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     I felt water gather around my feet.  The shuttle was upside down.  All the escape 
hatches were already underwater!  How were we going to get out?  I stood there, 
surveying the dark inside of the shuttle, looking for a way out.       
     "There's no way out!" yelled Erinyetha.  "We're going to die!" 
     "I will never let you die!" I yelled back to her.  "If there is no way out, then we will 
just have to make one!" 
     I pulled out my sword, the great Sword of Solodom, and slammed it across the floor of 
the shuttle.  It cut straight through with little resistance, but lots of noise!  I pushed it 
through the metal and gears, creating a square opening for us to escape through.  Gears 
and two wheels fell through the opening I created.  Sunlight poured into the shuttle, 
reflecting brightly off the water, which was now up to our waists!   
     "Let's go!" I yelled at the princesses.   
     Erinyetha held Mr. S in her arms.  I helped her lift his body up to the outside of the 
shuttle, and then I hoisted her up.  She climbed out into the sunlight.  I watched as her 
beautiful body disappeared out of sight.  One day, if we survived this, I'll ask her to 
marry me.   
     "Let's go Rachel," I exclaimed.  She was looking for something in the water. 
     "We need the communicator!" she yelled back. 
    "The water's too deep.  You have to go now!" I insisted.  
    "Okay," she finally agreed. 
    I hoisted her up, and she climbed out onto the shuttle.  Then I leaped upward, grabbed 
a hold of the metal around the opening, and hoisted myself onto the shuttle.  Within a 
minute the water filled the entire cabin! 
    "Now what?" asked Erinyetha. 
    The only land in sight was the cliff we had fallen off, and it was a solid rock wall rising 
out of the water miles and miles into the sky.  The water began to cover up the surface 
that we were standing in.  The front of the shuttle jolted downwards. 
    "Jump!" I commanded. 
    We all jumped into the water as the shuttle did a nosedive into the depths of the ocean.  
The water was cold, close to freezing!  I could barely feel my legs as I tried to keep 



myself a float.  We couldn't stay here treading water.  Our only hope was to get to the 
cliff. 
    "Swim for the cliff!" I yelled.  Rachel jolted forward in the water while Erinyetha and I 
struggled to keep Mr. S from drowning.  Carrying his body, we slowly made our way to 
the cliff.  We reached out our hands and clasped onto its rocky surface.  It was too high 
too climb, but it would help us keep our heads above water. 
     "Now what?" asked Princess Rachel. 
     Erinyetha suddenly dived under the water.  She swam underneath us for a few 
moments while we watched frantically trying to figure out what she was doing.  She 
disappeared from sight for a second, but then returned and swam up to the surface. 
     "There's a cave below us," she exclaimed.  "It probably has a dry cavern in it 
somewhere.  I'm going to swim down and see if I can find an air pocket." 
     "Be careful," I responded.  "Make sure you have enough air to swim back if you don't 
find a place to breath." 
     "I'll be okay," she replied and kissed me gently on the lips.  "Just keep Mr. S above 
water." 
     She dived into the water.  I watched her swim down and then disappear into the 
cavern.  Rachel helped me hold Mr. S's head above water.  Quiet nervousness filled our 
eyes.  A minute went by, then two, then three!  After five minutes passed, Rachel looked 
at me with great concern. 
    "How long can she hold her breath?" she asked. 
    "I don't know," I answered. 
    We waited and waited for her to return.  The rain subsided into quiet little drops, and a 
calm silence fell over the waters.  The waves lapped gently against the rocks, and the 
suns began to fall low in the sky.  Still, there was no sign of Erinyetha.  I looked at 
Rachel.  She was crying. 
     "She's gone, isn't she?" sobbed the princess. 
     I didn't answer.  I could hear Erinyetha in my head, faintly calling out my name.  Wait 
a minute!  Is that in my head? 
     "Listen!" I exclaimed. 
     It was very faint.  "Rochard!  I forgot to bring a light!"  It repeated over and over.  Of 
course, she found a dry cavern, but she didn't have any light so she got lost.   
