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- 

He was alone. The only things that had remained with him on his journey were his clothes and the dirt that encrusted 
the insides of his fingernails. His hair had grown long and was now a moppy mess on top of his head. The sweat 
from his back made his shirt sticky like sap that refused to give. The shoes which were once two pieces of fresh 
smelling material were now two mud splattered balls of filth. He was tired. He was hungry. But his journey was not 
completed. 

In the west, from whence he had come, laid the burned remains of a forest that once teemed with all sorts of life. 
The sky was hazy and brown. Or was that the water? They were both the same rotted color and couldn’t be 
differentiated from each other. In the east, or right in front of him, rather, were two grand golden gates that towered 
over the clear blue and partly cloudy skies. The designs on them were foreign to him but as he got closer he could 
almost make out what seemed to be an abstract interpretation of two Venus symbols. The cross that stemmed from 
the bottom of the circle pictured what looked to be a Jesus figure. But, it was pictured as if gravity had caused the 
nails from his feet to tear sending them over his head.  

Knowing that time was of the essence, he moved toward the doors. Being that close allowed them to show off their 
true gargantuan stature in comparison to a dirty little creature such as himself. There was no way he could climb 
them and the neighboring fence was much too tall, as well. But, he had come too far. The challenges of the past 
were much worse than this and he found a way through them; so why should this be much different? 

He put his foot on the first step-like piece of the gold architecture. It was a long way to the top but he had to get 
started somewhere. As he propelled himself up and left the ground, a strange vibration began to surge through his 
body. At first, it was faint, but soon grew into what felt like a rumble caused by the stomach when food is needed. 
This rumble didn’t go away, however, and it wasn’t just in his body, it was all over. He looked around. Was 
someone coming? From which way? It couldn’t be from the west. That was impossible. Slowly, the door began to 
move forward. Could it be that it was falling? Had the pesky human knocked over what seemed to be the gates to 
heaven? No. It wasn’t falling. It was opening. The door was opening. Choosing not to remain on the thrilling ride 
any longer, he jumped off. He stepped back to watch the incredible happening. There was no one else around; no 
man or creature. Nothing had moved this door to open. Was it him? He had no time to worry about that. He turned 
to continue his journey on, but was forced to stop in awe from what his eyes now laid upon. The sky was now the 
pure crystal blue that was only read about in fantasy tales, and the hills were lush with all sorts of greens, yellows, 
reds, and oranges. The trees decorated the view in such a way, that they had to have been placed by some oversized 
child with an over-active imagination and extreme case of obsessive compulsive disorder. As if all this wasn’t 
perfect enough, there it was, sitting like the father of the land, overseeing all of his children at work, the largest and 
most perfectly cut arrangement of rocks he had ever seen. It was the castle of Elamef. What his eyes saw were what 
his ancestors dreamed of seeing. It was what had been described to him since he was as young as he could 
remember. The flags of every different color imaginable were on top just like he was told. It was an amazing sight. 
He wished he could stay right where he was and admire it for hours upon hours, but he had to move on like he 
promised. So he did. 

The upward slopes of the hills were tough on his already worn out legs, and the steep downward slopes often tripped 
him up causing him to fall. Despite the many cuts and bruises he vowed that as long as he was capable of moving 
forward, he would not stop. It was clear that the trees were taller than they looked from the golden doors. That view 
had been so much more pleasant. If only he could have stayed there for an extra few minutes to enjoy it just a little 
more. His father’s words snapped him out of his hopeless wishing.  

“Good from afar, son, but far from good”.  
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He let out a slight chuckle which was surprised by the falling of a tear from his right eye. It tasted salty in his 
already dry mouth. How he longed to be back at home. The wide opens fields and tangled green forests came into 
his mind. The days he had spent relaxing in the sun without a care or worry were over. All he had now was himself, 
but he couldn’t prevent thoughts of his home from assaulting his mind. He saw his mother, as beautiful and 
hardworking as ever. He saw his father, always serving up some sort of tasty dish he had concocted. His brothers 
and sisters were there, too. The brothers always loved their cats while the sisters loved their dogs. Each one had their 
own favorite pet and somehow showed partial resemblance to them. That was always strange to him but that was the 
family he knew and loved. He saw them all gathering around for a meal at their large dining table. That was the 
place where he felt the coziest, other than his warm yet small bed in the room he shared with his brothers. How he 
hated all the times he woke up because the wet and smelly tongue of a dog was stroking the side of his face, and 
most of the time, his lips. How he wished that could happen today. Unfortunately, it wasn’t going to. 

He looked up. All of these daydreams had caused him to unconsciously cover much more ground than he had 
expected. Realizing that his face was drenched in tears, he did his best to wipe them, but all that did was get the dirt 
from his sleeve into his eyes and mouth. Flipping his sleeve inside out, he amazingly found a semi-clean section of 
his clothing with which he could wipe his eyes. With his vision now clear, he could see that the castle was only a 
short way away. What he could also begin to see were people. However, these people were not the people he had 
been used to. Their armor was a sleek shade of purple which blended with white spots in various areas. The design 
made it seem like the wearer of the armor was splattered with purple blood. It looked as if the suit of armor was all 
one piece. He tried to imagine how the person inside got into such a costume. The spikes jetting out of their arms 
resembled a mountain range that had had each mountain shaved to a sharp point by the fresh blade of a newly 
crafted knife. The helmet of the suit showed no part of the human face, and just two dark holes allowed for vision 
from within. One spike shot up from the top of the helmet, and was tipped off by gold once it rose no higher. That 
armor was majestic; unlike anything he had ever seen. 

He knew what he had to do. It was instructed to him long ago. There was to be no fighting, no killing, and no battles. 
He was here for a reason and that reason was not to get himself killed. The trees which he had stood by to observe 
what lay ahead had come to a halt. All that stood between him and the castle was a large field. It grew fairly short 
grass, so he was sure it would be known that he was alone. This was the moment he had dreaded. He rehearsed what 
he was to do a thousand times, but all that was left now was to do it. Leaving the obnoxiously large trees behind 
him, he began to pace across the field. He noticed as the guarders of the main gate saw him and alerted the others. 
There was no turning back now. There had been no turning back, ever. He moved forward confidently on the outside 
but petrified to his very last nerve on the inside. He felt such shakiness inside him that it made the opening of the 
golden doors seem like the feeling he would get when someone would shake him out of his sleep when he dozed off 
during classes.  

As soon as he was a few dozen yards away he heard a call. 

“Stop, where you are!” bellowed the deep voice.  

The sound shook him to the core. He knew it was his turn to speak. 

“My name is Orson Allen. I hail from the land of Kavixon. I am here to speak with the ruler of your castle.” 

“No one speaks with any member of the royal family unless we are personally instructed to allow it.” 

His voice was barely audible. The only words that could be made out were ‘No one speaks’ and ‘personally 
instructed to allow it,’ so, it didn’t sound like they were ready to let him in. 

“I have been sent here to inform your King about the decree that was bestowed upon our land many times ago.” 
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The loud booming sound of laughter filled the air and was definitely more audible than the lone man’s voice. This 
was not one man laughing, but all of them. Did they recognize him, per chance, causing a realization that they had 
made a mistake by not allowing him to enter? Maybe this part of the journey wouldn’t be as hard as he imagined. 
Two figures began to approach him. He stood his ground, but realized his mind was blank and he was speechless. 
There were no more words left in him. He always knew he would be least prepared for this part of the journey but he 
never thought it would play out this way. 

As the men approached, he realized that they were not men at all. They were perhaps the farthest thing from a man. 
What he had thought was armor was, in truth, the actual body makeup of the creature. The helmet was their head, 
and the spikes on their wrists were not part of any costume. When they did arrive at him they were nearly three 
times his size, with a height estimating around fifteen feet. The arms that grabbed his arms were as big as his own 
torso and the force which was exuded in throwing him over their heads was in comparison to what he would use to 
pick up a grapefruit. This was no apologetic motion. They began carrying him to the castle. Just before he entered 
with them a cloth was slapped over his head which couldn’t be removed by any amount of his strength. The rest of 
his path was shrouded in darkness. He imagined that he would no longer see anything except the blackness of this 
cloth and that death was not too far away. After about fifteen minutes of being carried by the monstrous hands, he 
felt himself being thrown through the air. This was the end. The smack into the side of a stone wall was the biggest 
blow he ever felt. Nothing his older brother ever did amounted to this. He could slowly feel his own vision giving 
out on him. As he drifted out of consciousness, he saw his family. They were getting farther away in the distance. 
He tried to move closer to them but couldn’t. He stopped due to fatigue and had to squint his eyes to see them. They 
were as far away as the castle seemed when he arrived through the golden doors. Just before they vanished, he saw 
them turn a purplish white color, just like the creatures that took him here. Then it all went black. 

-- 

She was alone. Standing there in the vast castle dining hall surrounded by servants was not new to her. They ran, 
yelled, cleaned, and set the tables, each one as robotic as the rest. Taking only a brief look at them, she violently 
whipped her long black hair around to face the stain glass mirror that looked out onto the garden. It was winter. The 
trees were brown and bare. A thin sheet of snow covered the land. Far off in the distance, she could see Elamef’s 
two golden doors on the distant hill. She had only been at their feet once, and wished every night to be at them 
again. They were her exit from this dark land, which brought nothing but sorrow and misery since the King, her 
father, had perished. 

She was the princess of the kingdom, and hero to the land. It had been seven years since she had led the bloody 
revolution against the Azilures who used to dominate their world. The townspeople had dealt under harsh conditions 
for decades and the only one who kept them alive was King Leos. He fought year after year to keep the townspeople 
safe and secure even under treacherous circumstances. The people truly loved him, and his ability to keep up a sense 
of happiness. But, it was a bitter happiness, and she vowed to change that. The revolution started in the fall. It began 
by her climbing on top of the castle wall, removing all of her clothes, and declaring to every one of the land, whose 
attention she now had, that the harsh times must end. Almost immediately did the men pick up their weapons and 
wage war. With her in command of the armies, King Leos was able to lead secret forces into the Azilures main hold 
and defeat their leaders. The revolution ended just before the break of summer. It was a happy time once more, and 
King Leos promised that the years would be great from now on. The townspeople roared with cheers for him and his 
heroine princess daughter. But it wasn’t soon after that speech that a siren was sounded to bring forth the news of the 
King’s death. Fourteen stabs to the upper torso had brought him to life’s end.   

