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Chapter 1 
 

     Insignificant.  That’s what I considered my life a year ago, and I liked it 
that way.  I was like a tiny star among the billions and billions of stars in the 
galaxy.  Each one shown forth their own brilliant light, but each one by itself 
seemed so insignificant in the blackness of space.  That was me.  I was 
happy to be insignificant.  Just a nobody on University Planet studying 
Saldiacan history. 
     University Planet itself was an insignificant speck on the star charts.  It 
was the farthest planet in the Saldiacus Empire, light years away from the 
wars and battles that tore through the bulk of the kingdom.  It was a 
completely insignificant planet in what was once a great a noble empire.  
There was nothing here of any real value, nothing here worth battling for.  
So we were left alone.  That is, until he showed up!  Not that it was his fault, 
you know.  They didn’t come here for him, but she wouldn’t have been here 
if he wasn’t. 
    Okay, I’m getting ahead of myself.  My story really begins the day he 
arrived on University Planet.  None of us had a clue who he was, and he 
intended to keep it that way.  He arrived on a cold rainy night at the 
beginning of my second semester.  His spacecraft was small and lean; not 
the usual cruisers and space buses that most students arrive on.  It was very 
dark that night, and he had no lights on his ship so we could not really see 
what exactly it was.  He landed off in the woods and apparently hid the ship.  
Nobody saw him enter the campus, but he was there in the morning. 
     The morning was bright and sunny.  The sun reflected its light off the 
puddles left from last night’s storm.  It was the first day of a new semester, 
and we were all required to meet in the student center for orientation.  As I 
was walking to the student center I noticed that a person not far in front of 
me was completely draped in robes.  I could not even see his face.  It was 
him, the pilot from last night.  I was sure of it.   
     Several of the older students snuck up behind him, preparing to trip him.  
It was something they did to all the new students, but as they prepared to do 
it, the man in robes suddenly back kicked.  The older students were thrown 
over backwards!  The man in the robes did not pause at all; he didn’t even 
look back.  He continued to walk as if nothing had happened. 
     He was in my first class.  When attendance was written down, I 
discovered that he called himself simply S.  He spoke very little during class, 
but when he did answer the teacher he was full of wisdom and insight.  I 
guess he sort of grabbed my curiosity.  I began to take an interest in him.  As 



I watched him through the day, I noticed that he seemed very sad.  The other 
students were spreading rumors about him.  Some said that he must be an 
old washed-up knight; others thought that he was a criminal.  Whoever he 
was, all I knew was that there was something special about him.  He had the 
smell of greatness upon him, real greatness.  Not the kind of greatness that 
someone strives for, but the kind of greatness that comes from generosity 
and courage!  I guess I should have realized that he was about to turn my 
world upside down! 
      News was always late to arrive at University Planet; after all we were so 
far from everything!  It was lunchtime when word arrived that Princess 
Elizabeth was dead.  All classes were cancelled and a memorial was held in 
the evening.  At the memorial services news arrived that Sir James had quit, 
walked away from everything.  However, that news arrived with rumors of a 
Black Knight fighting for the people.  He would appear, smite the enemy, 
and disappear.  Many believed that the Black Knight was nobody less than 
Sir James himself.  In any case, the Black Knight brought hope to a dark 
situation.  Although a victory was won on Planet Saldiacus, rogue soldiers 
still strolled the planet attacking passers by.  With the King and the Princess 
dead and James gone, the throne was empty.  However, Elizabeth had a 
sister named Rachel.  She was located and appointed to the throne, but she 
knew nothing about running a kingdom.  She had grown up in the country, 
far from the palace and her sister.  However, this all had very little to do 
with us.  We were so far from the center of the Saldiacus Kingdom that we 
would be unaffected by these events, or so we thought. 
     Oh, forgive me; I haven’t introduced myself.  My name is Rochard 
Randolph.  I am a second year student at University Planet.  I am only 
sixteen years old, the youngest student here.  Like the mysterious S, I also 
have a secret, something nobody here knows about.  I’m a prince, and I 
prefer that nobody know that I am.  I’m in hiding.  A group of bounty 
hunters are out there searching for me.  I am (well I was) the ruler of 
Soulthian III, a planet outside the Saldiacus Empire.  My planet was invaded 
a few years back by the Titlethians.  We were a fairly primitive planet in the 
early stages of space travel.  They destroyed everything; our homes, our 
lives, and our futures.  They took our race captives.  I was the only one who 
escaped, but I was the one they wanted.  Why?  Because I hold the keys to 
the Fountain’s Fire, the most powerful weapon in the galaxy!  It wasn’t built 
by us, rather it was given to us by a highly advanced race.  They chose us to 
be its keepers; to see that it was never used.  They wanted it destroyed, but 
they had yet to figure out how to destroy it.  It was seemingly indestructible!  
It’s hidden in a special vault, deep under the surface of our planet.  It is 



protected by a maze of passageways, locked doors, and a computerized 
defense system.  Only the immediate royal family knew about it, and only 
they knew how to get in, and only I hold the key.   
     The responsibility entrusted in me was unbelievable.  If anyone were to 
get their hands on that key, the universe would be theirs!  So I knew I had to 
escape.  My father led me down a tunnel underneath the palace.  He told me 
there was an escape ship there that the aliens had provided for such an 
emergency.  The Titlethians found us and chased us down the tunnel.  My 
father held them back as I got in the ship and blasted off.  For several 
months I flew through space being chased by bounty hunters.  Then I found 
my way to University Planet.  I hid my ship and blended in with the 
students.  The bounty hunters have never bothered me since.  Well, that’s 
my story, but this tale isn’t really about me.  I just happened to have gotten 
caught up in it. 
     The next day we had fencing class.  Now fencing was a required course 
on University Planet.  Nobody went to the University without taking it.  As 
such, Mr. S was in my fencing class.  However while the other students were 
geared up on the floor ready for practice, he sat up in the stands.  The 
teacher walked out onto the floor and immediately his gaze went up to the 
stands. 
     “Hey you!” yelled the teacher up into the stands, “What’s your name?” 
     “S” answered the man in ropes. 
     “Well S,” continued the teacher, “everybody here takes this class.  So get 
out of the stands and get your gear on.” 
     “I wish to test out of the class,” responded S. 
     The teacher laughed.  “Nobody has ever tested out of the class.  To do so, 
you would have to defeat me in a fencing match.” 
     “I will be the first,” answered S.   
     “Very well,” responded the teacher. “Come down here, let’s get this over 
with.” 
      Mr. S flew through the air and landed on his feet next to the teacher. 
     “Just one request,” said S, “I wish for this battle to be done in private.  
Please ask the other students to leave.” 
     The teacher was a little bit annoyed, but he agreed.  He sent all the 
students out of the classroom.  “It’ll just be a minute,” he assured us.  He 
was right.  It was less than a minute before they both walked out of the gym, 
but S didn’t stop.  He kept on walking.   
     The teacher stood before us tired and frazzled.  “Students,” he said, “take 
a good look at that man.  He is a master of the sword.” 



     From that day on the rumors grew into tall tales.  Many suspected that he 
had once been Knight of Saldiacus, but nobody could agree on why he was 
here.  Perhaps he had done something horrible and had been discharged from 
the knights.  Whatever the truth was, he wasn’t telling. 
     The mysterious Mr. S began intrigue me more and more.  I was drawn to 
him.  It was more than a curiosity now, it seemed that he had something to 
do with my destiny.  I had to get closer to him.  I had to find out who he 
was!  I tried to make friends with him, but he preferred to keep to himself.  
Within a week he had tested out of all his classes, and he stayed in his 
dwelling and never came out.  Then one day he posted an ad in the campus 
newspaper.  It said that he was looking for an assistant.  The major 
requirement was that the assistant must not ask any questions. 
     I applied for the job.  When I showed up for interviews, there was no one 
else there.  I knocked on his door and waited for him to answer.  In a few 
moments he came to the door, still draped head to toe in robes. 
     “Ahh, Prince Rochard,” he greeted me, “I’ve been expecting you.”  Of 
course I was surprised that he knew my name, and he knew I was a prince. 
     “Don’t look so concerned Rochard,” he replied.  “I learned about you 
from a group of bounty hunters.  They told me all about you and the key that 
you carry.  Oh, don’t worry I have no interest in ruling the universe.  Also, I 
wouldn’t worry about the bounty hunters.  You see, I too, was on their hit 
list.  They gave me some trouble, so I eliminated them.” 
    “Who are you?” I asked. 
    “Now, now,” he responded, “remember the one condition of this job is 
that you ask no questions.” 
     “Right,” I said, “I’m sorry.  I would like to have the job.” 
     “I knew you would.  Be here tomorrow at 8am.” 
     “Thank you,” I said.  “I will be.” 
    And so my adventure began – I had no idea what I had just gotten myself 
into! 



Chapter 2 
 

 
     I arrived at his place at eight o’clock in the morning.  I knocked on the 
door, and he let me in.  His home was messing and dusty.  Books were piled 
high on all sides from the floor to the ceiling!  It was not well lit, in fact 
several of the lights were burned out.  The only exception was his desk, 
which was lit brightly by a small reading lamp.  On that desk sat a very old 
looking manuscript. 
     “Is that what I think it is?” I asked. 
     “It’s the prophecies,” he answered.  “All the books I have here are 
different interpretations of the prophecies.  You see, this is what I came here 
to do.  I am here to find the answers in the prophecies.” 
      “Answers to what?” I asked. 
      “You ask too much,” he responded. 
      “I’m sorry,” I said.  “So, what exactly is my job here?” 
      “Basically I need you to clean up after me, make me food, answer the 
door, and pick up books from the library.  I get consumed in the prophecies 
and I forget to eat, I forget to clean, and I forget to sleep.  I need someone to 
make sure I take care of myself.” 
      “Not exactly what I expected, but I accept the task.”  I immediately set 
about cleaning up the room.  I must have removed ten pounds of dust from 
just the one room!  It took several hours.  The whole time I was cleaning, 
Mr. S was deeply involved in studying the prophecies.  When it was getting 
to be lunchtime, I went into the kitchen to prepare lunch.  The kitchen was a 
horrible mess.  Food was draped all over the counters, dripping from the 
cabinets, and spoiling on the stovetop.  Nevertheless I managed to find some 
suitable bread and meat and made us both sandwiches.  I brought the 
sandwich to him. 
     “Very good,” he responded after taking a bite.  “You’ve worked hard all 
morning.  Why don’t you take a break?”    
     “Okay,” I said, “but I have to leave for class in an hour.” 
     “That’s fine,” he said.  He never once lifted his head out of the 
prophecies.  Even while he ate, he never looked up from the manuscript.  
Then there was a knock at the door. 
     I opened the door, and there stood before me a young lady not much 
older than I.  She was surrounded by eight knights.  I wasn’t sure, but I think 
they were Knights of Saldiacus.  They stood tall and proud, ready to defend. 



     “Hello there,” she said to me.  “My name is Rachel.  I need to speak with 
Mr. S.” 
     “Rachel?  As in Princess Rachel?” I asked. 
     “SShh!” she responded, “I’m trying to keep a low profile.  It is I.” 
     “You know, the knights kind of give it away.” 
     “I know,” she said, “but they insisted on coming.  The galaxy is a 
dangerous place these days.” 
     “Come in,” I held the door as she and her knights entered the house.  “I’ll 
see if Mr. S will speak to you now.” 
     I walked down the hall into Mr. S’s study.  “Sir..” 
    “You don’t have to call me sir,” interrupted Mr. S. 
    “What do I call you?”  
    “You can just call me S.” 
    “Okay S,” I responded, “there is a princess here who wishes to speak to 
you.” 
    “Rachel?” asked S 
    “Yes, it is Princess Rachel,” I responded. 
    “How did she find me?  I could have been anywhere in the galaxy.  Well, 
anyways, let’s not be rude.  Show her in, but the knights must stay in the 
foyer.” 
     I went back to the princess to show her into the study.  “He will see you 
now, but the knights must stay here.” 
     “No,” spoke one of the knights.  “She must not leave our sight!” 
     “It’s okay, Sir Lionel,” responded the princess, “I’ll be fine.” 
     “Princess,” insisted the knight, “you are going to see somebody, and we 
don’t even know who he is!” 
     “But I do,” answered the Princess, “and I assure you that I will be in good 
hands.” 
     Finally the knights agreed to cooperate, and I led the princess into the 
study. 
      “I’ve been looking for you,” said the princess as she entered the room. 
     For the first time since I’d been here, S stood up from his study table and 
took his mind off his work. 
     “How’d you find me Rachel?” he asked.   
     “I knew when everything went wrong, you would come here seeking the 
prophecies.” 
     “I must figure out what went wrong!” continued S. “The events that took 
place are in contradiction to the prophecies!  How can the commoner marry 
the princess if the princess is dead!” 
     “And the commoner has disappeared…” 



