
Lost Knight 
 

Book 3: 

“The Dawning of the Knight” 
by Kenneth Goldberg 

 

Chapter 6: Part 2 
 
     Their voices faded away, and I was back on the blanket with Susan.  Reality faded 
from my mind.  After all, this fantasy seemed far more inviting.  We sat up and pulled the 
food out of the picnic basket.  Susan gave me light kiss on the lips.   
      "Rochard, say a prayer before we eat."  Susan had always been a very religious lady.  
She believed that it was her mission to bring God back to our people.  When she becomes 
queen, she may very well be able to do that. 
      "Dearest Heavenly Father, creator of all that is known and all that is unknown.  We 
thank you for this day, we thank you for each other, and we thank you for our parents.  
Protect our people from..." 
     Suddenly a loud siren ripped through the stillness of the air.  It roared a deafening roar 
that struck terror into my heart.  No!  Not this!  It just occurred to me that this was the 
day it all happened.  I don't want to relive this!  Make it stop! 
     One of the King's Knights came galloping towards us frantically.   
     "Hurry!" he exclaimed, "You must get back to the palace.  The Titlethians are coming.  
They're after the Fountain's Fire! They will kill us all to get to it.  You must get back to 
the safety of the palace!" 
     We jumped on our horses and galloped frantically towards the city, leaving our picnic 
lunch lying in the grass.  As the city came into view, I could see ships descending from 
the sky above it!  We flew through the city gates.  They closed and locked behind us.  
People were running in a panic through the streets.  We navigated our way around them 
and came up towards the palace.  The first ship approached the city and opened fire!  The 
building across the street from us exploded into piles of debris.  The burning rubble 
poured like a fiery fountain across the street!  We just barely made it past!   
     We entered the palace gates, and jumped off the horses.  The stable attendant took the 
horses to safety while we ran for the palace door!  By now there were four ships flying 
over the city.  They fired repeatedly, turning our buildings into flaming volcanoes of 
debris!  We entered the palace door, and one of the knights slammed it closed behind us. 
     "They're in!" yelled the knight, "Turn on the force field!" 



     Although we are a primitive society, the aliens who left the Fountain's Fire with us did 
not leave us helpless.  They gave us a couple force fields and a few laser canons.  The 
palace was the only building that was fully under the protection of a force field.  We 
would be safe now.  I felt the walls rattle as our laser canons fired back at the attacking 
ships. 
     We hustled down the hallways, searching frantically for my father.  The walls rattled 
constantly with the booms of the explosions on the force field.  The roars echoed down 
the halls and reverberated in our ears.   
     "Rochard!" It was my father.  He came racing down the hall towards us.  "We've got 
to get you to the bunker!" He yelled hysterically!  "The shield!  The shield is failing!  
We're not going to make it!  We've got to get you to safety!" 
     Once again we found ourselves running for dear life.  The stairway down to the 
bunker was on the other side of the palace.  We had a long maze of hallways to go down.  
BOOM!  There was a loud and deep explosion followed by a deafening crackling noise!  
I looked out the window and saw thousands of blue sparks rain down around the place.  
The shield had failed! 
     BOOM!  The ceiling exploded above us.  We scrambled down the hallway, just barely 
avoiding the falling debris.  I held tightly to Susan's hand, afraid to let her out of my 
sight.  Fire burned around us!  The palace was being torn to shreds around us!   
     "Hurry!  We've got to hurry!" screamed my father. 
     KABOOM!  The walls exploded around us, rushing their bricks towards us like a 
speeding train.  I was thrown backwards, landing on the floor in a side room.  My back 
was bruised up and down, and my leg was cut open and bleeding on the floor.  I was still 
holding Susan's hand.  I looked at in and screamed in fear! Her hand had been 
decapitated!  I looked towards the hallway.  Debris littered every inch of the floor before 
me.   
     "Susan!  Susan!"  I yelled out for her in desperation, but there was no answer. 
     Struggling against the pain, I brought myself to my feet and stumbled into the 
hallway.  My heart sunk so deep I thought I would die right there!  Susan's head was in 
one place, her feet in another.  Her left arm was on one side of the hall, and her right arm 
was on the other side!  Blood soaked every inch of the debris in a blanket of red tears.  I 
fell to the ground no longer having the strength to go on.  I wanted to die.  I wanted to 
join her. 
    Just then my father picked me up into his arms and carried me out of the debris into an 
undamaged section of the palace.  He brought me to a spacecraft and set me in.  After 
pushing several buttons he gave me a kiss on the forehead and wept. 
    "My son," he spoke through his tears, "you will most likely be the only survivor.  You 
must go far away from here.  As long as you are alive the Fountain's Fire will be safe.  
Be bold; be brave.  I love you." 
    Then the door to the ship closed and the engines came to life.  The spacecraft pushed 
forward down a round tube.  It flew through the tube for miles, going through the planet 
and popping out the other side.  The attackers never even saw it.  I soared into space.  
Behind me, I saw chunks of the planet being ripped apart!  I knew I would never see my 
family and my people ever again. 
     I shouldn't have left.  I betrayed them!  I betrayed them all!  I should have died with 
them!  I was their prince!  I should have been there standing with my people to the last 