     "Erin!' I yelled back.  "I hear you!  Erin!" 
     "Rochard! You have to bring me a light!  I'm lost!" 
     "I'm coming!  Hold tight!" 
     I handed Mr. S over to Rachel and swam back out to the debris of the shuttle.  
Hundreds of small pieces of the ship floated around me, but the bulk of the shuttle was 
under water.  I took a deep breath, and I swam down.  The waters were a little murky, 
making it difficult to see.  Finally I found the shuttle, but I was running out of air.  
Quickly I swam in and searched for the emergency kit.  It was usually in the back of the 
shuttle, so I swam towards the back.  My breath was gone.  I had to get to the surface, or I 
wasn't going to make it!  Just then I popped my head up out of water.  There was an air 
bubble in the back of the shuttle!  I located the emergency kit and popped it open.  There 
were all sorts of bandages and ointments, and there were two small high-powered 
flashlights.  I picked them up and flicked them on.  Their light spread across the shuttle's 
weary hull.  They worked!  Taking a deep breath, I dived out of the air bubble and swam 



back to the surface.  Rachel was against the rocks, struggling to keep Mr. S's head above 
water.  I swam over to her. 
     "Are you sure you handle Mr. S by yourself?" I asked. 
     "I'll manage," she responded.  "Go!  I'll be alright." 
     "Here," I said as I handed her one of the flashlights.  "It's getting dark.  You may need 
this.  I'll be right back.  Never give up hope." 
      I took as large as a breath as I could and sunk under the water.  Luckily the flashlight 
was waterproof!  It helped guide me through the dark waters into the cave.  I kicked my 
feet wildly to propel my body through the waters of the cavern.  Soon I came to a wall!  I 
looked up.  There was nothing above me.  I was running out of air, so I propelled my 
body upward desperately.  The cavern walls surrounded me on four sides, however, 
nothing but water remained above me.  Then suddenly my head came out of the water 
into damp air!   
     It was so pitch black in the cavern that my flashlight barely showed the ground two 
feet in front of me.  I climbed out of the water onto a rocky path.  I carefully followed the 
sidewalls until I found a passageway.  Cautiously, I entered it, walking by the faint glow 
of my flashlight. 
     "Erinyetha!" I called out.  "Erinyetha!  Where are you?" 
     "Rochard!" her voice called through the darkness.  "I'm over here!" 
     "Keep yelling!" I insisted.  "I'll follow your voice." 
     She yelled my name out repeatedly.  It echoed through the bitter blackness and 
bounced off the cavern walls.  She was behind me.  No, she was in front of me.  No wait!  
She's somewhere to the right.  Ahh!  Her voice was echoing from every direction!  I 
paused, trying to hear the true direction of her voice.  It seemed to come at me from all 
directions and all angles.   
     I continued down the passage and came to an intersection.  I could go straight, turn 
left, or turn right.  Her voice seemed equally strong in each of the passages.  I prayed a 
quick pray for guidance and turned down the left passage.  After a short walk, the passage 
ended at a wall.  And there was Erinyetha balled up against the back wall. 
     "How did you manage to get all the way down here in the dark?" I asked. 
     "There was some light when I first got here, but when the suns began to set, it got dark 
really fast."    
     "If there's light coming into the cavern during the day, then there must be a way up to 
the ground!" I exclaimed.  "But how are we going to get Mr. S in here.  He'll drown if we 
try to carry him underwater!" 
     "What's this?" said Erinyetha suddenly.  "Shine the light over here!" 
     The dim light spread across the back wall where the passage dead-ended.  At first all I 
saw was dirt and stone, but then I saw a sparkle.  The light was reflecting off a metallic 
object.  I moved forward for a closer look.  Erinyetha stood up and studied it also.  I 
finally decided it was a hinge.  I pushed on the rock above it, and sure enough it swung 
forward on the hinge.  The nighttime air filled our lungs, and the ocean spread out just 
beneath us.  It was a door outside.  I poked my head out and glanced around.  Rachel and 
Mr. S were only a few feet from us, their shadows hovering in the dark waters. 