     “In a state as good as dead,” added S.  “The truth must be here in these 
books somewhere!” 
     “I remember a time when you didn’t depend on these books for answers,” 
responded the princess. 
     “Those were different times.  The truth is here.  I must figure out what I 
must do.” 
     “That book is just dead letters!” The princess raised her voice slightly.  
“You use to trust in God for guidance!  Not some stupid books!  You belong 
on that throne!” 
     “That’s your throne,” S said calmly. 
     “No,” responded the princess, “it’s not my throne.  I was the second born 
which means I was not intended for the throne.  I was not trained for this.  I 
am in over my head!  The people are waiting for you to take your place as 
their rightful king!” 
      “I’m sorry Rachel,” responded S with sorrow, “that’s not my place any 
more.” 
     Rachel calmed down and her voice cracked a little.  “You’ll come home 
when your ready, I know you will.  In the meantime, I have something of 
yours.”  She brought in a long thin box and laid it on his desk.  “Open it 
when you’re ready.  I’ll be waiting for you with the rest of your people on 
planet Saldiacus.” 
     Then the princess and her knights left.  They left the room, they left the 
house, they left the planet, and they left me with thousands more 
unanswered questions! 
     Day after day he studied.  He read the prophecies over and over and over, 
searching for an answer that didn’t seem to be there.  He poured through 
book after book.  While he studied, I cleaned up the house and kept it clean.  
I made sure he ate his meals, and I made sure that he went to bed when it got 
late.  Months passed by and a friendship began to develop between us.  He 
was really a nice guy, very smart, and very wise, but also very sad.  
Something had gone wrong somewhere in his life not too long ago.  He let 
some things slip.  I found out that somebody really close to him died.  He 
was searching the prophecies to figure out why that person died. 
      Then a new girl showed up on campus.  I had just finished taking my 
midterm for my fencing class and was heading back to Mr. S’s home when I 
saw her.  She captured my gaze and stilled my heart.  I didn’t know who she 
was, but I knew that there was something special about her.  Her haired 
draped softly down her shoulders and spilled down her back, her smiled 
shined in a soft glow of glory, and her eyes sparkled with the brilliance of a 



morning star.  Yes, there was no doubt; I was smitten, but there was one 
problem.  I’m a prince and therefore I must date only a princess! 
    To my surprise, she walked right towards me.  Her skirt flapped gently 
against her legs as she walked.  She looked like she was probably about my 
age.  “Stop it!” I yelled to my self.  “Only a princess for me,” I kept trying to 
remind myself.  However, her image kept prevailing in my head. 
     “Excuse me sir,” she said to me.  Her voice was soft and sweet, like an 
angel.  “I’m looking for someone.  I was told that you might know where I 
could find him.” 
     “I don’t know,” I responded, trying to keep my cool, “I don’t know that 
many people here.” 
     “That maybe so,” she continued, “but according to some of the other 
students you work for the man I’m looking for.” 
     “You seek Mr. S?” I asked. 
     “Mr. S, huh?” she answered.  “Does he study the prophecies?” 
     “Study them?” I responded.  “He’s obsessed with them!” 
     “That’s him,” she said.  “I must speak with him.” 
     “I will take you to him.” 
     I led her across the campus towards Mr. S’s home.  I tried to chat to her 
along the way, but she was very closed.  She didn’t want to reveal anything 
about herself.  Well, here was yet another person who had come here to hide 
from the truth.  I couldn’t blame her; after all, I was hiding from a lot 
myself. 
     Suddenly the sky filled with the roar of jet engines.  Several loud sirens 
went off in a loud roar!  RRRRRRRRUUUURRRRR!   Students all over the 
campus began panicking.  They ran around wildly searching for cover.   
     “They’re after me!” exclaimed the girl I was with.  “We have to hide!” 
     Ten fighters poured out of the sky, heading straight for us!  I grabbed her 
hand and ran.  “This way!” I yelled.  Lasers exploded into the ground all 
around us.  Then the fighters looped upwards to make a second pass!   
      I guided her frantically to an underground bunker.  Many of the students 
were already there.  We couldn’t get in because it was full!   
     “You’ll have to go to the other bunker!” yelled out a student at the door. 
     “There isn’t time!” I yelled.  “You have to let us in!” 
     The fighters approached for their second round of laser fire.  I pushed the 
guy at the door over and tossed the princess into the crowded bunker.  There 
wasn’t enough room for me, so I closed the door and ran!  Laser fire 
exploded all around the door.  I could feel the heat of the blasts on my back 
as I ran to the second bunker.  However, the fighters paid no attention to me.  
It was clearly her they were after! 



     With her safely in the bunker, the fighters decided to land and make an 
assault on foot.  Seven of the fighters set down just outside the bunker, while 
the remaining three circled overhead.  Out of the seven fighters, climbed 
seven soldiers carrying heavy-duty laser canons.  They ran towards the 
bunker and pulled at the door.  When the door wouldn’t budge, they began 
firing their canons at it.  Finally, the door exploded open. 
     “Give us the girl,” demanded one of the soldiers.  “Give us the girl and 
no one gets hurt.” 
     “I don’t think so,” came a voice from behind the soldiers.  “You’re not 
welcome here!” 
     It was Mr. S, still draped head to toe in robes. 
     “Stay out this old man!” responded the soldier. 
     “Leave now,” said Mr. S, “or leave never!” 
     The soldiers turned around and fired at him.  Instantly, he was in the air.  
He rolled into flip, soaring safely over the lasers.  He came down on top of 
the soldiers, knocking three of them to the ground.  Next thing I knew, he 
had one of their laser canons in his hands and fired it.  The laser fire hit the 
canons in the other soldiers’ hands.  One by one, within a second he 
destroyed all six of the laser canons without harming one of the soldiers.   
      Concerned about their fellow soldiers, the three fighters still in the air 
headed down towards Mr. S.  Mr. S fired the laser canon straight into the 
fighters, and they exploded into flames.  He then turned and destroyed the 
fighters sitting on the ground. 
      “We surrender!” yelled out the soldiers. 
      “I could just shoot you now,” said Mr. S coldly. 
      “What do you want?” asked one of the soldiers.   
      “Who sent you here?” 
      “I can’t tell you.”  
      “Okay,” responded Mr. S.  “We’ll start with the legs.  I’ll blast them off 
one by one, and then we’ll remove your arms.  Then we will…” 
      “Alright,” responded the soldier, “I’ll talk.  The King of Titelthia sent us 
to retrieve the princess.” 
      “What do they want with her?  She’s not the princess of any planet that 
would be strategic in this battle.” 
      “You haven’t heard?” responded the soldier. 
      “News is slow to get here,” said Mr. S.  “I haven’t heard what?” 
      Suddenly the soldier that was talking fell down dead!  He had been shot 
by another soldier who had a small laser pistol.  He killed all the soldiers and 
then shot himself! 
      “Rochard!” called out Mr. S. 



     “Yes sir,” I answered. 
     “I’m going to my study,” he responded.  “I’m not to be disturbed, 
especially by her.” 
     “Who?” 
     “The princess,” he responded.  “The new girl.  I don’t want to see her.” 
     Then he left and returned to his studies. 
     The princess climbed up out of the bunker and found her way through the 
crowd of students to me.  She took a hold of my hand and held it tight. 
     I looked at her and stared into her eyes.  “You’re a princess?” 
     “I am,” she answered. 
     “Why are they after you?” 
     “I do not know,” she answered sadly.  “It started about a month ago.  All 
of a sudden everybody was trying to capture me.  Princess Rachel of 
Saldiacus sent me here.  She said I would be safe here; that there was an 
extraordinary man here who would protect me.  Who is he?” 
      “He is known only as Mr. S.  He does not tell me much.  What I have 
pieced together is only a guess.  I believe that he was a Knight of Saldiacus, 
but something terrible happened and somebody special died.  I’m not sure 
whether he fled here or was exiled here, but he has come here to hide from 
it.  Well, I guess that’s why all of us are here.  The truth is just a little too 
hard to deal with.” 
      “You have secrets too?” asked the princess. 
      “Just as many as he does, and probably just as many as you do.” 
      “How do you know I have secrets?” 
      “Everybody here as secrets.  After all, you’ve never even told me your 
name.” 
      “My name is Princess Erinyetha,” she said softly.  “What is yours?” 
      “I am Prince Rochard,” I responded. 
      “Prince?” she exclaimed. 
      “Yes,” I answered, “but you must not tell anyone else.  That is one of my 
secrets.  Nobody here knows that I’m prince; well, nobody but Mr. S.  I’m 
really not sure how he knows, but he knows.” 
      “I must talk to him,” begged Erinyetha. 
      “He insisted that he not be disturbed,” I responded.  “He doesn’t want to 
see you.  I’m afraid there’s nothing I can do about that.” 
       “Does he even know who I am!” she pleaded. 
       “You know,” I said, “I think he does.” 
      Still holding her hand, I escorted her back to her dormitory.  She gave 
me a kiss on the cheek, and we said goodnight. I returned to my room.  As I 
slept that night, I dreamed of her.  In my dream we were married and had 



two kids.  Sir James was our king, and the whole kingdom was full of peace.  
In the dream Sir James was telling me about the prophecies.  He said that 
there was one particular line in the prophecies that provided the answer to 
everything.  That line was located in section 5, but in the dream I could not 
make out what it said. 
       I awoke the next day perplexed.  Did this dream mean anything?  
Perhaps God was giving us a clue!  Then again, it could just be a dream.  I 
spent the whole morning trying to decide whether I should tell Mr. S or not.  
Finally I decided I should. 
       I went to his home after my morning class.  He was at his study, as 
usual.  I walked up to him, but he told me to leave.  It was obvious to me 
that he hadn’t slept or eaten anything since last night. 
       “You need to rest and eat,” I said. 
       “Leave me alone!” he yelled out.  I’d never heard him lose it before.  He 
threw several of the prophecy scrolls at me.  I ducked, and they flew over 
my head.  His eyes filled up with tears and frustration.  “Ahhh!”  He 
screamed and then fell to the ground.  “I don’t get it!  It has to be here!” he 
screamed forth. 
      “You need to rest,” I responded.  “You’ve been working to hard.” 
      “I have to find it,” he muttered almost frantically.  “I have to find the 
answers!  I have to!”  
      “Section five,” I said. 
      “What?” he responded. 
      “I had a dream where Sir James told me that the answer is in section 
five.” 
      He scrambled through the scrolls until he found section five.   He flipped 
quickly through the pages, looking for something to stick out and grab his 
attention.  I made him breakfast while he examined section five of the 
prophecies. 
      Mr. S refused to stop just to eat, so I had to feed him the food while he 
continued to read.  He studied page after page of section five.  He went over 
it hundreds of times, but he found nothing.  Frustrated, he sat back in his 
chair and cried. 
     “You’re not well,” I said.  “You need to sleep.  Please, go to bed.” 
     “Okay,” he sighed, finally agreeing.   
     He went to his bedroom, and I worked on cleaning up breakfast.  After I 
was done cleaning up, I went over to the prophecies and began reading 
section five… 
 
 



Section Five: 
There will come the day when 

The dead shall breathe and walk, 
And the blind shall see and behold, 

And the lame shall stand upon their feet, 
and that which was forgotten shall be forgotten no more. 

In that day 
The darkness shall be turned to light, 

The lies shall be turned to truth, 
That which was lost shall be found, 
And the truth shall be known by all. 

 
      I read the first paragraph over and over.  There was something important 
here, I just couldn’t see it yet.  I read it over and over, but I didn’t know 
what I was looking for.  I was sure it was right in front of me, but I was blind 
and could not see it! 
      “AHHHH!” Mr. S screamed out from the other room!  CRASH!  
SMASH!  The sounds of breaking dishes filled my ears.  I ran to the kitchen.  
Mr. S was in a wild rage, throwing things every which way.  I ducked and a 
plate flew over my head and crashed into the wall in front of me. 
     He looked at me and stopped.  His face was full of grief and sorrow anger 
boiled off his brow.  Tears poured down his face, and he collapsed to his 
knees!  I’d never seen him like this! 
      “WHY!” he screamed out, “WHY!”  He screamed and screamed.  Then 
he dropped down into a pile of sorrow.  “I loved her,” he said softly.  “I 
loved her!” He started getting loud again.  “I loved her!!!!” he screamed out.   
     I reached my hand out to pull him up, but he just sat there and looked me. 
    “I died that day,” he said to me softly.  “I died that day.” 
    “Come with me,” I said to him.  “We’ll get you some help.” 
    “Why did you leave me!!!” he sobbed out softly. 
    Mentally, he was gone.  He just wasn’t there.  He had been reduced to a 
sobbing pile of emotions.  He took my hand, and I led him across the 
campus to the University Hospital.  The great mysterious warrior had been 
reduced to a crippled and weak man. 
     I left him in the capable hands of the University Psychiatrist.  I told her 
about his study of the prophecies and how little he slept.  She told me that he 
was having a mental breakdown but would probably okay after a long 
night’s sleep. 



Chapter 3 
 

     Early the next morning I awoke to the sounding of loud knocking.  
Somebody was at the door.  I glanced at the clock.  It was only three in the 
morning!  Yet, the knocking continued. 
     I pulled myself out of bed and crawled over to the door.  Rubbing the 
sleep out of my eyes, I unlocked the door and opened it.  The University 
Psychiatrist stood before me.  I could see from her face that something was 
wrong. 
     “He slept for four hours,” she began, “and then he ran out.  The nurses 
tried to stop him, but they couldn’t.  He overpowered them and ran out with 
tremendous speed.  We went to his home, but he wasn’t there.  Do you know 
where he might have gone?” 
     “I don’t,” I answered, “but we better find him.” 
     “Campus Security has already combed the University.  He’s not here.” 
     “What do you mean?” I asked.  “How can he not be here!” 
     “He must have gone into the woods,” she answered. 
     “Then we should go after him,” I responded. 
     “No,” she answered.  “He wants to be alone.  If we come after him we’ll 
only push him farther away.  He’ll come back when he’s ready.  He’s 
searching for something.” 
      “Okay,” I said hesitantly. 
      “He’ll be alright,” she assured me.  “You better go back to bed.” 
      She left, and I went back to my bed.  I kneeled down next to my bed and 
prayed for Mr. S’s safety.  Then I got in the bed and went back to sleep. 
      That night I had another dream.  I was onboard some sort of large 
spacecraft.  The light in the room was orange and very dim.  I was in a 
hallway with several prison cells.  I walked down the hallway slowly.  
Prisoners were yelling out things in foreign languages, and then I heard 
someone yell my name.  “Rochard!  Rochard!  Over here Rochard!” yelled 
the voice.  I followed the voice and made my way to a cell where a beautiful 
young lady was.  She looked familiar.  
     “Help me!” she pleaded with me.   
     “Who are you?” I asked. 
     “I am Princess Elizabeth,” she answered.   
     “But you’re dead,” I responded.  “They all saw you die.” 
     “No,” she pleaded, “Help me!  I’m still alive!  I’m still alive!” 
     Suddenly I was drifting away from her.  Her voice faded away slowly.  I 
drifted right through the walls and into space.  The ship I had been in stood 



before me, a triangle hovering in space.  It was in orbit around a green and 
purple planet that had a blue ring around it.  Suddenly I heard millions of 
people screaming!  “Help us!  Help us!  Help us!  We’re still alive!  Help 
us!”  It echoed louder and louder.  My ears began to hurt and sting, but still 
it got louder and louder and louder!  Then I woke up, short of breath and 
sweating! 
      It was morning.  I sat there panting, trying to remember the dream.   
Could it be that Princess Elizabeth was still alive?  Surely not!  So many 
witnessed her death.  How could she be alive? 
      BAM! BAM! BAM! Somebody pounded on the door!  “Rochard!  
Rochard!” came from the other side of the door.  It was Erinyetha.  I ran to 
the door and opened it.  She shuffled in quickly.  She was out of breath and 
panicked.  
     “What is it?” I asked her. 
     “They…They…” she couldn’t catch her breath.   
     “Calm down,” I suggested, “and take a deep breath.” 
     She took a deep breath.  “They’ve taken over the campus.” 
     “Who?” I asked. 
     “The Titlethians,” she responded.  “They’ve come for me.  There’s ten 
battle cruisers sitting on the Great Lawn, and there’s soldiers everywhere 
searching for me.” 
     “Then we have to get you out of here,” I responded. 
     “How?” 
     “I don’t know… perhaps a disguise.” 
     “A disguise?” 
     “Yes, it’s perfect,” I said.  “Put this wig on, and put on one of Sir S’s 
robes.” 
      She did as I told her.   
     “This won’t fool them for long,” she said. 
     “Hopefully it’ll fool them long enough for us to escape into the woods.” 
     I picked up the rectangular box that belonged to Mr. S and handed it to 
her. 
     “Keep this with you at all times.  Never let it out of your sight.” 
     “What is it?” she asked me. 
     “Something special.  Let’s go.” 
     We cautiously left my room and headed outside.  Trying to act “natural,” 
we walked across campus, passing by a large number of soldiers.  We 
walked briskly towards the woods.  Erinyetha held my hand tightly.  I could 
feel her fear.  



