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Liberated 
by Christine Gauthier 

I'm standing at the edge, 
Arms widespread 
Gazing at the serene, blue water below 
Take a breath 
My toes grip the grassy hill beneath my feet 
Close my eyes 
I am at peace 
Thoughts of freedom ease my mind 

Stepping forward 
I break the chains 
which held me down 

One step, one link-self-doubt 
Breaks 
Another step, another link-insecurity 
Snaps 
The third step, the fmal step-before the plunge 
Fear releases its hold 

Raise my arms above my head 
Arching downward into a sea of stars 
Reflections from the sky 
Cradled in the ocean's powerful embrace 
Washed clean of sorrow and repression 

I kick my feet upward 
Explode to the surface 
Journey to the shore 
Stepping confidently onto the sand 

Liberated-! can breathe again 
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I see you America 
dormant 
dappled amongst 
supermarket shoppers 
dish-worn hands 
milling carts 

American Hit Single 
by Amanda Grefski 

rolling mesh chrome cattle 
through the labeled labyrinth 
of isles 

America I see 
your iris bloom a watercolor blue 
wild violets and cornflowers 
frame dew-dropped lashes 
calloused yellow 
translucent elbow turbines 
scrub faster 
Promise to be better 
Promise next time 
always next time 

America you watch 
bones crack 
into an electric shower 
of luminous splinters 
like frrework displays 
structures fade 
etching its 
silhouette on the far 
end of your iris 
hip-slung baby 
keening 

America, 
rusted car bleeds 
the rusted lies of Lite FM 
Come away with me, 
We'll steal away into the night 
each hit single sings lies 
Hold on, we're halfway there 
We've got each other, Babe 
each single hit 
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Break on Through 
by Jessica K. Bacon 

Jim Morrison traveled Blake's road, 
excessing his way to the palace of wisdom. 
My road seems to travel in a loop, 
no breakthrough palace waiting for me. 
Every word leads back to one room. 
Blank pages with the best intentions 
become populated with the same people, places ... 
even a poem about sneaking Ex-Lax 
into the prom queen's drink is about Dad 
or how we lived in a garage for a year. 
The meowing cat in this one is my grandmother 
telling me Wild Trukey in a wine glass would help. 
Like a child, I can't resist picking my scabs, 
hoping the blood will be a different color this time. 
My angst is my Siamese twin-
I'd love to be alone, but the separation 
might leave me with nothing to say. 

Photograph by Coree Reuter 
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My Nightmare 
by Christoph A. Nowaczyk 

I awake from a nightmare, 
in my dream I saw millions of people 
suffering because of me. 

Their way of life destroyed to make way 
for my ideals. Their culture twisted to fit the 
template I set forth. 

My God replaced their own, 
my concept of right and wrong, 
my view of life itself that contradicted 
everything they stood for, was now law. 

When they fought to hold onto their past 
or to take back what I have raped from them, 
I slaughtered them mercilessly. 

In my dream I could not understand why they fought me; 
I brought them freedom, freedom from ignorance, 
freedom from fear, freedom having to make their own decisions, I was their 
liberator. 

Then reality began to sink in, 
I have done this all over the world, 
using a different name each time. 

I have destroyed millions in the name of good, God, and gold. I see the truth I 
was afraid to accept, 
I am civilization. 
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The Rain of Love 
ByOsei Long 

The rain oflove is embodied in me 
I want it, reign love, set me free 
yes, the reigns oflove have captured me 
I hope that love will rain indefmitely 

take me from the inside out and find 
that heart, that soul, and that mind 
have fixated on a pretense of a kind 
'cause it's got no oource or direct line 

I feel you, hear you, touch and even taste 
as the sea within me is roars and boils with rage 
the thoughts; they follow the eyebrows raised 
attempting to convict my soul of waste 

Nochoes (not his) not time for this 
the holes become real and impossible to resist 
I hide and hurt and snap out of the mist 
only to have even more of that rain that persists 

Photograph by Coree Reuter 
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Realistic romance 
Romantic realism 
Inseparable extremes 
Unified schisms 

Heads or Tails 
by Jon Peterson 

Con men and artists can't live together 
Steel against steaL. can't make things better. 
Two sides of the coin, are in fact, one 
Who once was the father, is now the son. 

Photograph by Coree Reuter 
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Helen's Mother Prays Out Loud 
by Amanda Grefski 

Helen's mother prays out loud 
her silence 
was eaten by the lion 
swimming in her blood 
now sores roar 
weep loudly 
against her neighbor's backs 
and into the street 

Helen's slight legs 
race the flies 
they are faster 
nestling in the comers of her mother's moving lips 

As Helen's mother prays out loud 
Helen dreams 
of translucent orange bottles 
with a blue and white chrysalis 
inside 
like the ones on western TV· 
like the ones from dusty trailers 
where bodies make serpents outside its ruddy mouth 
where doctors say 
immune deficiency 
virus 
fatal 
words that strain to fit 
into the tiny canals of 
Helen's five-year-old ears 

Helen's mother prays out loud 
into the street 
and above the circling dust 
she hopes the lion will hear her 
Please, eat slowly 
she begs 
Helen is so small 
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Escape 
by Jessica K. Bacon 

Guided by the moonlight 
I ran toward the river 
clutching my baby to my chest, 
my hands melting into her. 

I could hear them chasing me, 
hunting me with whips ready, 
hounds baying while I prayed 
for freedom. 

Six of my babies already sold 
like animals at the market. 
A mother reduced to a wet-nurse, 
my milk stolen by Master's child. 

I reached the river's edge, 
plunged into its freedom, 
water caressing and removing the brand, 
and swam until we reached heaven. 

Getting the Mail 
by Jessica K. Bacon 

The pastel card proudly announced new life, 
taunting me as I stood bythe mailbox. 
With an ache that was almost love, I saw 
rows of protesters accusing murder. 
Chiaroscuro Image, forgive me. 
Tarots declared three children ... are you One? 
You live only in my memory, child 
made on a night that began with no rose. 
Sleet pelts me now, stinging, just like that day 
I left the clinic hollow, repentant. 
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life's Blessings 
by Christine Gauthier 

The blessings in life are so very few 
A lifetime of love and laughter 
are among the most cherished 

Lasting love 
Siblings-

Will forever be held dear 
Life has not been easy 

We've journeyed a difficult path 

I often wished that I could have a sister 
that I could talk to, as other people do 

Only now do I realize how fortunate I was 
to have a sister for twenty-two years 

Never forget 
Never regret 

I was given the gift of compassion and understanding 

My heart aches and I grieve 
Though I know that you're journeying to a better place 

than here on Earth 

I walked across a grassy field, so vivid and green, 
and wondered, 

Is this what you encounter in Heaven? 

It was just the way the sun shone down, 
Casting everything, even me 

in a warm, hazy glow 
Maybe you're walking that path right now 

Far away from here 

We will think of you always 
No matter what the circumstances, 

when the bond of siblings exists 
it is strong and eternal 

May you be at peace 

In loving memory of Cherie Antoinette Gauthier 
10-17-1980-12-25-2006 
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Spirits 
by Monconjay Woewiyu 

There are no such things as good people 
And bad people, white people, black people 
Democrats, Republicans, Christians, Muslims, Jews, 
Buddhists, agnostics, terrorists, atheists 
Hoes, scanks, playas, friends, foes, saints, 
Crips, bloods, geniuses, crooks and fools 
This world is but a physical enclosure 
Of live and dead corpses pursuing 
Religion, superstition and four-leaf clovers 
Controlled by an uncontrollable force of movement 
Deep inside of our bodies it's hustling 
Functioning ... doctors can't fmd it 
The scientist says it's nothing man 
It's immortal in the sense that space and time is 
We're animals ... animals don't think we feel 
We feel what we think is the most ideal 
And if it seems surreal 
We can't believe it's real 
So we follow the ideas of the "genius" fields 
That's sciences ... mathematics ... 
And forget about English 
Understand this ... the poet is not the one 
Coming up with the lyrics 
Every warm blooded mammal 
Has more than blood flowing 
And even cold blooded ones 
Have other forms brewing 
There's a difference b/w intentions 
And divine dimensions 
Not labeling our existence 
But governing what we do within it 
For instance, is a serial killer really evil? 
Or for some reason he can't help killing people 
Could he be the sequel of many sequels? 
A possession of the physical but yet it's infmite 
Is a saint really righteous? 
Doing good his whole life 
Or does he carry the soul of pro-Christ poltergeist 
Roll the dice, live you life 
At the end you'll fmd out 
It's not the labels we're given 
But what's inside that counts 
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A Clearing in the Woods 
by Mary Newell, Ph. D. 

Trampling in thick woods 
Multi-toned leaves drifting, settling, crunching underfoot 
Trees, shrubs, more trees 
Cushioned in auburn needles 
Rough bark caressed by spongy moss 

And suddenly there's a clearing, 
A grassy open field 
Lit by a radiant sun 
And the ribs expand 
As the breath slows and deepens 
And the thoughts clear 
And the sunlight 
Enters. 

Bom-ing 

Some say we have doubles 
in the other half of space 
an other self or self-to-be ... 

like the jaunty yellow waterlily-bud 
swishing its shawl 
atop a splayed-heart pad 
whose fringed edges 
echo the ripples of the lake 

where the lily's blinking reflection 
unmakes the bud 
even as the flower is being born. 
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Sunset on the Nile 
by E. DeStefano 

Lucky to escape the city heat. 
An invitation to 
A country retreat. 

Passing hours beneath swaying palms, 
The light slowly changes, 
The evening calms. 

Oxen graze, their work is now done. 
Shadows by the river; 
A vanishing sun. 

Birds fly off to a hidden site. 
The earth becomes silent. 
The day turns to night. 

Glad to be touched by a cool breeze. 
The cows in the distance; 
A landscape at ease. 
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Vivid colors, 
Rearranged in endless patterns; 
They reveal an eternity of seasons. 
Forever changing ... 
Yet some things still the same. 
The patterns oflife, of people and a place; 
Patterns evoking wonder, charm and mystery; 
These are all here. 
The place to which I'd come a stranger ... 

Where brilliant faces smile; 
And friends not hard to find. 
Where secret places still are found, 
And quiet times abound. 
Where patterns oflight, color and texture, 
Come together in stirring harmony. 
A lively Kaleidoscope of change and movement 
Against a backdrop of timeless landscape and ancient dignity. 
The place to which I'd come a stranger, 
And am no longer so. 
Egypt. 

- E. DeStefano 
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Why? 
by Christoph A. Nowaczyk 

Why is it that I can be surrounded by people 
every day of my life, and yet, feel completely 
Alone. 

Humanity is a selfish creature that survives 
without the concept of empathy, only the 
I 

You claim to have high moral values, until 
I ask you for help, then all you can say is 
Wait. 

You call me drunk, druggy, and burden, but 
once I was one of you. Now what am I living 
For? 

Hypocrites, who say they follow Jesus, do you 
wonder which of us will walk with him after 
Death? 
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Denominators of the Common Lot 
by Mary Newell, Ph. D. 

I'm at 125 street train 
station again 
And the girl pumping up the stairs 
Thin, wispy bleached dishwater blond 
Straggly hair curling more in the damp 
Elk-like legs 
European accent 
maybe Italian 
Doesn't know which track 
And we relay to the woman stomping behind her 
Whose voice announces 
Jamaica, I think, 
light smile, serene and confident 
thick black curls surrounding solid shoulders. 
They're wearing the same color sweaters 
This year's apple green on different skins 
Tight and half buttoned 
and they don't know each other 
But now we all know 
at least 
Which track is which. 

