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CHAPTER 1 
 

I am no longer just me, 
From now on I am a part of a team. 

We vow our lives and all of our being 
To protect, serve, and obey 
The people of this kingdom 

With all courage and boldness. 
We uphold the highest honor of chivalry, 

And only the path of truth is our way. 
We are the king’s own, 
The best that ever was, 

Loyal unto the grips of death, 
We are the Knights of Saldiacus! 

 
     Once these words had great meaning to me.  Once these words even came 
forth from my very lips with great pride and loyalty.  They said I was the 
best, and they should know as they, themselves, are the best of the best.  Yet 
they claimed that I was better, even better than them.  They called me the 
greatest swordsman who ever lived.  Perhaps I am; all I know is that from 
the day I was born I wanted to be a knight.  Not just any knight either, I 
wanted to be a Knight of Saldiacus. 
      So why, you might ask, is the greatest swordsman who ever lived here?  
Why am I an outcast, exiled on a planet where the only life is plant life?  A 
planet where there are no other humans, no other mammals, not even 
insects; only plants.  Here there are no friends, no lovers, and no families.  
There is only loneliness and pain hidden in the leaves of an isolated 
paradise. 
     So what brought me here?  Surely I must have brutally murdered an 
innocent man, or utterly betrayed my people and my kingdom.  Nope, I have 
committed no such atrocity.  My crime is that of falling in love.  My crime is 
that of following my dreams.  Love brought me to this end, and yet, given 
the chance, I would do it again.  Even knowing that this is the outcome, I 
would still follow the same path.  Even the short time I got to spend with her 
was worth my lifetime of isolation. 
     How is it that love brought me to this end?  You ask too much.  My story 
is long and painful.  It is a story about not accepting what life has dealt you, 
it is a story of honor and courage, and most of all; it is a story of 



unconditional love.  My name is Sir James, and this is my story - a story of a 
love that could not be… 



CHAPTER 2 
 
     It all began twenty-six years ago, the day of my birth.  I was born on 
planet Saldiacus, which is the capital of the Saldiacus Empire.  The empire 
consisted of ninety planets (today it is up to a hundred) covering three 
galaxies.  The government was primarily a monarchy, ruled by a good-
hearted man – King Lucidias.  He shared some of his ruling authority with 
the Nobles Parliament.  Only those of noble birth where allowed to vote on 
any issue.  The Saldiacus Empire was set up in a cast system.  There were 
two basic classes, the nobles and the commoners.  Guess which I was.   
     My father was a blacksmith, specifically a sword maker, and one of the 
finest in the empire.  Okay, now your saying “swords?”  After all, we are 
talking about three galaxies and surely there must be space travel, so how is 
it that there are still blacksmiths?  Well, these weren’t just ordinary swords.  
In fact, it was my great great grandfather who invented the “E-sword” 
(electronic sword).  They look just like any normal sword.  They still have a 
full sharp blade atop a carefully crafted handle, but these swords have built-
in energy generators.  At the touch of a button, a wave of plasma energy 
crawls across the blade, electrifying the sword.  The advantages?  Well, 
obviously such a sword could cut through just about anything, but it also 
allows the sword to be used to block bullets and laser blasts.  Of course, one 
would need tremendous skill to block such attacks.  That’s why my great 
grandfather added to the E-sword the “Attractor.”  The Attractor sends out a 
magnetic-type pulse that pulls just about anything that comes near to the 
sword directly to the blade.  If a bullet passes near the sword, it is instantly 
drawn to the blade and destroyed in the electric pulse.  And my father’s 
contribution?  My father created the “E-tosser.”  The E-tosser allows the 
user to shoot a ball of energy off the sword towards a target.  As you can see, 
these E-swords were far more effective than lasers and guns.  E-sword sales 
soared, and the money came pouring in.   
     I was born one year after the E-sword market reached its peak.  I was the 
son of a long line of great sword makers.  My father says that from the 
moment I was born I had a fascination with swords.  I would stare at them 
for hours upon hours.  As I grew, though, it became apparent that I had no 
interest in making swords.  My father could see it.  He was concerned that I 
wanted not to make swords, but to use them.  When I was five, the E-sword 
market collapsed as people returned to the simplicity of the laser cannon.  
Unlike the swords, it took very little skill to shoot a laser.  Only an elite few 
continued using the swords, among them were the Knights of Saldiacus.  My 



father had plenty of money saved up so the market crash was of no concern.  
His only concern was my growing interest in the use of the E-swords.  
Finally, he sat me down and tried to explain.  “Son, we are commoners…” 
       “But dad,” I interrupted, “We’re rich.”    
      “It doesn’t matter,” he continued.  “The only way to be a noble is to be 
born a noble.  We were born commoners, and no matter how much money 
we have, we will always be commoners.  I know you are interested in 
swordplay…” 
      “I want to be a knight.” 
      “I know, but only a noble can be a knight.” 
      “I don’t mean just any knight either, I want to be a Knight of Saldiacus.” 
      “Your heart is not in sword making, but you must learn to do it.  You 
were born from a sword maker, you are to be a sword maker.  However…”  
he picked up a sword from off the wall in his shop, “…I have no interest in 
killing your dreams.  This is a practice sword.  The blade is dull and there 
are no electronics.  Teach yourself, but do it in secret.  Nobody must find out 
that you are learning swordplay.  And just maybe, one day you will be the 
first to cross the boundaries from commoner to noble.” 
     That night, I took my practice sword and went out into the dark to an 
empty field to practice.  I had no real guidance on how to use it.  I swung it 
at a tree.  It struck the tree, and the vibrations rattled it out of my hand.  It 
fell to the ground.  I was discouraged at my lack of ability, but I picked the 
sword up and struck the tree again.  However, once again the vibrations sent 
the sword out of my hand and crashing to the ground.  For two hours I did 
this, and not once was I able to keep from dropping the sword.  I went home 
in tears, but I was determined to come back the next night and keep 
practicing until I could do it without dropping the sword. 
     The next morning, I awoke early to start on my chores.  It was my day to 
open my father’s sword shop.  My arm was sore and my hands were raw 
from the last night’s practice.  I arrived at the store fifteen minutes before it 
was to open.  I went around with a special cloth and carefully cleaned any 
sword that needed it.  I then grabbed the vacuum cleaner and ran it across 
the sales floor. 
     It was then that the commotion reached my ears.  There was the sound of 
horses galloping, people screaming, and knights yelling orders back and 
forth.  I peaked my head out from the front door of the store.  I saw two men 
ride by on horseback.  One of them held a young girl, maybe about 4 years 
old.  She was screaming and crying.  Not far behind were five knights.  Not 
just any knights, these bore the symbol of the Knights of Saldiacus.  There 
were no knights more famous.  They were the best of the best.  They caught 



up with the two men and circled around them.  They were right outside my 
father’s shop!   
    The man holding the little girl brought his sword up to her neck.  “Clear a 
path for us, or she dies!”   
     “Don’t do anything drastic!” yelled back one of the knights.  He waved 
his hand and the knights in front backed up leaving an escape path for the 
two men.  The man put the sword away and turned to make his escape.  
Suddenly one of the knights flew through the air straight into the man, 
throwing him off the horse.  The little girl, now free from his grip, picked 
herself up and ran.  The other man headed after her.  Without thinking, I ran 
out and grabbed her.  The man’s sword would have cut through my head if 
one of the knights hadn’t intercepted him.  I brought the girl into the store 
and turned on the electric shield.  One of the men charged at me, but he was 
thrown back by the shock of the shield.  One of the knights grabbed him and 
threw him into the center with the other man.  We were safe now. 
     Suddenly there were men everywhere.  They formed a circle around the 
knights with their swords drawn.  The five knights charged the men.  There 
must have been at least twenty of them.  Swords flew through the air.  The 
clanging of metal and spark of electricity was all that could be heard.  
     I watched as five knights took on as many as twenty men.  One by one 
the men went down.   One of the knights was fighting off the swords of three 
men.  The fight led them right in front of the store’s shield.  “Zap!” A spark 
flew as one man’s sword bounced against the shield.  The knight slipped!  
The men came at him all at once.  His sword was thrown aside.  He jumped 
to his feet just missing the sting of his enemy’s blade.  He tried to get to his 
sword, but another one of the men got there first.  He was defenseless.  The 
three men edged towards him to make the kill.  He slowly stepped 
backwards until he found himself with his back against the shield.  I grabbed 
a sword from my father’s shop and put my hand on the off switch for the 
shield.  I then waited, looking to catch the eye of the knight.  The three 
men’s swords surrounded the knight, but then he caught my eye and he 
understood what I was going to do.  The swords came down on top of the 
knight, the shield turned off, the knight dropped to the ground and rolled 
back, and the three men stumbled over their swords and fell down.  They 
were on their feet quickly.  I threw the sword I had taken from my father’s 
shop towards the knight.  He caught it with all the grace and skill that you 
would expect a Knight of Saldiacus to have.  He pushed the button on the 
sword and the electricity flowed to life.  In a matter of minutes, the three 
men lay dead on the ground.   



     Shortly after that, it was over.  All twenty some men were eliminated.  
One of the knights came towards me and extended his hand to the young 
girl.  She stretched her hand out to him and accepted his invitation.  He 
swooped her up onto his horse, and as he turned he looked at me.  “Good 
work kid,” he said to me as he threw my father’s sword back at me.  To my 
surprise, I caught it.  And then they were gone.  I never found out who the 
girl was and why she was being kidnapped.   
     It was time to clean up.  It was well past opening time and now 
everything was a mess.  So I got the vacuum and the cleaning cloths and got 
to work.  It took me a full hour to clean up all the dirt and dust that had been 
flung about because of the fight.  I opened the store, and my father came 
later in the afternoon to relieve me.  I told him about the morning 
excitement.  He was relieved that I was okay. 
     My father got home from work shortly after dusk.  He walked in the door 
holding a package.  He called me to him. 
    “Yes father?” 
    “A knight came by the store this evening.  He wanted to give this to you.” 
    I took it from my father’s hands.  There was a note on top of the package.  
It read, “I owe you one.  Thanks, Sir Leonard.”  I eagerly opened the 
package.  It was a book, but not just any book.  It was a book on swordplay! 
     That night I didn’t go out and practice, rather I’d stayed home and read.  I 
read it, studied it, and then the next night I took it and my practice sword to 
the empty field.  I practiced for hours on the techniques that were in the first 
two chapters.  Then, right before I went home, I crashed the sword against 
the tree.  I swung it harder than I had ever swung it before.  It hit the tree and 
the vibrations rattled down the handle.  However, this time I did not drop it!  
I screamed for joy!  I now knew that I could do it.  I knew that I would be a 
knight, and I would be the best knight there ever was.  The fact that I was a 
commoner was not going to stop me! 
     On my seventh birthday my father gave me a real E-sword.  He gave me 
one of his finest creations.  The handle was crafted with intricate detail.  The 
blade was engraved with a silhouette of our town, including my father’s 
shop.  It was as much a work of art as it was a weapon.  The sword had both 
an Attractor and an E-tosser built into it.  As I held it in my hand, I knew my 
father was proud of me.   
     “One day, son, you will be a knight,” he stated.  “I don’t know how, but it 
will happen.” 



CHAPTER 3 
 

     By the time I was ten, I had become quite proficient with my E-sword.  It 
was then that I began to feel that I had learned all that I could learn by 
myself.  I needed a teacher.  I needed somebody to spar against.  Trees just 
don’t make that challenging of opponents.  I became very frustrated, and my 
father was becoming quite concerned. 
      “We have to get you a teacher,” he proclaimed one day. 
      “How?” I responded. “Commoners aren’t allowed to study swordplay.” 
      “We’ll find a way.  We will.  You have the skill, and you deserve to be a 
knight.  The royal trainer owes me a favor.  I just might be able to talk him 
into training you.” 
      “What does he owe you a favor for?” 
      “I saved his butt a couple years ago.  The king has a very special sword 
that has been in his family for generation upon generation.  The royal trainer 
couldn’t resist trying it, and he damaged it.  He brought it to me, and I 
dropped all my other projects and fixed it in time for him to return it without 
the king ever knowing what happened.” 
      Just then the doorbell rang, signaling that someone had just entered the 
store.  My father and I stepped out of the back onto the sales floor.  As if he 
had heard a cue, it was the royal trainer.  He glanced around the store, 
touching a few swords and feeling them in his hand.  Then he turned to my 
father. 
      “I have a special project for you,” he said with pride.  “The king’s 
daughter turns ten years old in sixth months.  He wants to give her a special 
sword for her birthday, a sword unlike any other in existence -- A sword that 
is the perfect balance between the beauty of art and the power of destruction.  
A sword that only you could create.” 
       “Sixth months for the ultimate masterpiece?” My dad raised his brow, “I 
don’t know if that’s possible.” 
      “What will it take to make it possible?” asked the royal trainer. 
      “Richard, I want you to take my son under your wing and train him to be 
the best.” 
      “You know what you ask?” 
      “I know that you would be breaking the law by teaching a commoner 
swordplay, but he has a heart for it.” 
       “I never did care for that law.” The royal trainer smirked slightly.  “I 
will teach him.” 