      Finally we reached the woods.  Making sure nobody was watching, we 
stepped into the underbrush.  So far, so good! 
     “Hey you!” A soldier saw us!  “What are you doing!  Come out of the 
woods!” 
     “Now what?” whispered Erinyetha. 
     “Now, we run!” I exclaimed. 
     She let go of my hand, and we ran as fast as we could into the forest.  The 
rectangular box I had given her was strapped to her back.  It bounced up and 
down as we navigated through the underbrush.  Lasers exploded behind us! 
      We ducked under trees and leaped over logs, pushing branches out of the 
way.  Not far behind us, several soldiers scrambled on our trail.  Their lasers 
were drawn, and they took a shot whenever they had a chance.  Laser burns 
marked the trail behind us!  The soldiers scrambled through the underbrush 
and over the logs.  One of them tripped, dropping his laser rifle.  However, 
he quickly picked his rifle up and scrambled to his feet to continue his 
pursuit.   
      Just then Erinyetha stopped dead in her tracks.  As I caught up to her, I 
realized we had reached the edge of a great cliff!  She stood there looking 
down in disbelief.  The ground dropped straight down a good three hundred 
feet into a riverbed.  She watched as some small rocks fell off and 
disappeared into the river. 
      Then laser fire cut through the trees all around us.  We ducked down 
behind a large boulder.  Fire burst out all around as the lasers continued 
unrelentlessly.  The boulder began to heat up from the laser fire.  Smoke 
started to pour forth from it. 
      “What do we do!  What do we do!” yelled Erinyetha frantically.  “We’re 
trapped!” 
      I paused and looked over the cliff again.  “We jump!” 
      “What?” 
      “Jump!” I yelled.  “Jump!” 
      Panicked, she turned around and jumped off the cliff with a loud, long 
scream.  “AAAHHHHH!”  I watched her body descend quickly down into 
the river.  Then I followed, tossing myself off the cliff.  “I hope I know what 
I’m doing!” I yelled to myself as I fell. 
     The sensation of falling was exhilarating.  The air rushed across my body, 
and the adrenaline filled my head with euphoria.  I spread my legs down 
straight and splashed legs first into the water.  The impact stung my body.  
Water filled my senses as I continued with the downward momentum.  I felt 
my feet hit the bottom, and I pushed myself up.  Gasping for air, I reached 



the surface.  The current was strong and the water was rough.  I struggled 
through the waves and dragged my body to the shore.   
     Catching my breath, I pulled myself to my feet and began searching for 
Erinyetha.  “Erin!” I called out, “Erinyetha, where are you!”  No answer.  
She could have been knocked out by the impact with the water.  I had to find 
her.  I began scrambling around the riverbank.  She had to be here 
somewhere! 
      I walked back forth down the riverbank, up and down.  I climbed over 
trees and through bushes searching for her.  Not finding her, I swam across 
the river to the other side to search there.  I was getting desperate.  There 
was no sign of her.  I dived into the river and searched underwater.  Nothing.  
Then I went farther down river.  Maybe she had been washed down stream.  
Still, I found nothing.  There was no sign of her anywhere. 
     Then the loud roar of an engine filled the air.  The soldiers were 
searching for us!  I quickly ran and hid myself under some thick underbrush.  
The vessel hovered over the river, flew over my head, scanned around for 
about ten minutes, and then left. 
     I dug myself out of the underbrush and headed down the riverbank.  I was 
weary and sore, but I had to find Erinyetha.  The terrain around the river was 
rocky.  Several times I had to climb over twenty five-foot boulders.  I 
slipped once, scratched my leg a little bit.  It bled slightly but not too 
seriously.   
      Several hours passed by, and I was getting to the point where my 
muscles could no longer carry my weight.  I had to stop and rest.  My 
stomach growled.  I sat down and considered how I could get some food.  
Now I wished I had taken that class the university had offered on outdoor 
survival!  They would have taught me how to determine which plants are 
safe to eat and which ones are poisonous.   All the plants here were foreign 
to me.  The food I ate at the university was all imported from another planet, 
Rigelletto II.  I didn’t have a clue which plants here were safe to eat and 
which ones would kill me! 
     I sat there starving.  I pondered the possibility of catching some fish, but 
when I tried to stand up, I didn’t have the strength.  That’s when I realized 
that my legs were swelling!  I was having an allergic reaction to the bushes 
around me!  I panicked!  I threw my hands in front of me and tried to pull 
myself away from the bushes.  Then my mind clouded, and I was overcome 
with dizziness.  I passed out! 
     When I awoke, it was dark.  Shadows danced suspiciously through the 
trees.  I lifted my head up.  The dizziness was gone!  I glanced around at my 
surroundings and discovered that I was no longer next to the river.  Trees 



stretched out before me on all sides.  Just a few feet from me, a long fire 
warmed the air.  A few yards from the fire sat a fighter, a Knights of 
Saldiacus fighter!   Then I saw him.  He was just a few feet away, the Black 
Knight!  He was dressed head to toe in black fabrics, and he wore a mask 
over his face.   
    When he noticed that I was awake he walked over to me.  He said not a 
single word, but just proceeded to examine me. 
     “Sir James?” I asked. 
     He gave no answer.  He would neither confirm nor deny his identity.  
     He handed me a book.  I glanced at the title.  It was called “What’s 
Edible on University Planet: A Guide to Survival in the Planet’s Forest.”  I 
glanced at him, but he just nodded his head, pointed to the left, and climbed 
into his fighter.  He pointed to the left again, and then he left. 
      I discovered that he had left me some food to eat, and with the book I 
would be able to find more food when I had need.  Taking his silent advice, I 
headed to the left, climbing through the forest. I struggled through the thick 
underbrush and made my way over fallen trees.  Then I had to scale twenty 
feet down to the bank of a small creek and climb up the other side.  I rested 
for a short bit after that and then continued through the forest.   
      The underbrush was unbelievably thick here.  I ripped it and tore it with 
my hands!  It scratched up my arms and tore my pants.  Small drips of blood 
slid down my body.  I really wished I had my sword with me! 
      After several hours had passed, I pulled out the book the Black Knight 
had given me and studied it.  After fifteen minutes of reading, I was able to 
find enough vegetation to eat lunch.  My stomach rejoiced as the food went 
into my body.  I hadn’t realized how hungry I was! 
      I sat for a while and relaxed.   
     Then I picked up myself and continued through the forest.  I didn’t have 
any idea at all where I was going, but I just felt that I needed to keep heading 
in the direction the Black Knight had pointed me.   
     I reached a great canyon.  It sunk down several hundred feet into a pool 
of lava.  Steam simmered up from the twenty foot wide opening.  How was I 
going to get across?  I scanned up and down the canyon and found a place 
where a tree had fallen over the opening.  Climbing on its fallen trunk, I 
carefully walked across the canyon.  The tree I was on rocked back and forth 
as I slowly made my way across.  If I slipped, it would be the end of me!  I 
felt the adrenaline rush through my veins.  Fear knocked on my mind, 
threatening to throw me off balance.  Finally I reached the other side and set 
my feet back on the ground.  I continued into the forest. 



     Now it was starting to get dark, and I began searching for a good place to 
spend the night.  That’s when I saw it, a large stone structure sticking out 
from among the trees.  I approached it.  As I got closer, I saw that it was an 
open room with a roof sitting on large stone pillars.  There was a small 
campfire burning inside the structure.   
    “Hello?” I said.  No answer. 
    I walked closer and entered the structure.  Next to the campfire there was 
a body lying on the ground.  I kneeled down next to it.  It was a girl.  Her 
back was to me, but her hair gave her away in an instant!  It was Erinyetha! 
    I rolled her over so that she was facing me and woke her up. 
    “Erinyetha, wake up,” I whispered. 
    She moaned the way one does when they awake from a deep sleep.  “Is it 
morning already?” She was disoriented.  Then she opened her eyes. 
    “Rochard?” she asked. 
    “I am here,” I responded.  “How did you get here?” 
    “I don’t know,” she answered.  “I passed out when I hit the water.  When I 
awoke I was here.  I think Mr. S must have carried me here.” 
    “I met the Black Knight!” I told her. 
    “Is he Sir James?” she asked. 
    “He would not reveal his identity to me,” I answered. 
    “So what do we do now?” she pondered. 
    “Well,” I responded, “right now we should sleep the night, and this is as 
good a place as any.” 
     We cuddled up for warmth and fell asleep in each other’s arms.  The 
forest sounds filled the night.  Nocturnal birds chirped through the air, 
insects hummed in the background, and some animal made a disturbing low 
roar. 
      The next morning was dark and misty.  An eerie thick flog floated above 
the forest floor and stretched high into the sky, making it difficult to see in 
any direction.  I stretched out my sore muscles and scanned the 
surroundings.  Despite the dreariness of the day, the landscape was beautiful.  
A clear babbling brook trickled through the valley just a few feet away from 
us, and through the fog I could just barely see the majestic beauty of the 
mountains towering above us. 
     “Rochard,” said Erinyetha, who had just awoken, “there’s someone over 
there!” She pointed off to the left.   
     Through the fog I could see a shadow moving across the ground.  It 
seemed to be pacing back and forth.  The fog rolled about, causing the figure 
to disappear in and out of my sight. 
     “I’m going to go check it out,” I said. 



     “You’re not leaving me here alone,” responded Erinyetha. “I’m going 
with you!” 
     “Very well,” I answered, “but we must be careful.  We have no 
weapons.” 
     “Actually,” interjected Erinyetha, “we do have this.”  She picked up a 
long rectangular box that was lying next to her.  She lifted the latches and 
pulled the lid up.  Inside sparkled a sword like none I had ever seen before.  
She lifted up in her hand and held it toward the sky.  Her hair blew in the 
wind like the waves a roaring river.  Her face glowed under the blade, soft 
and pure, and her smiled shined forth with all the glory of the sun.  I gazed 
into her eyes; they bore the reflection of a warm heart and a true soul. 
     “Rochard, are you okay?” she asked as I stared at her. 
     I guess I hadn’t realize how long I had sat just staring at her, and I was 
just now beginning to see how much I had fallen for her. 
     “Sorry,” I said, “I’m fine.  Just… uh… dazed off a little bit.  That sword 
belongs to Mr. S.  I have never gazed upon it before as he never takes it out 
of the box.” 
     “I don’t know how Mr. S came to have this sword, “responded Erinyetha, 
“but I know this sword, and many times it has come to my rescue.  This 
sword belongs to none other than the great Knight of Saldiacus, Sir James.” 
     “This is Sir James’ sword!” I said in awe. 
     “Yes,” answered Erinyetha, “that is mostly likely the reason Mr. S won’t 
touch it.  James left it on the battlefield when Princess Elizabeth was killed.  
It awaits the day when he will return and take it in his hands once again.” 
      “Keep it in the box,” I said.  “We will use it only if we must.  Let’s go.” 
     We quietly tip toed through the fog towards the figure in the distance.  
The ground was soft with dew, and our feet sunk with every footstep.  
Princess Erinyetha clasped the rectangular box tightly in her hands.  As we 
made our way through the fog several structures came into sight.  Some 
were carved out of stone and stood at least fifty feet tall with all sorts of 
symbols on them, and some of them were carvings of people with the 
greatest of detail. 
     “Come here,” the person in the fog commanded.  “Do not be frightened.  
Let me gaze upon your faces.  I’ve been expecting you.” 
     We cautiously left the cover of the bushes and came towards him in the 
open air.  He stood between two more massive stone pillars on the edge of a 
cliff. 
     “Quite extraordinary, aren’t they?” he said gazing up at them.  “They 
were once landing beacons used to guide vessels onto the landing pad.  Of 
course, the landing pad has long since been taken over by the forest.” 



     We were now almost right in front of him, and we still could not see him 
well.  It was as if he wasn’t all there, literally.  I swear I could see a faint 
glimpse of the landscape behind through his body. 
     “Who are you?” asked Erinyetha. 
     “Princess Erinyetha, daughter of King Talthan, ruler of Broobeless; and 
Prince Rochard, son of King Randolph, ruler of Soulthian III,” began the 
stranger. “Welcome to Stallunda’s Castle!” 
     We gasped.  Everyone in the galaxy had heard the stories of Stallunda’s 
Castle, but nobody could every find it!” 
     “Yes,” he continued, “you are standing on the ground of one of the most 
famous castles in history.  It was here that King Lethard began an era of 
peace and tranquility so many years ago.” 
     “What happened to his kingdom?” I asked. 
     “His son was consumed with greed and power.  Many believe that he 
killed his father.  In any case, upon King Lethard’s death his son Ianon 
wreaked havoc across the kingdom.  He left the castle to work evil deeds and 
could never find it again.  Then he waged war on the Saldiacus Empire.  
That was his biggest mistake; the empire destroyed his kingdom and took 
the planet under their control.  Everything of King Lethard’s kingdom was 
destroyed.  Everything, except this castle, that is.” 
     “How is that this castle has remained unseen all these years?” asked 
Erinyetha. 
     “This castle is under a curse.  The power of King Lethard’s throne is an 
ancient sword carved from the ice crystals in the highest mountains of 
Solodom.  It is said that this sword carried great magic, the magic that 
allowed King Lethard to bring peace to his kingdom.  It is the same magic 
that hid the castle from Ianon.  His son was unable to pick up the sword of 
Solodom.  It sits, waiting for the true son of Lethard to wield its strength.” 
    “Are you saying that Ianon wasn’t Lethard’s real son?” I asked. 
    “It is true, Ianon was not of King Lethard’s blood.  Ianon had kidnapped 
the king’s real son and taken his place.  He used an illegal process known as 
genetic manipulation to make himself look like the King’s son.  The King 
never knew.” 
     “What is genetic manipulation?” asked Erinyetha. 
     “It is very painful.  A person takes a strand of DNA from another person, 
injects it into a microscopic machine.  The machine enters the body, reads 
the genetic code, and causes the body to follow that genetic code.  The 
process is very painful, and many have died trying to do it.  Those who live 
through the process look and sound exactly like the person the DNA was 
taken from.” 