A voice broke her out of her state of deep thought. 

“Kelsaiuh?” spoke a quiet and reserved voice. 
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She turned around. It was Thomas, her very loyal yet shy servant who stood by her side during the days of King 
Leos. He was a tiny man with short black hair that he attempted to comb to no avail. His clothes looked too tight, 
and he was obviously uncomfortable. The shoes he wore were scuffed and torn. They seemed out of place when put 
next to his other garments. 

“Yes” replied the princess, in a smooth comforting tone, sensing that Thomas was fragile and uneasy in his current 
state. 

“Uhmm….” He stuttered. “You should be to know…..I mean, uh….you would….I think you should know that a p-
prisoner has been…he has been laying in his cell constantly mumbling the name of your father, and that he needs a 
meeting with him right away. We…we weren’t sure if he was perhaps an acquaintance of yours or your father’s years 
ago.”   

Kelsaiuh’s eyes suddenly became interested in the matter, and a small grin crept onto her lips. 

“Well bring him forth then, Thomas. Thank you for letting me know.”  

 “Right away, my princess.”  

Thomas nodded and turned away to fetch the prisoner from the cell. His light jog resembled that of a pigeon running 
from angry store owners.  

“And just where do you think you are going?!” a thunderous voice boomed from the other side of the doors. 

Thomas stopped dead in his tracks. He knew that voice. Everyone knew that voice. The grand entrance doors swung 
open bringing in a draft of cool air coming into the castle from some other corridor that opened to the brisk winter 
weather. It sent a shiver through the spines of the servants, Thomas, and Kelsaiuh. As if coming from a ceremony 
where the highest honor of the world had been presented to her, Queen Jabinewanev entered the room. She was 
extremely tall and wore only the most expensive garments and jewelry. Her skin was the deepest black which could 
not even be matched by the midnight winter sky. The cape she wore on her back was a shimmering wonder of gold 
that illuminated the snowy color of her short head of hair. Her eyes were cold, and showed no sort of emotion. Her 
mouth was wide and only uttered words to express her power. The crown she wore reflected every beam of light that 
came at it, sending them back ten times as strong. It was beautifully encrusted with golds, reds, and silvers. It looked 
like it was practically half the size of the man she towered over. 

She looked down at Thomas, who automatically understood his place under her rule. 

“How dare you think of bringing a filthy prisoner into my dining hall, you despicable little varmint.” 

“My apologies, My Queen.” Thomas managed to utter. 

“Guards!” she commanded. “Bring this miniscule bug to the prison and leave him there for a while.” 

Two purple and white creatures began to approach Thomas who was quivering in his shoes. They reached out their 
human torso sized hands to pick him up. 

“STOP!” yelled a voice from behind them.  

Everyone turned to see Kelsaiuh coming down from the steps that led to her garden observation. She appeared 
relentless.  

Queen Jabinewanev looked at her as if she was nothing but a child standing up to bullies at a local picnic. 
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“Kelsaiuh, my darling, do not get in the way of my rulings, unless you want to find yourself next to your little friend 
in a nice cozy jail cell with all the other murderers and thieves. I’m sure they would love to their hands on you for a 
few days.”  

“He came here with news that someone in the jail may be…”  

“I heard what he said and I can assure you he is a liar” the Queen cut in. “No one knows the King’s name anymore.” 

“His name was King Leos, and he was a great ruler of this land. He never would have allowed this sort of treatment 
to occur within these walls,” Kelsaiuh challenged. 

“ENOUGH!” echoed a monstrous voice from behind her. 

Queen Sailadafuh was even larger than Queen Jabinewanev and her voice was much stronger and more controlling. 
She wore a similar outfit to her wife but made it a point to show it off even more than ever. There was gold threaded 
through every other stitch of her clothing and her jewelry was from the finest platinum that her slaves could dig up 
from the North. Her hair was long and black with a crown that looked to be holding it all in place. 

“I’ve had enough of your petty little blowups in front of everybody in this castle!” she roared, “You have a place 
here and I expect you be getting used to it. You do what we say, when we say it, and by no means give any orders or 
commands. You’re nothing but a child.” 

She looked at Thomas, who by now was expecting more than death. 

“Get out of my sight,” she simply stated. 

Thomas glanced back to Kelsaiuh, and then hustled out of the main doors, disappearing into the darkness of the 
hallway. Kelsaiuh watched him leave and felt the attention of the queens coming back to her. She was positive that 
these queens were the ones who murdered her father, knowing that they would be the next ones to rule. Queen 
Sailadafuh was the original queen to the king but following his death, married Queen Jabinewanev. Their combined 
strength was unmatched. It was feared by all in their command and all other kingdoms throughout the land. 

“You!” barked Queen Sailadafuh, “Get out of our sight.” 

Without saying a word, Kelsaiuh gathered herself together and slowly walked out of the dining hall. She managed to 
hear a quiet dialogue between the queens as she left. 

“Don’t worry. Her time will come,” said Queen Sailadafuh to Queen Jabinewanev. 

“I know,” the other queen replied, “Sometimes I just think we should get it over with.” 

“Patience will bring the biggest rewards,” concluded Queen Sailadafuh. 

The doors closed behind Kelsaiuh and left her to the torch lit halls of the cold castle. 

--- 

The distance sound of a howling creature awoke him from yet another day of lying in the darkness, pleading for 
sleep to pass the hours. It had been nearly two months since he had been tossed into this cell like a brainless animal. 
He had seen nothing except pure darkness, and eaten things that would tossed to him every few days. The thought of 
what he looked like made him want to gag. He was covered with the smell of blood, sweat, and waste that caused his 
other senses to be next to nothing. The sounds of other people in the prison grew fainter day after day. He knew that 
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something was being done with them, or to them. Each day, the door would open and the thuds of feet could be 
heard rushing in. A cell door would open and then the feet would shuffle out again, closing the door behind them. It 
was only a matter of moments before it was his turn to be carted off into the abyss. He had come so far, but he 
always knew that his journey wasn’t going to end in a beauteous way. Then, she entered. 

“You,” said the voice. 

He was petrified. It was his turn. The voice was five feet away from him and he knew it was time to go. Inside, he 
was fighting to stay composed while thinking up something, anything, to say to whoever might be here to take him 
away. Maybe he could bribe them. Or offer to join their side with hopes to eventually discover a way to escape and 
never return. Life was all he was hoping to save now. 

“Come over here,” the voice continued. 

If he fought against them, he would suffer. He chose to obey with hopes that some good could come out of it. None 
of these thoughts of hope made him any less scared than he was. Pulling himself off of the dirty, barren floor, he 
began to move toward the voice. Death was expected any second. He recalled the massive weapons those purplish 
white creatures carried, not to mention the size of their ugly bodies. He briefly hoped that he would die a quick 
death, without any suffering. It was how he always wanted to go. 

He arrived at the voice. He could feel the cold bars of the cell gate against his nose. He remembered each time the 
feet would shuffle into the prison. The gate would open, and not a sound would be heard. He tensed his body, and 
prepared for the end. 

The hand that touched him brought streams of tears to his face. He felt the cloth become drenched as it stuck to his 
face. The hotness of his tears hurt his eyes. His heart was in his throat, yet somehow he managed not to fling himself 
to the ground in hysteria. Then, he felt the cloth become looser…and looser…and looser. It dropped off his face, and 
fell to the ground with the thud of large potato. He closed his eyes tight, slowly opening them one small crack at a 
time. He could only imagine how much time they would need to adjust to the light. After about three minutes, he 
could see the ground which he had been fixed on the entire time. 

“You must be Orson,” the voice assured. 

Realizing this voice was human, he began to look up. First he saw her feet. They were shoeless, no covering or 
stocking to warm the skin. His eyes moved up her legs. She had the most beautiful skin he had ever seen. Her legs 
were a warm and cozy light brown color that immediately reminded him of that tree he cut down when he was 
young. He sanded it down and was going to make an oar for a boat of his father’s, but accidentally cut it too short. 
What remained was what looked to him like a woman’s leg. It wasn’t the color of any woman’s skin in his town, nor 
of any woman he thought existed, but he liked it, so he kept it. All that she was wearing was a thin nightgown. It 
was white like snow and shone in the light from the hallway. Her breasts were of perfect proportion to her body, not 
too small, or too large. It was as if she put two perfectly ripened oranges in her shirt, and had managed to find the 
exact color of her skin as paint to make them appear as if they were part of her body. Around her neck was a simple 
silver necklace. It had one little symbol in the middle but he could not make out what it was. He finally arrived to 
her face. It was calming and had the smooth look of peacefulness to it. When he met her eyes, a small grin appeared 
on her lips. 

“Am I right?” she continued. 

He felt a giant weight lift off of his shoulders. Maybe he wasn’t going to die after all. Ignoring all thoughts that 
could lead him to think she was the angel of death, he continued. 
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“Yes. My name is Orson Allen. I hail from the land of Kavixon.” 

He hadn’t spoken in weeks. The sound of his voice surprised him, and made his throat tingle as if something was 
stuck in it. 

“Oh good, then I am correct,” spoke the mysterious girl in front of him. “My name is Kelsaiuh. I am the princess to 
the land of Elamef, which you are now a guest of, as I am sure you already know.” 

Her voice was like a finely tuned harp playing the loveliest melody ever written. It immediately lifted his spirits, and 
calmed his nerves which had been throbbing for quite some time now. What did she want from him? Why had she 
come to speak to him? Surely a princess has better things to do than speak to a prisoner. 

