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A pang of regret came over Darren as he
stared at his grandfather’s headstone. Darren always felt very
close to his grandfather, but he had not visited his gravesite
since the funeral. He never considered this before now and he was
disappointed in himself for it. He wondered when he would ever have
returned here if not for the call from his grandfather’s lawyer a
few days ago. A light rain moved in off the coast and began to
cascade down. Darren was the only one in the cemetery and he barely
noticed the shower as he contemplated all the ways he could have
better honored his grandfather since his passing.

Darren brushed the hair from his eyes, knelt
down on one knee and placed his left hand atop the headstone.
You always used to say how proud of me you were. I hope you
still are. Finally taking notice of his increasing dampness,
Darren stood up slowly, wiped the dirt from his knee and made his
way to his car parked nearby.

It was only a ten minute drive to the
lawyer’s office, but it felt much longer. Darren’s ongoing
self-reflection and the gloomy weather combined to put him in quite
a somber mood. Slowly his thoughts turned to the appointment at
hand. It had been over seven years since his grandfather’s death
and Darren could not imagine what would cause his lawyer to be
summoning him now. Darren’s grandfather was not a wealthy man, but
he left him enough of an inheritance to complete college with
minimal debt and still have enough left to make a down payment on a
modest home in a quiet town about an hour up the coast. It was a
shock to think that there could be anything else his grandfather
had left him.

The sky was mostly cleared by the time Darren
arrived at his destination. Darren had not been involved with any
of the legal proceedings surrounding his grandfather’s death so
this was his first visit to the law offices of Werner and Strench.
It was a plain office nestled in a business park just off the main
highway. As Darren entered he was greeted by a woman who appeared
old enough to be his mother. She sat behind a worn, wooden desk and
busied herself entering notes into a computer that looked like it
should have been put out of its misery years ago.

The woman noticed Darren as he moved to take
a seat along the wall. “You must be Mr. Blake. I’ll let Mr. Lerner
know that you are here. It will be just one moment.” She gave
Darren a warm smile. “Can I get you something to drink while you
wait? We have water, tea, and juice.”

“No thank you. I’m fine.” Darren was too
anxious to notice his thirst. His thoughts were consumed with
trying to figure out what reason there could possibly be for him to
be here.

The woman got up from her chair and walked
down the hall. Darren barely heard her knock on a door down the
hall and she returned shortly after with the same friendly look on
her face. “You can go on in, Mr. Blake. Mr. Werner’s office is at
the end of the hall on the right.”

Darren nodded appreciatively. “Thank
you.”

The door to the office was open, but Darren
knocked as he entered. “Ah Darren, come in. Have a seat, please.”
The man behind the desk welcomed him without even looking up. The
office was small and dimly lit, with books and notepads scattered
about. It looked quite similar to his office at home. There was no
noticeable order to the way these items were arranged, but Darren
guessed that Mr. Werner could find any object he desired within his
office in a matter of seconds.

As Darren was in the process of sitting down
Mr. Werner closed the notebook he was writing in and rose from his
seat to shake Darren’s hand. “So good to finally meet you, Darren.
I’ve heard so much about you from your parents that it’s hard to
believe that we haven’t met before now.” This statement caught
Darren a bit off guard, but he managed a polite smile. “They are
quite proud of you, you know? Your parents I mean. They’re always
telling tales of their son the writer. That must make you happy I
imagine.”

“Of course,” Darren replied. “What child
doesn’t want to make their parents proud?”

“I am sure you have questions as to why I
needed to meet with you, so let me get to the purpose of our
meeting. As executor of your grandfather’s will I had many
responsibilities to attend to, but since it has been several years
since his passing I am left with only one task to complete.” Mr.
Werner swiveled in his chair and removed something from one of the
drawers behind him. He turned back around and placed a wooden box
about the size of a common shoebox on his desk. “This box was your
grandfather’s Darren, and he left me with very clear instructions
on what to do with it. When you turned twenty five the box was to
go to you, and since you celebrated your twenty fifth birthday last
week I am now taking care of your grandfather’s lone outstanding
request. If you have any questions I’ll do my best to answer them
for you, but I am afraid you now know as much about this box as I
do.”