      Erinyetha and I glanced at each other.  This was such bizarre stuff.  I 
turned back to the man standing before us. 
     “And what about you?” I asked him.  “How is it that you have come to be 
here, and how is it that you know who we are?” 
     “I am but the shadow of a person, a great swordsman Grafold who gave 
his life up in the peaks of the Ice Mountains of Solodom.  He spent his soul 
to carve a sword that would stop the evil Wizard Brandoldo’s reign over the 
galaxy many, many years ago.  Sir Grafold stopped the wizard, but it cost 
him his life.  Just before he died, a shadow of his soul was inscribed upon 
the sword he had crafted.  I am the Sword of Solodom, the remaining 
essence of Sir Grafold.  I have long awaited the coming of the true heir. 
Finally, you are here!” 
     Erinyetha and I stared at each other for a minute in confusion. 
     “You think one of us is the true heir!” she exclaimed. 
     “Prince Rochard,” responded the shadow of Sir Grafold, “your blood 
calls out to me.  You carry the blood of King Lethard in your veins.  Do not 
ask me how that is possible.  I only know that it is.  You are the true heir to 
the Kingdom of Stallunda.  You must take up the Sword of Solodom and 
end the curse.” 
     “What curse?” I asked. 
     “On the day King Lethard’s fake son took control of the kingdom a curse 
fell over this land.  The statues you have seen throughout the university 
campus are real people.  They have all been petrified.  The university’s 
faculty found them in the valley and brought them to the campus.   Their 
souls can not find rest until the curse is broken.” 
     “Where is the sword?” I said boldly.  “We shall see if I am the heir!” 
     “Look to your right,” he responded, “you see the thick vines.  They are 
covering the walls of the castle.  You must break through them and find the 
castle gate.  The sword is inside.” 
     “Where inside?” I persisted. 
     “Do not worry,” he continued, “once you are inside you will be drawn to 
it.  Go.  Free us from this curse.”  
     “And what happens to you when the curse is broken,” asked Erinyetha. 
     “I shall be freed from the sword, and Sir Grafold soul will finally have 
rest.” 
     “Then we bid you farewell,” I responded.  “Rest in peace, friend.” 
     He bowed slightly and then waved us forward.  We walked toward the 
towering vines.  Their leaves were thick and their branches were strong.  I 
looked upward, and they seemed to go straight up the cliff as far as the eye 
could see!   



     “This could take all day!” said Erinyetha in exasperation as we tore 
through the leaves. 
     “No wait,” I said, “I feel it.  The sword is calling me.”  I moved along the 
vine-covered wall slowly, being led by a strange force.  I was led to a section 
where the ground sank down about a foot.  I looked forward and stared 
through the vines.  Though my eyes could not see it, I knew the door was 
here. 
      Erinyetha followed me, and we both began tearing through the vines in 
front of me.  We ripped through each stalk, casting them aside one by one.  
Finally we came to stone!  We cleared all of the vines out from the area in 
front of us all the way down to the ground.  There was no door handle.  I felt 
my fingers across the wall for any sign of an opening, but there wasn’t one. 
     “This must not be the right place,” said Erinyetha. “We best start digging 
through the vines elsewhere.” 
      We were both discouraged.  I thought for sure this was it.  We started to 
move farther down the wall, but it didn’t feel right.  I could sense it.  The 
door was there.  It had to be! 
     “Wait a minute,” I called out to Erinyetha. “The door is here.  I’m sure of 
it!  When I leave this spot it calls for me to return.” 
     I scoured every nook and cranny of that wall for any sign of an opening.  
Nothing!  I through my hands up in frustration and sat down on the grass.  
Erinyetha sat down next to me, and put her arm around me to comfort me. 
     “It’s got to be there!” I whined.  “It has to be right there.  Everything in 
my being is telling me it is!” 
     She paused a minute, looking over the piece of the wall we had cleared 
out.  Something caught her eye, and she stood up and began digging in the 
ground at the base of the wall.  I stood up and walked over to her.  
     “What is it?” I asked. 
     She dug out a small opening in the wall that had been underground.  It 
was barely the size of an egg, and there was rope running through it.  We 
stood there for a minute and examined it.  Then she looked at me with a big 
smile on her face. 
     “We can’t find the door because it’s underground!” she exclaimed.  “This 
is where the rope from the drawbridge runs through the wall.  The castle 
must have been partially buried in an avalanche.” 
     “I looked straight into her eyes.  They were filled with joy and life.  “You 
did it!” I exclaimed, and then I kissed her on the lips.  Just a quick one, in 
fact, it was almost more of a peck.  She looked at me with bewilderment for 
a second, and then pulled me back towards her for a longer kiss. 
      “That was nice,” I exclaimed.  She just smiled back at me. 



     “We have a sword to get, remember,” she said. 
     We spent the rest of the day digging through the dirt.  I was able to 
fashion a crude shovel out of some thick tree branches.  By the time evening 
came our muscles were screaming in pain.  Sweat soaked our backs, and 
blood poured from our fingers.  We could barely stand.  However, the gate 
to the castle stood before us, eight feet into the ground.   
      Erinyetha pushed on the door, but it would not open.  Then I touched my 
hand to the door, and it began to glow.  We heard several clicking noises, 
and the door opened!  We stumbled inside, weary and worn.  It was dark and 
mucky inside the castle.  The stone walls were covered in fungus and 
stalactites dripped from the ceiling.  The first chamber appeared to have 
been a great entrance way.  In the center, was a large circular fountain.  I 
peaked into it.  The water was mucky and black.  Many sections of the walls 
had collapsed, and piles of stones littered the floor. 
     “Which way,” whispered Erinyetha.  She was so exhausted that she 
should barely speak. 
     I paused for a minute. Then I felt the sword calling me.  “This way!” I 
exclaimed. 
     I led her through the entranceway and cautiously up a decomposing 
staircase.  Then we made our way down a long dark hallway and entered a 
room with a balcony.  The balcony over looked a great cavern.  At the 
bottom of the cavern, about eight feet down, was a lake.  The water was 
brown and had the sent of sulfur.  The shores were full of jagged rocks and 
very uninviting.   
     “It’s the curse, isn’t it,” whispered Erinyetha softly. 
     “I imagine this place was once magnificent beyond imagination,” I 
answered.   
     We stood on the balcony for a few minutes.  Erinyetha put her head on 
my shoulder to rest. 
     “Where is the sword?” she whimpered. 
     “It’s in the lake,” I answered.  “Stay here and rest.” 
     I helped her lie down on the balcony floor.  She had no more strength left 
in her.  There was an opening on the balcony with a ladder leading down to 
the lake.  I climbed down the latter and stood facing the lake.  
     “Okay, now what?” I said to myself. 
     I stretched my foot forward, and suddenly the water started to bubble.  A 
stone pathway emerged out of the water in front of me.  It led to the center 
of the lake, where a stone pedestal had appeared.  I walked towards it. The 
pedestal was just a plain stone with a handprint in it.  I looked over it for a 
few minutes, and then stuck my hand in the handprint. 



     Suddenly the stone pedestal split open, and the Sword of Solodom rose 
up for inside it.  It too, was dull and dusty.  Spider webs climbed up its 
scratched blade.  I stood staring at it.  It looked like an ordinary old sword.  
The blade seemed as if it was just fall apart if I picked up.  Nonetheless, I 
reached forward and took the sword in my hand.  I held it up in my right 
hand high above me, pointing towards the cavern’s ceiling. 
    Light burst forth from it in a blinding display.  It spilled its glory across 
the lake and up the balcony.  The light climbed down the hallways and 
through the entranceway.  It broke forth from the door and the windows and 
spilled its essence upon the valley! 
    As the light faded away, I brought the sword down and looked at it.  It had 
changed.  The blade appeared as ice with fire burning inside it.  The handle 
was crystal with intricate gold patterns underneath it.  I’d never seen 
anything like it!  Then I looked up and was amazed.  The lake was now a 
crystal clear blue.  The shoreline was soft and sandy with green plants 
growing behind it.  I gazed up at the balcony.  The gold railings shined 
brightly amidst the bright white stones of the castle wall.  Why the castle 
looked as if it was brand new.  
     I climbed back up the balcony to Erinyetha.  The stones she had been 
resting on had turned to polished marble and light shown everywhere.  It 
was no longer dark anywhere in the castle!  The light seemed to have no 
source; it was just there! 
      Erinyetha had passed out, so I carried her down to the entranceway and 
cleaned her wounds in the fountain.  The fountain was made of white marble 
with silver linings.  Clean, clear water poured up from the center and 
splashed along the sides. 
      I pulled off her outer garments and carefully cleaned her wounds and 
washed her hair.  It had been days since we had been able to have a bath.  
She opened her eyes slightly and looked at me.  She smiled gently and 
nodded off again.   
     Then I discovered that the water had healing powers!  When I put her 
foot in the water, all her cuts on it disappeared!  I made sure I cleaned her 
entire body with the fountain’s water and then looked for a place to lie her 
down.  I found a bedchamber just down the hall.  The sheets on the bed were 
fresh and clean as if they had just been placed there.  I set her under the 
sheets and kissed her goodnight on the forehead.  Then it was my turn to get 
cleaned up.  I took a bath in the fountain, and then went and climbed on top 
of the covers next to her.  I thought I heard footsteps enter the castle, but I 
was so tired I passed out.  My head came to rest right next to Erinyetha’s. 



Chapter 4 
 

     I awoke feeling quite refreshed the next morning.  I don’t think I’d ever 
slept so well!  Erinyetha awoke at the same time.  I stood up, handed her 
outer garments to her, and turned around.   
    “Always a gentlemen,” she giggled.  “It was chilly last night.  You could 
have slept in the covers with me.  I wouldn’t have minded.” 
    “It would not have been appropriate,” I answered. 
    “You can turn around now,” she said. “I’m dressed, and it’s not like you 
haven’t already seen me in my undergarments.  I thank you for the bath.  I 
needed it.” 
     “As did I,” I added.  Just then I heard a noise from the entranceway. 
    “What was that!” exclaimed Erinyetha. 
     I grabbed the Sword of Solodom and motioned for Erinyetha to get 
behind me.  We carefully made our way out of the bedchamber and down 
the hall to the entranceway.  As we came into the entranceway, we were 
surrounded by men in some sort of uniform.  They all sat upon their knees 
and had their heads bowed, apparently in prayer.  We cautiously walked 
down the center with the men on both sides.  Then one of them looked up 
and gasped. 
    “They’re here!” he exclaimed. 
    “Form ranks!” yelled another, apparently in command. 
    All the men stood up and formed four straight lines in front of us.  The 
man who had given the command walked forward towards us.  When he was 
just a foot from us, he dropped to his knees and lifted his sword in both 
hands, presented it to me. 
     “I am Sir Drachen and these are the Knights of Stallunda.  Our swords, 
our service are yours, King of Stallunda.” 
     I took the sword from his hands, dipped it on both sides of his neck, and 
motioned for him to stand.  I then handed the sword back to him.   
     “I accept your services,” I replied. 
     The knights rejoiced until Sir Drachen motioned for them to be silent.  He 
called one of the knights forward.  The knight kneeled before me. 
     “Please rise,” I said.  “It is not necessary to kneel before me.  From now 
on, kneel only before God.”  The knight nodded his head. 
     “I am Sir Langleton,” he began. “I am in charge of surveillance.  The 
university has been seized by war.  A few Knights of Saldiacus have arrived 
to help, but I fear they are grossly outnumbered!” 



     “Do we have enough Knights of Stallunda to make a difference in that 
war?” I asked. 
     “With some careful strategy, yes,” answered Sir Langleton. 
     “It won’t be easy,” added Sir Drachen, “and we will probably lose many 
men.” 
     “If only Mr. S were here to fight with us!” exclaimed Erinyetha. 
     “The man you refer to as Mr. S is at the temple praying,” responded Sir 
Langleton. 
     “Can you take us to him?” I asked. 
     “Of course, my king,” answered Sir Langleton.  It was going to be a long 
time before I got used to being called “king!” 
     “Very good,” I answered.  “Sir Drachen, we’ll take an escort of six 
knights.  Take the others to the university.  Stay out of sight.  Don’t get 
directly involved yet, but do anything you can to help the university.  Pop 
out of the bushes, hide up in trees, anything to help without putting too many 
knights at risk.” 
      “Yes sir!” answered Drachen.  “Sir Langleton will head your escort.  I’ll 
take the other knights into battle.” 
      “God be with you!” I exclaimed. 
      “God be with you also,” responded Sir Drachen. 
      While Sir Drachen headed towards the university with an army of 
knights, Sir Langleton lead us towards the temple.  We went out the back of 
the castle into the caverns, following a winding path cut out of the rock.  It 
got darker and darker as we walked away from the castle.  Finally, Sir 
Langleton picked up a torch shaped stick and lit it up.  It was electric, and it 
shined brighter than any light I’d ever seen!  The cave walls were white and 
glittered in the light of the electric torch.  We passed a glistening waterfall, 
coming from far above.  The water dove by us and down a gorge, dropping 
far from sight.   
     Then we arrived a great chasm.  The ground dropped deep into the 
darkness.  It was about thirty feet to the other side!  I peaked down off the 
edge, but I could see nothing but darkness. 
     “Nobody’s ever found the bottom of it,” Sir Langleton informed us.  
“Several explorers have climbed down for days and never reached the floor.  
Some believe that it goes straight through the planet and out the other side!” 
     “How do we get across,” asked Erinyetha. 
     “Actually,” he responded, “we don’t.  There are strong winds that blow 
through the canyon.  They come from an opening about five miles south 
from here and come out two miles to the north.  They pick up speeds up to 
seventy miles per hour!  We’re going to ride them!”  He pushed a panel that 



was on the cave wall, and a door opened.  Inside the door were several hang 
gliders.  “All you need to do is hold on tight.  Once you drop into the chasm 
the wind will do the rest!” 
      The knights that were escorting us one by one jumped into the canyon 
with their gliders.  They soared through the air and into the mist.   
      “Okay,” said Sir Langleton, “it’s your turn princess.” 
      Nervously, Erinyetha grabbed hold of a glider and jumped into the 
canyon.  She screamed!  The wind immediately took hold of the glider and 
pushed it forward through the passage.  She quickly disappeared out of sight.  
Then he turned to me and motioned for me to go.  I took a glider tightly in 
my hands, held my breath, and jumped!  For two seconds I felt gravity pull 
me down as I plummeted freely through the air.  Then “whoosh!” The 
glider’s wings filled up with the pressure of the winds, and I soared down 
the passage.  Rock flew by me on either side.  The walls of the canyon were 
smooth like glass marble.  The air became misty and felt water drip upon my 
back.  The air rushed across my face with the fierceness of a great storm.  I 
felt the adrenaline fill my body and great rush came upon my being!  For a 
moment I felt free, like a bird soaring high above all the troubles of the 
world! 
     Suddenly I filled with panic!  The canyon wall lay before me, 
approaching fast!  There was a substantial right turn in the passage before 
me.  I frantically grabbed at the gliders directional controls, but all they did 
was rock the glider back and forth.  The winds were too strong for me to 
change the gliders direction!  The smooth marble wall grew closer and 
closer, baring its strength before me.  I squinted my eyes and prepared 
myself for impact.   
     The wall stood right before me!  Then suddenly the winds shifted, and the 
glider was thrusted to the right, just barely missing the wall.  The passage 
narrowed.  The ceiling dropped low, and the winds carried us downward.  
The floor appeared beneath us, creating a passage that was only ten feet tall.  
Here the winds rushed faster, and I grasped firmly on the bars of the glider 
as it sped along.  We dropped downward about fifty feet, and then soared 
back up along the passage.  The canyon now twisted left and then turned 
right.  It soared upward and then plummeted downwards!  The wind carried 
us around every corner and over every hill.   
      We turned another corner and before me I saw a bright light!  We had 
reached the end of the canyon.  The light stretched upwards about a hundred 
feet.  The wind rushed up the slope at nearly hundred miles per hour.  I 
screamed as I was swept up the hill and jolted out into the open air!  The 
mountains spread before me in their beautiful majesty.   