“Am I going to die?” he let out. 

Kelsaiuh’s light-hearted facial expression changed to one of sympathetic pity towards this poor soul.  

“Orson, that is out of my hands, for now. But I was told by a servant of mine, who was frequently allowed to give 
you food, that you have been speaking the name of my father for a while now.” 

“King Leos!” he managed to release in a louder whisper. His task was coming back to him now. His heart began to 
pound with the fact that maybe there was hope after all. This girl may be his savior from this dark world. 

“How do you know my father?” Kelsaiuh asked pleadingly. 

He looked up. Surely she was being facetious. 

“He is known throughout the land as a great ruler and human being. I have come with a message that can hopefully 
bring his land out of darkness.” 

Kelsaiuh looked confused. She was shocked but quick to realize this boy’s circumstances. 

“Orson, I do not know if you know, but King Leos has been dead for seven years now. He was murdered right after 
we won the revolt against the Azilures,” Kelsaiuh’s words cut like an axe on firewood. 

Confusion overtook his entire body. A combination of sadness, frustration, and misplacement set in within a matter 
of seconds. 

“But…” he stuttered, “Your land is in darkness. You beat the Azilures, but still remain in a world of evil? How can 
that be? The Azilures were the most horrid creatures of this world and everyone knew they resided here. If you beat 
them out, then how is it possible that other kingdoms are still suffering?” 

Realizing that his logic on the matter seemed totally justified based on the fact that he has never been close to this 
land before, Kelsaiuh began to remember her father. For a moment, she believed he may actually still be alive, 
somewhere in this castle. This prisoner acted as if he was alive, and that he could help. Memories of him clouded 
her mind. 

“Princess Kelsaiuh,” he said, “What is going on?” 

Was she really going to trust this boy? He seemed so helpless and afraid, but it could be a trap. Maybe the queens 
were setting her up to test her trust. If she slipped up maybe that would be her time, like she heard mentioned before 
by Queen Sailadafuh. There was something about him though, this Orson from Kavixon, that she just couldn’t 
pinpoint. She didn’t know what to say. 
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“How can I trust you?” she asked. 

“Because I am here,” he said calmly. 

They looked into each other’s eyes for a long moment. Neither one of them even thought about looking away. A 
budding flower of hope and freedom began to take shape within their bodies. 

“My father was killed seven years ago,” the princess blurted out.  

She continued on without pauses and spoke rather quickly as if reciting a story she had memorized and recited many 
times.  

“We waged war on them, the Azilures. I started it, and my father ended it. We had been tortured and suppressed for 
long enough. The men were more than eager to fight; they just needed a leader to move them forward. It was a long 
and cold fight. I was on the front lines while my father worked the more covert aspects of the war. It was something 
the Azilures did not expect from us, so when my father surprised and captured the leaders, they immediately gave in. 
Their army was large but they had nothing to fight for. Our people were strong at heart, and never gave in. The 
victory was astounding and everyone cheered for hours. Tears of joy were seen for the first time by many. I will 
never forget my father coming out of the castle wall and buckling down in tears. People rushed over to him 
instantly. This strong, powerful, and loving man had to give in to the weight of his body, but when lifted up, we 
realized his tears were of joy. The people cheered louder than I ever could have thought possible. It was the end of 
tyranny and the beginning of happiness.  

His eyes never left hers. The story was great so far, but he knew where it was going. 

“It was three nights after the victory. We had finished the largest feast any of us had ever seen. The entire kingdom 
had full bellies, and satisfied hearts. When I laid down at night for sleep, my eyes streamed tears because I thought 
about how beautiful it was to have saved an entire kingdom from evil while fighting side-by-side with my father. 
Just as I had drifted off, I was jolted out of bed by large bells and sirens from the outside. I put on whatever clothes I 
could find and rushed to the main hall. I saw a large group of people all standing in a clump around a bed that was 
put out in the open. When they saw me, everything grew quiet. It was the most eerie silence I’ve ever felt. I walked 
slowly forward, causing them to part in a rehearsed fashion. There I saw him. My father. The strongest man in my 
life. Dead. Blood dripped from the nightwear I had given to him as a past birthday present. Fourteen wounds. 
Several in his heart. I stood there, just looking. Nothing was going through my mind. I felt nothing. I heard nothing. 
I smelled nothing. As if a giant gust of wind decided to bring me back to the ground, it all hit me. I smelled the 
rotting flesh. I tasted the musky air. I turned around and spurt out every morsel of food I had eaten during the feast. 
Tears fell from my face. My body became immobile. People gathered around me, and helped me to sitting. Still, it 
was silent. No one spoke, or even dared to cough. We all knew what was going to happen next. It was inevitable. 
Entering directly on cue was Queen Sailadafuh. She came in followed by two of her white spotted purple creatures 
and declared that the kingdom was hers…after paying a small but worthless tribute to her robbed of life husband. She 
has always been scheming somewhere. My father loved her because she had a genius mind and most importantly, 
because she gave birth to me. I always hated her, and she knew it, so I was more than sure that I had punishment 
waiting in store for me.” 

She stopped. Her story was playing out in her mind and was seriously affecting her. Tears welled up in her eyes and 
fell onto his knees. 

“What happened to you after that?” he urgently pressed. 
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Kelsaiuh was not able to go on, but forced her words out anyway. She had to tell this boy. He deserved the truth 
after everything he had been through. 

“She….” Kelsaiuh forced, “….She…” 

Fighting through sobs barely made her words clear enough to be heard, but he heard the part that he was supposed 
to. He almost wished he hadn’t.  

“She turned me over to them.” 

There was silence. Their eyes had since drifted from each other and were now too scared to look to see the emotion 
the other one had inside them. 

“To who?” he whispered. 

“She turned me over to her creatures. Those despicable things. She laughed manically as she told them to have their 
way with me…and they did. 

“How did you survive?” 

“That was the point, I was supposed to live. That was her plan. The barbaric things were to have me as their slave, 
and then were instructed to throw me back into the castle when they were finished. It took them six days to get 
finished with me. Six nonstop days full of the most horrific acts of inhumanity that no ordinary person could even 
think of.” 

She finished her story. The beautiful girl that had smiled at him while releasing him from his blindness was now a 
wreck. Her face had completely changed and was ridden with dread. 

Orson reached out and touched the shoulder of Princess Kelsaiuh. She looked up, and their eyes met once again. 
This time it was he who smiled at her. 

“Everything is going to be okay,” the mud and blood covered prisoner assured her. 

Kelsaiuh looked up at him. Her tears had stained her face. Somehow she let out a tired and worn out laugh which 
startled the boy. 

“You haven’t even met her yet. Her and her wretched wife.” 

“Let me guess, if she is the brainy one, like you said, then her wife is probably a loud and dumb brute of a woman. 
Sounds like a couple of queens to me.”  

They locked eyes. Was he real? He might just be. Kelsaiuh broke down in a small fit of laughter. He joined in as 
well when he realized that he must have been correct. Kelsaiuh stood up and unlocked the cell door. He stood, as 
well, and moved slowly toward the door. He was out of the cell, but still somewhere in this never ending castle. 

“I guess your task has changed a little bit then, Mr. Allen,” Kelsaiuh poked, expecting him to not know what to say. 

“Not really,” he shot back. “I am just going to tell you what I was going to tell your father.” 

“Will it really be able to work out the same way?” she asked confusedly. 

He looked at her for a moment and grinned. 
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“Trust me,” he said, “It will work out much differently.” 

Kelsaiuh smiled back at him, only her smile was slightly wider than his grin. 

“And,” he continued, “If you are as great of a leader as your father was, then there should be no problem.” 

Stumbling to regain fluidity in his walk, Orson moved past Kelsaiuh and out of the door into the darkness of the 
hallway. 

---- 

“Slave!” called the harsh voice of Queen Sailadafuh. “Slave! Get in here!” Her voice screeched through the entire 
build of the castle. There wasn’t a chance for it to go unheard. 

Immediately, Thomas came in through the doors. He walked in fear but desperately tried to hold himself together. 
He had a special dislike for Queen Sailadafuh. Queen Jabinewanev just screamed, yelled, and sentenced people to 
death daily, but this queen had been the one that brought hell itself onto Kelsaiuh. Thomas was always there for the 
princess that he served, and always did his best to keep her safe and well. 

“Slave! Where is that ignorant girl that you always cling to?” 

Thomas shuttered at the words that made his position smaller than it already was. He wasn’t born this way. He had a 
wife and two young daughters whom he forced to flee from Elamef before the revolution. They now resided in a 
small town miles from the castle walls. After being captured post the murder of King Leos’s, he knew his promises 
of reuniting with them had to be prolonged. Every day he thought of them and their smiling faces. How he wondered 
what his daughters looked like now. Did they attract all the men? Were they brilliant in their minds and souls? His 
eyes filled with tears and wonder each time these questions hollowly passed through his mind. 

“Answer, you scum!” ordered the queen. 

“I do not know, my queen. Usually I…I do not…see the princess after six o’clock night. She…She…or…orders me to 
take time for myself and finish anything that needs to be d-done.” 

Thomas’s words always faltered when he knew the queen was around. Just the thought of her made him positive he 
would never escape this wretched land. 

“Well go and find her! This instant! If I see you again before I see her then I swear on my kingdom that you will not 
live to see tomorrow’s morning!” 

“Yes, my queen,” Thomas said through his teeth, “I will go and fetch her.” 

He turned to leave. The look of concern on his face could probably be seen by someone who was standing directly 
behind him. He knew exactly where Princess Kelsaiuh was. The one who had instructed her to go and speak with the 
prisoner was himself. Based on what he told her about him, she was either still with him, or had taken him 
somewhere in the castle. Thomas had to think. They were most likely taking secret halls and pathways that only she 
knew in the castle. Not even Thomas knew where to begin to look. 