       “Good, and I will make a sword whose beauty will surpass that of the 
rows of flowers that line the king’s garden – a sword whose beauty will be 
matched only by the beauty of the princess herself.” 
       “I know you will.  James, meet me in the empty meadow one hour after 
the sun sets.  We will start training immediately!” 
      “I look forward to it.”  I was excited!  I was going to be trained by the 
king’s own royal trainer!  I didn’t know how I would be able to wait for 
nightfall to come. 
      My father went to work immediately.  Sixth months was a very short 
time to make such a masterpiece, but if anyone could do it he could! 
      Finally nightfall came, and I took my E-sword and headed for the empty 
field.  When I got there, the trainer wasn’t there.  I figured he was probably 
detained at the castle and would be along shortly, so I began practicing by 
myself.  I imagined my opponent and entered into a pretend sword fight.  
My pretend opponent thrust his sword at me.  I parried to the left and pushed 
off.  He stumbled backwards.  Our swords clashed three times and then I 
thrust towards him… 
     “Not bad!”  The royal trainer startled me. 
     “Sir Richard!” I bowed slightly the way a commoner should when 
approached by a noble. 
      “Raise your head, lad.  Here you are not a commoner.  When you are 
here for training you are my pupil, and as far as I am concerned we are 
equals.” 
      “Yes sir.”   
      We began our first lesson.   He was very impressed with what I had 
already learned. 
       “How did you learn all this?” he asked. 
       “One of the Knights of Saldiacus gave me a very detailed book on 
swordplay…” 
       “The book was ‘The Art and Beauty of the Sword.’” 
       “How did you know that?”  I asked 
       “I wrote it.  The knight who gave you that came to me to get it.  He said 
you saved his life.  Sometimes even the best need a helping hand – 
remember that.” 
        He drew his sword, and for the first time I had a sparring partner.  Our 
swords clanged together.  I blocked his thrust.  Our swords clanged together 
again.  He blocked my thrust.  We scuffled our feet through the dirt.  Our 
swords flew through the air.  I was having the time of my life. 
      In the end, he won the match.  Then he went through every move and 
told me what I did wrong and what I did right.  He took me through each 



wrong move and showed me how to correct it.  When our session was over, 
he taught me the first line of the creed of the Knights of Saldiacus, “I am no 
longer just me…” 
     “I will teach you a line of the creed each day.  Memorize it, learn it, and 
become it.”  Sir Richard stretched his had out.  A simple handshake sealed 
my apprenticeship. 
     “Thank you sir.” I said. 
     “Call me Richard,” he responded, “and thank you.  Very few people have 
been able to carry a spar that long with me.  You have great potential.  I will 
see you tomorrow night.” 
     I went home that night full of joy and enthusiasm.  My dreams were 
coming true.  I didn’t care how much hard work it took, I was going to be a 
knight.  I was going to prove that just because your born a commoner 
doesn’t mean you have to stay a commoner! 
     I met with Sir Richard every night.  We sparred for an hour each night, 
and then he showed me what mistakes I made and how to correct them.  
Each week I got a little better, and our spars began to last longer and longer. 
      Four months went by.  Then one night, Sir Richard didn’t show.  I 
waited and waited, but he never came.  Then I heard a terrible clatter of 
noise.  I heard horses neighing, swords smashing together, and people 
yelling.  From the distance I heard a knight yell, “Stop him!  Stop him!  He’s 
kidnapped the King’s daughter!”  Shortly after that, I realized that the noise 
was growing louder.  They were coming straight at me! 
   “We vow our lives and all of our being to protect, serve, and obey.”  I said 
the words to myself to build my courage.  This was no time for fear.  This 
was a time for action.  This was a time to prove that I was not just a 
commoner! 
     I put my sword in its sheaf, and I made myself appear as nothing more 
than a commoner.  Then the horse came barreling across the field, its rider 
holding tightly to the young princess.  Behind him came a regiment of 
knights on horseback.  They pursued him with all their might, but he seemed 
to be getting more and more ahead of them.    
     I readied myself.  He ignored my presence altogether, considering me a 
helpless common boy.  As he passed by me, I leaped towards him high into 
the air.  My timing was perfect.  I flew into him, and all three of us went 
crashing to the ground.  The horse was startled, and he kept on running. 
     The princess was the first to stand up.  She jumped to her feet almost 
instantly and ran towards the safety of the approaching knights.  The man 
stood up seconds later and attempted to pursue her, but I grabbed his leg 
brought him back to the ground.  He drew his sword and swung it at me.  



Instantly, I had my sword drawn and blocked his attack in a loud clang.  We 
both rose to our feet and engaged in combat. 
     I knew from the first time our swords smashed together that he was better 
than me.  I drew all my strength forth to match his attacks.  However, I knew 
I wouldn’t survive this match.  Luckily the knights, who had paused to help 
the princess, arrived at the scene. 
     The man threw me one last thrust and then said, “You picked a fight with 
the wrong man, common boy.  You will regret this night!”  Then he ran. 
     “Let him go,” commanded the captain of the knights.  “We have the 
princess.  There will be other days to deal with him.” 
     One of the knights got off his horse and approached me.  He reached his 
hand out for me to shake.  It was Sir Leonard.  “Well, it seems that once 
again we are in your debt James.  If you keep helping us like this, we might 
just have to make you a knight.” 
     Then Sir Richard approached.  “You will be a knight one day.  We’ll find 
a way.  Good work.  I will see you tomorrow night for your lesson.” 
     The knights rode back towards the castle with the princess safely in their 
custody.  I was very sore from my adventure, but I felt pride like I’d never 
felt before.  I had made a difference that night.  I helped rescue the princess. 
     The following night when I met Sir Richard for my lesson, he told me 
about the man I had fought.  “That was Count Carliantason.  He was once 
one of us.  In fact, he was once our captain.  You’re lucky to be alive James; 
he is the best swordsman I have ever known.  Not even the knights of 
Saldiacus have been able to match his skill.  That’s why the captain ordered 
us to let him go.” 
     “He’ll be back, won’t he?” I asked. 
     “Without a doubt,” he responded.  “It’s just a matter of when.  We train 
long and hard, but we just never seem to be good enough to stop him.  
Perhaps one day a knight will come to us whose skill can match his and set 
the score even.” 
     I didn’t know it at the time, but he was talking about me!  I had no idea 
the adventures that awaited me. 
     We continued our lessons, even though a storm broke out and drenched 
us to the bone. 



CHAPTER 4 
 
     For six months my father labored day and night on the king’s special 
sword.  I assisted him when I could, but mostly I ran the shop for him so he 
could devote all his time to the king’s project.   
     Then finally, it was done!  It was a masterpiece of masterpieces!  There 
had never been any sword like it, and there probably never would be ever 
again.  It was the perfect balance between beauty and function.  The handle 
was crafted from steel, reinforced with polynutheran (a substance that 
hardens steel to a point of being nearly indestructible), and then plated with 
gold and silver.  A comfortable rubber grip was placed around the functional 
part of the handle to allow for maximum grip and comfort.  The hand guard 
curved around the grip in several circular arches designed to trap an 
opponent’s sword and break it.  At the bottom and top of the rubber grip a 
circle of pearls were inlayed in the handle.  The blade of the sword was 
made of hardened steel inlayed with alternating stripes of silver and gold.  
Engraved down the entire blade was a silhouette of the king’s palace, 
carefully detailed down to the last flower of the garden.  The princess’ name 
was also engraved across the blade, “Elizabeth Ann Lucidias.” 
     My father informed Sir Richard that the sword was complete, and he 
came by to see it. 
     “Excellent!” Sir Richard exclaimed.  “I knew you wouldn’t let us down!  
Surely there is no other sword like it!  The Princess’ birthday bash is one 
week from today.  The king has requested that you and your son present the 
sword personally at the birthday bash.” 
      “We would be honored,” my father responded. 
      “A royal coach will pick you up one week from today at 5:00 sharp,” 
Richard pulled out a roll of wrapping paper.  “The king has asked that you 
wrap it with this paper.” 
     The paper was custom made especially for the princess.  It had the 
princess’ name inscribed on it along with a special message from her father. 
     Sir Richard left, and we returned back to our normal shop keeping and 
sword making, anxiously awaiting for the week to pass.  I’d never been to 
the king’s palace before! 
     A week goes by quickly, and soon it was time to get ready for the big 
night.  We put on our best clothes, the kind of clothes that you wear, at most, 
twice in your life.  The horse-drawn carriage arrived exactly at five o’clock.  
There were four horses pulling the coach, with royal blankets thrown across 



their backs.  On each of the blankets was the royal insignia.  The coach itself 
was quite large, capable of holding eight people comfortably. 
     Why use a horse drawn coach?  Maybe you didn’t even think about it, but 
we are talking about a technologically advanced society using spaceships, 
electronic swords, etc…  However, the people of Saldiacus have always 
preferred a simple existence.  Many, many years ago, the people of the 
planet Saldiacus turned their backs on much of the empire’s technology.  
They were concerned that the pollution would scar their beautiful planet – at 
least, that’s what I was told.   
     My father and I entered the coach, and the horse pranced forth.  It was 
exciting; commoners rarely ever got to travel by coach.  We usually have to 
ride horseback.  The sound of the horses hoofs prancing against the ground, 
the swoosh of the wheels spinning around and around, and the fact that we 
were headed towards the great palace made me swell with joy.  I knew that 
this would be the experience of a lifetime.  I have to admit; I never thought 
I’d ever have another opportunity to visit the palace.  Little did I know just 
how much time I would be spending there in the near future. 
     The coach pulled through the gates that marked the entrance to the road 
that leads to the palace.  The exquisite gates rose on either side of us.  They 
were most likely made out of gold.  They stood tall and proud, crafted in the 
shape of the royal symbol.  The trees along the road were carefully arranged 
in an esthetically pleasing pattern.  Great gardens of colorful flowers and 
exotic plants towered on both sides of the road. 
     Then the palace came into view.  It was magnificent.  I’d never seen 
anything like it.  It towered above the expanse of the sky.  It was built from a 
combination of cream-colored stones and red bricks, arranged in intricate 
patterns.  Two great towers came out of the brick about three quarters of the 
way up and reached high above the roof.  On the tops, great poles stretched 
forth toward the sky, each bearing the weight of a giant flag with fluttered its 
weight in the breeze. 
    The coach pulled up to the main entrance.  We stepped out, and then we 
just stood there in awe as the palace towered above us.  Two knights, 
dressed in their finest garments, came out to greet us. 
     “Welcome to the Palace of Saldiacus!” one of them exclaimed.  “The 
king is expecting you, please follow us.” 
     They escorted us through the great mahogany doors, which were 
engraved in ravishing pearls.  We entered the foyer.  The expanse of the 
ceiling towered over us.  The knights led us down the hall and into a great 
ballroom.  There were already many people gathered there, each one dressed 



in their finest clothes.  The knights led us straight through the crowd to 
where the king sat.  Next to him sat the princess. 
     I found myself staring at her.  Our eyes locked, and a strange feeling rose 
up in me.  I suddenly felt very warm and embarrassed, and I didn’t know 
why.  It was a feeling I wouldn’t understand until I was much older.  Her 
face blushed, and she suddenly broke eye contact, which made me realize 
that she had felt it too.  Because we did not understand these feelings, we 
would try to avoid each other for the rest of the night. 
     As we stood before the king, my dad motioned to me that we should bow, 
and so we did.  Then the king motioned for us to stand. 
     “Thank you for coming, John and James,” spoke the king.  “Tonight you 
are here as my special guests, and as such you will be treated as Nobles; for 
tonight you are not here as commoners for your work as been far beyond 
common.  You will sit and dine at my table, reserved only for the king’s 
closest friends.  I thank you, and I await the unveiling of your masterpiece.  I 
know my daughter will love it.” 
     “You are most gracious, King Larry,” responded my father.  “Our 
families have been friends for many generations despite our different 
classes.  We appreciate your hospitality.” 
     The ballroom chimed with beautiful music played by a full symphony 
orchestra.  The clatinere (similar to a clarinet) flourished in a beautiful 
melody along with the girogote (similar to a flute).  The people in the room 
swirled around the dance floor in symmetric patterns in rhythm with the 
music.  Dresses swished up slightly with spinning, and feet pranced back 
and forth. 
     Then a great chime rang forth.  The orchestra stopped, the dancing 
stopped, and everyone gathered around the table.  As the king promised, we 
sat at his table along with the royal family.  Ironically, I ended up sitting 
almost right across the table from the princess.  We awkwardly looked at 
each other and then tried to avoid eye contact, but every once awhile we 
would catch ourselves staring at each other.  We had no idea why, but we 
were mesmerized with each other. 
     The king stood up and spoke.  “Friends, Family, and esteemed guests, I 
would like to give you my humblest thanks for coming to the great palace of 
Saldiacus to celebrate my daughter’s tenth birthday.  In honor of her special 
day, we will be feasting on her favorite dish – Posalone (similar to 
Lasagna).” 
     Then the chefs entered the ballroom with plate after plate of food.  One 
by one they set a plate in front of each person.  It smelled wonderful, and it 
looked delicious.  Nobody dared eat yet.  They were all waiting for the king 



to take the first bite.  The king seemed to be waiting to make sure that 
everyone had their food before he started.   
     When everyone was served, he stood up again to speak.  “I know it is 
traditional to wait until the king takes the first bite before you begin, 
however in honor of her birthday, I would like to ask the princess to lead off 
our dinner with the first bite.” 
     As simple as it may seem, it is a tremendous honor to take the first bite at 
a dinner where the king was present.  The princess knew that, and she 
glowed with pride as she took her fork and cut off a piece of the Posalone.  
She brought it to her mouth, and slipped it in.  Everyone sat still and waited 
as she chewed and swallowed the food.  When she completed the first bite, 
the table sprang to life as everyone began to consume their dinner. 
     When dinner was over, it was time for the princess to be presented with 
her gifts.  She received jewelry, toys, and fancy clothes from various guests 
at the dinner.  She properly acknowledged each gifts and thanked its giver 
for his or her generosity.   
     After all the gifts were opened, she turned to her father with confusion. 
     “There was no gift here from you?” she asked. 
     The king smiled, “I have a very special gift for you this year.”  He waved 
for my father to come forth with the gift.  “My daughter, the love of my life, 
I present to you a very special present from the hands of a great craftsman 
and good friend.”   
      She held it for a minute and admired the wrapping paper, and then she 
opened it.  Its beauty filled the room.  A gasp filled the room as everyone 
admired it.  The princess carefully inspected it, looking at the intricate 
details of the designs were etched in it. 
     Then she hugged her father.  “Thank you dad!  It’s wonderful!” 
     “It was made just for you.  It is one of a kind, crafted by the great sword 
maker John Caluhoun, whose family has for generation upon generation 
provided our knights with the finest of swords.   There is no other like it.” 
      We had dessert, and before we knew it, the night was over.  We said our 
goodbyes.  The king thanked us again for the crafting of the sword, and then 
the horse drawn coach took us home.  Thus ended our night in the great 
palace of Saldiacus! 