Me, I'm in basic brown, 
with freckles as always 
And I sit with my backpack full 
of my dissertation draft 
And the guy next to me 
has a cloud around him 
far-off muted eyes. 
But it's raining 
On everyone 
And somehow I say, to the sky, 
how my pack is not waterproof 
And my very important papers 
are, well, 
Damp. 

And he's not citified totally I guess because he 
Doesn't do that wooden thing, 
He laughs, and pretty soon 
we're talking about laughing in the rain- him-
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and singing- me, altho 
I hate to admit 
To a cliche. 

He's going to the DMV in Yonkers 
And I'm going home to revise my chapters. 
And he gets on the Brewster train. 
And the girl gets on the orange train -
I guess she's a woman really, 
Tho so unsure. 

And I'm still waiting 
dampness soaking through my skin, 
Watching the drizzle 
Clean New York. 

And now that I've written down their surfaces 
They're gone 
Leaving, 
As far as I can tell, 
no traces 
at the station. 
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The Interloper 
by Frances Applequist 
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Colette arrived a few minutes ahead of her friend, Nancy. She made 
herself comfortable in their usual booth and the round little waitress with a big 
smile brought her coffee. "Thanks, Ruby." As she breathed in 1he aroma of 
hazelnut, Colette watched Ruby walk away. 

"Excuse me. Are you Colette?" A tall stranger peaked out from under a 
wreath of bleached blond hair, tortured into ringlets and sprayed into position 
around her face. The collar of her tight red blouse cut deep into her cleavage, 
and perfect legs hung below her black mini-skirt. Colette guessed that the 
woman might be in her early thirties, the harsh make-up made her look older. 
The clothes made her look like an older person trying to look young. 

Colette looked into the woman's green eyes. "Yes, and you are?" 
The intruder slid into the opposite side of the booth, "I've come to tell 

you that your husband, Ben, is having an affair." 
Colette wished she heard wrong, but knew what the woman had said. 

The stranger's edgy and expectant expression made Colette cautious. "With 
whom?" 

"Excuse me?" 
"With whom is Ben having an affair?" 
"You can't stop it" 
Colette thought about Ben: his teaching full time, taking classes, 

tutoring, writing books, and working on alumni activities. "When?" 
"What?" 
"When do you meet?" 
"What difference does it make? The woman shivered. "We meet on 

your school night." 
Colette felt the answer like a punch in the gut. She'd been taking one 

college course a semester for three years, ever since her youngest, Keenu, 
started high schooL "How long has it been going on?" 

The woman faltered. "Two years." 
"What did you do the semester I took off?" 
"Huh?" 
"The semester I didn't take a class. When did you meet?" 
"We meet after Ben's classes, too." 
"So, the semester I took off you and Ben squeezed time after his class, 

before he came home?'' 
"Yes ... " 
"When was that?" 
Silence. 
Colette thought it over for a moment before speaking. "How did you 

and my husband get together on my school nights, when he was with the 
children while I was in class?" 
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"What's wrong with you? I'm sleeping with your husband and you are 

acting like an accountant. No wonder Ben wants me, instead of you." 
The woman's extreme makeup and clothing made Colette's straight 

body, light touches of makeup, and do-its-own-thing hair seem plain. Colette 
caught her breath and scolded herself. No, she thought, if Ben's cheating on me 
it isn't about hair spray. She took a long, slow breath and, one vertebra at a time, 
straightened her spine. Then she took another deeper breath. She needed to 
unravel the tangle in her mind. Had she left her husband drifting? Did Ben need 
to reach for someone else? Colette made love with passion, shared Ben's goals 
and laughter, challenged his ideas, and partnered with him in his quest for 
knowledge. She looked at the woman in front of her. "What do you talk about 
together?" 

"Talk? We have better things to do than talk." 
Colette felt the barb pierce her chest. She needed to breathe again and 

to keep her focus. If Ben had strayed, she could see it as a betrayal or she could 
make it the beginning of change. She could walk away or she could offer to 
work with Ben to heal the marriage. No, Colette thought, this doesn't feel true. 
Ben's rhythmic voice might attract this woman but would his philosophical 
musings hold her? Would she sit over Saturday morning coffee and discuss 
self-creation or multidimensional realities? Or lie in bed talking about the 
quantum physics of religion? She forced herself to stare at the woman and speak 
slowly, "What do you talk about?" 

"What's wrong with you? Ben and I have sex: hot, funky, kinky sex!" 
The woman's voice rose to a near shriek, attracting the attention of other patrons. 

The waitress refilled Colette's cup. 
"Ruby, please bring my guest a cup of coffee." 
The woman objected "I don't want ... " 
"Bring it anyway." 
The waitress glared at the newcomer and left. 
Colette knew Ben. "Where do you make love?" 
The stranger screeched, "You're horrible! You are cold, hard, and 

impossible to love. Don't you have one ounce of real emotion in you?" 
"Where?" 
"Everywhere! On my kitchen table, in the shower, on the living room 

floor, in the back seat of your car! Are you happy now?" 
Colette leaned back and remembered her and Ben's first years together 

when their blood boiled and lust felt like their own invention: a time when 
thinking about each other produced almost unbearable fire. Even then Ben 
insisted on soft music, fragranced candlelight, and the romance of their bedroom. 
Of course it was possible that Ben had grown bored and needed more. Yet, it 
still came down to Ben's honesty--if Ben loved someone else he would not be 
with Colette. Colette watched the woman fidget and glance at the door. Just 
then, the waitress slammed down the fresh cup of coffee in front of the stranger, 
sloshing spots on the woman's clothes. The interloper flinched, but did not try to 
clean the spots. 
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Colette watched the woman's eyes shift toward the clock. Colette 

looked too, and it made her wonder ifNancy forgot their meeting. That started 
her thinking about Nancy. Nancy and Colette used their Tuesday night dinners to 
sift through the legal quagmire ofNancy's pending divorce from Dean. They 
analyzed the way her lawyer's advice sometimes contradicted her therapist's 
advice, and discussed the Machiavellian tactics her husband's lover had used to 
keep Nancy in turmoil. Colette remembered Nancy saying that her husband's 
lover had left things in her bathroom for her to fmd, and left things in the back 
seat of Dean's car for the children to innocently bring to Nancy. The woman 
had even called Nancy's house pretending to be Dean's secretary and asking for 
information for his bio. 

The stranger pushed the coffee cup aside. "Well?" 
Colette could see the other woman woman's nerves fraying. Nancy was 

late. Dean's mistress liked playing head-games. Colette never met Dean's lover, 
but Colette felt her suspicion growing. 

The blond drummed her long, plastic fingernails on the table, snapping 
one off and unveiling an undamaged, and beautifully manicured real nail. She 
tugged on the frilly cuff of her sleeve. The sleeves were a little too short for her 
long, graceful arms. "I've had enough," the young woman snapped, "I'm 
leaving. You just remember when you sleep with Ben that he's wishing he was 
with me." She began to slide out of the booth. 

Colette decided to trust Ben. She smiled. "When you see Dean .... " 
The woman, half out of the booth, wobbled and froze. Half-sitting, half

standing, she grabbed the table for support. 
Colette continued, " ... tell him I'm going to stick by Nancy. You are both 

trying to devastate my friend mentally, emotionally, and legally ... but I will 
stand by her every step of the way: helping her to keep her balance. She's going 
to walk into that courtroom steady as a rock and show the judge what a good 
person she is. I doubt that you or Dean can do the same." 

The woman stood up and looked at her watch, then at the door. "I don't 
know what you're talking about. Tell Ben I sent my love." 

While the woman hurried past the restrooms and out the back door of 
the restaurant, Colette thanked the waitress for refreshing her cup and took an 
extra breath, inhaling the aroma. 

"Sorry, I'm late." Nancy sighed. 
Colette looked up at her friend's tear-streaked face. 
"That creature left a message on my answering machine. She wanted 

me to be the one who checked the messages, first. She wanted me to know that 
they were getting together later tonight. Dean denied it and we had a terrible 
argument. Sometimes I think I'm loosing my mind." 

Colette reached out and touched her friend's hand, "When you get 
through this, you're going to know how strong you are. Sit down and relax. 
We'll have a nice dinner and talk about your testimony." 



Forgotten One 
by Denise Kielce 
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Her alarm went off and it took all the energy she had to not throw the 

deafening box off the nightstand. She hated getting up early and dreaded the day 
which awaited her. To her it was the end of a never positive awakening. She 
groaned as she dragged herself out of bed, swung her feet over the bed and 
placed them on the hard, cold floor. She felt the warmth of the water embrace 
her as she turned on the shower- the only solace ofher entire day. She dried her 
jet-black waist-length hair, straightened it with her flatiron and then neatly 
applied black mascara and eyeliner. Her darkened features and black rimmed 
glasses certainly accentuated the beauty of her pale face. Without eating 
breakfast, she ran out the door to another day of monotony. 

She arrived at work, a fairly typical job, analyzing statistics in a cubicle 
on an upper floor of a city skyscraper. Every day was mechanical-methodical
routine. She hated change. No one cared to associate with her especially since 
she was too shy to initiate conversation herself. Even the strange newcomer at 
work, obviously an intelligent addition to the 'team,' had wanted nothing to do 
with her. She was just another employee, a number in an ever advancing 
company which cared only about profit sharing and revenue. No one cared about 
her. She didn't do anything special and could be replaced by another in the blink 
of an eye; a fate which would be realization soon enough. 

After work, on her way back home from the office, she would walk 
through the park. She would stop to sit on the old warn wooden park bench, 
stained of coffee, cigarette burn marks, and chewed gum, to watch the people 
around her- creating elaborate stories of their lives in her mind. She would 
watch couples walk by hand-in-hand, siblings quarrel, parents yelling, joggers 
and dog walkers listening to music and talking amongst one another. She often 
wondered if they too were holding onto a life of despair. She never stayed at the 
park long. Too much pain surrounded her. 

She unlocked the door to her third-story apartment and threw her keys 
on the kitchen counter. She shuffled through the mail: two bills and an overdue 
notice from the library. She glanced down at her answering machine. No new 
messages. Another birthday had come and gone. It wasn't as if she was 
expecting any cards or birthday wishes. She rarely ever received mail to begin 
with. She threw the mail on the counter and poured herself a glass of red wine. 
She would just have to celebrate by herself. She picked up the remote from the 
coffue table and turned on the television. She flipped through the channels 
looking for a comical movie, but was inundated instead with an abundance of 
romantic chic flicks. Normally, she would let her mind wander in the fantastical 
wonderland that the movie created, but today this seemed to drive her further 
into depression. It served as a reminder of her loneliness. Frustrated, she 
slammed her fist on the top of the set. The picture darkened and there was a 
slight burning smell which emitted from the wires in the back of the set. She 
threw down the remote and let out a deep sigh as tears began to sprout from her 
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eyes. Nothing would ever be perfect for her. She would never have friends, meet 
the perfect guy, or have a successful occupation. None of it would happen to 
her. None of her magical dreams would come true. It was all out of her reach . 