     "Rachel!" I called out.  "Over here!" 
     She turned and saw us.  Quickly, she dragged Mr. S over to the opening.  Erinyetha 
and I grabbed his hands and pulled him up into the door.  Struggling with the weight of 



his wet body, we set him down on the cavern floor.  I put my ear to his chest to listen.  He 
was still breathing.  Then I reached out and grabbed Rachel's hand.  Using the last of my 
strength, I pulled her up and through the opening.  We both collapsed on the floor.  She 
was tattered and weak.  Actually we all were. 
     "I'm so cold!" she whined as she lay wearily on the floor. 
    I closed the door, sealing us in the darkness, with only the dim flicker of our flashlights 
to light our vision. 
      "I know.  We're all cold," I responded.  "There's no wood to build a fire with.  We just 
have to make it through the night, and tomorrow we will find our way up to the surface.  
In the meantime, we are going to have to use survival techniques.  That means we take 
off our wet clothes so that we don't catch pneumonia, and we sleep huddled together 
using all of our body heat to keep us warm.  Hopefully our clothes will dry by morning.  
Now, we also have no food.  We will have to go hungry tonight.  However, when we 
reach the surface tomorrow, we should be able to find something to eat.  Okay everybody 
take your clothes off and hang them up on the rocks that jut out from the wall." 
     Erinyetha smirked shyly at me as she removed her gowns.  She hung her clothes on 
the wall and then wrapped her arms around me, caressing me with her naked body.  She 
giggled.  I kissed her gently on the forehead and removed my clothes.  She tried to pull 
me inside her, but I stopped her and explained that this was not the time or place.  We 
had to be married first.  
    "But I'm afraid that we won't make it.  We could die tomorrow!" she whined. 
    "Erinyetha," I replied.  "I promise you we will get through this alive, and when we 
stand free on Saldiacus I will marry you, and we will have children, and we will live 
happily ever after as husband and wife." 
     "Okay," she said sheepishly. 
     Rachel pulled off Mr. S's clothes and then her own and placed them on the wall to dry.  
We all gathered around Mr. S and wrapped our bodies around each other, trying to keep 
warm.  The darkness of the cavern prevented us from seeing what Mr. S looked like, but 
one thing I could see he was not an old man like we originally thought.  I knew that I 
would have to wake up before the others and cover him so that his desire to remain 
unknown would be respected.  The night was bitterly cold, and the warmth of our bodies 
could only do so much.  We shivered and our teeth clattered until we finally fell asleep. 
     I woke up suddenly very early in the morning.  Something had made a sound 
somewhere down the cavern hall.  It was still dark, but I could see a light approaching 
from the hallway!   
     "Whose there?" I called out. 
     "I should be the one asking that question," stated a voice coming from the approaching 
light, "seeing how you are the ones trespassing on my property.  Friend or Foe?" 
      "Well, that depends," I replied.  "What side are you on?" 
      "I fight for Saldiacus," the man responded. 
    "Then we are friends.  We too fight for Saldiacus." 
    The man was now close enough to see that we were naked. 
    "Oh my!" he exclaimed and then noticed the wet clothes hanging on the wall.  
"Survival techniques?" 
    "Yes," I replied. 



    "You are going to freeze here!" he exclaimed.  "I'll be right back.  I'm going to get you 
and your friends some robes to put on." 
     He disappeared into the darkness of the hallway, his light fading softly in the distance.  
I nudged Erinyetha gently until she awoke. 
    "Morning already?" she muttered through her sleepiness. 
    "No," I reply.  "There is somebody else here.  He has gone to bring us robes to put on 
and will be back shortly." 
     "Can we trust him?" she asked. 
     "I think so.  He claims to fight for Saldiacus.  Wake up Princess Rachel." 
     The man returned within a few minutes with robes.  I immediately covered up Mr. S, 
paying careful attention to making sure his face would not be seen.  Then I handed a robe 
to Rachel and one to Erinyetha.  We all slipped the robes on and stood before our new 
friend.  He noticed Princess Rachel and immediately fell to his knees. 