     Now free of the winds, my glider slowed and began to gradually drift 
downwards.  Below me, the knights stood waving their hands, showing me 
where to land.  I took hold of the gliders controls and steered it towards the 
landing site.  It slowly drifted downwards.  I could see Erinyetha.  She had 
just landed, and the knights were helping her put away her glider. 
     The land stretched out before me, and the ground called to my legs.  My 
feet struck the ground, and I stretched them forth and brought the glider to a 
halt.  Several knights immediately came to me and offered to take care of the 
glider.  I stepped free of it, and they began folding it up.   
     Then Sir Langleton soared out of the canyon.  I watched him guide his 
glider through the sky.  He was a clearly a master at handling these vessels.  
He came to a perfect landing on the ground in front of me. 
     “Exhilarating!  Isn’t it!” he exclaimed. 
     Erinyetha laughed.  “I think terrifying is a better way of describing it!”  I 
took her hand in mine, and Sir Langleton led us across the mountain towards 
our destination.  
      The trail carried us high upon the back of the mountain.  We hiked for 
two hours until we arrived at a great waterfall.  It stood before us as a tower 
of water two hundred feet high.  The water fell with great force in a stream 
ten feet wide, splashing into the pool that spread out before us.   
     At the shore stood a small wooden platform.  Sir Langleton led us onto 
the platform.  There was a small numeric pad on the floor of the platform, 
and he typed some numbers into it.  Then he looked at me. 
     “Touch your hand to the floor,” he said. 
      I did as he instructed, and suddenly a metal bridge extended before us 
out across the pool.  It spread straight towards the waterfall.  A steel poll 
shot up from the ground directly below the waterfall.  It rose up in the splash 
of the water, and then split in two and spread apart.  It formed a shape of a 
box, and the waterfall splashed across it.  It grew longer until it formed a dry 
passageway through the falls.  The bridge slid forward and connected to it. 
     “Welcome to the Temple of Stallunda!” announced Sir Langleton.  
“Come, my king.” 
     “Just call me Rochard,” I responded. 
     “That would be disrespectful,” said Langleton. 
     “No,” I responded, “it wouldn’t.  Not to me.  You are my friend, and my 
friends call me Rochard.” 
     “Very well, Rochard,” he responded, “Follow me.” 
     He led us down the bridge.  The water rushed by on both sides of us in 
valiant roar.  The mist from the waterfall blew across our faces.  We walked 
through the passage with the water roaring above us.  On the other side was 



a cavern of grand proportions.  The ceiling climbed high into the mountain, 
and the room stretch out for hundreds of feet.  It was dark and damp.  Jagged 
stones lined the floor and the walls.  At the far end of the room I could just 
make out a person kneeling before the back wall.  It was Mr. S. 
     He seemed unaware of our presence as we approached him.  The wall in 
front of him was filled with inscriptions.  He seemed to be deeply involved 
with studying it.  Then he coughed, a dry lingering cough.  His forehead 
dripped in sweat, and his face was pale. 
     “What’s wrong with him?” I asked. 
     “I’m afraid he has Swallow’s fever,” answered Sir Langleton. 
     “We should take him to the fountain,” responded Erinyetha.   
     “The fountain will not be able to heal him,” informed Langleton.  “The 
fountain can heal only physical things.  This sickness runs much deeper than 
his body.  Swallow’s fever is a sickness of the soul.  It is brought on by a 
distraught heart.  Mr. S can only be healed by finding some purpose in 
himself.  He is a lost soul.” 
     “Why is the temple in such disrepair?” asked Erinyetha. 
     “I’m not sure,” answered Langleton.  “It seems the curse has not been 
lifted from this area.” 
     That’s when I noticed that the walls were lined with statues of people, 
and lots of them.  They looked very life like, posed in all sorts of natural 
positions. 
     “These are people, aren’t they?” I asked. 
     “They are,” he answered.  “The curse still holds them.” 
     “Rochard!” called out Mr. S with a hoarse voice, “Rochard, come here.” 
     “Yes, Mr. S,” I responded. 
     “Over there,” he pointed to the left.   
     “What?” I asked as I looked at the wall to the left. 
     “The sword,” he coughed, “over there.” 
     I walked over to the wall where he was pointing.  It was filled with 
carvings.  They appeared to be the history of the Sword of Solodom.  Then I 
saw a small button blended in with the carvings.  I pressed it.  There was a 
loud clank, and a pop, and then a small column came up out of the ground.  
It had a small diamond shaped hole in the top.  My mind immediately 
understood what it was for.  I took my sword and slammed it into the hole! 
     I was immediately tossed back by a great white light.  The rocks around 
the column crumbled away to reveal a shiny white marble.  The light spread 
across the cavern tearing away the rock.  Then it covered the statues and the 
rock fell off them they became alive.  In a matter of five minutes the light 
covered the entire cavern.  Rock fell from the walls and from the ceiling.  It 



crumpled on the floor, and disintegrated into infinity.  What was left was a 
bright marble room and about seventy people.   
     Mr. S stood immediately stood to his feet and began examining the wall 
before him with great intensity. 
     “The pictures are all clear now!” he exclaimed and then coughed. 
     “It’s the history of our kingdom,” said Sir Langleton.  “It also has a lot of 
history on the Saldiacus Empire.” 
     We stared at it.  It started with a large picture of a beautiful planet, and 
then two lines spread out from the planet with various pictures placed along 
them.  Sir Langleton walked up to the wall. 
     “What planet is (cough, cough) this?” asked Mr. S. 
     “It’s Earth,” answered Langleton. 
     “Earth?” I asked, “the legendary Earth – the planet of God’s choosing.  
The planet from the Bible where God fulfills His plan!  Is it real?” 
     “The stories have been passed down from generation to generation.  They 
say our people came from Earth a long, long time ago on an exploration 
mission.  There was an accident, and they became lost.  Eventually they 
settled here and built this kingdom.” 
      “Sir Langleton,” said one of the people who had been covered in stone, 
“what’s happening?” 
      “Mr. Lancing,” responded Langleton, “the curse has been broken!  Let 
me introduce you to the true King of Stallunda, King Rochard.” 
     The man bowed down before me.  I motioned for him to rise and offered 
him a handshake. 
     “Rochard,” said Langleton, “Mr. Lancing is the keeper of this temple.  He 
can offer more insight on the inscriptions that Mr. S seems so interested…” 
     BEEP!  BEEP!  A device on Sir Langleton’s belt began beeping.  He 
pulled off his belt and brought to his mouth. 
     “Langleton here,” he said into it. 
     “Sir Langleton,” came a voice through the device.  It was Sir Drachen. 
“The battle is not going well.  The Knights of Saldiacus are here as is 
Princess Rachel, but they are grossly outnumbered.  They need more help 
than we can provide from our hiding place.” 
      “Okay,” responded Langleton.  
      He looked at me with a question in his face.  I understood.  He was 
asking me for approval to join the fight.  I nodded yes.  
      “Position the Knights of Stallunda around the battle,” continued 
Langleton.  “We will come at them from all sides.  We’re on our way there.  
Don’t engage until we arrive!” 



      “Understood,” answered the Sir Drachen through the communication 
device. 
     Sir Langleton put the device back on his belt and turned to me. 
     “We’ve got to go, Rochard,” he said. 
     “Right,” I responded.  “We’ve got a battle to fight.  Erinyetha, stay here 
and take care Mr. S.” 
     “No,” responded Mr. S, “Get me… (cough, cough) a sword.  I’m coming 
with you!” 
     “Here,” Erinyetha said as she handed him the box that she had been 
carrying around. 
     “No,” answered Mr. S, “not that one.  That’s Sir James’ sword.  I dare not 
use it again!” 
     “Again?” I asked. 
     “Get me a regular sword,” he insisted. 
     Sir Langleton brought him one of his swords. 
     “Are you sure you are well enough for this?” asked Langleton. 
     Mr. S coughed a couple times and then answered, “I will be fine.” 
     “Very well,” I said.  “Let’s go!  Sir Langleton, lead the way!” 
     Sir Langleton gathered up the knights that had escorted us here and led us 
down the path to the University’s campus.  We arrived at a small shack.  Sir 
Langleton led us into it.  There was a staircase inside.  We climbed down the 
staircase into a tunnel.  In the tunnel there was an underground train.  
Langleton motioned for us to climb onto the train, and it roared across its 
track through the mountain.   
     “What’s it run on?” asked Erinyetha. 
     “It’s runs off Diclytite Delithite Closphorate,” answered Sir Langleton.  
“It’s the same thing that lights our homes.” 
     “What is it?” 
     “It’s a concoction of three minerals that are very common in these 
mountains.  When crushed and combined together they create a powerful 
energy source.  We use them to power everything from lights to starships.” 
     “Starships?” I asked. 
     “Of course,” he answered.  “Don’t be fooled.  We are not a primitive 
society.  Our swords are E-swords just like yours, and we have an entire 
fleet of spacecraft from Space Cruisers to Star Ships.  The are hidden in an 
underground hanger.” 
      Just then the train came to a halt. 
     “We’re here.” 
     “Where?” asked Mr. S. 



     “This station will bring us out in the woods less than a mile from the 
campus.” 
     We climbed the stairs and came out into the woods.  Several of the other 
Knights of Stallunda were there waiting for us.  Sir Drachen walked up to 
me. 
    “Your Majesty,” he spoke, “we have positioned the knights in a circle 
around the campus.  We await the order to engage.” 
     I looked over to Sir Langleton.  He nodded his head. 
     “Engage!” I commanded.  “I want a full assault from all sides.  Let’s hit 
them before they know what’s happening.” 
    “Yes sir!” responded Sir Drachen.  He picked us his communication 
device and spoke the orders into it. 
    “My king,” he turned to me, “put this on your wrist.” 
    He handed me a thin metal bracelet. 
    “What’s this for?” I asked. 
    “It’s a PFF protection unit, a personal force field.  Tap on it twice with 
your fingers to activate it.  It will protect you from anything that uses 
energy: E-swords, lasers, etc.  Be aware, thought, that it will not protect 
against non-energy swords!” 
     “Very good,” I replied.  “Now let’s kick some butt!” 
     The knights charged onto the battlefield from all directions, their swords 
drawn, burning their reflections in the sunlight.  Their battle cries filled the 
air.  The Titlethians were taken by surprise!  They stumbled slightly, falling 
all over each other, but they soon gathered themselves together and engaged 
their new attackers.  Laser fire burned through the air, burning trees and 
setting the lawn ablaze!  The lasers pounded into the knights’ personal 
shields in brilliant displays of energy.   
     The Titlethians quickly recognized the futility of their laser canons and 
reached for their swords.  The clang of metal rang throughout the battlefield.  
My sword struck a Titlethian Soldier’s sword high in the air.  His sword 
shattered into pieces, cutting him all across his head and chest.  I jumped 
backwards to avoid the assault of the broken pieces of blade.  I swung 
around and met another sword from behind.  Our blades hit on left.  He 
swung to the right, and I parried.  Bringing my sword forward, I thrust it 
straight at him.  He attempted to parry but his sword broke in half as it 
impacted mine.  He was down.  I was only beginning to understand how 
powerful the Sword of Solodom was! 
     Mr. S skillfully ran through soldier after soldier, one by one without 
hesitation.  He flew through the air with amazing grace and agility.  His 
sword never missed its target.  He swung to the left, sliding over the blade of 



the soldier into his chest.  Then he jumped up and flipped completely over 
the dieing soldier, bringing his blade down on another soldier!  I’d never 
seen anybody fight like that before! 
     BOOM!  The ground scattered into the air just twenty feet from me, 
taking the lives of both soldiers and knights.  The Titlethians had brought 
out the heavy artillery: a sonic canon!  A sonic canon stands about ten feet 
tall.  As such it is clumsy to move around, however it has excellent targeting 
capabilities and substantial range.  They fire balls of energy with a diameter 
of six feet and capable of tremendous destruction.  The personal force field 
units would be useless against them!  BOOM!  Another explosion ripped out 
the lives of ten of my knights.  Seven Titlethians also were killed.  They 
didn’t care.  Fire poured up from the ground!  Grass and debris were tossed 
through the sky!  Thick curls of smoke choked the air and blinded the eyes! 
     “We have to take out those canons!” yelled Sir Langleton. 
     “Agreed!” I yelled back.  “Tell all the knights to focus on reaching the 
canons!” 
     The roar of another canon fire ripped the sky.  I saw the ball of energy 
heading straight for me!  I pulled the Sword of Solodom forward into the air 
and shot a pulse of energy at the canon ball.  BOOM!  It exploded in the sky, 
throwing me backwards to the ground!  Another one fired off!  Mr. S. shot at 
it with his E-sword.  It exploded high in the sky!  Then another one came 
pounding through the air.  Mr. S fired at it also, but he missed!  It exploded 
on the ground just a few feet from him!  He was thrown sideways and 
tumbled viciously across the grass!  Flames towered around his body and 
consumed the university building behind him! 
      I swung my sword around to face an attacker.  Five soldiers rushed upon 
me.  I wielded my sword upon their blades.  My swords clashed with two of 
the soldiers!  I pushed them forward and caught the blade of the third soldier 
and ducked as the fourth soldier's sword flew over my head.  I stood back up 
and swung my sword in a circular motion against the five blades.  The 
Sword of Solodom began glowing, and the five swords that it held back 
turned to dust and sprinkled to the ground!  After that it took only a single 
slice to bring down all five soldiers!   
     Suddenly laser fire exploded all around me, making an electrifying 
display off my personal shield!  It was coming from above!  They now had 
fighters in the air.  Several of the Knights of Saldiacus made a dash for their 
fighters and took to the air.  They spun around with great agility and skill.  
One came up behind an enemy fighter.  The enemy fighter rolled to the 
right, but the Saldiacus fighter made a mad roll left, turning completely 



around.  He came full circle at high velocity and blasted straight through the 
enemy fighter, leaving it to a fiery demise! 
      I saw Mr. S hop back to his feet.  He was okay!  He made a mad dash 
through the cover of the smoke towards the canons!  One of the soldiers saw 
him and charged after him.  I muscled my sword forward and shot an energy 
bolt at the soldier.  It missed!  I quickly tossed out another shot.  This time I 
hit him!  He was thrown to the ground, where he melted into a puddle of 
boiling flesh!  Mr. S was almost there!  As he approached the soldiers took 
notice of him and several of them charged at him.  He tossed his sword back 
and forth wildly, trying to fend off the pack of war-hungry of soldiers.   
     I had to help him!  I ran towards him, jumping over several dead bodies 
on the way.  Many of them were my knights, some of them were Knights of 
Saldiacus, and several of them were enemy soldiers.  In any case, very few 
men would leave this battlefield alive.   
     As I charged towards Mr. S, a solider jumped on my back.  I was thrown 
to the ground.  The Sword of Solodom left my hand and slid across the 
simmering grass in front of me.  I swung around and caught the soldier's arm 
before he could bring his blade down on me.  We struggled.  He tried with 
all his might to bring his sword on me and end my life.  I pushed all my 
being into holding his arm up and keeping his sword off me! 
     Then I heard it.  It was completely in my head!  I was certain that nobody 
else could hear.  The Sword of Solodom was calling to me.  I glanced at it 
while holding my opponent back.  Upon receiving my glance, the sword 
glowed bright and powerful.  It spoke to me.  It wanted to know what I 
wanted it to do.  All I could think was "get this guy off me!"   
     Suddenly the Sword of Solodom flew into the air and straight into the 
body of the soldier on top of me.  He screamed a terrible scream and then 
burst into flame and became ash.  The sword dropped to the ground.  I 
reached down and picked it up, and for a minute I just stared at it.  My 
goodness!  What kind of sword is this!  I didn't believe in magic. At least I 
didn't use to! 
      My eyes searched frantically for Mr. S, but I couldn't find him!  I ran 
over to the last place I saw him, killing three soldiers on the way.  I arrived 
at a cluster of about twenty soldiers.  They had Mr. S surrounded by all 
sides.  He was fighting frantically to keep them from killing him.  He spun 
his sword around in a circle holding back their advances, but he looked weak 
and sick!  He wasn't going to be able to keep them back for long! 
     I tossed my blade across the rim of the circle, taking out four soldiers.  
The Sword of Solodom literally cut them in half!  It went right through 
them.  The other soldiers turned from Mr. S and charged me.  I blocked the 