CHAPTER 5 
 
 
       I continued my lessons with Sir Francis every night, but then one night 
something unique happened.  It happened shortly after my eighteenth 
birthday.  The evening had started just like any other.  I met Sir Richard in 
the secluded field for my sparring lesson.  Our sparring matches had become 
quite intense, lasting for hours.  
      This evening was no different in that matter.  We began our match with a 
couple clashes of our swords.  He thrusted, I blocked.  I thrusted, he blocked.  
We were being a little playful, teasing each other a little in our fighting.  
Then we entered into a serious match.  Our swords clashed together left and 
right.  I scrambled backwards, blocking Sir Richard’s sword, and then I 
pushed him forward as he parried my sword.  Our swords clanged high in 
the air, and then circled around and hit again at waist level.   
     The spar ranged throughout the entire field and lasted for over half the 
night.  It was then that it happened.  I tripped and collapse on the ground.  
Sir Richard’s sword came at me.  I rolled over, my sword still tight in my 
hand.  His sword hit the grass.  In moments I was back on my feet and our 
swords hit again.  Then I thrusted past Richard’s sword and my sword came 
in contact with his protective suit.  Richard stopped, almost in shock.  For 
the first time, I had won the match. 
     Within a week’s time, I was winning every match, every night.  Then one 
night, we didn’t spar.  Sir Richard sat me down and said, “There is nothing 
more I can teach you. Your abilities have far exceeded mine.  It is time for 
you to become a knight.” 
      “Me, a knight?  Is that possible?” 
      “You will be a knight.  The question is how.  The Nobles will not accept 
you for a knight if they know that you are the son of a commoner.  We’ll 
start you out on the outskirts of the kingdom where we can be sure nobody 
will know you.  You’ll do all you can to avoid contact with people who 
know you.  If you are discovered, if they find out that you were born a 
commoner, they will sentence you to death.  Are you prepared for this 
responsibility? 
      “I am.”  I answered feeling full of courage. 
      “We’ll start tomorrow morning,” Sir Richard responded.  “We will start 
you on the Outer Patrol.  They patrol outside the walls that protect the 
capital city.  It’s a good place to start.  Nobody there will suspect a thing.  



Meet me at the transportation station on the edge of town at first sunrise.  
Go.  Get some rest.  You have a big day tomorrow.” 
      I went home and told my dad the news.  He was thrilled for me, but a 
little concerned.  We talked about the dangers, and then we talked about 
what would have to be done to run the shop without me.    
     “If you need me to stay, I’ll stay.” That was my answer to that problem.  
     “No,” responded my father.  “This is your chance to do what nobody has 
ever done before.  This is your chance to make a difference.  I will hire 
somebody tomorrow to take your place.” 
      With that settled we went to bed. 
 
      Morning came quickly.  Obviously I did not sleep well with all the 
excitement.  There was a lot to look forward to. 
      My father escorted me on horseback to the Transportation Center.  We 
hugged and said our goodbyes.  I climbed aboard the horse-drawn carriage 
and sat beside Sir Francis. 
      “Good morning James.  You ready for this?”  He smiled at me. 
      I smiled back, “you bet!” 
      The horses galloped forth.  The dust spread around the spinning wheels, 
and carriage carried us away – away from the world I grew up in – away 
from the place I was born.  The future stretched before my imagination, and 
the possibilities were endless. 
      We arrived at the Outer Patrol Station around lunchtime.  It wasn’t very 
modern.  The knights here were living an awful lot like peasants.  
      “Now I know it’s not much,” began Sir Francis, “but…” 
      “It’s fine,” I interrupted.  “Reminds me of home.” 
      “You will be the only person here who doesn’t complain,” responded Sir 
Francis.  “Most of these guys were trained in the Castle Guard.  They are use 
to the luxuries of the castle.  Like you, most of them are on their first 
assignment.  There also are a few outcasts – a few knights who were cast out 
of the castle for one reason or another.  You see this is the place for those 
who aren’t yet good enough for the King’s Guard, and those who didn’t fit 
in with the King’s Guard.” 
      An older knight approached us.  Sir Francis smiled at the man as he 
approached. 
      “James, I’d like you to meet an old friend of mine,” Sir Francis stretched 
his hand to the man.  “James, this is Sir Davidson.  He was once one of the 
Knights of Saldiacus.” 
      “If you don’t mine my asking,” I said as I greeted Sir Davidson.  “What 
happened that brought you here?” 



      “I was set up,” he responded.  “I’m not sure who did it.  One night the 
princess disappeared.  We were all searching every inch of the castle, out in 
the city, and even beyond the city walls.  However, they found her 
unconscious, naked in my bed.  Several of the knights said they had seen me 
talking to her frequently.  It’s true, the princess and I were good friends.  We 
carried on conversations frequently, but I did not kidnap her.  I did not drug 
her, and I did not rape her.  At my trial she testified on my behalf, but the 
evidence was overwhelmingly against me.  If it were not for the princess’ 
testimony I would no longer be a knight.  Her testimony caused the king to 
consider that I was innocent.  The only thing to do was send me here away 
from the princess and away from the castle.  So here I am.” 
       “That’s awful,” I responded. 
       “I have to go now James,” said Sir Francis.  “I trust you will be fine.” 
       “Thank you, Sir Francis,” I responded.  “I know we will meet again.” 
       “I’ll be back to check on you in a few weeks,” he laughed back.  “Have 
fun.” 
      Sir Davidson showed me to my bunk, where to get lunch, where to 
shower, and where the horses were kept.  He helped me get my room 
together – it turned out that we were to be roommates.  I found him a 
fascinating man and a courageous knight.  He told me stories of his days as a 
Knight of Saldiacus, of great sword fights, and daring rescues.  
      However, here I soon discovered there were few stories to be made, few 
fights to be won, and few chances to be daring.  The Outer Patrol Station 
was here primarily to keep out vagabonds and thieves.  Most of our time we 
had nothing to do.  We would do a few training exercises, patrol the area, 
and then goof off most of the day.  Occasionally we would run across 
someone trying to sneak into the kingdom, but they offered little challenge.   
      I was becoming quite disappointed.  Here I was with all this skill, but no 
opportunity to put it to use.  I wanted to keep my skills up, so I practiced 
constantly.  The other knights would encourage me to relax more, but I 
didn’t listen.  It was Sir Davidson who was the first to shake off the laziness 
and join my practice.  We sparred for hours and hours each day.   
      “Fellow knights,” Sir Davidson spoke to all the knights at the Patrol 
Station.  “We’ve gotten lazy.  Sir James has set a proper example for us, and 
we need to follow it.  After all, we are knights, and we should be prepared 
for anything.  You never know when some terrorist might come strolling by.  
Yes, we mostly deal with thieves who are easy to capture, but we shouldn’t 
let that keep our guard down.  We are the first line of defense.  It is our job 
to keep all evil out of the kingdom!” 



       From that day on, the Outer Patrol Station changed.  Every knight joined 
in sparring and training sessions throughout the day.  The knights worked 
together to rebuild the outpost.  For days they hammered away, painted, and 
assembled.  When it was done, it no longer looked like a peasant building.  
Once again the Outer Patrol Station looked proud – it look like a knight’s 
home. 
      Several months flew by, and I lost count of the days.  The Knights of the 
Outer Patrol Station had been transformed from outcasts into proud warriors.  
Sir Davidson was elected unanimously to be our leader.  No longer would 
the Outer Patrol be a joke. 
     Then one day Sir Francis returned.  He told me how proud he was of me 
and told me to hang in a little while longer.  It wasn’t going to be easy to get 
me into the castle.  He was still working on that one.  
      He then told the knights how proud he was of what they had done with 
the place and how they had sharpened their skills and cleaned up their act.  
He had dinner with us that evening and left first thing in the morning.  He 
was just passing through. 
      The days raced by one after the other.  I grew weary of the monotonous 
tone of this job.  Other than standard patrolling there just wasn’t anything 
really to do.  We continued to keep up our training sessions, but we were all 
getting bored.   
      It was during this time that I began praying again.  I say “again” because 
my father had taught me to fear God when I was young, and I prayed often 
in those days.  However, after my mother died I stopped.  I suppose I was 
angry with God for taking her away from me.  However, now I had to thank 
him for giving me such a great father and for giving me this opportunity.  I 
prayed for the safety of all the knights at the outpost and for the safety of the 
kingdom.  I told Him that even though I will never understand why He took 
my mother from me, I know that all things are working according to His 
great plan.  That was a plan I wanted to be a part of. 
      I dug out the Bible my father had given me a long time ago.  I don’t even 
know why I had brought it with me.  I hadn’t touched it in many years.  I 
opened it up to the book of John and began to read.  I was hooked instantly.  
I found it fascinating.  It made me wish I’d been born on earth.  It seemed 
that everything that God did was done on earth. 
      “Whatcha doing?” Sir Davidson walked into my room. 
      “Just reading a little bit in my old Bible,” I answered. 
      “Bible?  People still have those?” responded Davidson. 
     “Of course they do,” I responded.  “It’s the place to turn to when you’re 
ready to follow God.” 



      “You do realize,” said Davidson, “that most nobles don’t believe in God.  
In fact, most nobles believe only in themselves.” 
      “Not I,” I responded, “I know that something greater than myself has 
brought me here.  I couldn’t have become who I am today by myself.” 
       “You know James,” said Sir Davidson.  “It really wasn’t that long ago 
that all knights looked to God for their strength.  However, it seems that 
progress has caused us to look to ourselves and say ‘look what we did,’ but 
you maybe right to suggest that just maybe we didn’t really do it by 
ourselves.  I use to pray.” 
       “Why’d you stop?” I asked him. 
       “After I was framed, I felt that there must not be a God.  If there was 
how could He have allowed this injustice to happen.  I don’t belong here.  I 
should be at the castle defending the king.” 
      “Did you ever think that maybe God has a purpose for you here?  Look 
at these knights.  Not long ago this patrol station was falling apart: knights 
were lazy, and their skills were shabby.  Look at what you have done to this 
place.  You’ve taken the place of outcasts and made it a proud place to be.” 
      “Actually, I think you did more than I did,” responded Sir Davidson. 
      “Nonsense!” I said.  “All I did was encourage you to stop being lazy.  It 
was you who organized the training sessions, and it was you who got 
everyone to help rebuild the patrol station.  You have done wonders for this 
place.” 
      “Thank you James.  Since I came here, I’ve always seen myself as a 
washed-up old useless knight.  Thank you for showing me that I am much 
more.  Perhaps I shall try praying again.  Perhaps you are right.  Maybe God 
did send me here to make a difference.” 
     “Perhaps one day y…” I was cut off by the roar of the siren.  I’d never 
actually heard it before.  There just never were emergencies out here, but 
nonetheless it roared. 
      “We better check it out,” declared Sir Davidson. 
      We grabbed our swords and scrambled outside.  The other knights 
quickly followed.   
      “What’s going on?” asked Sir Davidson. 
      The knight who had sounded the alarm answered, “we just received a 
transmission…” 
      “A transmission?” interrupted one of the knights.  The king rarely 
allowed the use of such technology. 
      “...yes, a transmission from the castle.  The princess has been kidnapped, 
and they believe the perpetrators are heading this way on horseback.” 
      “Let’s get ‘em!” cried out several of the knights. 



      “Wait!” commanded the knight who had sounded the alarm.  “There’s 
more.  We have been informed that one of the perpetrators may very well be 
one of the Knights of Saldiacus.  We are advised to act with caution.  He is 
to be considered extremely dangerous.” 
     “Okay,” Sir Davidson immediately took control, “we are going to divide 
into groups and maintain patrols within a fifty mile radius.  We will issue 
you all transmitters.  You just push the button to talk.  If anyone sees 
anything they are to report in to the patrol center.  Prepare yourselves; we 
are going to run in twelve-hour shifts.  Let’s go!” 
     All our hearts were racing.  This was it.  This was our big moment.  We 
saddled our horses and spread out in our groups.  Sir Davidson and I were 
together.  We headed to the east along the Swallows Rivers.  The east side of 
the riverbank towered high above the river giving us a clear view of the 
valley below.   
      “You see that dark area over there?” Sir Davidson pointed.  “It’s the 
Swallow’s Canyon.  It’s narrow and it’s dark, a perfect place to cross 
through the valley unseen.” 
       “Then that is where we must go.” I responded. 
      We turned around and headed to the trail that led down to the river.  By 
the time we reached the river it was getting dark.  The horses were getting 
tired. 
     “We must keep going,” I suggested, afraid that they would sneak through 
in the dark. 
     “The horses are brave.  They’ll keep going as long as we will!” 
responded Sir Davidson. 
     We forged the rapids of the river.  Not really much of a challenge since 
the river was fairly calm.  Soaked and weary, we headed towards the 
canyon.  The darkness of the night fought against us making it hard to see 
anything at all.  
     We reached the opening of the canyon in a few hours.  It opened out into 
a dry section of the riverbed and led deep down into a dark crevice.  We 
entered it cautiously.  From now on we were in extreme danger.  We could 
run into the perpetrators suddenly and without any warning. 
     My heart pounded wildly in my chest as we made our way down the 
canyon.  I looked over to Sir Davidson.  He seemed calm and in control.  His 
courage gave me the strength to keep going. 
     Suddenly Davidson stopped.  “You hear that?” he asked. 
     It was the sound of hooves against the dirt, and it was heading towards 
us.   