breath!  I shouldn't be here!  Oh my goodness, I'm the only one left!  I'm completely 
alone, the last of my people!  
     "Rochard!  Rochard!" The voices screamed in my head!  "Rochard, why did you leave 
us to die!  Rochard!"  They grew louder and louder echoing in madness through my 
brain.  "You left us to die!  You left us to die!  You left us to die!" 
     "Rochard!  Rochard!" This voice was different.  It stood out above the other voices, 
and it didn't echo.  "Rochard, please wake up!"  This voice sounded desperate and sad.  It 
became gradually louder while the other voices faded away.  "Rochard, I love you.  
Please don't leave me." 
    Wait!  I know that voice.  My mind was dark and cluttered and I searched for the 
memories.  Her voice was sweet and precious.  It made my heart feel light, chasing away 
the pain and agony.  Her name was...  I know it... 
     Rochard!  You left us to die!"  The voices tried to come back. 
    "No!  I did what I had to do!" I yelled back.  "I did what I had to do!  Somebody had to 
keep the Fountain's Fire safe!" 
    "No, you betrayed us!" screamed the voices. 
    "I did what I had to do; I did what I had to do," muttered over and over through my 
sorrows. 
    "Pull yourself together, son," spoke a voice from in front of me.  It was my dad!  
"Those voices are all in your mind.  Your people were proud of you!  They all gave up 
their lives willing for the safety of the universe.  In essence, they were all heroes, and you 
too are a hero Rochard." 
     "Thank you dad.  I love you," I replied.  "I miss you so much!" 
     "Not to sound cliche, but I am always with you," answered my father. 
     "Dad, I thought I heard someone say that the Fountain's Fire isn't here." 
     "It's true, my son.  The Fountain's Fire was never here.  We were a decoy.  While 
everyone was searching for it here, it has been in the long process of being dismantled 
far, far away." 
     "Have you heard of Stallunda?" I asked hoping to get some answers. 
     "You know about Stallunda?"  
     "They claim I'm their king." 
     "Their claim is true.  You are the heir to the throne of Stallunda.  It's a long, long 
story that took place many, many years ago.  I'm sorry there is not enough time to tell it.  
You need to be returning." 
     "Returning where?" 
     "To your new family.  There is still much work to be done.  I love you!" 
     Just then he vanished.  White light filled the scene ahead of me. 
     "Rochard!  Please!  Rochard!"  It was that girl's voice again, that sweet and precious, 
beautiful voice.  Erinyetha!  It was Erinyetha!  My head suddenly became very clear.  
Reality rushed back to my mind, and I knew I had to wake up. 
     The white light faded slightly and a fuzzy array of colors stood before me.  Gradually 
the colors came into focus and began to form a picture.  Somebody was leaning over my 
face.  My senses returned to my body, and I could feel her hair brushing against my body.  
My eyes were only slightly open, and I couldn't quite make everything out.  Nonetheless, 
I was sure it was Erinyetha who was standing over me. 
     "His eyes are opening!" she screamed with joy.  "Doctor!  He's waking up!" 



     Then my eyes opened and the scene before me became clear.  I was on a bed in the 
ship's sickbay, and Erinyetha was leaning over me, holding tightly to my hand.  Her eyes 
stared deeply into mine. 
     "Welcome back," she said.  "I've missed you.  You had us so worried!" 
     "Sorry," I responded, "just wrapping up some unfinished emotions." 
     "You're okay now?" 
     "Yes, I'm okay."   
     She smiled and I leaned forward for a kiss.  Our lips pressed together softly, and our 
mouths gently caressed each other.  
      The Captain walked in.  "Good, you're awake." 
      "What'd I miss?" I asked. 
     "Our whole mission was a bust..." 
     "The Fountain's Fire's wasn't there," I interrupted. 
     "How did you know?" 
     "In a sense, my father told me." 
     "Anyways," continued Captain Langleton, "we are on a course back to University 
Planet where we will regroup and prepare a plan to infiltrate Saldiacus.  Our only hope is 
the secret weapon in the palace.  We have the key.  We just need to get there to use it.  Sir 
Drachen is preparing the fleet.  They should ready to launch by the time we get there." 
      "How many ships do we have?" I asked. 
      "Your Majesty," responded Langleton. "Your kingdom has for your command fifty 
Star Cruisers, fifty Battle Cruisers, two Class One Starships, and one thousand 
individually manned Tactical Defense Fighters." 
      "We have that many ships!" I exclaimed.  "How many do the Titlethians have?" 
     "Well, I know it sounds like we have a lot," began Sir Langleton, "but the Titlethians 
have ten Starships, five hundred Star Cruisers, Seven Hundred Battle Cruisers, and Tens 
of Thousands of small fighters!" 
     "I see," I responded, "what we need to do is create a distraction.  We need to get them 
to send those ships away from us." 
     "What are you suggesting?" 
     "We split the fleet," I replied.  "Part of the fleet starts a conflict on the right side of the 
empire.  They will have to put up a big fight in order to get the Titlethians to send most of 
their ships there.  Then the rest of the fleet will make a dash down the left side of the 
empire and to Saldiacus." 
 