thrust of one soldier, and then swung to parry another soldier's sword.  
Quickly I sent my sword forward toward one of the soldiers.  He parried, but 
I quickly pulled my sword back and thrust it forward again.  It slid into his 
chest.  He dropped his sword and fell to the ground.  Another soldier 
charged me.  My blade met his high in the air, and then he swung around 
low trying to find an opening.  I brought my sword down and blocked him.  
Our swords hit again with a loud clang.  Left, right, left, right our swords 
clashed and clanged!  Another soldier tried to join in, but I dropped him with 
a single thrust.  I returned my attention to my attacker.  Our swords hit 
again.  Then he fell to the ground dead!  Mr. S had sliced him from behind.  
He had also finished off the other soldiers who had been surrounding him!  
He still looked very ill, but he continued on with all the strength he had.   
    "Thanks for the help!" he exclaimed to me.  "Cover me!  I'm going for the 
canons!" 
     He dashed across the field.  Several soldiers moved frantically to stop 
him.  I shot bolts of electricity off my e-sword and took down two of them.  I 
engage two more of them in battle.  Our swords clanged and clashed through 
the air, the electricity in them sparking on the impact.  Five other soldiers 
raced after Mr. S.  I sliced through the two I was fighting and chased after 
the other five.  A canon ball flew over my head and exploded a fair distance 
behind me.  I felt the heat from the blast rush across my body.  I fired at the 
soldiers and took out three of them.  The fourth and the fifth fired back.  
There shots sparked on my personal shield.   
     Mr. S reached one of the canons.  He swung his sword frantically at the 
pile of soldiers around the canon.  I finished off the two I was fighting, and 
made my way up to the canon to help Mr. S.  Most of the soldiers were 
concentrating on him and didn't even see me approach.  I engaged the two 
soldiers who were manning the canon.  Our swords banged together with 
great force.  I fired a bolt of energy at one of the soldiers.  He blocked it with 
his e-sword.  I swung around and caught his blade, breaking it in half.  With 
a quick slice he was on the ground dead.  The other soldier tried to jump me 
from behind, but I heard him.  I turned as he jumped and slid my sword 
straight into him.   
     While Mr. S fought the other soldiers, I was free to mess with the canon.  
BOOM! A canon not far from me shot off another blast.  I turned the canon I 
was now in control of towards the other canon and fired.  BOOM!  The 
energy ball left my canon and pounded into the canon a few feet from me!  
KABOOM! BOOM! BOOM!  The energy canon balls piled next to the 
canon and exploded with it!  The blast was tremendous.  Its force threw me 



over and tossed me to the ground.  The canon I was at was tossed over and 
landed on several of the soldiers Mr. S had been fighting! 
      As the smoke cleared, I pealed myself off the ground.  My muscles 
ached and my bones quivered.  Ouch!  Everything hurt.  I surveyed the 
battlefield.  The explosion had created a chain reaction.  It had carried down 
the line from one canon to another, exploding all the canon balls.  Thick 
black smoke continued to smolder off the field.      
     The series of explosions caught everybody's attention.  The battle had 
stopped.  Seeing the demise of their canons, their last offense strike, the 
Titlethians dropped their swords and surrendered.  The dead lay scattered in 
a great multitude throughout the blood-ridden field.  Looking at it, I felt sick 
to my stomach.  Both sides had lost huge numbers of people. 
     Then Mr. S collapsed and fell to the ground!  He was hyperventilating!  
He couldn't take in enough oxygen!  We tried to help him calm down, but he 
passed out!  Sir Langleton called the kingdom's medical doctor over, and he 
began examining him. 
     The Knights of Saldiacus were pulling themselves together, figuring out 
how many they lost.  My knights were also checking out their survivors.  
Then I saw her, Princess Rachel, the ruler of Saldiacus.  What was she doing 
here?  I decided I'd better go talk to her. 
     "Princess Rachel," I spoke as I approached her.  Immediately several 
Knights of Saldiacus stepped in front of her. 
     "It's okay," she assured the Knights.  She recognized me from when she 
had visited Mr. S.  "Prince Rochard, it is good to see you again.  Is Mr. S 
here as well?" 
     "He is here, princess," I responded sadly, "but he is not well.  Currently 
he is unconscious.  Oh, and by the way, it is now King Rochard.  It turns out 
I am the King of Stallunda." 
     "Stallunda?" she pondered.  "You're kidding!" 
     "It is a long story, but it is true.  The knights I brought here are the 
Knights of Stallunda, and I have the Sword of Solodom." 
     "May I see it?" 
     I pulled the sword out, and her eyes grew wide with wonder. 
     "I must confess," she said, "I never believed that it existed." 
     "Princess," I interjected, "why are you here? Did something happen on 
Saldiacus?" 
     "King Rochard," she said sadly, "we have lost Saldiacus.  This planet 
here is our last foot hold in our kingdom!" 
     "Fear not," I responded, "the Kingdom of Saldiacus will rise again, and 
you will smite your enemies and trample upon their graves!" 



     "Bold words," she replied, "but I do not see how they can be 
accomplished." 
     "They will be accomplished.  I assure you princess, you will walk free 
upon the soil of your home once again." 
     "How can you be so sure?" 
     "I read it." 
     "Read it?  Where?" 
     "The whole sentence is word to word straight from the prophecies."  I'd 
spent so much time with Mr. S while he was studying the prophecies that I 
remembered a lot from the prophecies. 
     Just then I saw Erinyetha walk through the smoke across the field. 
     "Excuse me princess," I said to Rachel and then ran out to Erinyetha.   
     I took her in my arms and held her tight.  He hair was ragged and tangled 
and blood dripped down her left leg, but she was alright. 
     "I was afraid I lost you!" she exclaimed through her tears.  "I could have 
sworn I saw a canon ball hit you." 
     "There were some close calls," I responded.  "The Sword of Solodom has 
been a tremendous help in saving my life several times." 
     I gently stroked my hands through her hair, untangling the knots that 
were strung throughout.  She just held onto me with all her strength, 
unwilling to let go.  I kissed her gently on the top of her head. 
     "What about S?" she asked me.  "Did he make it?" 
     "He survived the battle, but I'm afraid his illness has taken him more 
severely.  He is unconscious right now, but he is under the care of the 
kingdom's best doctors.  They've taken him back to the castle." 
      Just then a Knight of Saldiacus walked past Erinyetha and I.  He held the 
hand of a young lady as he headed towards Princess Rachel.  The lady with 
him also seemed unwilling to let go; concerned that she could have lost him 
today.   
      "Justin!" Erinyetha suddenly cried out. 
      The knight turned around and stared at us. 
      "Erinyetha!" He exclaimed, "Is that you?" 
      "Yes, it's me!" she responded.  I set her back on the ground.  She then 
turned her attention to the young lady, "Princess Rebecca, it's good to see 
you as well."   
      They embraced each other in a big hug of friendship.   
      "It's good to see you alive and well," said Rebecca.  "There were a lot of 
bounty hunters looking for you." 
      "But why?" responded Erinyetha. 
      "You don't know?" 



      "Know what?" 
      "Princess Erinyetha, you are the key." 
      "What?" Erinyetha was quite confused. 
      "You are the key that unlocks the secret door in the Palace of Saldiacus, 
the one that contains the most powerful weapon in existence!" 
      Erinyetha's face filled with puzzlement.  "I thought Princess Elizabeth 
was the key." 
      "Well," continued Rebecca, "it turns out that Elizabeth was a decoy.  She 
was not the real key.  Everyone was made to believe she was in order to 
protect the real key - you.  However, with Elizabeth dead the truth came out, 
and then it didn't take long for them to figure out who the real key was." 
      "Erinyetha," added Justin, "you may be our only chance of getting the 
Kingdom of Saldiacus back.  Whoever controls that weapon, controls the 
galaxy." 
      "Excuse me, King Rochard," interrupted one of the Knights of Saldiacus, 
"Princess Rachel needs to speak with you again." 
      I left Erinyetha with Justin and Rebecca and walked over to the princess.  
There were ten Knights of Saldiacus circled around her.  One of the knights 
stepped over and I walked into the center of circle and stood before Rachel. 
     "King Rochard," she began, "the ten knights that surround me are all that 
is left of the Knights of Saldiacus.  We don't have enough strength to launch 
an offensive.  We don't even have enough to hold our ground.  We're 
finished." 
      I looked over at the battlefield.  My knights were picking up their dead 
and carrying off the field.  We had lost a lot of knights as well.  I counted 
thirty survivors.  With the personal shields, would that be enough?  No, it 
wouldn't.  I paused. 
      "The weapon," I said.  "We need the weapon." 
      "What weapon?" 
      "The Fountain's Fire," I responded.  "The most powerful weapon in the 
universe." 
      "The Fountain's Fire!" exclaimed Princess Rachel.  "That weapon is 
capable of destroying the whole universe!" 
      "Capable, yes," I replied, "but it doesn't have to be used with so much 
power.  It is designed with lower power settings for more practical uses." 
      "How do you know so much about it?"  
      "Because I am its guardian," I said remorsefully.  "I’m suppose to make 
sure no one ever uses it."  I paused for a minute.  "Nonetheless, I think its 
time we gave it test drive." 
      "Where is it?"  



     "It's on the remains of my home planet, Soulthian III." 
     "Then we will go to Soulthian III," announced the princess. 
     "Uh, princess," interrupted one of the knights, "I don't know how to tell 
you this." He paused.  "We lost all our ships.  We're stuck here." 
      The princess stood there in silence.  All hope left her face.  "Then we are 
finished," she spoke sad and slow.  Then remorse filled her being.  "I've 
failed," she paused.  "I wasn't trained for this!  I was second born - I wasn't 
suppose to be the ruler of Saldiacus!  Elizabeth!  I've failed you!"  She fell to 
the ground crying and sobbing unstoppably.  The knights and I just stood 
there awkwardly.  We didn't know what to do. 
     Sir Langleton walked up to me.  He had overheard the conversation. 
     "Rochard," he said, "we have ships." 
     "We do?" I responded. 
     "Of course we do," he said.  "We've got fighters, star cruisers, battle 
cruisers, and even a starship." 
     "Very good," I replied.  "How many knights do we have left?" 
     "Five thousand," he answered. 
     "What?" I was shocked at the answer. 
     "The knights here are your knights, the protectors of the king.  Your 
kingdom has twenty infantries of knights.  I will have Drachen assemble 
them in the Secret Valley." 
     "Secret Valley?" 
     "Yes, Rochard," he continued, "the castle and the temple are on the high 
spots of the mountains, but most of the kingdom, some fifty thousand people 
live in the Secret Valley, between the mountains.  It is hidden from the eyes 
of intruders by an Imaging Forcefield.  A holographic image of the 
mountains is projected above the valley.  Any ship flying over will only see 
more mountains." 
     "Very well," I replied. "Assemble the army.  Also, have a star cruiser 
prepared for deep space travel." 
      I knelt down beside Princess Rachel.  I pulled the hair back from her 
eyes.  She stood there in despair and looked at me. 
     "Princess Rachel, ruler of Saldiacus," I began.  "As King of Stallunda, I 
offer you one of our ships." 
     "You have ships?" she said weakly through her tears. 
     I smiled.  "Yes, we do." 
     She pulled herself together and stood back up. 
     "Forgive me for my breakdown. It was very unprincess like." 
     "No," I responded, "it was very human." 
     Just then one of my doctors came charging up to me. 



     "King Rochard," he said, "Mr. S is awake!" 
     "Take us to him," I ordered. 
     Justin, Erinyetha, and Rebecca joined Rachel and I, and we were escorted 
back to the castle.  The knights led us to the medical chambers, where Mr. S 
was sitting on the edge of a bed. 
     "It's good to see that you are well," spoke Princess Rachel. 
     "I don't know if I'm really all that well," responded Mr. S, "but I am 
alive." 
     "It seems that once again the Kingdom of Saldiacus is in your debt," 
continued the princess. 
     "My sword, my service will always be at your command," replied Mr. S, 
"but you must know that I am not the man you remember.  I'm not the man 
you want me to be." 
      "Are you so sure?" 
      "The man you remember died that gruesome day on the battlefields of 
Saldiacus.  I am S, do not call me by my old name.  I don't want the other 
knights to know who I was."  Every time Mr. S spoke there was always 
sadness in his voice.  "I will fight for you and your kingdom with all the 
strength that I have left, but I can not use James' sword.  I am not worthy of 
it." 
      "Where is the sword?" asked Princess Rachel as she suddenly realized 
that he didn't have it. 
     "It's okay Rachel," answered Erinyetha.  "The sword is in my possession 
now.  I will keep it safe." 
     "Mr. S," continued Princess Rachel, "that sword belongs in your hand.  
There is no other knight more worthy to carry it than you." 
     "No, princess," answered S instantly.  "The man you once knew me as 
was worthy, but he is dead.  The man I am now is not worthy of any honor." 
     "You are wrong," replied Rachel.  "The man you once were is still inside 
you.  He may seem dead now, but he will rise again.  I know he will.  Until 
then, I accept your services, Mr. S." 
      I then stepped forward towards Mr. S.  "It's good to see you're alright, 
my friend," I said. 
      "I'm alive," he responded, "but I may never be alright."  He laughed 
slightly. "What's the plan." 
      "We're going to the remains of my planet to get the Fountain's Fire," I 
replied. 
      "The Fountain's Fire is a very powerful weapon," he said with a smirk, 
"and it seems to me your job was to keep it from being used." 