Darren struggled to find words as he sat
there staring at the box. Nothing about it stood out as
particularly unusual, but he could tell there was some history to
it. The box was faded and most of the edges were worn. Darren was
sure that it was handcrafted after looking it over. He could sense
an air of importance about the box, but it had to apply to the
contents as the exterior was quite plain. It looked to be very well
constructed but there were no designs or symbols of any kind
adorning it.

“Not much to look at is it?” Mr. Werner’s
question brought Darren’s thoughts back to the here and now.

“No, not really. Do you know how old it is?”
Darren did not expect an answer to his question.

“Unfortunately I don’t. Like I said, you now
know as much about this box as I do. Your grandfather’s will had
explicit instructions to keep it safe until you reached the age to
receive it. The only other note relating to the box was that it was
not to be opened by anyone but you. It has been kept in storage
until I retrieved it earlier this week to give to you, and it has
sat safely in that drawer ever since,” Mr. Werner said pointing
back at the drawer behind him.

Darren leaned in to take a closer look at the
box. He had a list of questions in his mind about this mystery box
that continued to grow. Darren wanted answers to his questions, but
he knew Mr. Werner’s office was not the place to seek them.
Whatever the story behind the box was, he could wait until he got
home to figure it out.

“Thank you very much for your time Mr.
Werner. I’m sure you must be busy and I don’t want to keep you from
your work any longer.”

“I have as much time for you as you need.
Your grandfather was a great man and a friend, and if caring for
this box helped to bring his soul even a small amount of peace than
I could not have been happier to do it.” There was a kind look in
Mr. Werner’s eyes and Darren was grateful for his words.

“I appreciate what you’ve done, and I know my
grandpa would have appreciated your service to our family.” Darren
stood up to shake Mr. Werner’s hand.

“You are too kind son. You actually remind me
a great deal of him. Maybe that’s why he wanted you to have this.”
Mr. Werner patted Darren’s arm and handed him the box. “Be sure to
tell your mother I said ‘Hello.’”

“I definitely will. Thanks again.” Darren
placed the box under his arm and exited the office. He gave a wave
to the woman at the front desk with his free hand as he passed
by.

“Have a nice day Mr. Blake.” The woman smiled
kindly as he opened the door to leave.

Darren gave her a nod and a returning grin as
he exited the building. “You too.”

Darren slid into his car and placed the box
gently on the passenger seat. For a moment he just sat there
staring at the box, debating on whether or not to open it right
then and there. He ultimately decided that anything his grandfather
had gone through such care to make sure he received was too
important to open in the parking lot of a small business park by
the highway. Satisfied this was the correct decision Darren started
his car and began the drive home.

Darren could not have offered a single detail
about the drive back to his house if asked. With his thoughts
almost completely focused on the box and what it could possibly
contain he was on auto-pilot the entire time. The one memory he had
was slowing down and taking one last look at his grandfather’s
grave as he passed the cemetery. He was unsure when he would visit
his resting place again, but he knew it would not take him another
seven years to do it.

As Darren entered his house he stepped over
the pile of mail lying just inside the front door and headed
straight for his office. Clearing a stack of notes and books off of
the coffee table at the side of the room he set the box down and
sat in the recliner next to it, the recliner that had once been his
grandfather’s. For a moment Darren just sat and thought back to
when he was young and would sit on his grandfather’s lap, in this
very chair, listening to all of his grandfather’s old stories. When
his grandfather ran out of stories of his own he would grab a book
off a shelf and read to Darren. It was in this chair, sitting with
his grandfather, that Darren Blake found his love for storytelling
and started down the path to becoming a writer. That was probably
the greatest gift Darren had ever gotten from his grandfather. As
it turned out there was still one more gift to be had.