      “We better call the patrol center,” I responded.  The sound was growing 
louder and louder.  It was becoming clear that there were a large number of 
horses headed our way. 
     “I’m not getting a response,” replied Sir Davidson.  “I think the canyon 
may be interfering with the signal.   It looks like it’s just you and me.”  That 
was the first time I ever saw him show any hint of concern.  “So, how good 
are you?” 
      We drew our swords and continued forward.  Step by step we crawled 
through the canyon ready to engage an army.  We continued forward for ten 
more minutes with swords drawn.  Our veins were pumping and our hearts 
were pounding, but we never met up with an army.  We never met up with 
even one person or horse.  We finally paused and listened.  The sound was 
gone. 
     “I don’t get it,” I said to confirm our confusion.  “Where’d they go?” 
     “They couldn’t have gone up the walls, and it is unlikely they would turn 
back, so the only other option is that they’re hiding.” 
      “Hiding?” I didn’t like the sound of that.  “You mean setting a trap.” 
      I barely finished the words before they were confirmed.  All of a sudden 
we were surrounded on all sides.  There must have been about thirty men on 
horseback with their swords drawn.  They circled us as if they were trying to 
figure out who we were.  Then one man moved forward towards us.  I 
noticed that he had the princess. 
      “Well, well, well,” he began, “what do we have here?  Could it be an old 
washed-up good for nothing knight?  Sir Davidson, they still let you out to 
play?  After what you did, they should have killed you!” 
      “I am innocent.”  Sir Davidson stated it simple and direct. 
      “Of course you are, old fool!” the man yelled.  “I framed you!”  He 
laughed an evil laugh that sent chills up our spines.  “The princess is mine.  I 
need her to get me on the throne.  You see, the knights were growing 
suspicious.  They believed one of their own was betraying them.  Of course 
they were right, but I couldn’t have them getting in my way.  I set you up.  
They arrested you, and I was able to continue my plans unhindered.” 
      “Who are you?”  I asked. 
      It was Sir Davidson who answered.  “His name is Sir Maltox.  He was a 
Knight of Saldiacus, but he was always too concerned about himself.”  Sir 
Davidson turned to Sir Maltox, “A knight is sworn to the people not to 
himself!”  Sir Maltox spit in his face. 
     “A bunch of garbage!” Sir Maltox yelled.  “Times are changing.  The 
kingdom’s falling apart.  Soon it will be everyman for himself, and then I 



will be ready.  I will take over the thrown and everyone will worship me, or 
they will die!  I will bring order back to the chaos!” 
     “The only chaos I see around here is you!” 
     “You’re blind, old man,” responded Sir Maltox.  “There is civil unrest.  
The system’s out of date.  The king is stuck in the past.  This kingdom will 
fall.  It’s only a matter of time, and then I…” 
     I leaped off my horse, through the air, right towards the princess.  I flew 
across Sir Maltox’s horse, grabbing the princess.  As we hit the ground, I 
drew my sword and cut the ropes from her hands and feet.  Almost in the 
same swipe of the sword I knocked down a wall of dirt from beside us.  A 
trail opened up before us.  I grabbed her hand, and we ran.  We were well on 
our way before Sir Maltox could react.  You see, While Maltox had been 
talking, I’d been scanning the area.  I noticed that there was another canyon 
branching off right behind the princess, but it was covered by a thin dirt 
wall.  I planned the whole move in a matter of seconds. 
     We ran as fast as we could.  I had no idea where this canyon led.  I only 
knew that we had to keep going.  We could hear the sound of the horses 
galloping behind us.  Since we were on foot, it would not be long before the 
horses caught up with us.  I knew what I had to do.  I couldn’t let the 
princess be captured.   
     “Princess, whatever happens, keep running.  I’m going to hold them 
back.” 
     “N..” she tried to object but I didn’t even let her get the first word out. 
     “Go!” I yelled, and she ran. 
     I drew my sword and stood there, ready to face the slaughter from thirty 
men.  The hoof sounds grew closer and closer, but I stood my ground, ready 
to pounce at the first sign of my attackers. 
     The first horse headed straight at me.  I pounced into the air, my sword 
met the rider and he slid off into the dirt.  The horse kept going.  Three more 
men on horseback flew towards me.  I was on the first one in a single leap.  
My sword clashed with the rider’s several times.  My blade struck the 
rider’s.  I swung my sword around to block the sword of the rider on the 
horse next to us, and then quickly brought it forward to block the blade of 
my immediate opponent.  At one point I almost fell off, but catching myself 
I thrusted my sword up.  The rider tried to block it, but it slid across his 
sword and into his chest.  He gasped in pain and fell backwards off the 
horse.   
     I quickly situated myself properly upon the horse and turned to face the 
other two men.  The horses neighed loudly as our swords clashed against 
each other.  I had an opponent on each side of me.  I blocked the blow of the 



man on my left, and then turned to meet the blade of the man on my right.  
My sword was flying back and forth through the air.  Left, right, left, right, 
circle right, left, back and forth I went until finally my blade struck the man 
on the left, and he went down.   
     With him out of the way, I concentrated all my energy on the other man.  
It was only then that I realized that the other man was Sir Maltox himself.  
Our swords hit, the horses neighed.  He tried to pull ahead of me.  He 
wanted to go after the princess.  I urged my horse forward to stop him.  Our 
swords hit, and then hit again.  I grabbed at him.  Catching a piece of his 
clothes, I sent both of us crashing to the ground. 
     He was on his legs in a matter of seconds, boiling with anger and hatred.  
“You don’t know who you’re messing with boy!”  His sword flew through 
the air.  My sword clashed upon it.  I immediately pulled it back and thrusted 
it towards him.  He parried, and I struck again.  He then realized that I was 
still on the ground.  He turned and he ran in the direction the princess had 
gone.  Against all my pain, I stood up and whistled for my horse.  She had 
followed me and was now right behind me, faithfully awaiting my 
command.  I ignored the bloodstain in the dirt where I had fallen and jumped 
onto my horse.  We galloped forward in a wild dash.   
    “Faster!  Faster!”  I commanded.  I knew I wasn’t well, and I was afraid I 
would pass out before we caught up with Maltox.  Suddenly there he was in 
front of us.  I leaped off the horse with my sword drawn.  He turned to block 
it, but he missed.  My sword went straight into him, and we both flew forth 
into the dirt.  I rolled several feet and crashed into the canyon wall.  The 
impact left me unconscious.  My horse galloped off in search of help. 
      I don’t know how long I was unconscious, but eventually I began to 
come through.  When I first became self aware, all I could feel was pain 
everywhere.  My body screamed in utter agony.  The scorch of pain ran up 
my leg and into my back across my left arm.  I had to lie still for several 
minutes just to deal with the pain.  Finally I was able to open my eyes. 
     The princess was sitting next to me nursing my wounds.  I was no longer 
on the canyon floor.  I was in a horse-drawn carriage.  There were several 
men, possibly knights, all around the carriage.   
     “He’s awake,” whispered the princess to a gentleman near her.   
     The gentleman leaned over to me.  My sight was still a little blurry, but 
he soon came into focus.  It was Sir Davidson!  He too had survived.  He 
must have taken on twenty-six horsemen, because I only dealt with four. 
      “James,” spoke Sir Davidson.  “Can you hear me?” 
      It took a few moments to be able to produce a response, but through the 
pain I managed a faint “yes.” 



      “You’re a hero now, James,” proclaimed Sir Davidson.  “You saved the 
princess…” 
      “No,” I painfully formed the words, “we saved her.” 
      “Maybe so,” he responded, maintaining his modesty.  “Anyways, we are 
being taken to the castle.  I’ve been reinstated to the Knights of Saldiacus, 
and you are to begin training under the King’s Knights.  That means that you 
will one day have the opportunity to be a Knight of Saldiacus.” 
      “I would be hon…ored,” I slowly responded. 
      “You should rest,” the princess ordered.  I noticed that she seemed quite 
concerned for my well being.  It was then that my eyes fully caught her eyes.  
There it was again, that feeling.  The expression on her face showed me that 
she felt it to.  Only this time we didn’t turn away.  This time we understood.  
She smiled and kissed me on the forehead.  She then motioned for me to 
close my eyes and rest.   



CHAPTER 6 
 
     It was months before I was able to get out of bed.  I had broken both of 
my legs, fractured a bone in my arm, and bruised my spinal cord.  The 
princess came to visit me everyday.  She read me stories and kept me 
informed of local news.  During this time neither of us ever mentioned the 
feelings we had for each other.  We laughed together and we cried together 
everyday for five months, and everyday she would kiss me on the cheek 
before she left. 
     Then one day she didn’t come.  I heard a lot of hustle and bustle about 
the castle.  I knew something was wrong.  My princess had been kidnapped 
again.  The doctor tried to stop me – said I wasn’t ready yet, but I got out of 
that bed and headed for the door.  I stumbled slightly and fell over.  I hadn’t 
walked in five months.  It was going to take some getting use to. 
     The doctor assured me that the other knights would find her.  He said the 
best thing for me to do was to stay here and get fully healed.  He helped me 
back to bed, and I laid there awaiting the return of the knights and hopefully 
the return of my princess.  Yes, I had started calling her “my” princess, even 
in front of her.  We’d been flirting so much and yet neither one of us had 
ever confessed our feelings for the other. 
      Suddenly a tremendous chill ran up my spine.  I heard her scream.  It 
was faint as it went through the walls, but I knew it was her.  I could feel her 
presence.  She was in trouble, but she was still in the castle.  All the knights 
were out looking for her, but she was here.  The castle was unguarded!  It 
was a trick!  All the knights were outside searching the town!  It was up to 
me.   
      The doctor had left the room, so I tried to stand again.  Slowly I put one 
foot in front of the other and found my balance.  My muscles ached and my 
legs quivered, but I kept going.  The palace was essentially deserted.  
Everyone was out searching for the princess.  I made my way down the 
empty hall, and turned the corner.  Around the corner I encountered Sir 
Vanchowe, one of the Knights of Saldiacus.  He had the princess hostage 
with a gun to her neck. 
     “What are you doing?” I asked. 
     “I’m escorting the Princess back to her room,” he answered. 
     “With a gun?” 
     “James, this doesn’t concern you.  Leave before you get hurt.” 
     “This does concern me.  You framed my friend, Sir Davidson.  You were 
working with Maltox, weren’t you?" 



     “Ah yes,” Sir Vanchowe laughed. “I hear that they finally let him back 
here.   Don’t be a hero James.  You may have killed my partner, but you’re 
in no shape to take me on.”   
     “It is my duty to defend, my duty to protect…” 
     “and it is my duty to kill you!” Sir Vanchowe interrupted.  He pointed the 
gun at me. 
      Adrenalin rushed through my body, temporarily strengthening my 
muscles.  I had been in the doctor’s room.  I didn’t have my sword.  He fired 
the gun at me.  I immediately threw my body around.  The bullet passed by, 
and my leg flew into his gun.  The gun flew out of his hand and crashed 
down the hallway.  Sir Vanchowe drew his sword.  He made his first thrust, 
and I dodged it and kicked at his hand.  I hit it, but he held on to his sword.  
He swung again.  This time I dropped to the floor and kicked his knee.  That 
worked.  He collapsed down to floor.  I reached for his sword.  We struggled 
there fighting for possession of the sword.  Then the princess walked up and 
kicked Sir Vanchowe in the head.  He passed out.   
      “Once again, Sir James,” she spoke, “you’ve come to my rescue.” 
     I tried to stand up, but the adrenalin was gone.  My muscles collapsed.  I 
fell and passed out. 
 
     I woke up hours later in the doctor’s room.  The princess was waiting 
beside my bed.  She smiled when our eyes met, kissed me on the cheek, and 
then left.  She didn’t say a word.  I was confused. 
     “Don’t fall for her,” the doctor advised.   
     “It’s too late,” I responded. 
     “It’s too late for her, too,” said the doctor, “and it’s a shame.” 
     “Why?” I asked. 
     “Because you can’t be together.  That’s why she will only kiss you on the 
cheek.  A King’s Knight can’t date a princess.  It’s the law.  Only the most 
esteemed and high class nobles can date a princess.” 
      Yea, my heart sunk at that moment.  A lump developed in my throat and 
sunk deep within. 
     “I’m sorry James,” the doctor said, “but there’s only one way you and her 
could ever be together…” 
     He walked away without finishing that sentence, but at least he had given 
me hope.  There was only one way, but there was a way. 
     The next month was quiet and peaceful.  I spent most of it in bed.  The 
princess visited me everyday, but rarely said a word.  She just smiled and 
kissed me on the cheek.   