      "Well," I responded with a smirk, "I guess I'm not as good at my job as I 
used to be!" 
      Erinyetha wrapped my hand into hers and gazed up at me.  I looked into 
her eyes and felt her love and concern sweep through my being. 
      "Are you sure that your okay with this," she said softly.  "Your people 
gave up their lives, their living, their planet; everything to keep the 
Fountain's Fire safe." 
      "No, frankly I'm not," I responded passionately, "but this may be our 
only chance to stop the Titlethians. We can't let them win." 
     She shook her head in agreement and gave me a quick kiss on the cheek. 
     "Rochard," Sir Langleton approached me, "your Star Cruisers is ready for 
take off." 
     "Very well," I responded.  "Come on guys, we've got two kingdoms to 
save!" 
     The knights of Saldiacus and the Knights Stallunda both suddenly cried 
out, "Long live Princess Rachel of the Saldiacus Empire!  Long live King 
Rochard of the Stallunda Empire! Victory be yours!" 
     We walked out of the castle to the victory chants of the knights.  Sir 
Langleton led us to the hangers, and we boarded the Star Cruiser Stallunda 
V. 



Chapter 5 
 

     The Star Cruiser Stallunda V was the royal star cruiser.  It was very 
luxurious, which was actually kind of unnerving.  I just wasn't use to it.  My 
people were poor, even the king lived a simple common life.  All the plush 
furniture, solid graciosio wood tables, and gold plated utensils were a little 
overwhelming.   
     I sat down in a large, soft, ornate armchair on the bridge.  It was clearly 
intended to be the King's Chair.  Erinyetha sat in the chair next to me that 
was equally ornate but not as big; the queen's chair.  Mr. S took a seat in one 
of the officer's chairs.  Elizabeth sat down next to him, and Justin sat down 
at the helm. 
     "That's not necessary," said Sir Langleton.  "We have a pilot." 
     Erinyetha leaned over to me and whispered, "He's the best pilot in the 
whole kingdom.  I don't think he'd be happy sitting anywhere else." 
     I looked over to Sir Langleton.  "Allow it," I said.  He handed Justin the 
key card that would unlock the ship's controls.   
     Princess Rachel remained standing, scanning the seating arrangements.  
There was one seating arrangement she didn't seem to care for. 
     "Mr. S," said Rachel, "I know you are a humble man, but you are the 
most qualified officer here.  You should be sitting in the captain's chair." 
     "With all due respect, princess," he responded, "I must decline.  My 
commanding days are over."  He then turned to Sir Langleton.  "Might I 
suggest Sir Langleton be our captain.  He both experienced and able." 
     "Very well," replied Rachel.  "Sir Langleton, I hereby appoint you as 
captain of the Stallunda V Royal Cruiser." 
     Sir Langleton wasted no time.  He immediately began giving orders.  "Sir 
Justin, insert the key card and disengage the locking grid." He turned to the 
intercom, "Who do we have in engineering?" 
     "This is Lead Engineer, Sir Markus," came the reply through the 
intercom. 
     "Ah, Sir Markus, very good," he paused.  "Sir Markus, start warming the 
engines up." 
      "Aye, aye captain." 
     Justin inserted the key card and began unlocking the ship.  Several 
clicking and banging noises filled the ship as the safety locks disengaged.  
Then we heard the warm hum of the engines.  It started soft and then grew 
louder and louder.  It became a mighty roar and then faded away as they 
reached full activation. 



     "Captain," said Sir Justin, "All systems are ready for launch." 
     "Very good," responded Sir Langleton, "release the docking clamps." 
     Six loud clanks and four loud bangs signaled that the docking clamps had 
indeed released.  Then the ceiling above us split open and revealed an open 
sky above us.   
     "Do we have clearance?" asked Langleton. 
     "Command central," spoke one of the knights into a microphone.  He was 
serving as the communications officer. "This is the Stallunda V Royal 
Cruiser request permission for launch." 
      He waited, listening carefully in his headphones for a response.  Then he 
turned to the captain, "We have clearance!" he exclaimed. 
     "Take us out!" commanded Langleton. 
     For an instant we felt weightless as the ship lifted into the air.  It rose 
straight up, out of the hanger bay.  Then we hovered in the air for a few 
seconds, the engines roared to life, and we shot forward through the sky.  
The clouds filled our view but soon faded to the black of space.   
     "King Rochard," said Captain Langleton, "Give Justin the coordinates to 
Soulthian III." 
     I walked over to Justin and explained to him how to get to my home 
planet.  No, I wasn't happy to be going home.  I knew we were headed to a 
graveyard.  There, buried in the ground on Soulthian III, lie the bodies of my 
parents, my sister, and my friends.  I was the only survivor of the attack. 
     Having given the instructions to Justin, I returned to my seat next to 
Erinyetha.  She could since that something was wrong with me.  Taking my 
hand firmly in hers, she tried to comfort me. 
     "Are you sure you can do this?" she asked me. "I mean, it was your job to 
protect it - to make sure no one used it." 
      "Yes," I replied sadly, "and it cost me my family, my sister, my friends, 
and all the people who lived under my father's rule.  I am the only one left.  
If the weapon can be used to stop the Titlethians, then it must be used to do 
so!  Besides," I took a deep breath, "that's not what's bothering me." 
      "What is bothering you, Rochard?" she said softly, still massaging my 
hand in hers. 
      I paused, took another deep breath, and then spoke, "I still hear their 
voices in my head," I paused again. "I can hear my sister in her cute squeaky 
voice laughing at my jokes.  I hear my father's deep voice spilling out all his 
wisdom.  He was a good king.  And my mother, she was so caring. Not just 
for me, but for all the people in the kingdom.  I.. uh.. I put this all behind me 
when I left.  I put it out of my mind, but now that we're going back there it's 
all coming back!" 



     Erinyetha stared at me with love and concern.  It helped a little bit. 
     I gulped, feeling a lump forming in my throat.  The memories were all 
rushing in.  The emotions were overtaking me. 
     "I had a girlfriend, you know," I spoke through the pain. 
     "You did?" she responded. 
     "Yes," I continued.  "Her name was Susan Elizabethia.  She was Princess 
of Talathia, a province in my dad's kingdom.  I remember her smile; she 
always had such a bright smile.  She was with me during the attack.  I 
remember her saying, 'if I don't make it through this, never forget how much 
I love you!' I told her that I would never let anything happen to her." I 
stopped. 
     "What happened to her?" asked Erinyetha after several seconds of silence 
passed. 
      The tears welled up in my eyes.  The lump in my throat swelled into a 
great pain.  Through the agony I continued the story, "I was holding her 
hand when it happened.  A bomb was dropped on the palace.  We were 
running for the safety bunker when she tripped.  I reached down and grabbed 
her hand to pull her up, but the explosion ripped down the hallway.  I was 
tossed backwards into a room." I paused for a moment to pull myself 
together.  Finally I continued, speaking slowly, trying to keep my voice from 
cracking, "Her hand... I was still holding it.  Only, she was no longer 
attached to it.  When the explosion died down, I went back into the hallway.  
It was terrible.  Her arm was in one place, and her feet were in another.  Her 
head was severed and lay about fifty feet from her body." I paused again.  
"Then my dad came running towards me yelling 'we have to get you out of 
here!'  He took me to the spacecraft (we had only one), and I escaped.  When 
the battle was over I came home, but there was nothing left but dead bodies 
scattered throughout tons of debris.  I buried as many as I could, and then I 
left with the intention of never returning." 
     Erinyetha put her hands around my back and pushed me towards her, into 
a hug.  She held me tight while I recomposed myself.  She said not a word, 
but just clung to me with all her might.  After all, what could you say after 
hearing something like that?  She knows there are no words that can make 
the pain go away.   
      Silence filled the bridge, echoing off the walls.  We were all tired and, 
truthfully, a little scared.  Erinyetha's head settled down on my shoulder, and 
she dozed off.  I looked over at Rachel.  She too was asleep.  Laying my 
head gently against Erinyetha's, I too fell asleep. 



       "RED ALERT! RED ALERT!"  We were suddenly jolted awake by the 
persistent roar of the alarm.  Knights scrambled across the bridge, taking 
positions at the weapons' stations. 
      "Captain!" exclaimed one of the knights, "We have two Titelthian Battle 
Cruisers bearing down on us!" 
      "Okay," responded the captain, "All hands to battle stations.  
Engineering, divert all power to the engines.  We're not going to fight unless 
we have to.  Maximum speed!" 
     The lights flickered as power was sucked up by the engines.  They roared 
with furry and fight, burning hotter than they'd ever burned before.  The 
walls creaked, and the floors whined! 
     "We are gaining distance from them!" reported one of the knights. 
    BOOM!  Suddenly the ship shuttered and shook violently!  A loud 
sucking noise filled our ears for about a minute and then disappeared with a 
loud clunk. 
     "What was that?" demanded the Captain. 
     "Sir," answered one of the knights, "There was a breach on deck five.  
Emergency bulkheads are in place, and deck five has been sealed off.  The 
ship's structural integrity is failing!  We can't keep this speed up for much 
longer!" 
    "Engineering, report!" yelled the Captain into the intercom. 
    "Captain," responded Sir Marcus, "the engine containment fields are down 
to five percent.  If we lose them the engine will burn up!" 
    "Shut them off!" commanded the captain.  He then turned to Justin.  
"Justin, take us into that asteroid field." 
     We all gasped, except for Justin.  He seemed quite confident that he 
could handle it.  The roar of the engines disappeared and the ship gradually 
began to decrease speed.  As the ship drifted forward, Justin guided it toward 
the asteroid field.  Tension filled the bridge.  Erinyetha clutched my hand 
tightly.  We all gazed at the view screen, watching the asteroids grow larger 
and larger. 
     Then a large one passed us on the right, then one on the left, and then 
they surrounded us.  Floating bricks of rock drifted across the view screen.  
Justin carefully guided the ship in between the large ones, but several of the 
small ones smashed against the ship.  The ship rocked a little bit as it drifted 
onward into the asteroid field.   
     "Justin," commanded Sir Langleton, "take the ship to the far side of that 
large asteroid on the starboard." 
     "Aye, Aye captain." 



    The ship was losing momentum rapidly.  Justin edged it forward towards 
the large asteroid.  We glided over it and headed to the far side.  As we 
passed over to the back a metallic structure came into view!  The princess 
stood up suddenly as if it would give her a better view. 
    "What is it?" asked Erinyetha. 
    Sir Langleton didn't answer right away.  "Justin, there's a docking port on 
the port side of that structure.  Get us there!"  Then he turned to Erinyetha.  
"Welcome to the Swallowland Observation Station, set up hundreds of years 
ago by our scientists to study the asteroid field.  There's a protective shield 
over the whole asteroid to protect it from impact." 
     "Captain!" exclaimed Justin, "We are out of momentum!" 
    BUMP!  The ship banged against the shield, coming to a complete halt.  
We were now adrift.  The bridge became dead silent as we filled with terror.   
    The captain turned to the intercom, "Marcus! I need some engine power!" 
    "Sorry captain, the engines took heavy damaged.  We won't be able to get 
anything out of them for several hours!" 
     A lump formed in my throat.  Sir Langleton's face sunk as he faced our 
impending doom.  Erinyetha threw her arms around me and held onto me 
with all her strength.  I ran my fingers through her hair to try and relax her. 
     "We're going to die, aren't we?" she muttered. 
    I didn't answer.  I just kissed her.  We embraced each other, waiting for 
the end to come.  It was only a matter of time before the asteroids pounded 
the ship to pieces!  Several asteroids had already pounded the ship, 
exploding off the shields.  Soon the shields would fail.   
     Then a huge chunk of rock filled the view screen.  It was drifting straight 
at us!  It slowly rotated across the screen, charging its force towards the ship.  
This was it.  We were not going to survive this one! 
     BOOM!  Suddenly it exploded to a million pieces of dust!  The dust 
splattered across the haul of the ship, making several small clanging noises. 
     "What happened?" demanded the captain. 
     "The space station fired on the asteroid," answered one of the knights. 
     "Incoming message!" roared the computer, "incoming message!" 
     "Attention approaching vessel," began the message, "you have reached 
the Swallowland Observation Station.  This is a classified area of space.  
Please identify yourself!" 
     The captain stood up.  "Open a channel!" He commanded.  "Attention 
Swallowland Observation Station, this is Sir Langleton commanding the 
Royal Cruiser Stallunda V.  We have sustained damage and are requesting 
permission to dock." 



     No response.  We all sat there silently, waiting for an answer.  None 
came.  Then suddenly the ship jolted forward! 
     "The station has locked a tractor beam on us," informed one of the 
knights, "they're pulling us in!" 
     A sigh of relief filled the bridge!  The tractor beam slowly guided the 
ship towards the docking station.  As it reached the station, an airlock 
extended and latched onto the ship with a slight clank.  Then all momentum 
stopped.  We had arrived! 
     The captain led us down to the airlock, and we said a short prayer before 
opening it.  There was no telling what waited for us on the other side of that 
door. It was highly unlikely that there were still people alive on the station.  
More than likely the message and the invitation we received were sent from 
the station's computer system.  Then again, there could be aliens onboard.  
The station could have been commandeered by another race.  
     The ship's airlock system signaled a green light, and the door started to 
open.  Mr. S and several of the other knights clutched the handles of their 
swords.  The door slid out of the way to reveal an empty hallway.  The lights 
were dim, and they flickered on and off.  The air seemed thin, but it was 
breathable.  All eyes turned to Sir Langleton, our captain.   
     "Okay," he said, "let's do this!" 
     We stepped forward into the hallway.  Immediately I felt a chill go up my 
spine, literally.  The hallway was freezing cold!  The walls were moist with 
condensation, and the floors were slick with puddles. 
     "What's the temperature reading?" asked Sir Langleton. 
     "I'm reading forty degrees, captain," responded one of the knights. 
     "What about the lights?" continued the captain. 
     "The lights are fluctuating between ten parsons and twelve parsons," 
responded the knight. 
     "The temperature's set at forty degrees and the lights are about ten 
parsons," Sir Langleton paused to think.  "Standard protocol for emergency 
energy conservation.  Something must be wrong with the power grid." 
     There was a series of clanging noises, a hum that sputtered to silence, and 
the lights went out.  We stopped and stood there in complete darkness!  I 
pulled out the Sword of Solodom.  The fire that burned inside it provided a 
little bit of light.  I stretched it forward and led us further down the hallway.   
      "We need to find the command center," commanded Sir Langleton. 
      "Any ideas?" asked Justin. 
      Everybody shrugged their shoulders.  We didn't have a clue where we 
were in the station; not to mention how to get to the control center!  The 



temperature was dropping rapidly, and the air was growing thinner.  
Erinyetha grabbed my hand and pointed me toward the wall. 
     "There's ice forming on the walls!" she exclaimed.  "The temperature has 
dropped below freezing!" 
     "Captain!" I yelled.  "Look at the walls!" 
     Sir Langleton stopped and studied the ice on the walls.  "Back to the 
ship!" he exclaimed.  "Sir Calvin, what is the temperature reading." 
     "The temperature is now negative twenty degrees and continuing to drop.  
Also, the oxygen count has dropped ten percent!" 
     "The backup power systems must have failed to activate.  The station has 
no power to maintain life support!" exclaimed the captain. 
     "That also means," added Erinyetha, "the defense shield is down!  We 
could be hit by an asteroid." 
     We ran back through the hallway towards the airlock.  The door had 
closed behind us!  Without the electricity we couldn't get it open again! 
     "There has to be a manual override!" I yelled. 
     "No," responded Sir Langleton sadly, "Our scientists had complete faith 
in their technologies.  They didn't make manual overrides." 
     "We're going to die," Erinyetha exclaimed as she clung on to me tightly.  
She was shivering frantically; we all were.  We weren't dressed for the cold.  
Pretty soon the temperature would drop to the point where our blood would 
freeze.  Space can be a cold place! 
     "Look!" exclaimed Justin.  He was glancing through a window.  "There's 
an asteroid headed this way!" 
     We watched as the asteroid approached the space station.  I held 
Erinyetha tight in my arms.  Justin watched us sadly.  Rebecca was still on 
the ship.  They would die apart from each other.  I kissed Erinyetha softly on 
the mouth and wiped away her tears with my finger.  We stood there in 
wrapped in each other's arms and watched our impending doom! 
     BOOM!  The asteroid became a ball of fire flaming to pieces before our 
eyes!  The debris scattered off into space, flickering off the shield. 
     "The shield still works!" exclaimed Sir Langleton.  "How is that 
possible?" 
     "It must have a separate power source," responded Mr. S.  "It would 
make sense to have multiple backups on a system as vital as that is." 
     "We need to find its power source and tap into it before we freeze to 
death!" replied Langleton. 
     "I don't think it would do much good," responded Sir Calvin.  "The 
energy readings on that shield are extremely low.  It barely stopped that 
asteroid.  If we tried to tap it the shield would fail!" 