     "Princess," he cried out.  "Please forgive me.  I did not know it was you!"   
     "Rise, sir knight," replied Princess Rachel.  She immediately noticed that he had a 
sword by his side.  "Who are you?" 
     "My name is Sir Lionel of the Knights of Saldiacus." 
     "You're a Knight of Saldiacus?" asked Erinyetha with confusion. 
     "Yes," he replied.  "Despite popular believe, not all the Knights of Saldiacus were 
stationed on the planet Saldiacus.  Sir Richard feared an attack on the planet could wipe 
out all the knights, so he stationed a handful of us on other planets in the empire." 
     "What is this place?" I asked. 
     "Welcome to Fort Friarfield," he responded.  "I apologize for the lack of light and 
heat.  Because the Titlethian base is so close to here, we are forced to operate on bare 
minimal power in order to avoid detection." 
      “How many knights are there at these outposts?” I asked. 
      “Here at Fort Friarfield, I have only twenty.  We are the smallest of the outposts.  The 
other four have fifty each.” 
     As we talked he led us down a series of passageways.  After a short while, the cavern 
rocks gave way to man made walls and structure, and the dark passages gave way to 
brightly lit hallways.  The cold dissipated and we were surrounded by warmth. 
     “This is the very center of the base,” spoke Sir Lionel.  “Because it is deep 
underground we can run electricity here without being detected.  We are now in the heart 
of a large mountain.  From here we plan our attacks and do as much damage as we can 
without being discovered.  If they ever found us… well, we don’t have the resources to 
defend ourselves against them.” 
     Two of Sir Lionel’s knights carried Mr. S towards the medical bay. 
     “They’ll take good care of them,” he told us. 
     “Keep his head covered,” I commanded them.  “His identity is to remain unknown.  
He is known only as Mr. S.” 
     “S, huh?” pondered Lionel.  “Is he a knight?” 
     “We believe he is,” I answered.  “I have seen no one else who could use a sword the 
way he does!” 
     “Then the ‘S’ must be for Saldiacus,” figured Lionel. 
     “What?” asked Erinyetha and Rachel in unison. 



     “It’s just that if I was going to conceal my identity, then I would take on the identity of 
the Knights of Saldiacus; an ‘S” for Saldiacus…  By the way, I don’t think I caught your 
name.” 
     “Forgive me,” I replied.  “I am King Rochard of the ancient empire of Stallunda, and 
my girlfriend here is Princess Erinyetha of Broobeless.  She is our best hope.  She is the 
Key.” 
     “I thought Princess Elizabeth was the key?” replied Sir Lionel. 
     “We all did, but it turns out that Elizabeth was a decoy.” 
     “Then there is still hope…” 
     “There is always hope,” interrupted Erinyetha, “when you trust in God.” 
     “We have to get her to the palace!” exclaimed Lionel. 
     “Yes,” I agreed, “and we have to keep her out of the hands of the Titlethians.” 
      A knight walked down the hall and up to Sir Lionel and whispered in his ear. 
     “Very good,” replied Lionel and then turned to us.  “Sleeping facilities have been 
prepared for you.  Sir Danala will take you to your rooms.” 
     “Thank you,” replied all three of us in unison. 
     We followed Sir Danala down the hall and to the left.  With each step our legs ached 
and complained, anxiously awaiting the chance to rest.  We walked down a hallway with 
hundreds of doors on each side.  Sir Danala led us to doors number 51 and 52.  He led the 
princesses into room 51 and then returned and put me in room 52. 
    “Sleep well, your majesty,” he said and then closed the door and left. 
    The room was small and consisted of a single bunk bed and dresser.  It was a compact 
military style sleeping quarters, very different from the luxurious dorms of University 
Planet.  Nevertheless, it felt good to be able to lie down on something that was at least 
somewhat soft.  The weight of sleep overcame me, my eyes became like bricks, and I 
quickly faded into dream land. 
 