Darren rocked forward in his chair and gave
the box one last inspection. He was beyond anxious to find out what
was in the box, but something still gave him pause. He glanced over
towards his desk at the picture of his grandfather and laughed.
It’s just a box Darren. Open the darned thing already!

There were no visible hinges on the box so
Darren tried lifting the top straight off, but to no avail. He then
tried to open the lid from the front, guessing that there were
hidden hinges built into the interior of the box, but he was again
unsuccessful. Darren felt around the edges of the box and found a
slight protrusion on either side. He pushed on them simultaneously
and the lid popped up. Darren lifted the top of the box the rest of
the way off with ease.

With the contents of the box now exposed,
Darren found himself staring at a folded note sitting on top of an
object wrapped in heavy, grey cloth. First things first,
Darren told himself as he removed and unfolded the note. The paper
simply read:

 


“Dear Darren,

Please keep this item near to you whenever possible,
and more importantly please keep it safe. When the time comes you
will know what to do.

Love,

Grandpa Donald”

 


Darren sat and gazed at the note. It was so
short and yet it had a tone of such importance that Darren could
not wait any longer to solve the mystery of what was in the box. He
reached to grab the piece of cloth and found it to be a pouch made
of the softest velvet he had ever felt. Sticking his hand into the
pouch he pulled out a metallic cube unlike anything he had ever
seen. The cube looked almost silver, or even platinum, except it
had a slight golden hue. It was perfectly smooth and did not have a
scratch or blemish of any kind on its surface. The most noticeable
quality of the cube was its weight. As near as Darren could tell
the item was a perfect cube with sides between three and four
inches in length, yet despite clearly being made of some type of
metal and feeling completely solid it weighed next to nothing.
Darren was dumbfounded by this strange item left to him by his
grandfather. For more than an hour he sat in his grandfather’s
chair examining the cube, trying to learn anything he could about
what it did or why it was given to him.

Darren would spend many more fruitless hours
like this in the coming months. Most time spent studying the cube
left him with as many questions as he started with, if not more.
Darren did as his grandfather asked though, he kept it safe. Since
he worked at home and rarely went out this was not hard to do. On
the odd occasion that he did have visitors he made sure to hide the
cube on a bookshelf. Darren did not like knowing so little about
his grandfather’s gift, but he knew that he must keep it to
himself. As time went by Darren found a single thought to give him
comfort; when the time comes I will know what to do.

 


***

 


Darren had fallen asleep in his office again.
This was a common occurrence as he was often up until the early
morning reading or writing. With his wife less than a month away
from giving birth to their first child, Darren seemed to find
himself sleeping on the sofa in his office more frequently than
normal of late as it was preferable to waking his wife while
slipping into bed. This may have been their first pregnancy, but it
did not take Darren long to figure out that his wife’s sleep took
priority over his comfort.

On this particular night Darren had fallen
asleep in his grandfather’s recliner with a pen and a couple of
notepads strewn across his lap. He sat up and tried to gain a sense
of just how late, or early, it was. It took a few moments before he
gathered himself and noticed the glowing light coming from his
bookshelf. Not long after this he heard the buzzing sound. It was
low pitched, constant, and just loud enough to be audible. Darren
was not sure if it was the light, the buzzing, or simply discomfort
that had awakened him, but it began to matter little as he started
to focus on the light.



Darren rubbed his eyes, placed the notebooks
from his lap on the floor so he could get up, and stumbled over to
the bookshelf. As he neared the shelf he discovered that the light
was coming from behind a stack of books that was almost at eye
level. Darren removed the books from the shelf and there behind
them was his grandfather’s cube, glowing like a miniature star.