Walking through the hallways toward Kelsaiuh’s bed chambers, all his outlooks seemed grim. He couldn’t call out 
for her; that would only bring attention to her and would most likely cause her to flee father into the castle. As he 
turned the corner he was struck to the ground by a figure running at full speed. Thomas’s vision spun circles, and he 
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was scared to face the monster creature he just collided with. But he didn’t collide with any evil being. It was 
Kelsaiuh, and the prisoner, too! 

After the initial shocks of being caught subsided, Kelsaiuh rushed to Thomas. 

“Thomas! Thomas, are you alright? I am so sorry, I had no idea that someone would be around this bend.” 
Kelsaiuh’s cold hands were on Thomas’s shoulders. She was scared stiff. 

“Kelsaiuh, are you mad?” Thomas interrupted, “the Queen is only right down this hallway and you and this prisoner 
and going for an after dinner jog?” His reprimandative tone surprised Kelsaiuh. She had never seen him like that 
before, but knew that he had to have been worried about her already, 

“Thomas, shhh,” Kelsaiuh said comfortingly, “If they hear us, we’ll be caught.” 

‘I know that,” my lady, “which is why I am wondering what in blazes name you are doing in this area of the castle.” 
His tone remained firm. This was new for everyone, even himself. 

“We are on the way to my chambers. I am never bothered there after six o clock night, so I figured it would be the 
safest place,” she spoke confidently. 

“Yes,” Thomas replied hastily, “but Queen Sailadafuh has just ordered me to find you and bring you to her 
immediately. If she doesn’t hear from me, or you, within the hour then she is bound to come storming to your 
chambers herself.” 

Realizing that there had to be a change of plan, Kelsaiuh turned to Orson. He didn’t look too happy with these 
circumstances. 

“Oh, by the way,” Kelsaiuh said in a somewhat cheerful way, “This is Orson Allen; he is from the land of Kavixon 
and believes to know the way to save us.” 

Thomas looked at her. Then he looked to Orson. 

“Orson Allen, hi, I’m Thomas,” he said with a sarcastic flare of false excitement, “Great to see you are here to save 
the world, but can we focus on the matter at hand, Kelsaiuh? We need to get out of here or we will most likely die. 
That’s it.” 

“Okay, then we should go to the sentencing cellar,” Kelsaiuh said instantly, “it is the farthest place from here and 
they do not use it after dinner hours. There should be no one there now so we can stay until we decide where to 
move to next.” 

The trio turned and began to run in the opposite direction. The sentencing cellar was on the complete other side of 
the castle, and to get there by walking took around thirty minutes. That was time that they couldn’t afford to spend 
being out in the open, so the quicker the better. 

Racing through the halls at night was nerve wracking. They all knew they could be caught at any time, but most of 
the guards were outside or with the queens. The night time was the time that was most suitable for outside attacks, 
so each post had double the amount of security. There were still many guards inside, though, and running into just 
one of them was enough to get Thomas, Kelsaiuh, and Orson killed with the swipe of its one hand. 

“I need to interject,” said Orson over Thomas’s constant discussion over which guards were where, and until when. 
They were approaching the sentencing cellar, and would be able to rest soon. 
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“What is it?” asked Thomas. 

They pushed the doors to the conference cellar open. It was large room with many benches spread throughout its 
gray wall and ceiling design. At the front was a large podium with a jewel decorated chair behind it. There were 
various benches that were built for one person only. They must be where the people who were to be sentenced sat. 
Orson led them over to a bench and they all sat down. 

“The reason I am here,” Orson began, “is because this kingdom has begun to threaten its neighbors as well as the 
rest of the world. We all knew that there hadn’t been peace here in a long time, but I was sent here for the sake of the 
rest of the people on this earth.” 

“I don’t understand,” said Thomas, “you aren’t some all-powerful being; you have no army, and no weapons. Why 
do you think you can help us?” 

“Because he is from Kavixon,” Kelsaiuh added practically under her breath. 

Orson looked at her and smiled. She knew. He knew she knew the second he saw her. 

“Can someone fill me in here?” blurted Thomas. 

Not unlocking his gaze from Kelsaiuh, Orson explained. 

“The ancestors of Kavixon were the main architects and builders when this castle was constructed hundreds of years 
ago. They designed the parts of this place that allowed it to remain modern and powerful. My great grandfather’s 
grandfather was the son of the man who had access to the core of the castle. Only his father and the current King, 
King Elamef, knew what was held there. The secrets of how to enter it and what was there were only passed on to 
the next generation of both families when the present knower was on their deathbed. That way, it was sure that there 
would only ever be two people on this planet that knew of the secret. But you see, my family always resided in 
Kavixon. Kavixon has never been involved in any wars because they are too small and too out of the way of the rest 
of the world. But this kingdom, Elamef, was always sacked with war. There was always talking of whether or not 
the castle would be brought down during its current war or battle or revolution. It never was, but it lost something 
just as important. King Ristone was the king of this castle three kings before Leos; he was your great-great 
grandfather. He was one of two men in the world that knew the secret of the core; the other was my great-great-
grandfather. Unfortunately, while fighting one of many wars, King Ristone was killed on the battlefield. It was a 
quick death. Because of this, the secret of the core was never passed down to your great grandfather and, in turn, 
never got to you. And since no one in my family tree was ever killed before their time, it was able to get to me. 
During a delivery that my father and I were making between our kingdom and another, we were attacked by towns 
that were under Elamef control. He was deathly wounded, but managed to tell the secret to me before he died. Just 
as he was leaving consciousness, he said that I had to go there and inform King Leos of what to be done to save his 
kingdom and I had to go now. So I did; and here I am. But neither he nor I knew that King Leos was no longer in 
control here, so it seems that you, Princess Kelsaiuh, are the only one left that can help save us. 

Princess Kelsaiuh was speechless.  

“So what is the secret of the core?” said Thomas, anxiously. 

Orson looked at them both. It was time to pass on the secret. But it would not be tucked away any longer. It was 
going to be put into action.  

Before he could get another word out, the main doors rumbled as if an earthquake was striking. Someone was trying 
to get it. The three jumped in surprise which caused Kelsaiuh to let out a minor scream. The rumble got silent. 
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Whatever was behind that door heard her. It began to thrust against them harder and harder. Chunks of dirt fell from 
the ceiling and the benches slid due to the awesome vibrations that were taking place on the ground. 

“We have to get out of here, now!” commanded Thomas. 

Realizing that there was no way out, they ran to the large throne behind the podium. They took shelter just as the 
door lock broke and they burst open. Kelsaiuh peered out to see a large Elamefin enter the doors. They were the 
main guardians of Elamef. It must have sensed voices and had come to clear the problem. Orson looked out and saw 
the creature with its massive height. It looked taller than the ones that approached him at the front gate long ago. It 
was purple with blotches of white as well as red. It had multiple spikes on its head and had teeth that each looked as 
long as a human finger.  

Sniffing around with its three holed nose, the Elamefin began to flip over the benches that were on the other side of 
the room. This was their chance to run for it. Orson nudged Kelsaiuh and nodded towards the door. Thomas saw this 
and shook at the thought of being caught. All of a sudden, he realized that compared to this thing, Queen Sailadafuh 
wasn’t that scary. 

“If we can be quick and quiet,” Orson whispered to the others, “then we just may be able to get out of that door. But 
if we wait any longer then we will surely be caught.” 

As if Orson’s words were the starting shot of a horse race, Thomas sprinted for the door, leaving the other two in the 
dust. Orson and Kelsaiuh were dumbstruck by his sudden action, and without time to think of what to do next, they 
bolted after Thomas. They trailed a good ten steps behind him, and could see that the Elamefin was tearing the room 
apart like the benches and chairs were simple hay weeds. It was the moment of truth. The door seemed like it would 
never be reached, but they kept going. Orson turned the corner of the door at such a quick speed that he barreled into 
Thomas sending them flying down to the floor. Kelsaiuh reached the door moments later. She looked behind her 
hoping to catch a last glimpse of the Elamefin’s latest actions, but the moment she saw it, it jerked its body around to 
face the door. All that it saw were strands of Kelsaiuh’s hair, as they followed her head around the bend.  

Kelsaiuh did not stop running. She zoomed by Orson and Thomas, who were getting to their feet as quickly as they 
could. 

“Come on! We have to go! I think it saw me,” Kelsaiuh admitted mid-run. 

Orson and Thomas looked at each other, and then looked behind them. The screeches of the Elamefin pierced their 
ears and sent chills throughout their bodies. They could hear it moving closer. Deciding to obey the princess, they 
made a run for it. 

The hallways of the castle soon became longer and wider. Not one of them could see the end to any of the pathways 
they were following. It did not matter, though. As long as they kept running, they knew they were farther from the 
Elamefin.  

Nearly out of breath, Orson caught up to Thomas and Kelsaiuh. He was extremely tired. Since he had gained his 
vision and partial strength back, he had done nothing except run around this never ending castle.  

“Thomas…Kelsaiuh…” he panted, “We need to get to the center of the castle.” 

“The center, what for?” Kelsaiuh asked. 

‘Because that is where the secret of the core lies. The exact center of the castle contains the entrance that should go 
to the core,” Orson could not speak anymore. Running was draining him. 
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“The center?” Thomas thought for a moment, “The center of the castle is the prison cells.” 

Orson stopped dead in his tracks. 

“You have got to be kidding me?” he let out exhaustingly.  

Kelsaiuh and Thomas stopped running. They didn’t look as dumbfounded as Orson, however. They looked alert as if 
the creature chasing them would leap out at any moment. Orson felt differently. His entire being was exhausted and 
confused. If he had just asked about this before, everything could have gone much smoother. He wouldn’t even have 
had to leave the prison with Kelsaiuh in the first place. 

“Not at all,” answered Thomas, “The cells are in the center, so in case of an escape, no exit is closer than another.” 

Orson shook it off. It was just a minor setback, he thought. It couldn’t get much worse now. 

“Okay then,” Orson continued, “Which way are the prison cells?” 