      Towards the end of the month, Sir Davidson came in.  He was excited.  
He said that the Knights of Saldiacus were looking for a replacement for Sir 
Vanchowe.  There were rumors that one of the King’s Knights would be 
chosen.  All the knights were excited and eager to see who it would be. 
     The next day the princess came in as she did every day, but this time she 
asked the doctor to leave.  She closed the door and knelt beside me.  She 
smiled, but she didn’t kiss my cheek.  A few moments of silence passed on 
by, and then she spoke. 
      “How many times will you save my life?” she asked flirtatiously. 
      “How many is it going to take?” I responded back, “but seriously, you do 
seem to get kidnapped a lot.” 
      “That’s because I’m the heir to the throne.  There’s a lot of turmoil and 
rebellion in the kingdom.  They’re after me because if they get me, they get 
the throne,” the princess responded. 
      “Well, I guess I’ll just have to keep on saving you.” 
      “James,” she said softly, “as early as I can remember you’ve always 
been there to save me.” 
      I felt a slight moment of terror as I realized that she knew who I was.  
That meant she knew I was a commoner. 
      “Now James don’t look so worried,” she said, apparently seeing the 
concern on my face.  “You’re secret is safe with me.  I knew who you were 
the moment our eyes first met.  I remember those eyes from when I was a 
little girl and you visited the castle.  Even back then you were saving my 
life.” 
      “I don’t belong here.  I’m a commoner.  If anybody else finds out they’ll 
kill me.  I was supposed to stay at the outer wall post where no one would 
ever recognize me.  I don’t belong here.  I’m not a knight.” 
      “Nonsense,” she responded.  “I’ve never met another man so brave, so 
bold, and so true.  There isn’t another knight here who could match your 
heart.” 
      Then she kissed me, but not on the cheek.  She kissed me on the lips, 
pure and deep.  The kiss lasted only a minute, but it was a full sixty seconds.  
It felt that time had stood still.  It was then that I knew that she would one 
day be my wife.  When the kiss was over, she put her finger across my lips 
in a motion for me to stay quiet.  Then she left. 
      The next morning I was summoned to the throne room to come before 
the king.  Two of the Knights of Saldiacus supported me on both sides since 
I could barely walk.  I was terrified!  Did the king find out about the kiss the 
princess and I shared?  What was going to happen to me? 



      The two knights escorted me down the hall.  They spoke not a word.  
They led me down the hallway, and we entered the throne room.  The room 
was full of people.  The Knights of Saldiacus were lined up on both sides of 
the throne, and the King’s Knights were lined up beside them.  The rows of 
knights extended from the throne to the door.  As soon as we entered, all the 
knights drew their swords and clashed them together over the walkway.  
They held them high, creating a tunnel to the throne. 
     The two knights escorted me through the tunnel of swords to the base of 
the throne.  I was trembling with fear.  I was certain that I was going to be 
terminated.  That is, until Princess Elizabeth walked towards me.  She was 
dressed in her finest outfit, a beautiful white flowered gown that went all the 
way down to her toes.  It was covered in fancy lace with silk flowers sewn 
across the shoulders.  It was beautiful.  She was beautiful.  As she 
approached me, I realized that everything was going to be okay.  I was no 
longer afraid. 
     She took my hand in hers.  The knights stepped aside, and she helped me 
stand.  She directed me to turn and face the people. 
     “Great people of the kingdom of Saldiacus,” she began, “as you all know, 
we’ve been in search of a new knight to take his place as a Knight of 
Saldiacus.  Today that search ends.  We have found our champion.  A man 
whose person is everything a Knight of Saldiacus should be.  He is modest, 
he is bold, he is caring, and he is courageous.  He has on several occasions 
risked his life for this kingdom.”  
     The people cheered.  The king walked down from the throne and stood 
beside me.  He drew his sword.  The princess motioned for me to kneel, so I 
kneeled in front of the king.  He placed his sword above me. 
     “Repeat after me,” he whispered, and then spoke loudly the oath of the 
Knights of Saldiacus,  “I am no longer just me,” 
      “I am no longer just me…” I repeated, 
      “…from now on I am part of a team…” he continued. 
      “…from now on I am part of a team…” I repeated. 
      “…we vow our lives and all of our being…” 
      “…we vow our lives and all of our being…” All of the Knights of 
Saldiacus repeated with me the rest of the lines. 
      “…to protect, serve, and obey…” 
      “…to protect, serve, and obey…” 
      “…the people of this kingdom…” 
      “…the people of this kingdom…” 
      “…with all courage and boldness…” 
      “…with all courage and boldness…” 



      “…We uphold the highest honor of chivalry…" 
     “…We uphold the highest honor of chivalry…” 
     “…And only the path of truth is our way…” 
     “…And only the path of truth is our way…” 
     “…We are the king’s own…” 
     “…We are the king’s own…” 
     “…The best that ever was…” 
     “…The best that ever was…” 
     “…Loyal unto the grips of death…” 
     “…Loyal unto the grips of death…” 
     “…We are the Knights of Saldiacus!” 
     “…We are the Knights of Saldiacus!” 
  
     The king motioned his sword on both sides of my neck.  He then stood 
back and spoke… “Rise Sir James, Knight of Saldiacus!” 
      The people cheered, and the knights saluted.  I felt an upwelling of joy.  I 
couldn’t believe this was happening.  I was now a Knight of Saldiacus!  
Elizabeth (the princess) leaned over and whispered to me. 
      “James,” she whispered, “the only non-royalty allowed to date a 
princess, is a Knight of Saldiacus.”  She smiled a beautiful, large smile, and 
then leaned over and kissed me on the cheek.  “I’ll see you after the 
celebration’s over,” and then she went to attend to her princess-ly duties. 
      There was a huge dinner to honor the occasion.  The table was loaded 
with Phesaw and Trusey (birds similar to turkeys), all sorts of fruits and 
vegetables, and delicious desserts!  We each ate our fill, savoring every bite.  
Then an orchestra started up and Elizabeth was called to the center of the 
floor. 
      “Princess,” spoke the King.  “Would you do us the honors of starting off 
the dance?  Choose a partner and lead us in the dance.” 
       Elizabeth immediately started searching the room.  I knew she was 
looking for me, so I made my way towards her.  She saw me.  She smiled 
and reached her hand towards me.  I gave her a slight bow and accepted her 
invitation.  We glided across the dance floor.  She supported my weight 
since my legs could not.   Our eyes locked tightly into each other’s stare.  
Shortly after we started dancing, everybody else took to the floor.  We spun 
around, hand in hand, never turning from each other’s gaze.  It was a 
magical moment.  Time stood still.  I’d never danced with anyone before 
other than my mother (she taught me how to dance).  My partner was 
perfect.  If there were any doubts about our feeling for each other, they were 
erased that night as we flowed in each other’s arms. 



     When the music stopped, I noticed that the king was staring at us.  I was a 
bit concerned, but then I realized that he was smiling.  He approved of me 
dancing with his daughter! 
      Well, time flies when you’re having fun and so soon the night was over.  
Elizabeth and I snuck out into an adjoining hallway for a long goodnight 
kiss.  We knew the next couple of months we would see very little of each 
other as I trained with the Knights of Saldiacus.  We savored every moment 
of that kiss.  It was deep, pure, and heartfelt.  When time no longer favored 
us, I walked her to her chamber, and we said our goodbyes.  Another short 
kiss, and then I went to my room to sleep.  My mind was filled with thoughts 
of her.  She was all I could see.  She haunted my dreams and she saturated 
my thoughts. 
     The next day the Knights of Saldiacus left the palace to go to the training 
grounds.  Elizabeth was there to see me off, but we were unable to have any 
contact with each other.  We had to settle for waving hands and blowing 
kisses. 



CHAPTER 7 
 
      We arrived at the training grounds after a day and a half journey on 
horseback.  We unpacked our stuff and settled into our tents.  We were given 
the rest of the day to rest and relax.  We would begin our intense training the 
next morning.  In order for us to work wholly as a team, we needed to know 
exactly how each one of us would react, think, behave, and plan in any 
situation.  We had to be so close that we could read each other minds. 
    We awoke the next day before sunrise to begin training.  For the next 
month we trained intensely.  We simulated different situations, had mach 
battles, and sparring tournaments.  Over the month we came to know each 
other very well.  So well that I became concerned that they would find out 
who I was. 
     There were three of us sharing each tent.  My tent mates included Sir 
Davidson and Sir Leonard.  Sir Davidson, in particular, had become an 
extremely trusted friend.  We’d already been through so much together.   
     One evening when we were chatting before going to bed, he said, “James, 
it’s unbelievable how far you’ve come.  From a sword maker to a Knight of 
Saldiacus.” 
     Terror filled my face.  He’d just blabbed my secret out! 
     However, the other knights just laughed!  “Oh come on,” said Sir 
Jonathan, “you don’t really think we didn’t know!  Nobody cares that you 
were a commoner.  Everybody knows, except the Nobles’ Parliament.” 
      “And you better keep it that way,” interjected Sir Davidson.  “The 
Parliament are the only ones who would care.  They would be very unhappy 
to find out that the princess was falling for a commoner.” 
      I blushed a little, not realizing that they knew about Elizabeth and me. 
     “James,” said Sir Davidson, “there are no secrets in the knighthood.  We 
know everything.  You and the princess are a great match.  You’ll make a 
good king one day.” 
      “King?”   
      “Of course,” responded Sir Leonard, “if you marry the princess, then you 
become king!” 
      “I hadn’t thought of that,” I was taken aback.  “I don’t know if I can 
handle that.” 
     “Nonsense!” answered Sir Davidson.  “Forget about your past.  As far as 
anyone here is concerned, you are a noble.  There is none other like you; no 
one who cares as much as you do, no one who is as humble as you are!  
There are hundreds of thousands of people out there who want the princess 



just to get to the throne, but you, you didn’t even think about the throne.  
You will make a just and noble king, and the days of your reign will be days 
of peace and joy.  You’re just what this kingdom needs!” 
     “Gosh, you’ve already put me on the throne!” I responded.  “I’ve only 
had one dance with her.” 
      “And the kisses that followed,” laughed Sir Davidson. 
      “How do you know about that?” I responded. 
      “I told you, in the knighthood there are no secrets!” 
      From that day on I stopped worrying about somebody finding out that I 
was a commoner.  It didn’t matter.  Nobody cared that I wasn’t of Noble 
birth.  Well, nobody but the Nobles’ Parliament, that is.  
      After a month and a half I was very lovesick.  I missed Elizabeth.  I 
missed her bad.  I became depressed and antisocial.  I was able to pull 
myself together to focus on the training sessions, but I avoided the guys 
afterwards.  I went straight to bed.  I wouldn’t talk to anyone.  They became 
quite concerned about me, but they didn’t know what to do. 
      Then a message came from the palace, written by the king himself.  Sir 
Davidson read it, “Great Knights of Saldiacus, my daughter – your princess 
– has fallen sick and become extremely ill.  The doctor’s not sure if she’s 
going to live.  She has asked repeatedly to see Sir James.  As a result, I am 
ordering that Sir James be excused from training and return to the palace so 
that Elizabeth may spend what may be her last days with him.  I know 
nobles do not usually speak of God, but I ask that you pray for her.  I’m 
scared.” 
      We gathered together around the campfire, and we prayed.  For many of 
the knights, this was something they had never done before.  We prayed 
desperately and purely to the almighty God that He would spare the life of 
Princess Elizabeth.    
     Then I hopped on my horse and galloped off.  I left all my stuff behind.  
There was no time to pack.  My horse galloped the whole way.  We stopped 
only shortly to eat and rest, and we were able to make it back to the palace in 
just one day. 
      I ran through the palace to the medical room.  Elizabeth was wrapped in 
a bed with all sorts of tubes going in and out of her.  The king was pacing 
back and forth across the room.  Several of the King’s Knights kept watch 
over the door.  As I entered, the doctor motioned for me to come over beside 
Elizabeth’s bed. 
     “Elizabeth, he’s here,” he whispered to her.  Then he turned to me and 
spoke, “She’s awake, but I can’t tell if she is aware of her surroundings.  I 



don’t know if she can hear me or can tell that you’re here.  She’s been 
unable to communicate with us for about twelve hours.” 
      I kneeled beside the bed and brought my head above hers.  I then clasped 
her hand and held it firmly in mine.  Terror filled my heart.  I was horrified 
that I would lose her.  I’d never felt such terror in all my life.   
      I whispered in her ear.  “I will save you again, I promise.  I love you.” 
      Her lips moved slightly in the form of a smile.  It wasn’t much, but it 
was enough to know that she could hear me.  Her mind was still there. 
      Just then the doctor’s assistant burst into the room.  Catching his breath 
he yelled out, “It’s Brickdillian Fever!  She’s got Brickdillian Fever!” 
     “Are you sure?” asked the doctor. 
     “We ran the tests through the lab several times.  There’s no doubt, it’s 
Brickdillian Fever.” 
      “What’s Brickdillian Fever?” asked the King, “I’ve never heard of it.” 
      “Nor would you have expected to,” responded the Doctor.  “Brickdillian 
Fever does not exist in our Solar System.  In fact, there isn’t a solar system 
in the Empire that the has the virus!” 
      “Then where did it come from?” I asked. 
      “Somebody had to have brought it here,” responded the doctor.  “It is 
highly contagious.  An infected person can spread it just by touching 
someone.  However, it is only contagious for fifteen minutes after it has 
infected the body, and it can survive outside a host for only ten minutes.” 
      “What does that mean,” asked the King. 
      “It means somebody planned this very carefully,” I interjected.  
“Somebody who had access to the princess.” 
      “Another trader!” exclaimed the King.  “That would be the third one this 
year!  How can this be happening?” 
      “We have to figure out who it was, and we have to do it quick,” I 
suggested. 
      “I suggest checking the logs from the defense shield,” suggested the 
doctor.  “Whoever did this brought it from another planet…” 
     “But there have been no off-worlders visiting us in over a year,” 
interrupted the King. 
     “Somehow, somebody must have got in without being detected,” 
responded the doctor, “because there’s no way this virus originated here.  
Also,” he continued, “remember, the perpetrator did not have to have contact 
with the princess himself, he most likely infected somebody else to deliver 
the virus…” 
     “Which means that there is somebody else suffering from the virus,” I 
interrupted.  “We need to find that person.”  I turned towards the King’s 



Knights.  “Search the palace.  Somewhere there is somebody else suffering 
from this virus.  We need to find him or her!” 
     The King’s Knights left two knights behind to watch the princess, and the 
rest of them searched the palace.  I divided them into groups and assigned 
them areas of the palace to search.  That night we searched every inch of the 
palace.  We looked in every closet and under every stairwell.  For hours we 
searched and questioned people, but to no avail.  There was nobody else in 
the palace who was suffering in sickness! 
      I was about to give up, when one of the servants came to me and asked, 
“Have you seen Princess Elizabeth’s personal maid?” 
      “No, I haven’t,” I responded. 
     “We haven’t seen her either,” he said.  “Nobody’s seen her for several 
days.” 
     “Thank you,” I said.  “Don’t worry, we’ll find her.” 
     I sent the King’s Knights into the surrounding city to find the missing 
maid.  I knew that she may very well be the key to finding our perpetrator.  
In the meantime, I returned to Elizabeth’s bedside. 
     “She’s unconscious now,” the doctor said as I walked in. 
     “Tell us about this disease,” commanded the king. 
     The doctor gulped.  “Your majesty, I’m afraid the disease is fatal.  The 
virus reproduces rapidly and takes the place of the body’s cells.  In a couple 
of days the virus will begin replacing cells in her heart and brain…” 
     “Is there a cure?” I interrupted.   
     “There is, but it is the pollen of a flower that can be found only on one 
planet…” 
     “and that planet is not part of Saldiacus Empire,” interjected the King.  
“We already contacted the planet and tried to purchase the flower, but their 
King said that the only payment he would accept would be my throne!” 
     “Then we’ll have to go there and take it ourselves,” I responded. 