It must have been at least four years since
Darren hid the cube behind those books, and almost as long since he
had last thought about it. For a moment he stood there basking in
the brilliant glow of the cube. Aside from the light it shone
forth, the cube looked unchanged and as pristine as the day he
received it. Slowly Darren reached out his right hand to remove the
cube from the shelf. It was cool to the touch and as light as he
remembered. Almost instantly a flash of light burst out from the
cube in all directions and then a single beam of teal light shot
out towards the north. Again the words from his grandfather’s
letter echoed in his thoughts. When the time comes you will know
what to do. As if a long dormant seed in his mind finally
sprouted, it became clear to Darren what he needed to do. I must
follow the beam and take the cube to where it wants to go.

This night was not the first in which Darren
had questioned his sanity, but even in his current mental state he
was not crazy enough to wake a woman who was over eight months with
child. Darren needed to do this on his own. He knew in his heart
that was what his grandfather had intended all along. Besides, he
did not know where the cube was planning to take him and he dared
not risk his wife, pregnant or not, on a journey to some unknown
place in the middle of the night. Quickly and quietly Darren
slipped on his shoes, grabbed a jacket and his car keys, and snuck
out the door with cube in hand.

The current time was still a mystery to
Darren, but thankfully the hour seemed late enough that nobody else
was out and about. He got into his car, placed the cube on the
center console and pulled out of his driveway. Even with the roads
devoid of any traffic, driving was no small task at first as Darren
struggled to reconcile the path the cube would have him take and
the ones the roads made available to him. Before too long Darren
found himself heading north on the freeway up the coast with the
beam perfectly aligned with the road ahead.

It was almost an hour before Darren noticed
any deviation in the direction the beam was pointing. As he
continued to make his way north the beam slowly veered left towards
the coast until finally it was perpendicular to the freeway. Darren
exited the freeway and followed the roads until he got as close to
the shoreline as they would allow. Certain he had not yet reached
his final destination he parked his car, grabbed the cube, and set
off on foot. It was still a couple hours before sunrise and the
beam was easy to follow in the dark. If anything Darren feared it
was so easy to see that it would attract the attention of someone
in one of the nearby beach houses scattered along the coastline.
Luckily they were few and their inhabitants had all been asleep for
hours.

Darren was quickly forced to abandon the
footpath as he continued in the exact direction the beam was
leading him. He waded through plants and over dunes until he found
himself only a few feet from the cold waters of the Pacific.
Suddenly the beam went out and another burst of light pulsed from
the cube. Darren immediately came to a stop. Panicked he looked all
around and was relieved to not see any unwanted guests on the beach
with him. A few minutes went by as he stood quietly on the beach
taking in the sounds and smells of the sprawling ocean before
him.

The night was so calm that Darren should have
noticed the figure rising from the water in front of him right
away, but he did not. He was so lost in the moment, partly because
of the serenity of the beach and partly due to being understandably
tired, that the figure was almost completely out of the water
before Darren became aware of its presence. It had to be at least
eight feet tall, but that was not its only quality that told Darren
it was not human. It wore a full body suit unlike anything Darren
had ever seen, except maybe in science fiction movies, and its
limbs were disproportionally long compared to its torso. Darren’s
instinct was to run but he could not make himself, so he continued
to stare at the figure as it stood towering over him less than
three feet away.

The figure was soon joined by two companions
who looked identical to the first in every way. As Darren slowly
started to back away the one closest to him held up a six fingered
hand imploring him to stop. Without a thought Darren found himself
ceasing his retreat up the beach. As Darren came to a stop the
figure reached up and removed the tinted helmet from its suit.
Darren found himself looking right into a pale, slender face with
four piercing, black eyes, no nose, and what Darren could only
describe as the most unique smile he had ever seen.

Thinking back later, Darren was pretty sure
this was the exact moment when he should have dropped the cube and
ran for it. The creature began to talk to Darren in a language he
could not understand using sounds that he would never be able to
accurately recreate or even adequately describe. Darren shrugged
and gestured to his ears, trying his best to convey that he could
not understand what was being said to him. The creature smiled
again and gave a slight bow as it tapped away at a keypad on its
right forearm.

“My apologies. I was asking you where is the
human Donald Blake. You are not him, correct?”