     "So, we're doomed," responded Justin.  "If we don't tap the shield we 
freeze to death.  If we tap the shield we might get warm, but then the 
asteroids will kill us!" 
     Suddenly the airlock door started to rattle!  It tried to lift up, but was 
unsuccessful.  Then it lifted slightly, but dropped back down! 
     "What's going on?" asked Erinyetha. 
     "It's Rebecca," responded Justin, "She's trying to open the door from the 
other side." 
     Footsteps!  Somebody just ran across the hallway a few feet down.  We 
all turned and gazed into the darkness.  It was too dark; we couldn't see a 
thing! 
     "We're not the only ones here!" I exclaimed. 
     "I think we better find whoever else is here," suggested Sir Langleton.  
"They may be our only hope for survival." 
     We headed back down the hallway, guided by the dim light of my sword.  
The hallway intersected another hallway, going off to the left and right. 
     "Sir," said Sir Calvin, "over here!" 
     We all looked at the wall in front of Sir Calvin.  There was an open 
electrical panel in the wall.  It looked like it had been recently tampered 
with.  Wires were all over the place, tied and taped to each other.  Then there 
was a loud thump!  One of the wires sparked and small balls of flames 
spilled onto the floor all around us. 
      Justin bravely stretched his hand towards the panel and twisted together 
the wires that were sparking.  He was tossed backwards from the electrical 
shock!  He hit his head against the hallway wall.  The sparks stopped.  A 
loud humming noise filled the station.  It grew louder and louder and louder.  
It became so loud that we thought ears would explode!   
      POP!  The sound went away with a loud jolt and was replaced by a low 
hum.  The lights came on, and we immediately felt warm air blowing out of 
an air duct above us!  The power grid was running again! 
     Justin pealed himself off the floor.  Smoke simmered from his hair, but 
he seemed to be okay.  I helped him get to his feet.  He almost fell over, but 
soon came fully to his senses. 
     "Let's keep going!" he exclaimed. 
     Erinyetha and I took the lead and headed down the left hallway.  She was 
a few feet in front of me.  Justin called out to me, and I turned around to talk 
to him. 
     "AHHH!" Erinyetha screamed.  I turned back around, sword in hand.  A 
teenage girl had appeared from somewhere and had a sword at Erinyetha's 
throat. 



     "Who are you!" she demanded. 
    I moved forward with my sword stretched before me.  "Don't do anything 
rash," I responded. 
    Then her eyes focused on my sword and I saw terror fill within them.  She 
released Erinyetha and dropped her sword.  Falling down to her knees, she 
bowed graciously before me.  Tears welled down her eyes. 
    "Please forgive me, your majesty!" she cried out.  "Please forgive me.  I 
didn't know!" 
    Sir Langleton and I glanced at each other with surprise.  He motioned for 
me to say something to her. 
    "It's okay," I said softly, "rise to your feet." 
    She stood up slowly.  Tears still flowed from her eyes.  I could tell she 
was very scared. 
    "Your majesty," she said slowly through her choking tears, "I... I'm so 
sorry... I didn't know it was you... It's been...  so long.  Your majesty..." 
    "Just call me Rochard, please," I said. 
    "No," she responded, "I can't call the king by his name.  Your majesty it 
wouldn't be proper."  Her voice was shaking. 
    "It is your king's wish.  Please call me Rochard," I replied.  "Now, who 
are you?" 
    Just then Rebecca came running down the hallway, tears streaming from 
her face.  She ran straight to Justin and flew into his arms. 
     "I was afraid it was too late!" she screamed through her tears.  "I thought 
I'd lost you!"  They kissed.  After she calmed down she noticed the girl 
standing in front of us.  "Uh, who's she?" 
     "My name is Jennifer Slothiaum, great granddaughter of the legendary 
scientist Dr. Ralph Slothiaum," she answered.  "I am last survivor of the 
Stallunda Asteroid Research Team." 
     The lights flickered, but stayed on. 
     "I was born here," she continued.  "We were always expecting a rescue 
ship, a supply ship, or something; but one never came.  Over time the 
scientists took wives and had children, but there was a limited gene pool.  
Eventually there was only my father and his wife.  They had two children.  
My brother died in an accident while helping collect fuel in the Crystal 
Caves." 
      "How long have you been here alone?" asked Erinyetha with concern. 
      "I haven't seen another person in fifteen years." 
      "Fifteen years!" exclaimed Erinyetha, "You poor thing, you must have 
been only seven years old when you lost your brother!" 
      "Five years old," Jennifer responded. 



     "How did you survive?" 
     "The computer used to provide me with lessons on everything from math 
to talking.  It had recipes on how to cook - which I needed because the food 
dispenser stopped working before I was even born!  I learned everything I 
could, and I learned everything necessary to keep the station operational.  
My father had always believed that we would be rescued; I had no choice 
but to keep his optimism alive." 
     The lights went out for a second or two, and then they came right back 
on. 
      "What's wrong with the power grid?" I interjected. 
      "The station runs off Lathiumdioxide Crystals," she answered.  "The 
crystals release energy during crystallization, and there is a device that 
collects that energy and converts it into a usable form.  Only, the crystals are 
old.  Most of them are not capable of crystallizing anymore.  In fact, most of 
them are in the process of de-crystallization.  Over the years I have rerouted 
power from different systems to keep the vital functions running, but soon 
there won't be any power left!" 
     "What about the Crystal Caverns?" asked Erinyetha. 
     "My brother was killed when the cavern ceiling collapsed.  The debris 
has blocked the entrance to the caverns, and there is not enough power to run 
the drilling equipment to reopen it." 
     "What about shooting it with lasers?" asked Sir Langleton. 
     "No," she answered, "the crystal react to energy pulses.  If you fired on 
them, they would begin crystallizing rapidly and end up solidifying the 
entrance to the cavern." 
     "There has to be something we can do?" I exclaimed. 
     "Get me out of here!" she responded rather impertinently.  
     "It's not that simple, I'm afraid," responded Sir Langleton.  "Our ship is 
severely damaged.  We need to make repairs before we can leave.  This 
station has a repair dock, does it not?" 
      "It does, but the computer system is not functioning well.  It will be 
unable to administer the repairs." 
     "Perhaps, we can fix the computer," I suggested. 
     "I suppose it is worth a try," she responded.  "Follow me, I will take you 
to the control room." 
     Jennifer led us through the maze of hallways.  The control room was on 
the other side of the station.  It took us an hour to get there.  I hadn't realized 
the station was so big. 



     "We are now deep in the heart of the asteroid," said Jennifer.  "Ninety 
percent of this space station is under ground.  The control room is located at 
the deepest part, just outside the Crystal Caverns." 
     We reached the door to the control room, and Jennifer led us in.  The 
control room was dark.  Less than half of the computer screens flickered 
with light.  The rest of them were dark, their screens black with emptiness.  
In the center of them room was a ten foot tower with flickering colored 
lights and all sorts of levers and buttons. 
     "This one here," said Jennifer pointing to the ten-foot tower, "is the 
Master Control System for the whole station.  It is operating only at ten 
percent of its intended capacity.  I haven't been able to figure out what's 
wrong with it!" 
     "Have you tried asking it?" asked Sir Calvin.  He was a computer expert. 
     "Ask it? How?  It's not responding." 
     "It doesn't have to," replied Calvin.  "All you have to do is plug the 
Computer Doctor into the interface." 
     "Computer Doctor?" asked Jennifer. 
     "You must have one somewhere.  They wouldn't have built this computer 
room without one.  We need to find it.  It is a little black rectangle with 
several small red lights on it.  There is an interface plug on the back." 
     We all searched every inch of the control room.  We looked behind every 
computer, under every desk, and in every corner for over an hour; but we 
could not find it! 
     "Wait a minute!" exclaimed Sir Calvin.  Everybody turned to see what he 
was excited about.  "Jennifer, take the square hairclip out of your hair and 
hand it to me." 
      Jennifer did as she was told without questioning him.  She removed the 
clip from her hair, and her hair fell down in gorgeous long ribbons reaching 
almost to the floor.  Clearly, she'd never had a haircut before! 
      Sir Calvin carefully examined the hairclip.  He turned it over, ran his 
fingers across its surface and then looked up at us. 
     "This is it!" he exclaimed.  "It's smaller than any I have ever seen before, 
but this hairclip is the Computer Doctor!" 
     He carefully connected the tiny device to the Master Control Computer.  
The device's little red lights flashed in a repetitious sequence.  Sir Calvin 
pulled a small cube from his pocket and began unfolding it.  It unfolded into 
a six-inch screen with a keyboard.  He plugged his portable computer into 
the Computer Doctor and data began to spill onto the screen. 



     "It's got a virus," announced Sir Calvin.  "It's probably been eating at the 
system for years upon years, but I believe the system defaults will return it to 
normal if we reboot it..." 
     "Reboot it!" exclaimed Jennifer.  "Do you realize what that involves!" 
     Everybody looked at Calvin for an answer because we didn't know what 
Jennifer was so excited about. 
     "Okay," explained Calvin, "In order to reboot the Master Control System 
we will have to shut off all power to the base, including life support.  If it 
doesn't come back on we'll die.  Plus, the protection shield will be down 
during the process.  It's dangerous, but it's the only way." 
     We all glanced over to Sir Langleton, our captain.  He looked over to me. 
     "I think we should do it," he said to me.  "What do you think, Rochard?" 
     "Let's do it!" I exclaimed. 
     "Okay," began Sir Calvin, "First I'm going to isolate and destroy the 
virus.  The power may fluctuate wildly for the next ten minutes." 
     The lights flickered on and off while the computer made several loud 
beeping noises.   
     "Start praying," continued Sir Calvin, "I'm rebooting the computer." 
     The hum of the power grid faded, and the lights sunk into darkness.  
Wham! A small asteroid pounded the side of the unprotected station.  The 
darkness lingered and the cold surrounded us.  Erinyetha hung tightly to my 
arm.  We all held our breath, staring at the screen - waiting for some sign 
that the computer would come back on.  We waited, and we waited.  Silence 
filled the air.  No one dared utter a single word.  Minute after minute ticked 
by.  The air began to thin, and it became utterly cold and damp.  Our hearts 
began to sink deep into our souls.  It wasn't coming back on!  Wham! 
Another asteroid struck the station.  Erinyetha wrapped herself around my 
body, whimpering on my shoulder. 
      Several sparks flew up from the central computer and slid across the 
floor!  A fountain of small bits of fire shot forth from the computer and lit up 
the room!  Then it stopped and once again pitch black darkness filled our 
eyes.  We were all terrified!  We were going to die and there was nothing we 
could do about it!   
      Then the whining hum of power filled our ears.  At first it was loud, 
almost deafening, but then it's noise settled into a simple background noise.  
The computer screen lit up!  It's light cut through the darkness, casting 
shadows across the room.  Numbers flashed across the screen as the boot 
sequence began.  Then the system folders began to appear and programs 
started to run.  The power grid roared to life, heat filled the air, and bright 



lights lit the hallways.  We just stood there for a few minutes dumbfounded, 
sighing a gasp of relief. 
     "How's the power running at full?" asked Jennifer. 
     "The station's system already had some crystals waiting to be processed," 
responded Sir Calvin.  "Now, the station's robotics will dig out the fallen 
cavern and process more crystals." 
     "And now it should be able to repair our ship!" exclaimed Sir Langleton. 
     The station's computer activated a series of small tractor beams to guide 
the Stallunda V into the repair bay.  Several mechanical arms came out of 
the walls and began running scans over every nick and cranny of the ship.  
Then they began welding and soldering.  Several small robots entered the 
ship and began repairing the computer systems.  Jennifer led us to the 
cafeteria where we ate lunch while we waited.  
     Sir Langleton explained to Jennifer about the curse that had fallen on the 
Stallunda Kingdom.  Justin went into detail on the war that had gripped the 
Kingdom of Saldiacus, and we each shared our stories of how we ended up 
here. 
     "Well," said Sir Calvin, "You're finally going to get to see home, 
Jennifer." 
     Jennifer paused. "I'm not going," she said slowly. 
     "What do you mean?" responded Calvin, "Why would you want to stay 
here?" 
     "This is my home," she replied.  "It's all I've ever know.  I grew up here.  
I must continue my father's work, his research.  There is so much new 
knowledge stored in these computers; somebody needs to maintain them.  
When the war is over, send some scientists here to join me." 
      "These computers are old," responded Calvin.  "You'll need a computer 
expert to keep them running properly." 
     That was the first time I'd noticed it.  Sir Calvin had fallen for Jennifer.  
He looked over at Sir Langleton for approval.  He wanted to stay with her!  
He nodded his approval and then looked at me. 
     "Sir Calvin," I said.  "As your king I give you this special mission.  Stay 
here and take care of Jennifer and this space station.  Make sure all the 
research that has been done is preserved so that one day our worlds may 
benefit from it." 
     "Thank you, sir." replied Calvin. 
     "Your ship is ready," announced Jennifer. "The station's repair system 
has modified your engines to run off the Lathiumdioxide Crystals.  They are 
far more powerful than any energy source you've ever seen." 



     "Thank you, Jennifer," I responded, "you have been a gracious host.  We 
will send more scientists to you when the war is over.  The Kingdom of 
Stallunda will support your research..." 
     "... as will the Kingdom of Saldiacus," added Princess Rachel. 
     "Good luck!" said Jennifer and Calvin, their arms draped across each 
other's shoulders. 
     "Good luck to you as well," I replied, and we climbed aboard our ship 
and left the station.  Navigating through the asteroid field, we soon climbed 
out into clear space. 
 
 