“Straight back that way,” Thomas said as he pointed towards the exact location of the creature that wanted to tear 
them limb from limb. 

Orson bit his tongue. Maybe he should just give up on thinking so positively about this entire situation. It would 
certainly prevent future letdowns via information gain. 

“If we go back that way, we’ll run into the Elamefin, for sure,” Kelsaiuh chimed. 

They all glanced at each other. Then, Orson began to look around, Thomas stood and thought, and Kelsaiuh looked 
at them, thinking they had both just lost their minds at the exact same time. 

Thomas turned around. He looked further down the pathway they were on. His face brightened with an idea. 

“I think if we continue down this path we can--- 

“Hey, what’s this over here?” Orson interrupted. 

He was peering down a narrow slit in the wall which was blackened by darkness. No one could see even five feet in 
the direction which it led. Thomas and Kelsaiuh came over to examine it. It looked poorly constructed, as if it were 
an add-on to the castle as a last minute resort. 

“I’ve never seen this before,” said Thomas confoundedly, “I couldn’t tell you where it leads.” 

“I think it is our only hope,” Kelsaiuh admitted. 

“It is our only hope,” Orson stated with dissatisfaction.  

Any direction other than straight ahead and straight back was good enough for Orson. He put his hand on Kelsaiuh’s 
back. 

“You go first,” he urged, “I’ll be right behind you. If we all hold hands then we won’t be able to lose each other.” 

“I agree,” Kelsaiuh said with her eyes locked on the abyss-like appearance of the narrow pathway. 

She began to move into the darkness, holding tightly to Orson’s hand. Orson reached out and took hold of Thomas 
who was still pondering this idea. 
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“Come on, Thomas. Everything will be fine,” Orson told him promisingly. 

Thomas smiled at him and nodded in an agreeing manner. He took not two steps towards them when out of 
nowhere, a hand that was almost as big as he was, collided with his left side and launched him down the hallway. 
The force was so great and so sudden that it ripped Orson out of the passageway and catapulted him along with 
Thomas. He managed to let go of Kelsaiuh’s hand at the last moment, leaving her alone to watch the events that 
unfolded. 

They hit the ground about fifteen feet from where they originally stood. They were covered with dust and lost 
feeling in their left sides for a few moments. Both of them were stunned at what had just happened. They looked up 
at the beast that had finally caught up with them; it did not look happy. It stood up tall after tossing the humans like 
chess pieces, showing off its true size, and let out a screech so loud that everyone rammed their hands into their ears 
in order not to go deaf. 

The Elamefin now stood between them and the passage where Kelsaiuh remained. It was locked on Thomas and 
Orson. For once, the eyes that were shaded by the helmet-like skull it possessed could be seen. They were a glaring 
yellow color that looked like how the sun would look just moments before it burnt out completely. In the center was 
a silver and black ring that did not leave the two victims for even the briefest instant. It snarled its teeth at its 
newfound prey. Sweat dripped down Thomas and Orson like rain on tree leaves.  

The creature let out another ear drum breaking cry. Their time was up. The Elamefin moved closer to them. As it 
came towards them, Orson saw what looked to be a smile forming across its vain-bulging face.  

“Hey! Over here!” a voice let out in a mocking fashion. 

The creature twisted its head around to face the opposite direction. It was met with a piece of rock colliding with its 
skull. Orson and Thomas clamored to see what had happened. It was Kelsaiuh. She was standing half in the narrow 
pathway with her other half exposed to the creature, allowing her to pelt it with the hard stones and rocks that were 
scattered across the castle floor. The screech the Elamefin let out had knocked some blocks from the ceiling which 
broke into the closest thing Kelsaiuh could consider for ammunition. 

Noticing her tactic, Orson and Thomas realized that they, too, were surrounded by the rocks. They picked them up 
and hurled them towards their hunter. Direct hits. The creature took the stoning and managed to shake them off each 
time. However, each time someone threw a rock, the Elamefin would face their direction. This could be their way 
out, but they had to move fast. 

“You go,” Thomas yelled to Orson, amidst all the screeches and cries, “You know what to do at the core, and I can 
distract him so you can escape.” 

Orson looked to Thomas. They were both stained with blood and were somehow fighting through the exhaustion 
that possessed their bodies. He knew what Thomas was saying. He also knew what he really meant. Only one of 
them was going to make it away from this creature’s sights alive. Orson had only met Thomas a little while ago, and, 
in truth, had found him a little apathetic towards what he had come here to do, but all that dispersed as he witnessed 
this weak bodied yet strong souled man fighting a creature that was many times his size. 

As Thomas picked up a large stone, he looked to Orson. Orson saw that this was where he was going to have to 
make a break for it. The creature was recovering from being smacked by a stone Kelsaiuh had thrown, and was open 
for the next hit. Thomas nodded to Orson. Taking one last look to Thomas, Orson watched as he chucked his stone 
towards the creature. It hit in the exact center of its face. The creature stumbled back a few steps, and Orson ignited 
forward. He ran quicker than he had ever run before. The creature whipped its boulder sized hand towards Orson, 
but he was quick, and side stepped the fatal swing. Thomas was still firing at full blast with stones. The creature was 

17 



extremely disgruntled, and fought to decide whether it should catch the fleeing human or to destroy the attacking 
human. Attempting to do both, it held a hand up to block the onslaught of stones and went for Orson. Noticing this, 
Orson reached down blindly and grabbed the first thing he could latch on to. He managed to grab onto a small yet 
perfectly rounded stone. Not what he had hoped for, but it would have to do. The Elamefin was coming in at full 
speed. Not considering his options, Orson jumped forward. While in the air, he jerked his body around so that he 
was facing his target. The stone he held was propelled through the air using every ounce of energy that he had left. It 
sailed right into the creature’s skull helmet and lodged itself in its right eye. As it writhed in pain, a rock from 
Thomas cracked into its head, sending it flying forward. Orson hit the wall back first and fought with whatever he 
had left to stay conscious. Kelsaiuh grabbed him by his shirt collar and pulled him to his feet and into the narrow 
passageway. They ran into the darkness. 

As the Elamefin regained stability, it howled at the pain of its right eye. Realizing it failed to catch the escaping 
humans, it turned all its energy and rage towards Thomas, who still remained standing. He stood ready with a rock 
in hand, prepared to fight until the very end. An attack cry was released from the bruised body of the creature. To 
show the creature that he would not settle to give in to its evil, Thomas let out a loud battle cry, too. Without 
hesitation, they sprinted towards each other. Thomas jumped just as the Elamefin smashed its fist on to the floor, 
causing him to land on top of it. He was shaken left, right, up and down, but managed to climb up its massive body 
to arrive at its head. He positioned himself there and reached into the helmet skull, hoping to rip out his attacker’s 
eyes. Understanding what was going to happen, the Elamefin bent its body over and aimed its head at the stone wall 
in front of them. It immediately charged at full speed. Thomas did not care that he would hit first, he wanted to blind 
this thing once and for all. As soon as he felt what he thought to be an eye, the top of the skull, where Thomas had 
latched onto, collided with the stone wall. 

----- 

They were alone. Running through the narrow pathway was interminable, and being covered in complete darkness 
did not help their plight. At least they had each other. Every now and then, they would be met by a solid wall that 
would force them to turn and go a different way, causing them to get confused in their sense of direction. The entire 
time, their hands grasped tightly to the other’s hand so as to not become lost in the maze. There was no telling where 
they would end up. The shock from the previous events had left them shaken and they hadn’t spoken a word since 
they began their trek into the unknown.  

Orson was beginning to feel as if they had walked right into a trap. He couldn’t suppress the visions that depicted 
them suddenly falling to their death in some gaping pit. This castle was already like a funhouse and the chances of 
his visions being reality did not seem too farfetched. 

Suddenly, Kelsaiuh stopped short, causing Orson to bump into her and awake from his pessimistic predictions. 

“Look,” she whispered, “Do you see that?” 

Orson peered over her shoulder. Far off in the distance, he could see a small white dot. It looked as if a star had 
decided to join them in this never ending trench. Eager to get closer to it, they moved forward. It looked like they 
had finally found the light at the end of the tunnel. Speeding up their pace, they began to go into a light jog to 
quicken their escape. 

“Wait, wait, wait,” Orson said as he halted them, “We can’t just burst out in the open, one of those things is bound to 
see us and we’ll be right back where we started.”  

Kelsaiuh looked discouraged. This darkness was making her heart beat extremely fast. She was exhausted. But, 
unlike Orson, it sometimes overtook her and caused irrational actions. Somehow, he remained calm and in control of 
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the situation without managing to be driven to hysteria...or so she thought. His mind was just as anxious and nervous 
as hers was, although he never showed it. 

Taking a deep breath, Kelsaiuh accepted that they would be trudging through this passageway for a while longer. 
She nodded to Orson’s request to be patient and slowly turned back around, prepared to tactfully approach their 
current position. Taking one step forward, Kelsaiuh felt a jolt in the ground. Whipping her head around to meet 
Orson’s eyes, which were only the slightest bit visible now, she saw he felt it, too. Making eye contact for only a 
brief moment, the floor gave way from underneath them causing them to plunge down a treacherous tunnel that 
pulled them into the earth. 

The direction of the slide-like path they were on was painfully non-linear. It whisked one way then the other, and 
would spontaneously jerk to the side, causing them to smack into the rock lined wall. 

“Hold on to me!” Orson called out, “That way we can’t be split up.” 

She had no breath to answer him back with. All of it was left back at the level from which they were now falling 
from. But she grabbed onto him. They were only a few angle marks away from being in a ninety degree fall, and the 
anticipation of hitting the ground grew with every rock that passed underneath them. Orson put his hands over 
Kelsaiuh’s head and leaned it back against his, resting it on his body. The speed was great, but Orson figured if her 
head was already against his body, the whiplash of it hitting him would be lessened upon impact. Not sure of how 
accurate his hypothesis was, he decided it was better than nothing. Her hair was very soft.  He deeply wished he 
could have seen it one last time, along with the rest of her, before going blind once more. The sound of her voice 
was first heard by him in darkness and it seemed as if it would last be heard by him in darkness. 