. . . . . . She was always alone. It wasn't as if she chose to live a life of 
solitude. It was just in the cards she was dealt. No one to care for, no one to 
come home to, no one to depend on, no one to love. Damn fate. Just as she 
convinced others so easily, she was beginning to convince herself. No one cared 
whether she came or went. It mattered not. Not to anyone. Not even to her. She 
always felt alone. She always was. Alone. 

No one even knew she was gone. Easily replaced at work. Her 
compulsively organized apartment was soon put up for rent. Every sign of life, 
extinguished. She was so young. No one came to her funeral. No friends. No 
family. For there never was more woe on that cold day in January as only a 
single daisy was placed on her wooden casket. Life, it seems, does not have 
happy endings. I know ... because I was there. 

Photograph by Coree Reuter 



Acheron 
by Logan Ball 
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They set out at about midnight in a 97 Honda. Their destination: north. 

The weather had been favorable, though cold and dark. The moon lit their way 
when it wasn't hidden by clouds, and the headlights provided dull illumination 
ahead. When they reached Vermont, the pine trees that rose up the mountain on 

the sides of the road were given gleaming silver tops by the lunar light. 
Maxim drove. He'd been driving for hours. The dashboard lacked a 

radio or clock, courtesy of some punks in Philadelphia, the price he paid for 
visiting a friend at Drexel. He knew the trip took about seven or eight hours, and 

it felt to have been about five. He departed at eleven PM. He was hungry. 
In New Jersey, he was used to an exit every mile or so, on this 

highway, so far north, the next exit was fifteen miles away. A sign told him a 

diner was at that exit. With the grace of God, it would be an all night one. 
Maxim shoved the sleeping mass in the passenger seat. There was a snort, a 
mumble, some movement, then nothing. Maxim shoved again. 

"Wake up, man!" he said. The bald man's eyes opened. He gasped for 
air as a startled man does when woken out of a sound sleep, looked out the 
windows, then at Maxim. 

"We're not there yet," he yawned. "Why am I awake?" 
"I'm hungry, I'm sure you are too, Charles." 
"Right." Charles stretched himself out. "I hate you." After a moment of 

silence, the two laughed. Their friendship had been forged by time, tested by 
drama, and strengthened by tragedy, and even a certain love. 

The diner, Maxim found, had its lights on and an empty parking lot. He 

could clearly see a waitress cleaning tables through the windows. He parked 
right in front, a luxury he's never privy to. The neon sign read; "Acheron's 
Diner." How clever, Maxim thought. 

"Come on Charles, let's ... good Christ, wake up!" He slapped Charles 
on his bald head. Charles opened his eyes, rubbing them. 

"Why be so rough, man?" He opened his door and got out. 
"Spare the rod, spoil the child," Maxim responded, laughing slightly. 
"You forget who's older." They both closed their doors and walked 

toward the diner. 
"Only by two years," Maxim, at twenty-two years of age said. 
"I should still smack you around." Charles opened the door and swung 

it wide. The waitress saw them enter and greeted them immediately, guiding 

them to a window seat and dropping menus in front of them. 
"Drinks?" she asked. Maxim eyed her nametag. It had the word 

"Winter" written on it. 
"Coffee," Charles said. "Black ... extra black if you can." 
"Same, just bring creamers with it, if you could," added Maxim. Winter 

scribbled on her notepad. 
"Back in a sec," she said, and went to get their drinks. 
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There was a silence. The next thing they would speak of was their 

reason for this journey to Vermont. The subject was sensitive, the unconscious 
void between them begged that it would be approached in an innocent, off
center manner. 

"It's been a year," Charles said, failing at that void's request. 
"I'm very aware. Had I half a chance, it would have been much sooner, 

but your parents wouldn't allow it." 
"They had their reasons," Charles was quick to retort. 
"They hate me." Maxim was just as quick with his sarcasm. 
"Yes, they do, let's not forget some of the shit you've said ... " Maxim 

cut him off by leaning forward. 
"The phone call, what did they say?" Maxim's inquiry re-welcomed the 

silence. Winter returned with their coffees. They placed their meal orders. More 
silence. 

"Well, that's why we're going," Charles said. 
"I'm no fool, my instinct told me that." He stared at Charles' eyes. The 

intense gaze replaced the need for threats. Maxim's light brown eyes shone with 
kindness normally, but as Charles stared into them, he realized it was time to tell 
him what he needed to know. 

"The doctors," Charles began slowly, pausing every few moments, 
"had to take her to the emergency room because she was found, in her room, 
with cuts on her back." 

"Who did that to her?!" Maxim's voice was raised, his face twisted in 
instant fury. 

"Calm down." Charles was glad the place was empty. "They say it was 
self-inflicted." 

sense." 
"How does a girl in a padded room cut her own back?! That makes no 

"She's not in a padded room, Maxim ... " 
"You know what I mean." 
"They say ... " He was interrupted by Winter, returning with their food. 
"Keep it down please?" she asked. "I know no one else is here, but it is 

four in the morning." She was kind. She could have been a bitch to them and 
been in the right. She spoke logically instead of emotionally, so Maxim, even in 
his frustrated state, was kind in return. 

"Sorry, just one of those mornings, and we're en route to Vermont for a 
few days." He took a bite of his meal. 

"I'll tug at his leash if he acts up again," Charles said, laughing slightly. 
"What's in Vermont?" she asked. 
"My sister; his girlfriend," Charles said. 
"Up at college or something?" 
"Something," Maxim replied, facing his meal. Charles felt the need to 

step in and counter his friend's rudeness. 
"She's in a hospital We're going to visit." 
"Forgive my curiosity, but why's she there?" 



30 
"Is this what happens at four in the morning?" Maxim asked. "You get 

bored and talk to the few customers you get?" 
"Maxim," Charles said, tugging at his friend's leash. "As far as I'm 

concerned, you're a guest here. Behave and be nice to the cute waitress." 
Maxim apologized to Winter as she pulled up an extra chair and sat 

down with the two. 
"It's a sad story," Charles began. "About a year and a half ago, my 

sister began developing the symptoms of Schizophrenia. We're not talking about 
multiple personalities; that's a misunderstanding. We're talking about hearing 

sounds that don't exist. She couldn't form sentences properly after a few weeks, 
but it was when she started having catatonic episodes that we really got 
worried." 

"Jesus, I thought things like this only happened in movies." 

"Oh, I'm not done." Charles was smiling. It was a strange smile, one 
that said he'd been through this for far too long and developed a strange 

personality quirk, one Winter couldn't identify yet, but it was in that smile. 
"You see, we took her to a psychologist for therapy, who then sent her to a 

psychiatrist who drugged her up. From here, a whole new slew of things began 
occurring. I don't know if it was the medicine or just more steps of the ladder 

she was falling from. Whatever it was, she began having panic attacks; maybe 
even a seizure -we're not totally sure about that one." 

Maxim sat, watching uncomfortably, hearing the objective history he 
experienced. It was a perspective he had trouble accepting. He drank his coffee 

silently. 
"What was causing all of this?" Winter asked 
"We don't know. It had such an effect on her that she became reclusive 

and damn near agoraphobic. That's when she was committed. My mother 

received a phone call that prompted this trip. Normally the phone calls and 
visitations are for updates on her status, but this time a new symptom has arisen, 

so, I felt Maxim here should come with me to see for himself, considering the 
last time he saw her she wouldn't leave her room for fear of having a panic 
attack." 

Winter looked at Maxim. 
"So, what's your story in all this?" she asked. Maxim gave a slight 

glare. 
"Take everything he said, and then imagine me amidst it all. For a 

while I think I kept her sane, especially when it got really bad with the panic 

attacks and voices. I held her for hours as she cried, trying to calm her down or 
provide her a sense of safety of something. Something ... 

"I spoke with the parents about doing something and at ftrst they took 
the position of 'it's just a phase.' Or some shit like that. When it got worse, 

they'll never admit it, I bet they wished they had listened. They sent her up here 
to be secluded and to recover and I haven't seen her since." 

"You're very angry and spiteful toward them." Winter observed. "The 
way you called them 'the' parents, your tone, almost vengeful. It seems that her 
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insanity has driven you insane to a point." Her hazel green eyes stared into his 
clear browns and calmed Maxim in a spiritual way, setting aside that wrath he 
felt for months. 

"Everyone who was close to her was affected by this. We were hit 
harder, I won't deny that I'm angry, of course I am. Someone I love was taken 
from me, by her parents, by insanity, whatever, whoever." He paused. 

"We've been dealing with this for so long at home that the anger has 
passed," Charles said, rubbing his read and neck. 

"Sounds to me like your friend here needs to realize that some things 
are just out of his control." 

"I'm not that conceited, my dear." 
"But you are that condescending." Winter stood up, pulled out her 

notebook, tore out a page and placed it on the table. "Check, for whenever 
you're ready," she paused. "My dear." 

It was four-thirty and the trip ahead was still daunting. Charles and 
Maxim left money and got up to leave. As they were on their way out, Winter 
called out to Maxim. 

"Hey Max," she walked a few steps toward him. "You know, some call 
the north a land of darkness and despair." 

"It's Maxim, and apparently, I'm about to cross into the underworld," 
resaid, pointing to the Acheron's Diner sign. 

"Just don't be so sure that you'll be leaving the state of Vermont in a 
happier state of being. Just remember that maxim, Maxim." She smiled as the 
two men left the diner. 

"What an odd, albeit sweet gir~" Charles said. 
"I'm not quite sure what to think of what just happened," Maxim 

replied. 
"I'm driving." 
"If you insist." He handed Charles the keys. 
"I do. You need to think about that maxim, Maxim," Charles laughed 

as he sat in the driver's seat. Maxim cussed as he got in and closed the door. 
"The land of darkness and despair. Spooky isn't it?'' 

"I'd say it's more ominous, like the dark horizon you'll be staring at 
until dawn while you drive and I sleep." Maxim leaned the seat back and got 
comfortable. Looking up at the diner sign as Charles drove away, he said to 
himself, "Darkness and despair. No kidding." 
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The insemination of Virginia Madison went off without a hitch, or so I 
thought. 

It wasn't until later at the bar nursing my black eye that I realized the 
dangerous repercussions of what had happened only hours ago. 

I was walking down the street when I first saw her; Virginia's car had 
broken down on the side of the street. There she was, leaning under the hood of 
a 69 Barracuda looking puzzled shaking her ass in the tightest shorts ever. 
Obviously, I went over to look, I mean help. When I walked over, I saw her 
sneak a look and turn on the sex a little more. When I got over to the car 
Virginia looked up with a smile and said, "He will do." BAAAM! The biggest 
woman in the world with a mullet with jacked up teeth you have ever seen 
blasted me in the eye. 

Minutes later, I awoke behind the 7/11 being milked like an award
winning racehorse. Two rather large women held me down, the other worked the 
apparatus, and Virginia began to explain. 

Virginia was a lesbian polygamist, she had three huge bull dyke wives 
and they wanted a baby. So they needed me and 37.95 for a back alley doctor to 
shoot my boys in her with a turkey baster. After the eighth milking having her 
talk dirty wasn't cutting it and the machine was starting to smoke. We both had 
enough. 

The man with no lips came into the bar thirstier than a rabid squirrel 
with cottonmouth. Nobody said anything. I think subconsciously, no one didn't 
want to make him jealous. I on the other hand had a mouthful of pretzels. He 
walked up to the bar and started tapping Morse code - I had to know this guys 
story, but how? He cannot tell me. Only one option came to mind. I had to jack 
him and take his wallet. I waited until he drank his fourth beer through his nose 
before snagging his wallet. 