CHAPTER 8 
 
     The other Knights of Saldiacus returned from the training camp the next 
morning.  The king asked them to join us in the Strategy Room.  He had star 
charts spread out all over the table, and he also had two months worth of 
reports from the Planet’s Defense Shield. 
     “Knights of Saldiacus,” he began.  “We have a grave problem.  Our 
security has been breached, and again it must have come from the inside.  
The Planet’s Defense Shield was manually shut off for two hours a month 
and a half ago during the festival.  Now, there are only four people in this 
palace who have access to that shield.  We need to figure out which one of 
those four is a traitor, and we need to do it fast.  James…” 
     “We have another problem to deal with,” I began. “Princess Elizabeth is 
dieing, and the only cure is on a hostile world.  We have to infiltrate that 
planet and bring the cure back.” 
     “Do we even have spacecraft?” asked Sir Davidson. 
     The King answered, “we do, but only two.  We have the royal shuttle and 
the fighter that escorts it.” 
     “We will take both spaceships to the planet Droford.  Droford houses the 
Empire’s defense fleet.  On Droford we will be trained on space flight tactics 
and how to beat the Defense Shield on the planet that has the cure.  That 
planet is called Broobeless.  It is two light years from the edge of the 
Saldiacus Empire.  This mission will be a challenge.  We all were born and 
raised here on Saldiacus, a planet that has shied away from technology.  This 
mission is way beyond any of our training.  Are we up to it?” 
     “We accept the mission,” they all answered together. 
     Just then one of the King’s Knights rushed into the room.  “We found 
her!” he yelled. 
     “The maid?” I asked. 
     “Yes!” he answered.  “We found her in a hospital in the city.  She’s got 
the virus.” 
     “Is she still conscious?” I asked. 
     “No,” he answered, “but she was when I got there.  She told me that there 
was a stranger with Mr. Wilson a couple days ago.   She said he hit her 
upside the head with a glass vile.  Mr. Wilson apologized, he said it was just 
a misunderstanding, and that the vile just had water in it.  She said that 
happened about five minutes before she served the princess supper.” 
     The king turned to the Knight’s of Saldiacus.  “Find Mr. Wilson!” 



     Sir Richard interjected, “Sir Leonard, Sir Leroy, Sir Pritchard, and Sir 
Jacobes take the King’s Knights and find Mr. Wilson.  The rest of us are 
going to Planet Droford and then to Broobeless.  We have a cure to find.” 
     The King nodded his approval.  Sir Richard and myself led our fellow 
knights down to the King’s Royal Launch Pad.  On the pad stood two ships.  
The king’s shuttle had a sloped cockpit that expanded out to a square 
compartment.  The wings on it were short, but it appeared that they had the 
ability to extend.  The fighter was small and sleek.  It only had room for two 
people.  Its wings were wide and strong.  Its body was narrow and long with 
a large turbine on the back.  Four laser canons were connected to each wing 
and two torpedoes hugged the side of the body.  All in all it was an awesome 
looking machine. 
    Sir Davidson and I climbed into the fighter, while the other knights 
boarded the shuttle.  We fired up the engines on the fighter.  They roared 
with power and control.  However the shuttle stalled, and try as it might it 
wouldn’t start.  This mission had to succeed!  So we waved goodbye to our 
fellow knights and flew off by ourselves in the fighter. 
    Of course it wasn’t quite that simple.  After all, that was the first time 
either of us had ever been in any sort of spacecraft.  It took some time before 
we really got the hang of it.  We spun out of control a few times, almost 
crashed twice, but finally made it into space. 
     The onboard computer was already programmed to take us to Droford, so 
we had nothing to do now but lean back and relax.  It was an astonishing 
moment for both us.  Neither of us had ever seen space before.  We gazed at 
the glory of our home planet as it shimmered its colors through space.  We 
saw the glittery trail of a great comet, and the rainbow of colors in the 
Westward Nebula. 
     We arrived at Droford after a two-day journey.  We didn’t have to worry 
about landing, Droford had a computer guide our fighter’s computer to the 
landing pad.  Droford was an amazing planet, unlike anything we’d ever 
seen.  It had great tall towers that reached into the sky, and buildings that 
floated above the ocean.  There were jets and space ships flying everywhere.  
Two fighters escorted us to the landing pad.  The landing pad was nothing 
like the one at Saldiacus.  It stretched out for miles, with millions of landing 
spots lined up in rows.  When the fighter set down on the pad, the pad sunk 
into the floor and brought us inside a building. 
    About twenty people greeted us.  Five of them were knights – well, they 
called them security guards.  The one in the center was clearly a military 
officer.  He bore several honors on his uniform. 



    “Knights of Saldiacus, welcome to Droford, the tactical defense center of 
the Saldiacus Empire.  I am Admiral Alloson. We are honored to have your 
presence here.  It has been a long time since a knight as set their foot on this 
planet.” 
     “You mean knights have been here before?” I asked curiously. 
     “Well I’ve never met one myself, but there are stories from long, long, 
long ago.  They say that the Knights of Saldiacus use to be stationed on 
Droford, after all it is the tactical defense center.  They say the knights lived 
and trained here for years upon years, but then one day they left and never 
came back.  Nobody seems to know why, though.” 
     “Fascinating,” I exclaimed. “Oh, by the way, I am Sir James and this is 
Sir Davidson.” 
     “Pleasure to meet you,” responded the Admiral.  “Come this way, there is 
much work to be done and little time to do it in!” 
     He guided us to our rooms, and then we began training immediately.  We 
had two days to train, and then we would head to planet Broobeless to find 
the cure.  We were led to a room full of flight simulators. 
    “Knights,” spoke the Admiral, “let me introduce you to our flight trainer, 
Capitan Chotow.” 
    “Greeting Knights of Saldiacus,” spoke the Captain.  “My staff and I are 
going to give you a crash course in tactical flying and space navigation.” 
    “Let’s get started,” I exclaimed. 
    We spent the rest of that day in and out of flight simulators.  I crashed 
many times that afternoon, but when I left the simulator that night I had 
flown ten successful missions in a row.  I was ready to pilot a fighter to 
Broobeless and back. 
    The next day we spent in the Navigation Room.  They taught us how to 
find our way through space by reading the star positions (just in case our 
navigation computer goes out).  Then we were briefed on the defense system 
for planet Broobeless.   
     “They use a class ten Tetriterton Detector Grid.  No ship can get through 
undetected,” informed the Admiral. 
     “No ship?” I asked concerned. 
     “Well, almost no ship.  You see, the Tetriterton Detection Grid detects 
the Tetriterton that every ship uses as an energy source, well almost every 
ship.  Tetriterton began to be used as a fuel source about ten years ago.  
Every technologically developed planet switched all their engines over to 
Tetriterton.  However, the fighter you came here in was made twenty years 
ago.  It still uses a nitro-lichien based fuel.  The Detector Grid will not detect 
your ship.” 



    “Really,” Sir Davidson exclaimed, “Sounds too easy.” 
    “It is,” answered the Admiral.  “They also have a Satellite Network Grid 
still in operation.  It will detect your ship.  However, the Satellite Network 
Grid isn’t perfect.  It has a hole in its detection field.  It’s a small hole, but 
you can fit your ship through it.  We are downloading information into your 
computer to help you find that hole.” 
     “Thank you, Admiral,” I responded. 
     “You guys better get some sleep,” was his response.  “You’ve got a big 
day tomorrow!” 
     That night I dreamed of Elizabeth.  I dreamed that we were married and 
had two little girls.  We ruled the kingdom together side by side in love.  I 
had retired my sword, and I worked as a swordmaker like my father before 
me.  I came home from my job and was greeted with a kiss by Elizabeth, and 
then showered with hugs from my girls.  In this kingdom we had eliminated 
the class system.  There were no commoners, and there were no nobles, all 
were equal.  Then suddenly Elizabeth was taken away from me, and it all 
fell apart.  My daughters disappeared and the kingdom disintegrated.  I 
awoke startled and trembling.  After some prayer, I fell back to sleep. 
     We awoke at sunrise and loaded our fighter.  I climbed into the pilot’s 
seat, and Sir Davidson climbed in next to me.  This was it.  We had a 
princess to save!  The Admiral wished us luck, and all the local officers 
came to see us off. 
     The Launch Pad began to rise and the ship came up into the outside air.  
The engine fired up, and I pulled up on the stick.  The fighter roared fast into 
the air.  We climbed through the atmosphere and into space.  In orbit above 
us was a Light Speed Jumper, a large engine that attached to the fighter to 
help us travel up to warp seven.  I positioned the fighter in orbit with the 
Jumper.  As I approached it, it snapped into place around the wings. 
    “Well, this is it,” said Sir Davidson. 
    “I guess it is,” I answered back.  “Our lives are now fully in the hands of 
technology.” 
    I pushed the button and the huge engines on the Jumper came to life, and 
suddenly we were soaring through the galaxy at unbelievable speed.  We 
reached Planet Broobeless in twenty hours flat.  I disengaged the Jumper in 
orbit around one of Broobeless’ moons, and then began scanning for the hole 
in the Satellite Defense Grid.  I found it within ten minutes.   
    This was it.  This was the moment that would determine whether we 
succeeded or failed.  Only two days of training, could I do this?  It was only 
two days!  How could I be ready for this?  I caught my breath.  This was no 
time to panic.  I grabbed the stick and turned off the computer autopilot.  Sir 



Davidson booted up the navigation program that would help me “see” the 
hole clearly.  
     We held our breaths as I piloted the fighter through the narrow hole in the 
Satellite Detection Grid.  We were half way through when the Detection 
Grid shifted suddenly.  All sorts of lights and alarms went off in our cockpit!   
     “Shut those alarms off!” I yelled to Sir Davidson. 
     I reacted quickly on the control stick and maneuvered the fighter to 
follow the shift.   
     “Did they detect us?” I asked. 
     “I don’t think so,” answered Sir Davidson. 
     “Okay, let’s do this,” I announced. 
     I set the fighter down in a meadow in the middle of a thick forest far from 
any of their cities.  The landscape was like nothing I’d ever seen.  The trees 
where blue and grew in an “s” shape with big thick branches stretching out 
in a big “t.”   
     Sir Davidson handed me a picture.  “This is what we’re looking for.  Now 
remember, we’re trespassing.  We need to find this flower and get out of 
here as quickly as possible.”  Then he tossed me my e-sword. “Just in case 
we run into any trouble.  We best be prepared.”  I nodded. 
    I connected the sword to my belt, and we hiked into the woods.  We 
searched through the underbrush for this unique flower that would cure the 
princess.  We searched for hours.  The heat of the planet was strong and 
overbearing.  Sweat dripped off our brows, and thirst filled our throats.  We 
couldn’t find it. 
    “I don’t get it,” said Sir Davidson, “I’ve checked the coordinates over and 
over.  It should be right here, under our noses!” 
    “Wait a minute!” I yelled.  “The terrain in the picture looks rockier.” 
    “What are you getting at?” 
    “There are stalagmites in the picture.” 
    “You’re right!” exclaimed Sir Davidson.  “There must be a cavern under 
us.” 
    “The question is how do we get inside it?” 
    “We do something stupid.”  Sir Davidson pulled out his e-sword and 
turned the electric current on.  He then sliced at the ground. 
    “Yea, that’s pretty stupid,” I responded as I pulled out my sword.  “I hope 
it’s not too far of a drop!” 
     After a couple minutes of slicing at the ground with our e-swords, the 
ground collapsed and we fell into the cavern below.  Bits of debris fell all 
around us in a cloud of dust.  A few minutes went by before the dust cleared.   
    “You okay?” asked Davidson. 