“Orson,” Kelsaiuh managed to utter as they continued to fall, “Everything will be okay.” 

Her words struck like an arrow. Why did she say this? Didn’t she know that they were about to die? Maybe that was 
why she said it. All he could do to respond to her assurance was to gently stroke her head like he would to the finest 
bred horses that Kavixon possessed. It gave him a final bit of comfort. 

Suddenly, a bright yellow light began to fill Orson’s vision. It was then that he realized his eyes had been shut. He 
wondered how long they had been like that but was moved from that thought as he noticed Kelsaiuh appearing in his 
sight. She had begun to be lit by a light that was coming from an unknown source. Not having much time to think 
about it, his vision was flooded with arrays of light. He saw Kelsaiuh in full view in front of him. If that wasn’t 
enough for him, the steepness of the slope they were on began to level out, and soon they stopped moving. 

The sharpness of the stop caused them both to fly forward and land on top of each other. Orson tightened his face, 
prepared for an impact into some stones. He hit the ground with a thud and discovered he was unscathed. As he 
slowly opened his eyes, he found Kelsaiuh leaning over him. She was looking down to him with a very concerned 
expression on her face. She smiled when she saw he was okay after all. 

“Told you everything would be okay,” she said, smiling. 

Orson smiled back. “Did you know that we would survive that?” he asked with a tone that suggested she did. 

“Actually, no,” Kelsaiuh admitted, “I was just as new to that as you were.” 

Orson let out a breathless laugh. She always found a way to lighten the mood of any situation. He liked that. 

“But you know what I do know?” she continued. 
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Orson looked to her with a wondering look in his eyes.  

“What do you know?” he said with a smirk. 

As if he had said the magic words, Kelsaiuh slowly began to lower her face down to meet him, with her lips aimed 
for his. He made sure to keep his eyes open this time, so there was not a chance he could wake up from this 
nightmare-turned-dream.  

A loud clang echoed through the hallways. It broke the surges of energy that were being projected by the two 
bodies. Kelsaiuh looked up. 

“What was that?” she quickly whispered, as she slowly began to get to her feet. 

Orson got up. He knew that whatever it was, they should not stick around to find out. 

“Come on, let’s go,” he whispered back, tugging Kelsaiuh’s arm in one direction. 

Before he could go any further, Kelsaiuh stopped him. She was fixed on something that was on the wall. 

“Wait,” she said, “Look at this.” 

Orson turned to look at what she was motioning to. On the top of the wall that stood in front of them was a small 
marking of a cross. At each of its points the words North, East, South, and West were written. It was very faded and 
looked like it had been there since the castle was first constructed. 

“There are only a small handful of these throughout the entire castle,” Kelsaiuh told him, “They are there to let 
people know which direction to head in case of emergency. I’ve seen this one before, though. This is the one that has 
the red dots on the end of each cross point, and the words are written in black, while the other ones throughout the 
castle have them written in white. When I was a child, I always begged my father to take me around the castle and 
show me every one of them. I had a fascination with the idea that I could look at one of these symbols and know 
exactly which way I was going or wanted to go.” 

Another loud clang startled them both. It seemed to be getting closer. By now, Orson could begin to hear the 
shuffling of what sounded to be like footsteps. 

“So I am guessing you know where we are, then,” Orson said as he turned back to her. 

“Yes,” Kelsaiuh assured him, “The prison cells are only right down this hallway.” 

Not surprised by the direction she advised they head towards, Orson seemed to be expecting the fact that they had to 
go straight towards the distant clanging sound if they were to get to their destination.  

“Over here,” Orson motioned as he moved back towards the hole in the wall that they came out of, “We can hide in 
here until whatever is coming, passes.” 

He went over to find the exit to the pathway they emerged from, but was perplexed to find that it was gone. It 
seemed as though the wall around it had devoured it whole. Orson turned and looked to Kelsaiuh, who was just as 
bewildered as he was, but more focused on the third clang that was heard coming towards them. He ran to her and 
pulled her out of the middle of the hallway. They quickly turned a corner that was closest to them and pressed 
themselves up against the wall. It was their only chance. Whatever was coming was going to walk right past them. 

“Be as quiet as you can,” he pleaded, “Let’s hope it doesn’t hear us.” 
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Making their bodies as similar to statues as they could, Orson and Kelsaiuh froze their bodies against the wall. Even 
the slightest movement could result in bad news. 

The sound grew closer. The clangs occurred more often. Each one rattled them to the core. Since they began their 
hunt, they had not come in contact with any pleasant looking creatures, so this one probably was not going to be any 
better than the last ones. 

When they thought that their hearts could not beat any faster and their nerves couldn’t be rattled any more, the sound 
seized entirely. A span of about five minutes passed since the last time they heard the clangs, and the area was silent. 
Kelsaiuh peered around the corner to see what was there, but Orson quickly pulled her back. Being caught off-guard, 
Kelsaiuh slid on a pile of small stone that were under her feet. She lost balance for a moment, but was able to stay 
standing. Unfortunately, this did not occur without the sound of a foot sliding on stone being made. They froze, 
knowing that it was only moments before they would be caught by whatever was around the corner. 

Minutes passed, and not a sound was heard. But still, they remained silent.  

Kelsaiuh could hear her heartbeat in her chest and was feeling like she was about to burst. The suspense was driving 
her insane. She couldn’t bear this torment much longer. Looking over to Orson, she gave a little nod. He was 
confused at her action but was quick to realize her intention. Without time to coax her out of the idea, Kelsaiuh 
turned and stepped out from behind the wall and into the openness of the hallway. Orson darted after her. He 
couldn’t let her go out there by herself. 

“Kelsaiuh! Stop!” he yelled. 

Prepared for a fight, Orson stepped in front of Kelsaiuh. He had come too far to go down like this. But, to his 
amazement, he found that the space in front of them was bare. There was no creature or monster, it was completely 
empty. Not letting his guard down, he shot his eyes back and forth and up and down, on the search for anything that 
would threaten them. His eyesight was blocked as Kelsaiuh stepped in front of him. She turned to face him and 
looked more serious than he had ever seen her. There was a newfound fire behind her eyes which replaced the fear 
she had had for some time. 

“I’ve had enough of this,” she stated, “All we’ve been doing this whole time is running and hiding. If we are going to 
accomplish what we are out to do, then we have to not be afraid to look evil in the eye and tell it get out of the way. 
How we make it get out of the way will depend on how they react to us, but I didn’t stand up to armies for months in 
the cold to become a coward now; and you didn’t trek miles from your land to become a mouse under the feet of the 
enemies. Thomas gave his life to save us, and the least we can do for him is to go at this head on. And if we fail, so 
be it. At least we failed knowing that we gave it our all.” 

This newfound passion in Kelsaiuh was astounding to Orson. It was as if her father had sent her a shock to the 
system from wherever he may be, causing her to get this boost of courage. 

“I’m with you, Princess Kelsaiuh,” Orson confirmed with a smile. He was with her until the end. 

“Then let’s go, Orson Allen,” the newly revived warrior told him. 

Orson smiled humorously and took in Kelsaiuh’s power and beauty. 

“Let’s go,” he repeated with admiration. 

With her now leading, they moved quickly down the hallway. The breeze of air that rushed against their faces was 
cooling and instilled a sense of hope. Kelsaiuh’s body had taken on a new form of awareness and became very 
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primal in its use of instincts. Her head moved like a lurking jungle cat on guard for any danger that approached it. 
The warrior in her had come back. 

“Here,” Kelsaiuh said, pointing to a large wooden door.  

It looked decrepit and forgotten. The writing that was originally inscribed on it was faded and unreadable. A giant 
slab of metal held the door locked shut from the outside. It was held in place by two pieces of wood that looked like 
they had been hammered into the door by someone who had done the task with their eyes closed. 

“This is the prison,” Kelsaiuh said as she turned to Orson with a spark of excitement. 

Orson still was unsure about whether or not this was the right place to go to get to the core of the castle, but Thomas 
was very adamant about this being the exact center of the castle, so he approached the door. The giant metal slab 
was heavy but he managed to pull it out of its holds. Together, they pushed the door open and balanced the metal on 
top of the wood bars as they shut it behind them, giving the appearance that it was closed. 

The prison was as cold and miserable as they had left it. The walls were a rotted greenish color. The floor was 
covered in dirt and patches of mud which made parts of it slippery. There were no windows, of course, but torches 
were positioned along the walls to cast light over the room. Orson noticed that his cell was still open. No one had 
been in here since they had left a few hours ago, which was a good thing, considering that they didn’t take into 
account what could have happened if he had been discovered missing from his cell. There would have been a whole 
army of Elamefins after them by now. 

Kelsaiuh moved to the middle of the room. Her face was disgusted from the smell. 

“Well, what now?” she asked. 

“We search it,” Orson answered confidently, “top to bottom.” 

They both let out a heavy worn sigh. The task they were about to undertake seemed daunting and futile. There 
couldn’t be any world saving methods in here. This was a place for people to sit and die, like he almost had. But 
Thomas had been so precise about it, and so had his ancestors. So they began to look. 

Not really knowing what to do, they began to inspect the room as if they were looking to purchase it as a new home. 
Kelsaiuh looked around dirt piles and slid the cell doors back and forth, while Orson ran his fingers over every inch 
of floor, wall, and ceiling. It had to be here somewhere. Then again, they had no idea what they were looking for.  

Kelsaiuh stopped to sit down for a moment. Her body was shutting down on her. They were both extremely 
dehydrated and were running off next to nothing. 

“So what exactly did the secret of the core say, Orson,” Kelsaiuh released between deep and static breaths. 

Orson leaned up against a wall. The stones were cold against his sweat stained back, and it sent a shiver down is 
spine. It was almost refreshing to shiver at something that wasn’t treacherous or deadly. 