On the way to the bathroom I came across a little death metal girl 
standing at the bar waiting for drinks. She was dressed in all black with a 
napalm vertigo t-shirt, ripped skirt, and the raunchiest hooker boots I have ever 
seen. The kind of girl that people see and say, "Man, if only she wasn't a freak." 
I loved it. I hoped she was a freak so I started a fucked up conversation. 

Me: Hey 

Her: hi 
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Me: Did you see Dawn of the Dead? 

Her: Yeah. 

Me: Well what do you think about the baby zombie? 

Her: What? 

Me: The baby zombie, do you think it had a chance? 

Her: It's a baby- how's it gonna move around? Newborn babies can't do shit. 

Me: No, no. it's not a baby, it's a zombie. It has zombie instincts. 

Some scholars might say that because of its small size and natural instincts it is 
the best survivor. Sneaking around eating brains out of random skulls. 

Her: Yeah but he's not getting the nourishment a baby zombie or not eatin' 
scraps like a dog. 
Where's he get the nutrients, there's no zombie tittie? 

Me: GOOD POINT 

Her: Man, if that shit went down I would go hide at like Harvard or something, 
that way my zombie would eat preppies. Eat smart brains and chill out there, 
that would be so cool. 

Me: Wanna go fuck? 
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Paris, France. 

'I can't believe she's gone, why did I have to watch her grow old and 
have a family? Why did I have to see her death? I should have died before her. I 
have no reason for living,' I think to myself as I watch the old fop take my 
music box to Christine's' grave. I look at him and feel nothing but hatred for 
him. 'If it wasn't for him Christine would still be alive and she would have been 
with me. We could have had our own family. I could have made her happy.' 

I watch the old fool's face as he sees the rose I left. He seems shocked. 
He stands there and looks around, trying to find me. I could kill him now, I'm 
still young enough. 

"Waah, Waah." 'Is that a baby? 
I hear a baby cry from behind me. I go to look to fmd the sound. 'Why 

would a baby be out here? It's the middle of winter. It's too cold for a child to 
survive.' 

I walk around and find an old man holding a baby. I watch him closely. 
I see that there is an open grave next to him. 'It must be his dead wife. He just 
misses her. There is nothing to be concerned with.' 

I turn to leave, when I catch a glimpse of the man putting the child in 
the grave. The child is still screaming. I then also notice he has a shovel, and he 
is picking it up and putting dirt over the screaming child. 

'What is this man doing? Is he trying to kill the poor child?' 
"Monsieur, may I ask what you're doing?" I ask as I walk up behind 

him. I start to go for my lasso if his intention is to kill the defenseless child. 
"'eave me a 'one. 'Is nune ofur buzz ness." 
"Sir, what are you doing to the child? It does not look to be ill or 

dead?" 
"I said 'eave me be!" He said coming around to swing the shovel at me. 
At that moment I pulled my lasso out and had it around his neck and 

pulled. He dropped to the snowy ground, dead. I start to take the lasso off his 
neck when I remember about the child. It stopped screaming. I looked over to 
the grave and noticed someone in there with the child. This person seemed to be 
glowing. 

"Are you here for the child?" the voice said to me without ever looking 
at me. 

I just stared at it; this was nothing I was used to. 
"Are you here for the child, Monsieur Phantom?" It repeated this time. 

However I was more shocked now because of the name it gave me. I haven't 
heard that name in a long time. 

"How do you know me?" 
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"This child is precious. She needs care and protection. Are you willing 

to help this child? Are you ready for the next part in your life?" The figure 
stared at me. It looked like it was smiling, 

"What use would I have with the child? I am a murder, a monster. Why 
would you want to take care of the child?" I said as I was turning around to 
leave. 

"You should care for her. She may give you something that you 
yourself need in life. Can you pass up a chance like this?" The figure said 
suddenly appearing in front of me with the child in its arms. 

"Give me a better reason then that. I can find anyone to adore me. To 
... " I started to say until I was cut off. 

"To love, of course. However, Monsieur, are you ready to spend your 
long life alone if that doesn't happen? Besides this child has no one else. She 
was left by that man," pointing to the dead corpse of a man, "and her mother 
killed herself as a result ofthis child's birth." 

"Why is she so important? Why would her parents try to kill her?" 
"Just care for her. That is all we ask. And in return we will grant you a 

long life." The figure said as it held out the now sleeping child in its arms. 
"How would you grant me a longer life than I have now? I am past the 

age I have known. The love of my life has died. I watched her death and 
watched her be buried. And you are going to grant me a longer life. I'm sorry, I 
wish I could help, but I am not good with people or small children for that 
matter." I start to turn and walk away from the figure and the child that is 
sleeping. 

I walk up to the main gate into the cemetery. I think about the child. 
She could have better parents to raise her. There is no need for a monster of a 
murder to raise a child. 

"You, Monsieur Phantom, will care for this child. She is destined to 
help you. She will bring you great joy." I hear the voice as I walk down the cold 
road to my home, alone. 

I walk down the tunnels to my home, the house underneath the Opera 
Populaire or should I now say Opera Gamier. Things have changed so much in a 
few years. At least my home hasn't changed. I walk into the music room I set up 
from after the mob destroyed my first one. At least now I have a fireproof safe 
hidden in the wall with my music in it. All I have now is music. 

"Waah, Waaah!!" 
"Dear god, no!" I turn from the organ and walk to the main room. As I 

walk around the room I still hear the sound. I then decide to check every room. I 
even check Christine's room. Once I got to my room the sound was gone. I was 
about to turn back and leave when I noticed the child in my bed. 

She looks sound asleep. But how did she get here? 
"She is adorable, Erik. Where did she come from?" Meg Giry says as I 

turn to face her. 



"You and your mother never listened to me about coming into my 
home," I said turning from her to the child now fast asleep in my bed. 
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Picking the child up carefully I said, "I don't know. I saved her from 
her now-dead father and left her in the arms of someone. I don't know how she 
came here. And now I have to fmd a place to take her." I turn to Meg. 

"Would you like her, raise her like she was your daughter. I have no 
use for her." 

"Erik, I'm now an old woman and you still look the same as you did in 
Don Juan Triumphant. You are more than capable to raise her. She may be a 
new light for you to lead you from your darkness and your solitude. This is a 
wonderful opportunity," she said coming up to take the child from my arms. 

"I'm not sure about this. I know nothing about parenting. I didn't have 
any parents, Meg, what am I supposed to do about her?" I said telling her the 
truth. 

"Do what is in your heart. She may need you more than you know. And 
in return, you raise her," Meg said giving the child back to me. 

I look down at the child. She is so small and defenseless, so small in 
my large hands. I don't know what to think, she's a child, and she shouldn't 
know or want a man like me to be her father. 

"Do you think I could be a good father? Do you think she is my answer 
to everything?" I said looking over to Meg. 

"Erik, she is an angel. I do believe you would be a good parent. Look at 
me; I turned out fme with your guidance. And with everything you have done, 
not looking at the bad, but you alone have changed a lot of Paris. You have 
shown more love for a city that you thought would hate you. This child is a 
godsend to you. Believe me, you both need each other," she said sitting on the 
bed next to me. 

"Meg, I can now see why you and your mother have always been close 
to me. You are both smart and brave to stand my wrath," I state as I turn to see 
her. She looks so much like her mother. 

"Erik, she's waking up. Perhaps you should introduce her to you and 
think about giving her a name. I will be back tomorrow to see how everything is 
and bring some things you will need," she said standing up and heading to the 
door. 

"Meg, Wait!!" I look up at her, "What do I do with her? Where will she 
sleep? What will she eat?" 

"Allow her to sleep in your bed, just surround her with the pillows. I 
will be back in the morning with my daughter to help you. Claire will stay in the 
house until you get comfortable and are knowledgeable on taking care of her," 
she said standing at the doorway. "Erik, for Claire's sake, what is the child's 
name?" 

"Her name, Meg, is Serenity, but for short AngeL" I said looking up at 
her. 

I watched Meg leave and started to introduce myself to Angel. 
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"Hello Serenity, my name is Erik, but I hope you will one day call me 

father. I'm going to be taking care of you for a little while. I am not the best 
person to look at. I'm not beautiful like you, Angel. I'm not even sure how this 
arrangement will work. However I am sure that I will never hurt you. I hope you 
will enjoy my company. I will sing wonderful music to you." I look at the little 
Angel in my arms. She looks up at me and smiles. She puts her hands up; it 
looks as if she wishes to touch my face. "I'm sorry my Angel, this face will hold 
nothing but fear for you. I will hope to one day show you, but not now, I don't 
wish to show you yet." Just as I finished saying my statement to Angel, I notice 
my mask has disappeared. I start to raise my hand, but the child starts to slip 
from my arms. 

"Angel, I'm sorry, did you do that? Did you take off my mask?" 
Nonsense, a child can not make a mask fall off and disappear into thin air. 

I start to hear Angel laugh. She thinks this is funny. I can't help but 
laugh. She is too small. 

I then notice that I have no anger for her. This is something I am unsure 
of. I have anger about almost everything, and yet this child has filled me with 
happiness. 

"Angel, you are most certainly an angel from above. I swear to you I 
will never hurt you, not ever." 

I then put pillows in a circle on my bed. I lay Angel in them and pull a 
small blanket up around her. I start to hum a song I believe will be my next 
project. "This little hum is for you. Sleep my Angel, you and I will begin a long 
journey tomorrow." I start to hum, and kiss her forehead and lay down myself. 

This little Angel is now my light, and I am proud to have her here. 
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The dark church stood against the deep purple sky like a sleepy 
sentinel. Slate walks and a border oflow rock walls formed an empty mote 
around the massive stone edifice. Trevor approached with a hesitant step and a 
reverent expression. The six-foot tall man felt small in front of the church's 
carved double doors. He pushed a wave of blond hair back from his face, 
inhaled long and slow, and then reached for a door handle with a trembling 
hand. 

Locked. 
Trevor sighed and slumped onto a low, two-foot thick stone wall to his 

left. The coolness of the rock under his thin body contrasted with the moist 
warmth of the August night. He exhaled another long, slow breath. He felt a 
mix of relief and disappointment. "Now, Lord. Didn't Robert Frost ask who 
was being walled in, and who was being walled out? And, what about that 
scene with the moneychangers in that other temple? And, when the temple 
wouldn't let in your disciple, Matthew, didn't you go to his table? Just 
something to think about." Trevor stopped talking and sunk into the thoughts 
that brought him to the church that night. He lost track of time and only looked 
around when he heard a shopping cart rattle over breaks in the pavement below. 
"Don't be scared," he said. "I'm not planning any harm." 

She moved a few steps forward and hesitated. Before he could make 
out her frail form, he caught a whiff of mold and dried perspiration. "That 
church is locked," she said. 

Trevor heard a vibration in her soft voice and wondered if it came from 
age, nerves, or illness. He sighed, "Some might ask if it should be." 

"There's some I know who would steal the silver chalice, and soil the 
expensive new rugs, and break the stained glass: just to have something to do." 
Her voice dropped a little lower, "Of course, then there are some who would 
appreciate a clean place to sleep." 

He watched her silhouette wedge her cart into the bushes, then work to 
climb the steps to his level. As she grew closer the smell grew stronger, but he 
had smelled a lot worse a lot closer, and ignored it. In his soft draw he asked, 
"Should there be a silver chalice to steal, and expensive new rugs to soil, and 
stained glass to break? Just something to think about." 