     “Yea,” I answered, “You?” 
     He didn’t answer.  The dust had now cleared, and he was in awe.  The 
flower we were looking for, it was everywhere.  We were lying in them.  
They were on the walls, the floors, the ceiling, and even growing on 
stalactites!  Their pedals shined in reds, purples, oranges, and blues.   
    We carefully uprooted a few and placed them in a special bag.  The bag 
was designed specifically to transport that plant.  We took one of each color, 
just in case it made a difference.  
    “Now, how do we get out of here?” asked Sir Davidson. 
    “No problem,” I responded.  “Set your e-sword to the 5th power setting.  
Flip the reverse switch.  Then point the beam at the ground at the opening 
above.  Then push the “fire” button.” 
     He followed my instructions.  An electric beam shot out of his sword and 
attached to the ground above us.  He pushed the “fire” button, and his sword 
pulled him up on the electric beam.  He climbed out onto the planet’s 
surface.  I followed right behind him. 
      “Wow!” exclaimed Sir Davidson.  “I had no idea the swords could do 
that!” 
     “E-swords can do so much more than most people know,” I responded.  
Of course with my father being a swordmaker, I knew just about everything 
the swords were capable of. 
      We began the hike back to the fighter.  The sky had clouded over and 
rain began to pour down.  Because it had been so hot, a thick steam rose off 
the ground making it hard to see. 
      Navigating through the steam, we found our way to the meadow where 
the fighter was.  However, as we peeped out of the forest, we saw that the 
fighter was surrounded by soldiers.  They were armed with high powered 
laser rifles. 
     I pulled my sword back out and switched the power on.  This was the 
moment of truth.  “Loyal unto the grips of death,” I quoted. 
     “What?” responded Sir Davidson. 
     “I’m going to take on the soldiers.  You get that fighter in the air and get 
that cure to the princess.”  
     “James, I won’t leave you here!” 
     “You have to!  You have to for the princess, for the kingdom!” I pleaded. 
     “No,” he responded.  “The princess needs you.  She loves you.” 
     “I know,” I said sadly, “make sure she knows how much I love her.” 
     “You go,” he said.  “I’ll take care of the soldiers.” 
     “I’m the only one who could successfully hold them back.  I know things 
about the e-sword that you don’t.  We don’t have the time.  Go!” 



     “I’ll come back for you!  I promise!”  Sir Davidson shook my hand, and 
we wished each other good luck. 
     “God be with us!” I proclaimed.  Then I ran into the meadow with my 
sword drawn.  I ran forth firing electric bolts from the E-tosser on my sword.  
I took them by surprise.  The electric bolts hit several soldiers before they 
turned and started firing at me.  My sword also had an Attractor to block 
oncoming gunfire.  I switched the setting to power level ten and simulated a 
force field with the sword.  Laser fire exploded on the electric barrier in 
front of me.  My quasi-shield held, and I fired back with my E-tosser.  They 
fired at me, and I fired at them.  Little by little they etched towards me as I 
pushed back into the forest.  After about ten minutes of laser fire, I had 
managed to get the soldiers away from the fighter.  It was time for Sir 
Davidson to make his move. 
     I leaped at the soldiers and came on top of them with the sword.  I sliced 
through laser guns and took out soldier after soldier.  All the soldiers rushed 
at me, leaving the fighter completely unguarded.  Sir Davidson dashed out of 
the woods and towards the fighter.  The soldiers were too caught up in the 
battle with me to notice him.  He climbed in and fired up the engines.  Of 
course the roar of the engines got their attention.  Distracted they turned 
their heads.  I took advantage of the moment and sliced through a large 
number of the soldiers.  Then I made a break for it.   
    When I was far enough away from the soldiers, Sir Davidson opened fire 
from the fighter and eliminated the rest of the soldiers.  He began to bring 
the fighter over to get me, but he was attacked from the skies.  Two of the 
planet’s security fighters engaged him in battle.  He swerved left, and 
banked right.  He circled high through the sky and fired at the security ships.  
He hit one of them, and it crashed to the ground.  Then he made a break for 
it and shot into space.  Apparently the security fighters were not design for 
space travel.  The other security fighter did not pursue him.  It turned 
around, made a pass at me, and then flew off. 
     And there I was, all by myself, stuck on a strange foreign world.  I knew 
it would be several days before Sir Davidson would be back, so I decided I 
better find a place to hide.  I decided the best place would be in the funny 
“S” shaped trees.  I picked a tight thicket of the trees to build a small tree 
house in.  The house was about fifteen feet off the ground.  The branches of 
the trees thoroughly hid it from view.   
     Now I needed a source of food.  I started watching the local wildlife to 
see what they were eating.  There was a small creature that was a lot like a 
squirrel, except that it had two tails, and there was a large horned animal that 
looked a lot like a lion (except for the horns, of course).  They both ate the 



berries that grew on the underbrush.  There was also some fruit on the “s” 
shaped trees.  I picked some of the fruit, and climbed down and gathered up 
some berries.  That was my dinner.  I then continued to watch the animals in 
order to find out which ones were dangerous.  I discovered that there was 
something very unique about this ecology.  There were no carnivores!  They 
all ate vegetation.  From the largest four legged mammal to the little 
chipmunk-like fur balls, they all ate just plants.  That evening I followed one 
of the animals to the waterhole and learned where to get a drink.  There was 
a beautiful lake just a short hike away.  The water was crystal clear and 
tasted great.  It was fed from a river that poured from above in a great 
waterfall. 
     Well, I had my dwelling, I had food, and I had water.  It was now time to 
go to sleep.  Obviously, I did not sleep well my first night there.  The 
nocturnal animals made strange noises and spooky sounds.  I ended up 
spending most of the night praying.  However, the second night I fell asleep 
quickly and slept soundly for many hours.   
     Two weeks went by with no sign of a rescue ship.  The local soldiers had 
been in the forest several times during the last week, but they could not find 
my tree house.  Eventually they gave up and stopped coming.  
     After three weeks went by, I began to think that maybe I was never going 
to be going home.  By then, I had developed a grubby beard, and my hair 
was ragged.  I ate my berries for breakfast, but man was I getting sick of 
those.  There had to be some other things to eat on this planet!   
     Then I heard the sound of footsteps.  I froze and became completely 
quiet.  It sounded like someone was running frantically.  I peeked out from 
my tree house to see a little girl running through the forest.  A short ways 
behind her ran a young man.   
     “Come on!” he yelled.  “You know you want to!”  (I had a universal 
translator built into my e-sword). 
     “Stop it!” she yelled back. 
     Then he caught up with her and grabbed her.  She screamed. 
     “Leave me alone!” She squirmed and screamed and yelled. 
     “You know you want this,” the guy said again as he struggled to hold her 
down.  Then he slid his hand up her shirt.  She squirmed and tried hard to 
break free, but was unable to.  When his hand headed down into her skirt, 
I’d had enough.  I quickly climbed down the tree and pulled out my sword.  I 
slipped up silently behind him and then pushed him over.  The girl pulled 
free and ran back a safe distance.  I put my sword up to the guy’s neck.  
    “You’re sick!” I yelled in disgust.  “When I say so, you will start running 
and never look back.  Okay?  If you don’t, I’ll kill you!” 



    I forced him to his feet, moved the sword away from his neck, and let go 
of him.  “Run!” I yelled, and he took off.  He ran into the distance, never 
once looking back.  I turned my attention to the girl. 
    “Are you okay?” I asked her. 
    “Just a little shaken up,” she answered sweetly. “Thank you.  It looks like 
you’re my hero.” 
     Just then several people came running up to her.  I disappeared up to my 
tree house.  A middle-aged lady ran up to the girl and took her in her arms.  
They hugged for several minutes. 
    “I can’t believe Teeteree betrayed us like that!” exclaimed the Lady. 
    “It’s okay mom,” said the girl, “I’m alright.” 
    “How’d you get away from him?” asked the Lady. 
    “A man jumped out of the trees and scared Teeteree away,” she answered. 
    “Out of the trees?” her mom questioned. 
    “I’ve never seen him before.  He didn’t look quite like us.  In fact, his 
forehead was completely smooth!  It was as if he were from another planet!” 
    Suddenly soldiers popped out of the woods all around them.  They had 
their laser canons charged and pointing right at them.  One of the soldiers 
stepped forward. 
     “It’s all over Princess!” he yelled.  “The throne of Broobeless is ours!” 
     It was the little girl who responded.  “You can kill me, but you’ll never 
get the throne!” 
     “Well you’re right about one thing!” 
     “We are ready to die for the good of our people,” she responded. 
     The people around her pulled out laser guns. 
    “You’re a fool!” yelled the man.  “You are more than outnumbered!” 
    I jumped forth from the tree with my sword drawn.  I sliced through a 
large number of the soldiers before they could figure out what had happened.  
The people with the little girl rushed into the battle.  Laser fire filled the air.  
I blocked shot after shot with my e-sword, and then sliced through soldier 
after soldier.  Within ten minutes, the battle was over.  All the soldiers were 
gone.  I turned to disappear, but the little girl stopped me. 
    “Please sir,” she said.  “Don’t go.  I wish to see the face of my hero.” 
    I turned around and knelt down to her height. 
    “What is your name?” I asked her. 
     “I am Princess Erinyetha, the true heir to the throne of Broobeless,” she 
answered.  “Who are you?” 
    “I am Sir James of the Knights of Saldiacus,” I responded. 
    “Wow!” she exclaimed, “ a Knight of Saldiacus!  I can’t believe I was 
rescued by an actual knight!  That is so cool!” 



     “What are you doing here?” interjected her mother. 
     “My princess has Brickdillian Fever,” I answered, “I came for the cure.  
We tried purchasing it, but we were refused.  We had no choice but to sneak 
in and pick the cure up ourselves.  We got the cure, but unfortunately I got 
left behind.” 
    “The Titelthian Rebellion has taken the throne by force,” said the 
Erinyetha’s mother.  “They are cruel and unfair.  They are the ones who 
refused to sell you the cure.  My father was an honest and true king.  They 
murdered him, and my husband.  That makes my Erinyetha the rightful heir.  
We need that throne back, and we will bring a fair and just rule to our planet.  
Help us.” 
     “I will help you,” I answered.  After all, I had nothing else to do. 
     They led me through the woods for several miles to their hideout.  They 
had set up their homes in a series of caverns in a nearby mountain range.  
They cooked over open fires and had no electricity, except for a small power 
generator that powered a handful of computers. 
     “We still have control of a few satellites,” said Princess Erinyetha.  “We 
use them to track the movements of Titelthians.” 
     “Where did the Titelthians come from?” I asked.  “Why did they rebel?” 
     “The Titelthians are from another planet,” answered Erinyetha’s mother.  
“They came here many years ago seeking shelter from their attackers.  Our 
people took them in and helped them hide until their attackers went away.  
For awhile they lived peacefully side by side with our people, but during that 
time they were planning.  It was my father who discovered that the 
Titelthians had mercilessly murdered many of the Drodrosians, but the 
Drodrosians had pulled together and fought back.  It was the Drodrosians 
that the Titelthians came here to seek shelter from.  Unfortunately, my father 
discovered this far too late.  The Titelthians had already fully planned out 
their take over of our planet.  When he confronted them, they killed him and 
took siege of the capital city.  From there they engineered the takeover of the 
whole planet, practically wiping out our ground defenses.  I was only twenty 
years old then and pregnant with Erinyetha.   My mother led us out of the 
city through a secret passage underground.  Several of the guards escaped 
with us and set up camp here.  Ever since, we have been planning for the day 
when we would be restored!” 
     “The Day of Restoration!” proclaimed Erinyetha.  “It’s set for five days 
from now.” 
     “We’ll brief you more later, but now we feast,” interrupted the cook.  “A 
feast in your honor, Sir James.” 
     “Thank you,” I responded, “but I do not deserve such an honor.” 



     “Nonsense,” said Erinyetha’s mother.  “That’s just your modesty 
speaking!  Eat up.” 
     Just like the animals on the planet, they also were vegetarians.  There was 
no meat at the dinner, but there was a huge selection of fruits and vegetables.  
The cook had prepared a delicious vegetable soup with noodles.  We each 
ate our full, sitting around the fire. 
     “I hope your okay without having meat,” said Princess Erinyetha.  
“We’re all plant eaters.  Our teeth aren’t made too chew through meat.  In 
fact, there isn’t a single carnivore on the whole planet.” 
     “It’s fine,” I responded.  “My people are built for both.  There are some 
vitamins that we need that our found only in the meat, but we can go a long 
time before we’re effected by it.” 
     “Tell me more about your people,” inquired Princess Erinyetha. 
     “Well, I come from the planet Saldiacus, which is the capital of the 
Saldiacus Empire.  The Saldiacus Empire encompasses several galaxies, and 
thousands of different cultures and species.  Saldiacus, the planet I’m from, 
is located in the heart of the empire.  However, my people have turned away 
from a lot of technology for a more simple way of life.  We use horses 
instead of motorized vehicles.  In fact, we only had two spacecraft, and one 
of them didn’t work.” 
    “What about the knights?” asked Erinyetha. 
    “The Knights of Saldiacus are the best of the best.  They use E-swords, 
which incidentally, my great, great grandfather invented.  The E-sword looks 
just like a regular sword.  It has a sharp blade upon a carefully crafted 
handle, but it also has several switches on it.  When switched on, electricity 
flows through the blade making the sword electric.  An E-sword can slice 
through just about anything.” 
    “Wouldn’t swordmaking be a commoner’s job?” asked Erinyetha’s 
mother.  “How could your father be a swordmaker?” 
     “Okay, you got me,” I responded.  “I’m not really a noble, which means 
I’m not really ‘qualified’ to be a knight.  I was born a commoner, but I 
always wanted to be a knight.  One day the opportunity presented itself.  I 
kept the fact that I was a commoner secret.” 
     “Good for you,” responded Erinyetha’s mom.  “The cast system is a 
terrible thing.  Before the Titelthians took over, all our people were equal 
under the rule of the king.  My father was even looking into trying to create 
a Democracy.” 
    “What’s a democracy?” I asked. 
    “In a democracy, people choose rulers for themselves from among 
themselves.  These rulers rule for a few years, and then new rulers are 