“The secret of the core was designed as a way to destroy the castle,” Orson explained. 

Kelsaiuh’s eyes grew wide. She knew that the secret was something great and powerful, but she didn’t think that it 
would involve the complete destruction of the castle. 

“In the center of the castle,” Orson continued, “there is said to be a method to cause a series of controlled blasts that 
would essentially bring down the central pillars of the castle, and cause the outer walls to collapse into themselves. 
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The blasts would allow the person at the core to survive by creating tunnels of debris that could be used to cut 
straight to the outside. There is only one path, though, and there wouldn’t be a chance that anyone or thing in any 
other part of the castle could survive.  

Kelsaiuh could not believe her ears. This ragged looking boy was going to cause this giant mass of stones, rocks, 
and pillars to come crashing down on itself, killing everyone and everything. 

“That seems impossible,” replied Kelsaiuh, desperately. 

“It is possible,” Orson responded calmly, “That is why it is as secret as it is, because if it had spread to others, and by 
chance had ended up with an enemy of the castle, then think of how easy it would be the bring down. Everyone 
would be going for the same spot and the chance of someone eventually succeeding would be very high. But that 
never happened, and no one that was here when I got here knew of it, which is why this prison is just like any other 
prison chamber in any other castle; a few guards here and there, but nothing sacred.” 

A rattling was heard at the door. The handles began to jiggle and the door shook. It was being opened. Orson and 
Kelsaiuh exchanged a quick look. There was nowhere to go. 

“Orson,” Kelsaiuh whispered loudly, so as to not be heard by the outsiders, “Get back in your cell and put on the 
cloth. Act as if you had never left and are exhausted and tired.” 

Orson looked into his old cell. Another shiver shot up his spine at the thought of going back in there, but now wasn’t 
a time to choose what was going to happen. He dove into the cell and grabbed the cloth. Kelsaiuh closed the door 
behind him and locked it from the outside. Orson scrambled to put the cloth back around his head. It was impossible 
to get off once it was first put over his head, and he practically ripped out his hair when sliding it over his head. The 
pain drew tears from his eyes but he had to endure it. Kelsaiuh ran down the cell line and turned a corner that led to 
a space that was only a few feet in length. It was a simple indent in the wall that acted as an area where a guard 
could sit, if there was more than one prisoner, which there wasn’t. 

The doors flung open just as Kelsaiuh stationed herself behind the wall. She pressed her hand over her mouth to 
quiet her breathing. The smell and taste of her hand made her want to vomit, but if Orson was enduring pain in his 
cell, then she could endure, too. 

The sounds of jingling chains came into the room, along with footsteps that could be heard all throughout the castle. 
There were other, smaller footsteps heard as well, and Kelsaiuh was shaken by each one. Orson cringed in his cell. 
He was not acting tired and exhausted, he really was. He heard some type of metal object rattle on the walls of his 
cell. He recalled what was going through his mind before Kelsaiuh had saved him the first time. The many voices, 
then the few voices, then no voices; it all came back to him. His thoughts were that he was always going to be next. 
Kelsaiuh spared him from that fate before, but now it seemed his luck had run out. 

“You,” said the voice. 

He was scared stiff. It was his turn to die. He had watched his father die, then Thomas, and now it seemed he was 
next in line. The voice was right in front of him, but he knew that he had already pushed his luck this far, it was 
bound to end somewhere. What was it he had planned to say last time? Something about bribing or joining them? 
All of his thoughts were blurring together and he couldn’t get anything straight. 

“Come over here,” the voice continued. 

This all sounded vaguely familiar. Assuring himself that there would not be another Kelsaiuh in front of him in a 
matter of minutes, he crawled over to the cell bars. 
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“You must be Orson,” the voice said as if it was giving him a new name, “Am I right?”  

“Yes,” he admitted, “My name is Orson Allen. I hail from the land of Kavixon.” 

“Oh good, then I am correct,” spoke the deep voice. 

The cloth was ripped off of his head so fast that he felt the intense burn of skin layers being pulled up from his face. 

 “I am Queen Sailadafuh,” the voice let out with a cocky tone, “I am the ruler of the land of Elamef, which you are 
now a guest of, as I am sure you already know.” 

She was almost exactly as he had pictured her in Kelsaiuh’s story, only uglier. Her face had zero traces of any joy on 
it and her garments were made of the flashiest jewels he had ever seen. She seemed to be as tall as the monstrous 
guard next to her. It was one of the creatures that had taken him to his cell when he first arrived here. The hand on 
its right side looked to be made of metal, and the large spiked club it carried in its left hand made a large clanging 
sound when it was tapped on that metal. This must have been the thing that was making the sound they heard before. 
He wished they had run into it before when they had a chance of getting away, instead of now, where it had him 
cornered like a trapped rat. 

“Am I going to die?” he blurted out amidst all his fear. 

The creature laughed maniacally but was silenced by a glance from the queen. She turned and faced him once more, 
this time with what was her version of a half-smile. 

“Yes,” she said as if bestowing an honor upon him. 

He could feel the blood leave his face, turning it white. At least he was finally right about something. His mind told 
him to speak again, to say those ideas he had, but his mouth was sealed tight and none of his body parts responded to 
his commands. 

“Usually I am one to get the executions over with quickly, but I have special plans for you,” Queen Sailadafuh said 
with a menacing smile on her face. 

At this point, he almost wished that she had killed him right when she entered. What was about to come seemed 
much worse. 

“There is this pest that I possess,” the queen went on, “She’s actually my daughter, Kelsaiuh. She is always causing 
problems within my castle and I have had enough. Now, I am not one who likes to kill without reason, unlike my 
other half, Queen Jabinewanev. Yes, there are two queens here, surprise.  

Orson’s face was blank, he wished she’d just come out and say it already. 

“See now,” she ranted on, “You are a prisoner, so you die. The opposing kingdoms want what I have, so they die. 
Animals allow me to go without being hungry, so they die. Do you see what I mean? I like a clean closure on life. 
There has to be a reason and I have been eager to get Kelsaiuh’s reason. Once I find her, I will order her to speak 
with you, giving some nonsense idea about how it is to console you before death, but really you will get her to admit 
that she has been plotting with outside forces to invade the castle. Get their whereabouts, as well.”  

“Invade the castle?” Orson thought to himself, “How come Kelsaiuh never mentioned this?” 
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“You are to do this for me exactly how I have said. You execution will be at precisely eleven o clock night, whether 
you get her to talk or not, so be quick about it. I must be in bed around then and I do not want to have to think about 
having to deal with an execution first thing in the morning.” 

She turned to leave, but stopped and turned back around. 

“Here is a little initiative to get you to get her to speak,” she said, “Get her to speak and I will at least let whatever 
remains of your little town, Kavixon, not go to ashes.” 

Queen Sailadafuh turned around, swinging her cape at Orson, almost knocking him with the jewels on the backside 
of it. Right before she left the door, Orson got a good look at the back of her cape. It had the exact same design on it 
as those giant golden gates had when he first passed through them. The two Venus symbols! They must symbolize 
the two queens. Of course! These were the queens that were the subject of many rumors around the outside towns. 
The calm, yet fair slayer and the ballistic murderer were what they were referred to as. He should have known. But 
before he could recount memories of his past, his cell was being opened by Kelsaiuh. She was looking very stern 
and determined. Not a word was spoken from her mouth until Orson was up and out of the cell. She stood him up 
right and looked at him firmly. 

“Follow me,” she ordered. 

She picked up a torch from the wall and led him to where she had been hiding.  

“Eleven o clock night has only got to be about an hour or so from now,” Orson reminded, “We have to move fast 
and search through everything we can find to see if it will give us any clues. 

He was panicking. Their previous search was a failure and it was all beginning to seem hopeless to him. His 
composure was finally unraveling in front of her. He began to sweat and his body turned this way and that, looking 
to frantically begin turning the place upside down like he had said.  

Without giving him any chance to question her actions, Kelsaiuh tossed the fire-topped torch down to the floor in 
front of them. Orson jumped back in surprise. Was she crazy? 

“Kelsaiuh! Pick it up!” he begged as Kelsaiuh kept her focus on the flame. 

Orson’s attention was immediately brought back to the discarded torch as it burst into a sparkling ball of flashing 
flames. The entire mini sun moved closer to the wall and sent streams of red, orange, and yellow streaks up the sides 
of it, all meeting in the exact center. The wall fell away. Behind it lay another room. 

Orson looked to Kelsaiuh in complete shock and disbelief. There was a long pause in speech and movement, 
possibly even breath. 

“Orson…” Kelsaiuh whispered, “I think this is the core.” 

Orson looked to her. After a few moments, he nodded in agreement. Together, they stepped beyond the burnt 
remains of what was thought to be a solid rock wall. 

The room was humungous. The walls were lined with formations of different shaped stones that had no specific 
rhythm or pattern to them. The entire floor was made out of black marble that looked as perfect as the day it had 
been constructed. There was only one thing in the room, though. Nothing was on the walls or the floor, but a giant 
circular structure that had a diameter of about thirty feet was directly in the center. It was a solid silver color marked 
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by dozens of black streaks which moved from its top to bottom. It looked like one of the pillars that would be found 
in Heaven itself.  

“We are right under the main dining hall,” Kelsaiuh said through her amazement. “This same structure lies behind 
the queens’ thrones. This must be the bottom portion of it. But I could have sworn that it ended at the dining hall 
level.” 

“It was probably constructed like that on purpose,” Orson finally managed to speak. 

Not saying much else, they walked up to the pillar. It was much bigger up close, but Orson was not interested in its 
height; he was interested in the small little box that was at their feet. The black rectangular shape of it was not longer 
than his forearm. There was no lock on it, so Orson simple clicked the latch and it sprung open. They both looked 
into the box only to find a single piece of scroll, rolled tightly and held together by a metal string. It came off rather 
easily, fell to the ground, and allowed the piece of parchment to unravel. 