"The silver, gold, and stained glass give a place a different feeling. It 
makes people whisper." The silhouette of her head swiveled toward the right 
and left. A sliver oflight outlined her hollow cheek as she tilted her face toward 
the stars. "It gives a place a feeling like up there." 

Trevor copied the movement. The buildings to the right and left of 
them looked deserted. Only one light, outside a building at the far end, threw a 
wash ofweak light onto the street. Above, in a visible crevice of sky, faded 
lights flickered around a gray moon. After a moment, Trevor felt the weight of 
his head and lowered it. 
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Somewhere a dog barked once, and another answered: then, both 

animals quit as though they stopped caring. The woman sat on the low wall 
opposite Trevor. The night air carried her wispy voice. "I don't suppose you are 
here because you are happy." 

He didn't answer. 
"Sometimes mothers get the blame." 
It seemed so odd a thing for the stranger to say, that Trevor listened to 

it replay in his head before he answered. "Mine never earned the blame." 
She hesitated, "You blaming yourself, then?" 
Trevor looked toward the spot where she had pushed her cart. He 

wondered iflife had whittled down the woman's mind with the rest of her. He 
answered anyway. "Over and over again." 

"Can't be over if you are sitting here, like a loser, at two in the 
morning." 

He started to laugh, and then he realized that she meant to help him. He 
turned his laugh into a cough. "Losing is a bad habit of mine." 

The old woman's voice took on a harder edge. "A body can get used to 
losing anything: anything except people." 

He surprised himself by answering, "My wife and I started out friends, 
talking like this, telling each other how we wanted our lives to be. It seemed like 
we would move in the same direction forever and never let go. I couldn't have 
imagined us ever losing each other." He stopped, shocked and embarrassed at 
what he had shared. He wondered if her hidden face made the moment feel 
confessional. Maybe it was because it had been too long since he had said more 
than "Hi" and "G'by" to anyone. Whatever the reason, he found himself talking 
again. "We got married, built a nice suburban house, and made two good kids, 
but I hid one small detail from her." 

The woman raspy voice lowered, "Booze, horses, or women?" 
"Sometimes one, or the other, or all three. I started turning every little 

spat into an excuse to go out and find trouble. Sometimes the trouble wore silk 
and found me." 

The woman just listened. 
He thought that she did a better job of this than the last priest he spoke 

to, twenty years before. Now he wanted to continue. Why not? He would never 
see this old woman again, so he finished it, "Elena kept trying. We kept selling 
things off to cover my debts. We sold little things, then big things. We sold 
things that didn't matter, and then we sold things she loved. We kept selling until 
the only thing left was the four of us. One day she stopped being angry, and I 
could see it on her face." 

"See what?" 
"That the only thing left was the three of them." 
"How long ago did she leave?" 
"Two years." He wished he still smoked because it seemed like one of 

those movie moments where the guy tosses the cigarette aside and walks away. 
Despite his thinking he had finished talking, he rambled on. "I used to hear 



stories about how rough she was having it. I wanted to go back, but not with 
empty pockets. Now they're O.K., and I couldn't even go back if my pockets 
were full. I drive down to North Carolina to see the boys once in while." 

The old woman's signed, "We're each moving on our own track. 
Sometimes we only touch when we're colliding." 

Trevor nodded. "Yeah, something like it." 
"So, what brings you here at two in the morning?" 
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Trevor's chest heaved out his words. "My mother died today. I'm leaving in 
the morning for her house in Poughkeepsie, and Elena will bring our sons there. It 
will be all mixed together: losing my mother and seeing my children; Elena being in 
sight but out of reach; and my brothers with their families intact. Then there is my 
father. My parents are blameless, but I hadn't seen my mother in over a year, and 
now I have to face my father. I've spent my life stacking up guilt, but this one--this 
one's tilting the pile." 

She almost seemed to hum it, "Guilt is often the last problem left." 
He tried not to sound angry. "I screwed up my life, my wife's life, and my 

kids' lives: sounds to me like there are more problems than my guilt." 
The old woman's low voice lowered, "They're building new lives, 'cause 

they climbed out from under ... but, you ... you can't build anything living under that 
pile." 

He could feel his anger growing. He struggled for containment. 
She sighed. "Guilt is useless garbage. Just drop it in the trashcan with the 

rest." 
"Just like that?" Trevor shifted his bony frame on the cold stoop. "Without 

guilt, what would keep us straight?" 
"If guilt kept us straight, we wouldn't have any." 
Trevor laughed at that. "So, what makes us do right?" 
"Just choosing it, I think." 
Trevor did not comment on the irony of that statement coming from an old 

street hag. Somewhere in the distance, they heard a siren. They listened until it 
faded away. "What are you doing here at two in the morning?" He asked her. 

In the dark, he could barely see the movement as she waved her arm 
toward the end of the street in one direction, then toward the end of the street in the 
other direction. Her movement sent the aroma of her lifestyle in his direction, but 
he ignored it and focused on her proud, "I live here." 

He nodded, even though he knew that she probably could not see him do it. 
"Well" she stood up; "I'm almost done with my rounds. Might as well 

finish them." He heard more than saw her make her way down the steps and grab the 
rattling handle of her cart. Her odor followed her down the stairs, growing fainter 
with her distance. 

If she said anything else, he could not hear it. He could not see if she 
looked back. He tried to think of something to say to the receding sound of her 
cart, but he remained silent. He stayed where he was, wishing the old thoughts 
would go away long enough for a new one to form, but he still could not clear 



his mind. The only thing he knew, for sure, was that the locked church no 
longer bothered him. 
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Dedicated to those who create worlds where we can enjoy spending our time. 

A blonde-haired man leaned his head against the wall and sighed as a 
train roared past in front of him. He closed his blue eyes as the lights strobed 
over his form and the roar of the train cancelled out all other sounds. A vague 
thought went through his mind that although he didn't know what made the 
trains run these days, he hoped it wasn't bad for the planet. He put his blue
gloved hand to his face as he was suddenly shot through with an ancient vision. 

"It's getting more frequent," he said softly to himself. Boarding the 
next train that stopped, he found it empty, save for the attendant. 
Understandable at 3am. He took a seat and noticed the attendant eyeing him 
uneasily. It could have been from all the equipment strapped to his back. 
Before long it was at his stop and he had to walk several blocks until he got to 
the restaurant which he lived upstairs from. 

He took off his stuff and put it down in the hallway as he proceeded to 
enter the bathroom. 

"How did it go?" a woman's voice asked anxiously from the doorway. 
"He didn't know anything," the man replied in an even voice as he 

looked up from the sink. 
''Nothing at all?" she asked, her tired brown eyes reflecting worry. 
"He gave me a lead; some lady out west in the canyon. He said even 

though he is a historian, she'd know about more arcane pieces of history." The 
man gave a half-hearted shrug as he walked out of the bathroom. 

"Do you want anything to eat?" she asked, following behind him. 
''No thanks, I think I'll just sleep. I'd like to head out early in the 

morning." He took off his brown boots and blue pants as he got into bed. 
She got in next to him. "You know, we've got the place to 

ourselves ... " 
"Oh that's right ... I forgot they were leaving to see the oil fields 

today," he replied, noticing the smile spreading across her face. He was tired 
from today's trip that took longer than expected, but he didn't want to disappoint 
her. He leaned over and kissed her eager lips. 

"Wake up, I made breakfast!" she called from downstairs. 
He tiredly rubbed his azure eyes as they took in the sunlight that 

streamed through the windows. He walked downstairs to the empty restaurant 
and sat across from her at a booth where two steaming plates waited. 

"This is great," he said with his mouth half full of food. 
She mumbled in agreement. "It sure is quiet around here without the 

little ones around," she said as she swallowed her food. 
"Yeah ... " he said, taking a sip of juice. "That's why I hate having to 

leave you alone ... but ... I can't take this much longer. It's getting worse ... " 
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''No, I'm going with you this time!" she said. "Who knows how long 

you'll be gone for? At least a week and a half, probably longer!" 
"I know it's rough ... but we have to be realistic. The economy here 

has really made a dramatic recovery, but for us that's just been making it harder 
to stay afloat. Business is slow enough as it is. We can't just close down now." 

"But... you're not well. I have to look after you ... to take care of 
you ... " 

"You're sweet," he said getting up and giving her a kiss, "but I can take 
care of myself. I'll be fme." He took his empty dish over to the sink. 

She looked vacantly down at her plate and poked at the remaining food. 

Before long he was all set for his journey. His blonde hair was styled 
up the way he liked it, he was wearing a fresh dark blue outfit, and his various 
food, water, items, and equipment were all ready to be carried with him on his 
motorcycle. 

"I'm going to miss you ... " she said, putting her arms around his waist. 
"I hope she can help you ... " She looked up into his eyes. 

He brushed a strand of dark brown hair out of her face. "I. .. " his 
words got caught in his throat. "I love you." 

"And I love you," she said. They kissed and then he turned to depart. 
"Please call me with your cell!" she called after him. 
He gestured with his hand as he exited. 

On his way out of the city he cruised into a ruined section and parked 
his bike in front of a dilapidated church. He slowly walked up to the natural 
altar and kneeled; before long, silent tears fell from his eyes. 

To his horror, his memories of Her were interrupted by visions of that 
other blonde-haired man. He was kneeling in some kind of church before a 
woman in an elaborate dress. She might have been knighting him. 

"Get out of my head!" he grumbled as he clutched the sides ofhis face. 

The motorcycle growled as he blasted past the city walls. He slid to a 
stop as he surveyed the afternoon sun beating down on the dusty wasteland that 
lay in front of him. Reaching into his pocket for sunglasses, he put them on 
before continuing along his way. 
As he rode the visions threatened to overtake him. They exploded into his brain 
and tried to force his eyes shut. It was a struggle to keep them open and watch 
where he was going. In his mind there was a man with the distinct air of youth 
about him. This man's eyes were blue, his hair was blonde, and even his 
completion was not unlike his own. The man in his visions was almost always 
decked out in ancient-looking green clothing though, which he himself never 
wore. Right now he could see this youth blasting down a hill on horseback, a 
longsword in one hand with the other rested on his horse's neck. 



"Arrg!" he groaned putting his hand to his forehead and forced the 
visions to fade. "What do you want?" he asked softly. "Why does my mind 
have to go crazy again ... ?" 
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It was a little over an hour before he passed by the next town. Now he 
was driving through lush rolling fields. He stopped for a bit to take a drink. 
This next part of the terrain was probably going to be a little rough, but he was 
sure his bike would be able to prowl through it. It was custom-made out of 
various parts he'd put together. Things were cheaper back then. 

In the middle of the night he arrived in a town along the coast. 
Everything was silent and closed up as he slowly cruised down the street, guided 
only by the headlight cast down toward the ground. He found an inn and parked 
his bike in the back, hoping no one would mess with it. Entering the building, 
he woke up a young lady who was dozing on her night shift. As he slept in the 
strange bed he was troubled by nightmares from the past. 

By late afternoon he woke up naturally. Driving down to the docks he 
got passage on a ship that was leaving within the hour. His stomach never 
agreed much with motion, so the jostling of the ship was quite unpleasant. He 
stayed out on the deck most of the time because the fresh air helped. As he was 
falling asleep in his cabin one night, the vibrating of his phone woke him. He 
flipped it open to see he had one new message: 

"Call me when you get this... I miss you... I hope you are okay!" 