Darren’s jaw dropped and he struggled to move
or make a sound of any kind, let alone formulate an actual response
to the question he had been asked. Not only was Darren on a beach
in the middle of the night talking to a creature that was clearly
from another world, but apparently it knew his grandfather. It was
a lot to take in. “Ummmm, no… Donald Blake was my grandpa. My name
is Darren.” Darren was pleased with himself for managing to get
that statement out.

“We are not familiar with this term. Please
explain grandpa.”

“Well, uh, let me see. Grandpa is another
word for grandfather. Your grandfather is the father of your
father. So, my father was Gerald Blake and his father was Donald
Blake. So Donald Blake is my grandpa.”

“I think I am in understanding. You are of
the progeny of Donald Blake.”

“Yes, that is correct.” Darren could still
not believe what was going on, but he was surprisingly calm
nonetheless.

“We thank you for this knowledge. We also
thank you for keeping the Tallath safe for us.”

“The Tallath? I don’t understand.”

“It is the object you hold in your hand. It
was given to Donald Blake to keep safe. We have come to retrieve it
from him. Yet it is you that brings it to us.” The creature gave
Darren another smile that was filled with warmth unlike any he had
ever felt.

“Yes. My grandpa asked me to take care of it
for him after he died.” Saying these words caused Darren to gain a
new perspective on how much trust his grandfather had placed in him
and it was hard to keep his emotions in check.

“So Donald Blake has died? This saddens us.
He was a valued ally. They will sing songs of his service on our
home world. They will do the same of yours as well Darren
Blake.”

“So you knew my grandpa?” The thought of this
was exciting to Darren on so many levels and he struggled to get
past it. He could not help but wonder what kind of stories his
grandfather had kept secret from him.

“We knew Donald Blake much as we now know
you. You and he will both be recorded in our history as Keepers of
the Tallath. It is a very high honor.”

“So this, Tallath…” Darren tried to wrap his
head around the situation. “You hid it with my grandpa, and now you
need it back?”

“That is correct. The time for us to use the
Tallath has come. When our task is complete your galaxy and many
others will once again be safe.”

This statement sent a chill through Darren.
“Are we not safe now?”

“At this precise moment? Yes and no. My kind
guards your galaxy and many others like it from armies that would
stamp them out as you would a small flame. Long have wars raged far
from here, yet ever growing closer. Now though, we can use the
Tallath and secure peace for all under our watch forever.”

“What does the Tallath do? Is it a
weapon?”

“The Tallath itself is not a weapon, but we
do have weapons that can harness its power. To fully explain would
take far more time than we can afford. Hopefully you will be calmed
to know that you are holding one of the most powerful tokens of
this existence and we can use it to preserve your world from
complete destruction.”

Darren could not help but laugh at that. “Oh
yes, that is quite calming,” he said sarcastically.

“That is most excellent.” The creature held
out its large hand. “We must depart now. May I have the
Tallath?”

“Of course,” Darren said without hesitation.
He took one last look at the cube before placing it in the hand
outstretched before him.

The three figures turned and started walking
back towards the ocean. Before putting his helmet back on, the one
Darren had spoken with turned back towards him. “Thank you for
completing this task Darren Blake. Your world owes you a great
debt.” The figure then put his helmet on and the three creatures
disappeared into the surf.

For a while Darren just sat in the sand
waiting for any sign of the visitors he had just met, but none
came. As the sun started to sneak out from behind the hills to the
east Darren knew he should get home before his wife started to
worry. His thoughts bounced back and forth between the amazing
creatures he had met and his grandfather the entire drive home. He
was so lost in his thoughts that the hour long drive seemed almost
instantaneous. As he walked through the front door his wife was
there to greet him.

“You know if you are going to sneak out in
the middle of the night you could at least bring back breakfast.”
She wrapped her arms around him and kissed his cheek. “So where’d
you run off to anyway?”

Darren just smiled. “Nowhere important. I
just had to take care of something for my grandpa.”
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