Their eyes gazed onto the age old print as Kelsaiuh read it aloud. 

“To our Family of the Future,” she read at the top of the page, “If you have found this text then you possess the 
desire to end the hatred and evil that resides in the Castle of Elamef. You are probably in a hurry, so here is the way 
to do it. Travel to the opposite side of this pillar, align the two symbols within each other, and pull them towards 
your nose. Do not move from that spot until a pathway opens for you on the other side of this room. Don’t worry, 
you will be okay. Thank you for being the heroes of this land by being courageous enough to undertake this feat.” 

Signed underneath the text were the names “Hubert Allen & King Elamef”. They had written this. The long gone 
ancestors of Orson and Kelsaiuh’s families seemed all too close at this present moment. 

Closing the letter and tucking it into his pants pocket, Orson went to the other side of the pillar as instructed. 
Kelsaiuh followed him and arrived to find him staring at two symbols that were at their eye level and no bigger than 
their palms. 

The symbols were a Mars symbol and a Venus symbol, the signs for a male and a female. Was it really this simple? 
All of this running and hiding and fighting was just so they could end it right here and now? 

Kelsaiuh grabbed the Venus symbol and looked to Orson. His eyes locked on to hers and he stepped up to the Mars 
symbol. The level of excitement and fear he felt was unparalleled to anything he had felt before. They had made it to 
the core and were standing in the center of a secret that had been passed down for generations. Not taking any more 
time to admire it, Kelsaiuh began to push her symbol towards Orson’s and he began to push his symbol towards 
hers. The amount of force needed was great and the fact that they were already exhausted added more struggle. But 
they moved together, inch by inch, until finally…they came together. 

The pillar began to rumble and rocks on the walls began to fall. The marble floor underneath cracked so easily that it 
seemed more like thin glass. The symbols remained together and vibrated roughly during this chain of events. 
Whatever destruction was to come was seconds away. Orson and Kelsaiuh looked around in awe of the events that 
were caused by two simple symbols. But then, everything got quiet. The pillar stopped vibrating and the walls 
stopped crumbling.  

Outside of the room, there came a loud banging on the door. Orson and Kelsaiuh looked to each other in panic. Why 
had it stopped? Maybe it was old and had crumbled throughout the many hundreds of years. But they were more 
focused on the barrage of Elamefins that could be heard breaking the prison door down. Their howls resounded off 
the walls and were louder than ever. There was not just one, there were several, all of which seemed determined to 
tear the humans apart. 
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“Wait a minute!” Kelsaiuh exclaimed, “The letter said to pull them towards us!” 

Not taking a second to commend her memory, Orson reached and grabbed half of the now joined together symbols. 
Kelsaiuh grabbed the other half. 

“Here we go,” Orson said calmly. 

They yanked the symbols as hard as they could, which caused them both to fall backwards onto the broken marble 
ground. The pillar began to rumble again and sounded as if something had started to whirl around inside of it. 
Coming in right on cue were four Elamefins led by Queen Sailadafuh. She finally expressed an emotion other than 
anger or irritation. It was fear. 

Just as Orson and Kelsaiuh arrived to the other side of the pillar, a door opened up about fifteen feet above their 
heads. They looked up just as a large fireball the size of ten Elamefins was catapulted out of the pillar. It sailed 
through the air directly towards the queen and her pets. She looked to Orson and Kelsaiuh. They smiled at her just 
before the ball slammed into the ground. The flaming ball caused a massive explosion and blew every living thing 
around it to smithereens. Orson and Kelsaiuh retreated to the spot they were instructed to remain in. The rocks 
around where the Queen had stood collapsed in, blocking the doorway and sealing Orson and Kelsaiuh in the room. 
Nervously, they both watched as multiple doors opened on the pillars. Fireballs, exactly like the first one, began 
flying out of its insides. But these fireballs went towards the areas of the room where the ceiling met the wall. Not 
realizing the trenches that led out of the room, Orson and Kelsaiuh watched as the raging clouds of fire soared like 
shooting stars to land on the entrance to those trenches. This began a chain reaction that caused the balls to turn into 
streaks of fire and exit the room. They were moving through the entire frame of the castle. 

From outside the castle, explosions began to dominate every large section of wall that separated Elamef from the 
outside world. The Elamefins, along with all of the creatures, were crushed by rocks and ripped apart by the force of 
the blasts that wrapped around them. Towers crumbled; glass shattered; flags fell. The great size of the walls that 
had been built to protect everything within, were now being used for the opposite reason, to destroy everything. 

Back in the room where it all began, Kelsaiuh and Orson noticed that a small fire had ignited under their feet and set 
off the streaks of black that had lined the pillar from top to bottom. The streams of fire were slowly moving up the 
gargantuan centerpiece of all this destruction. 

Before Orson had a chance to suggest moving away from it, an ear piercing blast occurred behind them, sending 
shards of rock flying towards them. They covered their heads for safety and only looked once they felt it had 
subsided. What they saw next brought tears to Orson’s eyes. Looking through the massive piles of mangled stones, 
Orson could see the moon. It was in its waxing gibbous stage, just like his father used to tell him when they would 
look at stars in their field during the night. He looked to Kelsaiuh, and was speechless when he saw the moonlight 
shining in her eyes. She looked to him, eyes glazed over. 

“We should probably get out of here,” she said as tears fell from her eyes. 

Another cracking explosion was heard. Orson grabbed Kelsaiuh’s hand and ran. It was as if he had all of his strength 
and stamina back. Together, they ran towards the moon, hurdling mangled bodies of creatures that had completely 
contaminated this kingdom. There were no more obstacles for them now. Orson could feel his ancestors looking 
down at him, maybe even running right there with him. He smiled to realize that he was not alone anymore. With 
the moonlight ahead, and the princess running right behind him, Orson emerged into the night air and felt its 
coolness dry the sweat from his face. He was free. 

They ran until they were sure they were far enough away. The light that was produced by the falling castle was 
nothing compared to the brightness of the moon. There was nothing more to do except stand and watch. 
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The streaks of fire finally reached the top of the pillar, causing it to crack and crumble. The entire room that housed 
the core of the castle of Elamef shone a bright white color and erupted in a beam of fire and smoke. The blast sent 
out a shockwave so strong that every rock remaining throughout the castle’s area was lifted off of the ground and 
blown out of existence. 

The force of it sent Orson and Kelsaiuh flying to the ground. Orson managed to grab onto Kelsaiuh, making her fall 
easier to bear. He helped her up to her feet and stood next to her. They both looked at the charred remains of 
Kelsaiuh’s old home and then turned to look towards the moon, which still emitted a strong light to allow them to 
see in the night’s darkness. 

“Are you alright?” Orson spoke, though entirely out of breath. 

“I am now,” Kelsaiuh replied through her dirt covered face. 

They embraced each other tightly. Orson held Kelsaiuh in his arms and put his head on her shoulder. Kelsaiuh held 
on to Orson, telling herself to never let go. Their journey was over and the world was now free from Elamef 
dictating its lands. They both smiled in the other one’s arms. 

As they held on to each other, Kelsaiuh looked up. She looked to the stars that twinkled alongside the moon, as if it 
they were the moon’s army, whose purpose was to fully light the night sky. Bringing her gaze back to earth, her eyes 
widened. 

A spear the size of a javelin pole pierced through their bodies. It hit Orson’s back right where his heart beat fast, 
sending it straight through to Kelsaiuh’s heart, combining them both. It went right through them and only half of it 
came out of Kelsaiuh’s back, leaving them dead like two animals about to be carried off to the ceremonial roast. 
Queen Jabinewanev, covered in blood and burns that revealed parts of her bones, stood many yards away from them. 
She had managed to fling death through the air, penetrating the soon to be rejoicing heroes. Laughing to herself, she 
turned back around, only to be met by the swing of a spiked club that was originally carried by a guardian of 
Elamef. It cracked the queen’s skull sending her flying to the cold hard ground, with the weapon still lodged in the 
top front of her head. 

Thomas walked over to his murdered friends. They still lay in their embracing pose as if they had only gone to sleep 
like that. Tears dropped from his face as he kneeled down to give them one last goodbye. 

“Well,” whispered Thomas to himself as he closed Kelsaiuh’s eyes, “As long as you two are together, then I guess 
everything is all right now,” he concluded as he closed Orson’s eyes. 

He stood and looked to the moon. Kelsaiuh loved talking about the moon and would often give Thomas 
astronomical lessons, even though she didn’t know much, herself. The smell of the cool night air made Thomas wish 
he had someone to share it with. It seemed to be the only beauty that existed within hundreds of miles.  

The sound of feet pounding on the distant hills broke him from his first of many fond memories he would have of 
his two courageous friends. Men and women on horseback, carrying flames and weapons rushed towards the 
remains of the destroyed castle. They halted when they noticed Thomas’s feeble body rise from the ground. 

“Who are you?” a voice shouted at him loudly as it approached. 

“My name is Thomas Cheziroe,” he replied, “I was recently freed as a slave from Elamef.” 

“Cheziroe?” the masked man spoke to confirm. 
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“Yes, sir,” Thomas said through exhaustion. 

“Hey, guys! It’s Thomas Cheziroe!” the man screamed to his followers in a rather gleeful tone. 

Gasps and whispers were heard throughout the crowd, but Thomas was too exhausted to be able to think about what 
might be going on. The man turned back to him with a huge smile on his face. 

“Mr. Cheziroe,” the man began, “We are soldiers from the land of Laud, and we think that we have some family 
members that belong to you. An enchanting woman with long blonde hair and two beautiful daughters who every 
man yearns to call his own, perhaps? Do they sound familiar to you?” 

For the first time in many years, a smile formed across the ex-servant’s face. 

“Yes,” Thomas agreed, “Yes they do.” 
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	To Trudi
	“He came here with news that someone in the jail may be…”
	“She….” Kelsaiuh forced, “….She…”
	“Yes, my queen,” Thomas said through his teeth, “I will go and fetch her.”