On this continent he had to drive through various mountains which 
were inhabited with vicious wild beasts that were hungry for human flesh. He 
drove by as many as he could, but those who gave him trouble he slew with one 
ofthe long blades strapped to his back. None of these creatures could hope to 
defeat him; his skill in battle surpassed a level most humans could hope to 
attain. This young man haunting his mind though; he was seeing the valiant 
skills this boy possessed as he battled creatures with sword in one hand and 
shield in the other. The blue eyes were staring carefully, taking in everything so 
he could decipher the weakness of his enemies. Sometimes this boy fought from 
a horse, but usually he was on foot, occasionally using an array of other 
weaponry like a bow and arrows if it was necessary to defeat the foe. 

"It just doesn't make any sense. Who is this young warrior forcing his 
way into my mind? He looks as though he's from the distant past. I certainly do 
not know him. Some of my memories are hazy, but I'm pretty sure I'd 
remember a place where people dressed so differently ... " 

As the blazing sun was setting and filling the sky with a magnificent 
orange glow, he arrived at his destination. A quiet town nestled in the western 
mountains which looked like it was ripped from the pages of a 50-year-old story. 
A friend of his lived here, so he climbed the stairs to his house, but found he was 
not at home. Disappointed, he asked some villagers where he could find this 
lady and they kindly pointed him in the right direction. 
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He knocked as he entered a dimly lit cavern of a house which filled him 

with the aroma of incense. Before he could even speak he had to grab his head 
to ward off the vision of an old woman holding up that boy's left hand with a 
look of awe. 

"Welcome hero," a woman said as he recovered. 
"Hero?" he muttered rubbing the back of his blonde head. 
"Yes, yes ... I can remember when you and your friends were here on 

your quest for our planet. Please, have a seat," the woman said. 
She was seated on a pillow, so he just sat down on the floor in front of 

her. 
"What brings you to my home?'' she asked. 
"Well ... I've kind ofbeen on a wild goose chase from doctors, to 

sages, to historians and I was told you might be able to help me ... " 
The woman nodded to show her attentiveness. She was old with long 

white hair, a dark red robe which covered her form, and green eyes which were 
sharp as ever. 

"I've been having these attacks. It's like ... My mind is invaded. I 
can't make them stop and they're getting more frequent. And when it happens, 
I'm forced to see these weird things," he said. 

"What kind of things?" she asked. 
"There's always this boy. I don't know, sometimes I think he's older, 

but he always is kind of young. And most of the time he's in all green. But the 
clothes look old. Ancient. Everything seems like it is far in the past." 

"How else does this boy look?" 
"Um... He has blue eyes and blonde hair. He carries a sword and a 

shield to battle." 
"Interesting ... " she said, staring intently as she studied at the young 

man sitting before her. 
"And it's kind of weird, but ... I feel like he's always mimicking me." 
"What do you mean?'' 
"Well it's just ... When I'm driving my motorcycle I see him riding a 

horse. When I'm doing battle I see him doing battle. When I'm sitting down I 
see him sitting down. It's bizarre ... and disturbing ... " 

An undecipherable smile spread across the woman's face. "This is just 
a wild guess, but have you ever seen this boy drawing a sword from a stone?" 

"Actually ... yes ... " he replied, his eyes narrowing as he tried to read 
the woman's face. 

"Draw one of your blades for me," she said. 
He reached his right hand behind his back and returned it with one of 

his smallest swords. 
"Hmm ... right hand dominance ... Well let me see your left hand 

anyway." 
He held his hand out to her. 
She turned it over in both of hers before pulling the blue glove off. 

"Heh ... I almost expected the sacred mark would really be there. Hmm... If 



indeed it's what I am thinking, the bloodline would be far thinned by now. 
Show me your right hand." She did the same thing; there was nothing on that 
hand either. 
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"There is no denying you are a man of great destiny. If it were up to 
me, your destiny would have already been fulfilled. You are still young and yet 
you have endured so much. If it were up to me, you would only fmd happiness 
and rest for your remaining days. Yet, these visions have driven you to me and 
you must undertake a new quest. Fate can be cruel. Without a doubt, due to 
your panpsychist beliefs, you are familiar with our planet's most ancient 
people." 

"Yes ... " he said, his azure eyes looking sad. 
"But do you know of the people who inhabited this continent after 

them?" 
"I don't think so ... " he replied. 
"At that time on this continent there existed a great kingdom. Not 

many records exist beyond what I have gathered here, but the reign may have 
lasted for centuries. Their beliefs were unique, stemming from a trinity of 
goddesses which they believed descended from the heavens. It is my own 
personal opinion that all beliefs are accurate to some degree, there has just been 
a slight corruption transferred with the tales. If all the corruptions were removed 
we would see the logic that all beliefs are trying to show. I relate this thought to 
you only because I fmd a similarity between their goddesses and the calamity 
which befell those that came before them." 

His blue eyes were twitching. He was getting surreal flashes of images 
as she spoke. "So this boy I've described ... You think he's from that time 
period?" 

"Yes, some instinct within me leads me to believe this. Fate has led 
you to me because I am the wisest in their history. Wait a moment and I will 
show you." She walked into a back room and shuffled things around for a while 
until she returned with a stack of decaying tomes. "They're a little worse for 
wear and written in a long forgotten language. This book ... " she took the 
remnants of what must have, at one time, been a book from the pile and held it 
up to him, " ... translated their language into a very archaic version ofthe 
language we speak today. This along with some of the other texts has allowed 
other scholars and I to figure out some of what is written in these books that 
were left behind," she said as she carefully handled the fragile documents. 

"Hmm... That is interesting, I've never learned much history, but how 
do you think it can help me get rid of these visions that are plaguing me?'' 

"Do you believe in reincarnation?" she asked. 
"1... I guess? Not necessarily that people are specifically reborn ... 

but. .. after a soul returns to the planet, doesn't that spirit energy eventually 
become part of another soul?" 

"I don't know, I've never died, but the longest legend of the era deals 
with two people who are eternally reincarnated." 

"Go on ... " 
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"Well their legend says that after the land was created a sacred artifact 

of divinity was left behind in another land. Many people strived to fmd this 
place in hopes of the artifact fulfilling their dreams." 

He shook the visions out of his head. "Except for the artifact, that 
reminds me of a belief from the people who came before them ... " 

"Indeed. Without the corruptions we'd see the truth. But anyhow, as 
they believed it, a corrupt person managed to fmd this artifact, but when he 
seized it, it split into pieces. The part he obtained only had the power to turn the 
land into an evil place because of his selfish desires. Thus he was banished by a 
hero in green, but the artifact granted him immortality. Always would he return 
and always would the hero be reborn to vanquish him once more with the help 
of a member of the royal family." She thumbed through a rotting book and held 
a page forward. Only the bottom comer remained. "I believe this depicts a 
sword and arrow stabbing into the dark immortal." 

A questioning fear burned through his blue eyes. "Are you saying that 
you think this ancient hero is trying to possess my body and be reborn though 
me?'' 

'That could be. However, I imagine him to be less like a ghost and 
more like an essence of heroism. You have already proved that you are a true 
hero. Perhaps this ancient spirit is attempting to give you guidance to face down 
a new evil." 

This time it wasn't the visions but nightmarish memories that overtook 
him. Sorrow, death, anger ... "He won't return again." 

She looked at him quizzically. "There is much evil in our world, not 
always the same source." 

"Look, I just want this to stop. I want them out of my mind!" he said, 
getting frustrated. 

"Then you must undertake a quest which no man has been willing to 
undertake. It's more suited for a scientist but I have faith that you will do just 
fme." 

"Are you sure it will make the visions leave me?" he asked. 
"I am fairly certain it will help. It's the best idea I have," she replied. 
"What is it?'' 
"There is a forest about ten miles southeast of here. Search it until you 

fmd the answers you seek. .. unless you overturn every stone twice and find 
nothing. You must climb the tall mountains behind the village to reach it." 

He stood up and turned to leave. "Make sure nothing happens to my 
bike. I'll be back," he said as he walked out. 

The mountains weren't ridiculously steep, but his motorcycle would 
have hindered him. As he exited the village he passed by the statue of an animal 
which filled him with lament. Continuing along the mountains he reached the 
forest by nightfall. The crescent moon did not provide as much light as he 
would have preferred, but he continued exploring because he was uneasy 
sleeping with the creatures lurking about. He wandered around, occasionally 
poking at rocks or plants with his longest sword, but for the most part he just 
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looked because he had no idea what he was searching for. After a while he 
came upon the mouth of a small cave which was descending into the earth. He 
patted at his pockets in hopes of useful supplies, but he lacked any sort of 
flashlight. Walking into the darkness regardless, he ran his hand along the wall 
to help feel his way. Suddenly he saw a vision of the boy fleeing through 
darkness as he held a lantern out in front of him. The man grabbed his head 
with both ofhis hands and fell to his knees from the pain in his head, stumbling 
and falling forward as he rolled through impenetrable darkness. 

Landing on his back with a groan, he opened his eyes to see two 
flickering torches on either side of a large doorway. "Does that mean someone 
was here recently?" he muttered to himself as he stood up and patted himself 
off. Feeling his forehead, he looked at his fmgers to see blood. He reached into 
his pocket and revealed a tiny brown bag that was tied at the top. Pulling on the 
string, he poured green powder out onto his palm and patted it on his wound. 
The powder sparkled and faded away along with any trace that he had been 
injured. 

Stepping through the entrance way, he walked through a narrow 
hallway guarded by two large armored statues, perhaps some ancient gods 
whose stone skin had not yet crumbled. Pillars stood on either side of him with 
each step he took forward until he came upon a pit with no particular way down. 
He squinted his blue eyes toward the darkness and could tell there was another 
floor lower down. Kneeling down and grabbing onto the ledge, he slowly 
descended himself and slid his feet along the wall until he landed on a 
cobblestone floor. "Hmm ... an entire underground temple," he muttered 
surveying the hallway he stood in the middle of. Deciding to explore the 
passage to his right, it wasn't long before the young man found himself in a 
room barred by a large metallic door of a golden, coppery color. He pushed and 
pulled on the door to no avail, so he unsheathed his longest sword as well as a 
smaller sword with a thick blade which he clicked onto the edge of the larger 
sword. A grunt emitted from his lips as he unleashed a powerful, two-handed 
swing at the gate, but to his surprise, he'd barely scratched it. Annoyed that 
such an old gate was still so sturdy, he walked back to explore in the other 
direction. 

Passing back the way he came in, he soon found that he was in a long 
corridor that came to a dead end. That was more literal than he originally 
thought, as he noticed a skeleton slumped on the ground. A shield was strapped 
to one arm and in the other it held a large key in a death-grip. "It seems too 
continent," the man said out loud as he ripped the key out of its hand. Sure 
enough, when he returned to the gate he found a keyhole which the key fit 
directly into. A vision of the boy burst into the man's mind of him clicking a 
big key into an intricate lock that made chains twist and collapse so the door 
could be opened, but he quickly shook it away. 

