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     There come times in our lives where we feel that we have reached the end; that it’s all 
over.  We’ve failed!  We have nothing left to give and we just can’t go on anymore!  
Such moments of despair can last for days or even several years, but eventually you 
almost always discover that your course has not yet been fully run.  There is still another 
lap ahead of you and just maybe you have the strength after all to run it! 
     Day was just breaking its light on the surface of the planet when we were awakened so 
abruptly!  The sirens blared loud and obnoxiously through the hallways, echoing off the 
walls.  Then there came a knock at my door.  I charged towards it eager to find out what 
was going on.  Sir Danala stood on the other side of the door. 
     “We’ve been compromised!” he yelled over the siren.  “You’ve got to get the 
princesses out of here!” 
     Erinyetha and Rachel were already in the hallway.  Mr. S, now conscious, stood with 
them.  All around them, confusion filled the hallways as knights and soldiers ran back 
and forth grabbing provisions and leading people out. 
     “Go straight down this hall and turn left!” yelled Sir Danala, his voice competing to be 
heard over the annoying siren.  “That hall will lead you into the caverns.  Turn right and 
the caverns will take you to the surface.  Now run!  We’ll hold them off as long as we 
can!” 
      Behind us we could hear the fighting erupt as Titlethian soldiers poured into the fort.  
Mr. S took the lead, running down the hall in front of us.  He was followed by Princess 
Rachel and then Princess Erinyetha, and I came behind covering the rear, constantly 
looking back to make sure we weren’t being followed.  We raced down the hallways 
pushing forward with all our strength.  Soon we entered the caverns.  We could hear the 
battle echoing through the ground.  The fighting was surely fierce and we knew it 
wouldn’t be long before the Titlethians overcame them and would come pouring down 
the tunnel after us. 
     “Faster!” I yelled. 
     “We’re running as fast as we can!” screamed the princesses. 
     The rocky cavern walls flew past us as we jumped over rocks and made our way 
through the tunnel.  We came to a small creek running through the cave and jumped it in 



a single leap then suddenly we all stopped!  Ahead of us there was only wall!  It was a 
dead end!  We would be trapped! 
     “Now what!” shrieked Erinyetha now completely terrified. 
     “There’s a ladder!” yelled Mr. S.  “Climb it!” 
     One by one we filed up the ladder.  Step by step we climbed up and up for what 
seemed like hours.  Then finally we came out into another cavern, but this cavern was 
close to the surface!  Sunlight flooded it in a bright glory. 
     “Which way?” yelled Mr. S. 
     “They didn’t say!” I yelled back.  It seemed like the sunlight was coming from both 
directions.  “I don’t think it matters… uh…   go left!” 
      We raced out of the cavern into the daylight.  The brightness of the two suns blinded 
us and forced us to stop for a minute to let our eyes adjust.  Looking around, we could see 
that we were at the top of great mountain looking out over a huge valley that was spread 
out before us.  Behind us stood a gigantic forest, dark and thick with lots of underbrush. 
     “Which way?” asked Erinyetha with great concern in her voice. 
     “The forest,” responded Mr. S.  “We’ll be harder to find in there.” 
     Mr. S and I pulled out our swords and began cutting our way through the underbrush.  
The girls trailed just behind us, keeping far enough back not to get hit by flying debris 
from our trailblazing.  The day became increasingly hot as the two suns burned their 
inferno upon us.  The work was difficult and tedious.  The underbrush was so thick that 
there was no rest at all for our weary arms.  At times it seemed almost to grow back as we 
were cutting it! 
     Then my sword cut through some very thick bushes and the sky lay out before me.  I 
looked through the opening only to see a deep canyon stretching before us.  The other 
side was about a hundred feet away and the canyon dropped down at least a good five 
hundred feet to a river below.  We all gathered at the edge to discuss what to do. 
     “Why don’t we walk farther down keeping near the edge of the cliff to see if we can 
find a way across,” suggested Princess Rachel. 
     “I agree,” replied Mr. S. 
     We continued very cautiously working our way on the edge of the canyon.  It was 
much easier walking because the underbrush thinned out on the edges of the cliff.  We 
tediously walked for several miles and then low and behold, a bridge spread out before 
eyes!  It was a thin, wobbly rope bridge that looked old and decrepit.  It dangled wildly 
over the canyon, rocking back and forth in the breeze.  The trail that led up to it was 
severely overgrown.  Clearly this bridge had not been used in a long time. 
     “What do you think?” asked Rachel. 
     “I don’t know,” replied Erinyetha.  “It doesn’t look safe!” 
     “Right now,” added Mr. S.  “It seems to be our best option.  If we stay here, they are 
going to eventually find us.  We have to keep moving.” 
     “Okay,” I said.”  We’re going to have to cross one at a time.  Keep your feet close to 
the edges.  The ropes are more likely to hold than the boards, and whatever you do, do 
not look down!” 
     “That’s not very reassuring!” exclaimed Rachel. 
     “I’ll go first to test it,” I added. 
     I grabbed onto the ropes on either side and spread my legs out toward the edges of the 
bridge.  Carefully, I took my first step out above the canyon.  The ropes creaked and the 



bridge moaned in agony.  I took another step.  The bridge swayed frantically back and 
forth over my doom.  I clutched the ropes tightly, hanging on for dear life as several of 
the boards cracked and plunged down to the river far, far, far below!  As I stayed still, the 
swaying settled a little and so I took another step and then another.  Little by little I made 
my way across the bridge. 
      I was about half way across when a big gust of wind howled across the canyon 
causing the bridge to sway wildly!  I clung onto the ropes with all my might!  The bridge 
blew up in the wind as I stood on it, my body now parallel with the ground!  I was now 
looking straight down at the steep drop that would lead to my demise.  Wait!  Wasn’t I 
the one who said “don’t look down?”  Oh well, too late.  I had looked down! 
      As the wind settled a little bit, I gathered up my courage and continued slowly 
towards the other side.  The bridge continued to rock heavily, swaying to the left and then 
back to the right, and then back to the left again!  Then finally I stepped foot on the other 
side!  I looked back across the canyon as Rachel climbed onto the ropes.   
 


