we can make our plans of
counterattack with the magical well....”

“Good plan! Excellent idea, Chromalux! A most
logical solution!” echoed the others, their voices rising several
octaves for the first time since their meeting began.

“I do believe you have a wonderful plan,
Chromalux!” laughed Luxangel, its voice sounding even higher than
the others. “Everybody knows that water is the bane of Daemonauts.
And with the crystals that formed thanks to the Chronospectra
River, I think that we might be able to use them to somehow shield
the humans from the Daemonauts’ attacks!”

“Precisely what I was thinking, Luxangel,
precisely,” agreed Chromalux. “But, only if we can convince the
magical entity in the well to cooperate with us and subtly provide
the humans with the crystals.... Although, I don’t see why not-
especially since it has to be the one that’s keeping Sandstra and
her Quartzor guards alive beyond their normal life expectancy.”
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