Continuing forward in a long hallway, the young man passed a flight of 
stairs leading downward, but since the hall continued before him, he followed it 
until the end, at which point he found a set of stairs that led above and below 
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him. Slightly shrugging to himself, he took the path upward and as he walked 
through the cobblestone hall, he found another large key just laying there in the 
darkness. "I feel as though I'm being led into some kind of trap," he said 
kneeling down to pick it up. Shortly afterward he reached yet another dead end, 
but here there was a shrine to a statue of some massive bestial creature. At its 
feet sat another golden key. "If they wanted to keep people out, they would not 
leave these lying around as invitations," the man mused. 

Returning to the stairs, he followed them all the way down. The man 
made his way through stone corridor after stone corridor, stumbling across a few 
more decaying skeletons and more strange ancient statues. After a while a large 
gate blocked his path just like the other. He tried one ofhis keys but it didn't fit, 
yet the second one did and the gate swung wide open. 

Continuing down passageways for sometime more, the man discovered 
yet another ofthe gates, yet this one had been left open. Holding his sword up, 
he slowly entered a large room. He felt like the circular room was supposed to 
be some sort of stage, since there were five pillars evenly spaced around it and a 
blue curtain hung down from the tops ofthem. He could see that there was 
something on the ground in the center of1he room. Walking closer and 
squinting through the darkness he discovered the corpse of some kind of 
ungulate monster that had been dressed in crude red armor. A pool of blood 
surrounded the beast's head and while it was drying, it seemed rather fresh. The 
young man brushed a clump of blonde hair away from his right eye and walked 
away to fmd an exit on the other side of the room. In this next room the wall 
was covered in strange markings. They were difficult to make out, but some 
seemed to be an ancient language, while others included pictures, and there were 
many large images of three interconnected triangles. In the center of the room 
was an ornately carved pedestal and sitting on it were two solid gold triangles. 
The man reached his hand forward to pick one up, but it floated up away from 
him. A look of confusion spread across his face as blue light shot from the 
floating triangle and blinded him. 

When he opened his eyes a bright light immediately forced them shut 
again. He blinked a few times m1d his azure eyes adjusted to the sunlight. 
Looking around, he realized he was lying on the ground in the forest. He picked 
his sword up off of the ground and slid it back into its sheath as he stood up. 

The man navigated his way out of the forest as rapidly as he could, and 
before long he was back at the village. He nodded to himself as he saw that his 
motorcycle remained untouched where he had left it. Entering the old woman's 
home, she immediately called out to him. 

"Did the forest hold the answers you seek?" 
''No... It didn't answer anything," he said in a serious tone. 
"Well what did you fmd?" the old woman inquired as she leaned 

forward intently. 
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"There was a temple. It was buried deep underground, made entirely 

out of stones," the man responded. He explained everything to her and noticed 
the anxiety in her face when he described the slain beast and the fmal room. 

"There were only two triangles there! Are you sure?" she shouted. 
"Yeah, I'm sure," he replied. 
"This is not good ... not good at all," she said gravely. "The triangles 

are great forces according to the ancient legends. Someone made it there before 
you and used violence to claim power for himself. I fear dark times are in store 
for our world ... " 

"I just came in on the end of that. What's happening?" a woman's 
voice interrupted as she stepped into the room. 

"I told you to stay home ... " he said as he glanced at her with his blue 
eyes but quickly took them away. 

"It's okay, I left the bar in good hands," she replied. ''Now what's this 
about dark times? I'd certainly like to keep things bright and happy in the 
world!" 

"It looks like some ancient evil has awoken and the ghost of the guy 
that killed him possessed my body," he muttered. 

"Well that's not exactly ... " the old woman tried to interrupt, but he 
ignored her. 

"So I'm guessing I'm going to have to go defeat it or something... I 
don't know, I just want to get this over with." 

"Glad to see you've still got that adventurous spirit," the young woman 
said as she rolled her brown eyes. 

The old woman's eyes lit up with excitement. "You! You who would 
travel to the ends of the earth in support of your male companion!" the old 
woman shouted. 

The young lady glanced at the symbolic, yet unromantic, ring she wore. 
"You must go to the underground temple- there the destiny of the 

world will be decided." 

... And so under the guidance of this wise old sage, the pair traveled 
back to the forest and managed to rediscover the entrance to the underground 
temple. All of the doors remained opened and they made it through with 
minimal difficulty. As the young lady stepped into the fmal room she saw only 
one golden triangle remaining on the altar. It floated up out overhead as she 
reached forward to grab it. 

Your ambition is admirable, but your destiny is too closely intertwined 
within his for you to possess wisdom of your own. The one who could perished 
before her time. She was the last heir to her throne. 

Before she could raise a question, there was a bright flash of light and 
the next thing she knew she woke up to worried blue eyes staring down at her. 

"Are you alright?" he asked as he held her in his arms. 



"Yeah ... " she muttered. 
"What happened?" he asked. 
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"I don't know ... " she replied. Getting to her feet and looking around, 
the young lady realized they were back in the forest The pair decided to head 
back to the woman's house. 

"It wouldn't let you take it?" the old woman asked in confusion. 
"I guess not ... " the lady replied as she cast her large brown eyes aside 

and shifted nervously. 
"So what do we do now?" the man said impatiently. 
"I don't know what's going to happen next. I suppose all there is to do 

is wait ... " the old woman responded. 
"Sounds great," the man said dryly. "To tell you the truth, I don't think 

I've had a vision since I left that temple the first time." 
After a moment of silence he spoke again. "C'mon, let's just go 

home." 

Unfortunately, peace did not await the pair back in the city. They had 
barely made it back home when they were made aware of a swirling tempest 
covering the sky in darkness off to the west It was slowly inching forward and 
blocking out most ofthe sunlight during parts of the day, but it could be ignored. 

However, the tremors that began to quake through the ground that 
evening were a little harder to ignore. His bike growled through the streets as he 
weaved in and out of blocks. She held her arms tight around his waist, not 
daring to brush at the stray bangs that were tickling her face. 

"I don't believe it ... " The words were caught in the wind as soon as 
they escaped his lips, but she just barely heard him. She looked around to see 
that they were on the outskirts of the city now, but when she looked out over the 
cliffs in the distance she saw what he was talking about 

A gigantic creature was shambling through the dusty wasteland. While 
she knew it was created by the planet, it certainly looked more mechanical than 
naturaL She felt as though this creature was the sword of the planet. It caught 
her by surprise when the bike swiftly turned and came to a stop. 

"That's no ordinary storm." It was an overstatement since the vantage 
point on the hill revealed something more like a wall of darkness with flickering 
lighting within. The mountains that were usually visible were entirely concealed 
from this massive black presence. "It looks like he's going to go inside of it," he 
said motioning toward the gigantic creature that still made the ground shake 
with each step he took forward. 

"Yeah ... " she agreed softly not knowing what else to say. 
As the young man's blue eyes absorbed the scene his vision shifted to 

something similar. A groan escaped from his lips as he grabbed his head with 
both hands and he would have fallen from the motorcycle if she didn't catch him 
in time. 

The ancient hero in green stood in the shadow of a teeming mass of 
darkness. He looked determined as he unsheathed his sword and held forward a 
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shield with his right hand. Stepping forward, the shadow cast beneath his feet 
seemed to shift and follow as though it were alive and had a will of its own. 
With the next step into that mass of darkness, it seemed as though the darkness 
reached forward and pulled him in, attempting to corrupt his spirit and his will, 
but something within the youth resisted. 

"Wake up! Wake up! Look what's happening!" she yelled as she 
shook him out of his trance. The darkness was growing and fulminating out to 
meet this massive beast sent by the planet. 

It stretched forward its lanky arms and expanded its razor sharp fingers. 
The darkness smashed into the beast with a deafening explosion, but the creature 
remained motionless. Lighting cracked and exploded around the creature as it 
pushed at the threatening darkness, but neither side was moving at all. 

"I know what I have to do," the young man said as his azure eyes 
looked out at the scene, seeing more of the vision than reality. 

Before long the pair was underfoot of the gigantic creature. His knees 
reached as high as a skyscraper and to look up at him almost made the young 
woman feel sick. "Stop trying to do everything on your own!" she said to the 
man as he adjusted his weaponry. "I'm willing to risk everything for you ... I 
love you ... " 

He turned and looked directly into her eyes. "This isn't about love," he 
said in a serious tone. "You know that I love you. It was the vision; I don't 
think you'll be able to come in with me." Clicking the fmal piece of his sword 
together, he leaned the oversized weapon on his shoulder as he turned to face the 
darkness. "Don't worry, I'll be careful." 

He heard no response from the young woman as he slowly walked 
forward. Grasping his sword with both hands, the man's final step forward 
found him enveloped in a tangible shadow. Instead of seeing what was 
appearing before him, his vision cut to the ancient hero's first step into this other 
realm. The shadow clung to his body and the hero screamed as he fell to his 
knees and the darkness corrupted him. The hero now ran forward in a 
completely bestial form and horrifying hordes of creatures came forward to 
assault him. 

When his vision returned, the young man saw a blue flash from beneath 
the glove on his right hand and then a golden flash shot out of all of him, forcing 
back the shadow. Nodding slightly at the fact he was still human, his attention 
was diverted to three bizarre looking monsters who were storming toward him. 

"I mean you no harm, don't make me hurt you!" the man called out as 
he brandished his blade. 

The creatures made distorted grunts he couldn't discern save for the 
word "master." Then they were upon him- claws and fists flying toward him at 
blazing speeds -yet this man was almost unbelievably fast, and he defended 
their attacks with the broadness of his sword. An unexpected attack from the air 
caused the man to jump backward and he found he was back outside in the 
daylight. 
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"Are you alright!?" he heard concerned female voice from behind him 

"I'm fme! Everything's under control. I just don't want to kill the 
creatures in there because I think they used to be human." He didn't wait for her 
response. Holding his sword in front of him, he ran forward, charging through 
the darkness as a golden glow protect him and running past his foes before 
they'd realized his return. 

Despite many creatures lurking about, he managed to sneak around the 
majority without them noticing him. This place was reminiscent ofthe planet at 
night, yet everything was more distorted. The trees were black and gnarled, a 
deep purple hue strangely flickered in the sky, and a disturbed air seemed to 
physically float over everything. Climbing his way over skeletons of what must 
have been the largest vertebrate-worms ever and ignoring what he couldn't tell 
were stones or skulls, he found himself in a clearing. Ahead ofhim there was a 
river and beyond that a massive ziggurat which stood starkly against the 
horizon. 

"Everyone here has strict orders to kill anyone who remains human," a 
deep voice called out from the trees behind the young man. 

"Who gives your orders?" the young man said calmly as he turned 
around. From the shadows he could just see a small glowing red orb, but his 
opponent moved forward to reveal that it was his eye. The other was covered by 
cloth wrapped around the top of his head and two massive antlers were sticking 
up out of his forehead. This man appeared to be otherwise human, but with a 
massive stature. He was riding atop a destrier, but it to, was massive. The horse 
looked forward with cold yellow eyes; its hairless grey skin unnoticeable 
compared to its superfluous amount oflegs. Its rider swung a long, thick lance 
around so its point aimed at the young man. 

"The master of this realm. The King of Darkness." As the horse began 
to charge forward, the young man clicked a medium-sized blade out of his fully 
assembled sword. The lance came down toward his face, but the young man 
easily knocked it away with his larger sword, then caught it on the opposite side 
with his other blade and began to squeeze in hopes of cutting off the sharp end. 

"You cannot hope to cut Gungnir," the rider bellowed with a hint of 
laughter as he pushed the young swordsman backward to free his lance and 
continue his charge. 

The young man's blue eyes showed a moment of confusion before he 
returned his thoughts to concentrating on the next charge. Clicking his sword 
back into one piece, he ran forward to meet the horse with the end of his blade. 
A wide swing of the lance knocked him to the ground before he could attack. 

"No!" a scream streamed through their ears as the rider was knocked 
from his steed by a jumping attack. "I was worried about you ... " this new 
creature said to the young man as he stood up. 

He recognized her brown eyes even if they were beadier than normal. 
Her skin had become a smooth, light blue-grey in color and her face was 
distorted into a long snout which contained rows of tiny sharp teeth. Her hair 
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was replaced by smoothness and an awkward hole for breathing on the back of 
her head. "It sure is ... difficult to think ... here ... " she muttered in a daze. 

Worry filled the young man's eyes as he looked at her. He could see 
that his opponent was already back on his feet, but that wasn't his main concern. 
On the verge of screaming and hugging her because she was transformed into 
this strange creature, the blue light once more shot from his hand and a flash of 
gold blinded anyone within view. 

The young man's scream changed to a howl as the shadows of the place 
consumed his form and he fell to the ground. His blue eyes gleamed with 
instinct as he stared at the antlered warrior who was running toward him. Paws 
patted the ground as he ran forward, his large black nose leading the way. 

Raising his lance, the warrior's face was written with fear to be facing a 
vicious wolf. He stabbed as the wolflunged for his throat and caught a piece of 
the beast's shoulder. The wolf didn't even acknowledge the injury as he dug his 
teeth deeper into the space between the warrior's neck and shoulder. Grabbing a 
dagger from his belt, he desperately stabbed at the wolf and lodged the dagger 
into the animal's other shoulder, but the beast took out a large chunk of flesh 
rather than just release his jaws. Before the warrior had a chance to recover, the 
beast was on him again - rending his flesh in a blind mixture of rage and 
instinct. 

Moments later the wolflimped over to where a young woman sat 
against a tree. Her large brown eyes immediately showed concern as they 
focused in on the dagger still lodged into the wolfs shoulder. "Oh no, you're 
hurt!" she said as she ran over and pulled the blade out of the creature. "I don't 
know how you did it, but you traded your humanity for mine ... " 

As she hugged the bloody wolf, her palm flashed blue and there was a 
flash of gold. A golden triangle had appeared and was floating between the 
bestial forms of both people. It seemed to be shaking between them until their 
wills became too strong and it cracked in two. In another flash oflight they 
were both human again. 

"What happened?" the woman asked. 
"Ouch ... something good ... " the man muttered with his teeth clamped. 

"I can barely move my arms. Can you grab something out of my pocket?" 
"Oh, right!" she said. She grabbed a tiny pouch out ofhis side pocket, 

opened it, and sprinkled a sparkling green powder over both of his shoulders. 
"Thanks a lot, that's much better," he said as he rubbed oneofhis 

shoulders. "Thank you for coming to help too." 
"You're welcome," she said softly as she looked at him. 
"I've ... " His words trailed off as a vision shot into his mind. He saw 

the ancient hero, not dressed in green, but in an ornate plate mail adorned in the 
triangle insignias, birds and other designs. A helmet was under his arm as he 
knelt before a young blonde-haired woman who rode up to him on a horse. 
They were in a grove which contained an elaborate stone pedestal to hold a 
sword covered in moss. 



"I shall never forget the time when we were together in our dreams," 
the meaning of the woman's words echoed as she addressed the ancient hero. 
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The young man's mind shifted to memories of his own -memories of a 
woman with bright green eyes smiling at him in a church. When they met it was 
just the two of them, but when last he saw her, she exited that door into the 
white light of the beyond with another man. 

"This whole time I was just going through the motions because I was 
drawn into all of this against my will, but now I've realized what I'm fighting 
for," the young man continued as he stared into the brown eyes of the woman he 
loved. 

"You have?" she asked. 
"When I saw that you risked your life and allowed your whole body to 

become corrupted just so you could save me, I realized that I wanted nothing 
more than to be with you and I was worried that things might never be the same. 
When we get to spend time alone together, I feel as if my soul is at peace. 
That's all I want, the chance to be happy wi1h you. Nothing else matters. I 
know things haven't been so good thus far, but don't worry. We'll fight through 
all this weirdness together and then figure things out for our lives. I know 
everything will work out if we stick together ... I love you so much ... " 

Her brown eyes shimmered happily as she took in what he had just 
said. Being open was always difficult for him, so this meant a lot to her, 
especially since being plagued by these visions seemed to set their relationship 
back quite a bit. "I love you so much, too ... " she said softly as she kissed his 
cheeks repeatedly before they began to kiss on the lips. As she took her head 
back and opened her eyes she caught sight of someone perched in a tree back in 
the forest. 

She shouted wordlessly as she shoved the young man to the ground and 
fell on top of him. The silver streak of an arrow whizzed past where they had 
just been standing. 

"Oh dam! Here I thought the skewered heads of two lovers would have 
made a lovely trophy," called out the shrill voice of a woman. She flew forward 
as they turned to see her- she remained mostly human save for the parts of her 
covered with feathers and the wings on her back. 

The young man grabbed his sword from the ground nearby and quickly 
brought up the broad blade to use as a shield against her arrows. As the bird-lady 
flew past, the young woman jumped onto the blade that the man was holding up, 
and she kicked off of it to propel herself into the air just high enough to grab 
onto the bird-lady. The young woman punched her in the beak-like nose as they 
hit the ground and the creature let out a shrill cry, dropping her bow. 

Before the man could take any action, his mind was invaded by a vision 
once more. The hero in green battled alongside a beautiful woman in a flowing 
dress. While he wielded his usuallongsword, the woman held a bow and 
shining silver arrows. The hero battled against a hulking man with a twisted 
face. Despite the brute's strength, the hero was able to wait for an opening and 
he ripped his sword across his foe's chest. The monstrous man twitched as he 
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was paralyzed after the attack and the woman took the opportunity to loose an 
arrow that embedded itself straight into his chest. With a blinding flash of gold 
the enemy was obliterated. 

Shaking his head, the man saw the bird-woman struggling to free 
herself from being pinned to the ground. "Her arrows!" he called out. "Grab 
her arrows!" 

"Huh?" the lady said, not processing it at frrst, then she realized and 
grabbed for the quiver of arrows strapped to the bird-woman's back. As the 
creature flew away into the sky, the woman was able to tear the quiver away and 
she picked up the bow that was on the ground. "What do we need these for?" 

"They're some kind of enchanted arrows. I saw a vision so you'd 
better hold onto them," the man responded. The pair continued on their way, 
heading for the ziggurat. Finding no better way across the river, they needed to 
walk through it, so they were thankful it wasn't very deep. 

"What do you think is in there?" the woman asked as they walked 
around the building, looking for an entrance. 

''Nothing good," the man replied. At the front there was no door, but a 
dizzying amount of stairs leading upward. "At least there are no creatures 
around," he said as they began to trek up toward the top. They took their time, 
fmding little of interest on the sandstone colored building. 

As they neared the top they found there was a flat area. Someone in a 
black cloak was kneeling down on the opposite end from. When they stepped 
up the fmal stairs onto the platform, the figure stood up and dropped his cloak, 
turning to reveal flowing silver hair and piercing green eyes. His emerald eyes 
were met with the man's rage-filled azure eyes as he shouted and ran forward, 
holding his sword behind him with both hands. He leapt up and came down 
hard with his sword on the other man. As the blade cleaved him in two, black 
smoke began to pour out from the wound and it swirled around to reveal a bat
sized demon. 

"I knew he didn't exist anymore," the man said. "I won't be tortured 
by my past forever." 

The small demon flew up between the heads of the pair standing at the 
top of the ziggurat and then it flew down and slammed into the center of the 
building, flying right through it. The entire top floor they stood on trembled and 
crumbled beneath them, dropping them into a large room filled with many 
carvings and hieroglyphics; on the center back wall was a huge depiction of the 
golden triangles. "Are you okay?" the man said as he helped the woman up 
from the rubble. 

"Yes, I'm fine," she said. They realized that the demon had been 
replaced by a man. He was much larger than any man should have been, his 
nose was twisted upward, his eyes were beady and red, his skin had a dark-gray 
hue, and vestments adorned his form. 

"Why do humans always wish to stand in my way?" the brute asked 
them. "I can find no praise for the world of humans, so it will be stamped out by 
my realm. Too long have humans ruled this planet, I will set things right." 
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With a bright flash of gold the man began to grow even larger and a red light 
flashed on his hand where a multi-pronged spear appeared. Without warning he 
stabbed the weapon at the woman, yet it was caught by the young man's sword. 
The young man thrust for the beast's chest, but his blade was knocked away by 
the spear. The two traded blows for a time until the brute disappeared in an 
instant. 

Emerging behind the woman he thrust his spear for her chest. She 
deftly leapt away in time, but was unable to avoid the backswing which sent her 
flying. She hit the wall so hard she cracked it and fell to the ground 
unconscious. Concern spread over the young man's face as he jumped over 
piles of fallen stones to get to her. Reaching his hand into one of his pockets as 
he ran, he took out a small sack and when he reached her he poured the contents 
-mostly tiny, chopped feathers -over her body. They glowed orange as they 
touched her and she took in a large gulp of air as she sat up. 

Before either could say anything, the beast was attacking them already. 
They both leapt out of the way as his spear came down where they had been. 
The young man swung for the monster's head, but his blade was deflected by 
the spear. They began to rapidly attack one another, the sound of metal hitting 
metal repeatedly chiming through the chamber. The flurry of blows was so fast 
that the woman could barely follow what was happening. She leapt up and 
aimed a kick for the creature's head, but he disappeared to the other side of the 
chamber before she could land it. 

"Get ready with the arrows," the man said quietly to her. "I'm going to 
get him this time." 

The man held his massive sword in both hands as he charged across the 
chamber and leapt to attack his foe. Once more they began to exchange a rapid 
procession of attacks until the man caught his blade between the prongs of the 
spear and pushed back toward the brute. His enemy was pushing the spear back 
toward him as well, and while the beast may have been stronger, the young man 
acted fast. He took his left hand off of the hilt and clicked a piece from the top 
of the sword to un-attach one of the smaller blades, which he took in his left 
hand and cut deeply down the beast's chest. 

''Now!" he shouted as he leapt to the side. 
The woman took a deep breath and then unleashed the silver streak of 

an arrow which embedded itself into the beast. The beast let out a horrifying 
scream as it exploded in a bright light. A golden triangle floated in the air where 
the beast had been. A bright orb of light shot out from it and surrounded the 
room. 

In a flash the pair found themselves standing in a void, the three 
interlocked triangles floating before them. They looked into each other's eyes 
and nodded, then they reached forward and each put a hand on fue triangles. 

*** 
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"Ah, what a long day," the woman said as she ran a towel through her 

wet brown hair one last time before tossing it aside. 
"Hey, I'm not complaining," the man said as he put his arm around her 

shoulders as she lie down on the bed next to him. "I'm glad we're busy. 
Business has been great." 

"Yep," she responded. "Ifthings keep up like this, we'll be able to 
actually hire a staff." 

"Sounds good to me," he said. The couple leaned their heads on each 
other and just sat there silently for several minutes. 

He softly kissed her on the cheek. "When we get to spend time alone 
together, everything's perfect." 