elected.  The people vote on who these rulers will be, and they vote on what 
policies and laws will be enacted.” 
    “Sounds neat!” I exclaimed. 
    We chatted into the night about our cultures and beliefs.  The two suns set 
together in a brilliant display of colors.  The first one in bright reds and 
oranges, and the second sun set in blues and yellows.  Darkness covered the 
land, and we went to sleep. 
     The next day they began to brief me on their plan to restore the throne.  
They intended to enter the city through the same secret passage they had left 
it from.  The Titelthian Emperor was expected to arrive from their home 
planet on that day.  In celebration of that arrival everyone would be out at 
the landing pad.  The palace would be virtually empty.  They planned to take 
the palace, set up base there, and then take the city from the inside out! 
     “Of course,” added Erinyetha, “the chances of us surviving this is very 
slim…” 
     “but with you here,” interrupted her mother, “they just got a whole lot 
better.” 
    “I’ll do my best,” I responded. 
    “I know you will,” said Erinyetha as she smiled.  I think that perhaps she 
may have had a little bit of a crush on me.  Not surprising, considering I 
saved her life.  I laughed to myself at the cuteness of the thought, after all 
she was only twelve years old. 
     We trained and practiced for a couple of days, and then it was time.  
Everyone gathered up their gear.  We hiked a couple miles to a waterfall.  
They led me through the waterfall and on the other side was a passage.  We 
followed it down until we came to a big metal door.  On the door was a 
round indentation.   
     Everyone stepped aside, and Princess Erinyetha walked down the middle 
of them up to the door.  She took off a medallion that was around her neck 
and pressed it into the indentation on the door.  It creaked open.  We entered 
and continued down the path.  We hiked for hours upon hours.  Finally we 
came to a staircase. 
     “This is it,” one of the men said.  “At the top of this staircase is the 
entrance into the palace.  Are we ready?” 
     Everyone nodded their heads in acknowledgement.  We began the climb 
up the staircase and then climbed out into the back of a huge closet.  The 
clothes hanging up there were old and looked as if they’d not been used in 
many, many years.   
     One of the men peaked out of the closet door.  The coast was clear.  We 
all left the closet and entered the room.  It was pink.  It must have been a 



princess’ quarters.  It was decorated for a young female with pink bows and 
flowered curtains, but it appeared to have been left untouched for many 
years.  Spider webs filled the corners of the room. 
     “Okay,” spoke one of the men, “we are in the Princess’ Quarters.  This is 
our safety zone.  This room is invisible from the hallway outside.  The door 
is behind a large curtain, and is made to blend in with the wall.  We need to 
get to the armory.  It is down the hall to the left and then down the stairs.  
Let’s go.” 
     He slowly creaked the door open.  Sure enough it opened behind a 
curtain.  We peeked out from the curtain.  There was one soldier in the 
hallway.  I turned my sword on and fired an electric bolt at him.  I hit him on 
the first shot, and he crashed to the floor.  We scrambled down the hallway 
to the left and down the stairs where we ran into two soldiers.  I took one out 
immediately with the swipe of my sword.  The other one I had a short battle 
with, blocking several laser shots.  Finally I was able to slice through his gun 
and finish him off.  We entered the armory. 
     Everyone gathered up weapons and armor.  Most everyone took laser 
canons, but Erinyetha picked up a sword.  She looked at me and smiled, 
“I’m going to be a knight, just like you!” 
     “Everyone split up,” spoke the man, who was apparently in charge of this 
operation. “We need to cover the entire palace, take out all the soldiers that 
are inside, and lock down all the entrances.  We’ll regroup in the throne 
room in an hour.  That’s on the second floor, third door on the right.” 
     We split up into groups.  Princess Erinyetha and her mother went with 
me.  We headed towards the main entrance to the palace.  There were six 
soldiers guarding it.  Of course, they weren’t expecting to be attacked from 
behind.  I took out two immediately by firing electric bolts.  The other four 
took cover and fired their laser canons at us.  The lasers exploded all around 
us.  I shot several electric bolts from the sword at the two guards, but I was 
unable to get a clear shot from where we were.   
     I suddenly charged one of the soldiers, killing him with a swipe of my 
sword.  I swung around and blocked the laser fire from the other guard.  He 
continued to fire in a rapped sequence.  I waved my sword left and right 
blocking the shots with the sword’s Attractor.  His rapid shooting gave me 
no chance to attack back.  I had to concentrate all my effort on blocking his 
shots.   
    While the guard continued to fire at me, Erinyetha snuck around behind 
him unnoticed.  She tiptoed up behind the guard.  He was so caught up in his 
battle with me that he never saw her.  Her sword sliced through his body, 
and he fell to the ground. 



    “Thanks Princess,” I said. 
    “No problem,” she responded.  “Hey, even the best need a hand now and 
then!” 
     With the guards out of the way, we were able to find the main entrance 
control panel.  Erinyetha’s mother typed in a code and a large metal door 
came down over the entranceway. 
    “Okay, the main entrance is sealed.  We did our job, let’s get to the throne 
room,” said Erinyetha’s mother. 
     We were the last ones to reach the throne room.  Apparently the guards at 
the main entrance were just about the only ones in the whole complex.  We 
all gathered around the computer screen in the control room.  On the screen 
was an outline of the city. One of the men proceeded to give directions for 
our next move. 
     “Okay, good work everyone,” he said, “but this is only a start.  We don’t 
have much time before their emperor arrives.  We need to secure as much of 
the area surrounding the castle as we can.  Sir James, I want you to go to the 
launch pad and take out as many guards there as you can.” 
     “He doesn’t know his way around,” responded Erinyetha.  “Let me go 
with him.” 
     “No, it’s too dangerous,” responded her mother.  “Johnath will go with 
him.” 
     Erinyetha sulked slightly, but agreed to her mom’s wishes.  Johnath led 
me out of the palace through a back door.  He sealed it up behind us, and we 
headed for the launch pad.  The others were going to focus on securing the 
land surrounding the castle. 
     When we reached the launch pad, we put our weapons away and tried to 
blend in.  Trying not to look suspicious, we scanned the area to see how 
many guards there were.  There were about fifty around the landing site, ten 
towards the main entrance to the pad, and about thirty scattered around the 
crowds.  This was not going to be easy. 
     “Go after the fifty around landing site,” suggested Johnath.  “I’ll try to 
hold back the others. 
     Acting like everyone else, I pretended that I wanted to be as close as 
allowed when the ship landed.  I pushed my way to the front of the crowds 
around the landing site.  The area was roped off, and the guards were on the 
other side of the rope.  I glanced over at Johnath.  He nodded that he was 
ready. 
     Without warning, I slid under the rope, drew my sword, and began slicing 
down guards.  I sliced a guard, blocked a laser, swung around, and sliced 
another guard.  The guards were in confusion.  People began to scream and 



panic.  I went through another guard.  I blocked a laser shot.  Smoke from 
the laser impacts began to fill the air.  Through the corner of my eye I saw 
Johnath engaged in his battle.  He had chosen to use an E-sword as well. 
     I took out about half the guards at the landing site before they realized 
that their lasers weren’t good enough.  A Soldier ran out and outfitted them 
with E-swords.  Now it was getting interesting.  Our blades collided.  I 
swung left to block a thrust, and then immediately shifted to the right, 
scrapping swords with another guard.  He thrusted at me again, and I parried 
and immediately came back at him.  He tried to block, but my sword slid 
past his and into his body.  He was out of the game.   
     Several more guards rushed at me.  Our swords clashed through the air.  
Chaos filled the launch pad.  There were people running every which way, 
children crying, and women screaming.  The ground was littered with dead 
and injured guards.  The air was filled with the sound of metal clashing 
together and the sparks of the electrical current colliding. 
    “Stop or she dies!” suddenly echoed through a loud speaker and across the 
sky.  I looked up and there was Erinyetha, with a sword to her throat.  I 
glanced to Johnath, in his eyes I saw that we agreed.  We put our swords 
down. 
     “Wise choice,” snapped the man.  “Next, I want the palace back.  You 
will give it to me, or I will kill the princess.” 
     “How do we know you won’t kill her anyways!” yelled Johnath. 
     “Come now,” answered the man, “she’s much more enjoyable to me 
alive!”  He laughed with an evil laugh. 
     The remaining guards gathered us all together in the center of the launch 
pad.  They had captured Erinyetha, her mother, and half of our group.  They 
made us stand there and watch as the Emperor’s ship arrived.  It set down 
gently on the pad, and the Emperor walked out. 
     “Emperor,” spoke the man.  “I have a special gift for you.” 
     The emperor looked at us.  “Ah, the young princess!  What a special 
treat, and a knight too!  It must be our luc…” 
     He was interrupted by a missile exploding into his ship.  The blast threw 
him over and just about knocked us off our feet.  All of sudden there were 
ships and soldiers everywhere.  They gathered up the guards and the 
Emperor and brought them before us. 
     One of the soldiers took off his helmet and stretched his hand towards 
Erinyetha.  It was Admiral Alloson from planet Droford where I had trained.   
     “Princess,” he spoke.  “On behalf of the Saldiacus Empire, we give you 
your planet back.  The Titelthians will be fully removed from your planet 



and will be returned to their home world.  They will come before the 
Galactic Council to be tried for their crimes.” 
     “Thank you,” responded Princess Erinyetha.  “We are most grateful for 
your intervention.  I would like to make a formal request to become a 
member of Saldiacus Empire.” 
      “The Saldiacus Empire would be honored to have your world join us,” 
the king spoke as he stepped out of his ship.  Princess Elizabeth was right 
behind him, that was, until she saw me.  As soon as she saw me, she ran 
towards me and fell into my arms.  We stood there in each other’s grasp for 
what could have been forever. 
     “I thought I’d never see you again,” she said through her tears. 
     “I was afraid I’d lost you,” I responded. 
     Then I noticed that Princess Erinyetha had begun crying.  I could tell she 
was trying to hold it back, but the tears kept falling anyways.   
     “Give me a minute,” I asked Elizabeth.  “I think she has a crush on me.” 
     I walked over to Erinyetha and she joined me in a hug. 
    “I guess your leaving me,” she cried. 
    “It was quite an adventure we had,” I responded.  “I won’t forget you.” 
    “I won’t forget you either,” her voice crackled with her tears.  “I know 
I’m too young for you, but I can’t help the way I feel.” 
    “It’s okay princess,” I responded.  “It’s normal to have crushes like this, 
but in time the pain will go away.  Then you can just focus on the memories 
we’ve made together.  There’ll be other guys, ones your own age, who will 
sweep you off your feet and make you feel that way again.  And one day 
you’ll find that one and make him your prince.” 
      She smiled slightly.  “Thank you,” she said.  “Come back and see me 
some day.” 
     “I will,” I answered.  “I promise.” 
     I waved good-bye and joined Elizabeth in the spacecraft.  The engines 
roared and we flew into space. 



CHAPTER 9 
 

     Back on our home world of Saldiacus, the princess and I began to 
formally date.  Our first date was spent on the outskirts of the city beside a 
crystal clear lake.  It was a beautiful evening, and the sun reflected off the 
lake in a brilliant display of reds and oranges.  We watched the boats sail, 
gliding through the rainbow of colors. 
     We ate at a seafood restaurant on a balcony that overlooked the lake.  It 
was peaceful and serene.  We gazed into each other’s eyes, and we 
whispered into each other’s ears.  She fed me, and I fed her.  Yes we did all 
that mushy stuff that people in love do, but half way through our romantic 
dinner we were interrupted by the screaming of a young girl.  Little did we 
realize that this was the way all our dates were going to go. 
     The young girl was out in the lake on a small sailboat.  The boat had 
burst forth in flames.  She was screaming and wailing in fear.  Then a Sea 
Mostrousmous (a very large sea lizard) popped out of the water.  It put out 
the fire with a big squirt from its mouth, but it continued to attack the young 
girl. 
     “Mostrousmouses rarely ever attack people,” said Elizabeth in a 
perplexed tone. 
     “Well,” I responded, “looks like duty calls.” 
     She gave me a quick kiss, “go do your job.” 
     I jumped off the balcony and landed on a small boat below.  It was 
unoccupied, so I borrowed it.  I pulled up the anchor and sailed over to 
where the girl and the Mostrousmous were.  The Mostrousmous paid no 
attention to me.  He seemed only interested in the little girl.  There had to be 
something going on there that I just couldn’t see.  
    I grabbed the girl and brought her onto my boat.  The Mostrousmous 
continued to circle frantically around her boat even though she was no 
longer on it.  Then I heard it, a cry from underneath her boat. 
     “Stay here,” I told the young girl.   
     I pulled out my sword (a knight carries his sword everywhere – even on a 
date), and dived into the water.  I swam under the boat, and there I saw it.  A 
baby Mostrousmous was chained to the bottom of the boat.  I sliced my 
sword through the chains one by one.  I had to go up for air three times 
before I was able to cut him free of all the chains, but finally the baby swam 
away from the boat.  The adult Mostrousmous, undoubtedly its mother, 
picked it up and snuggled it.  Then they swam off together. 



     As I climbed onto the boat, I heard the roar of people cheering.  
Apparently, the Mostrousmous and the screams of the young girl had 
attracted quite a few spectators.  I stood there on the boat, soaken wet in my 
dinner suit while the people applauded.  Then I turned to the young girl. 
     She answered before I even asked, “I didn’t know it was there.  I found 
the boat drifting out near Cheapate Island.  Nobody seemed to know whose 
it was, so I swam over to it and decided to take a sail.” 
     “What caused the fire?” I asked. 
     “A small bomb exploded in the living quarters,” she answered.  “Thank 
you for saving me.” 
     “In the future, stay away from things that don’t belong to you,” I 
responded.   
     We sailed back to the shore.  Elizabeth was on the beach waiting for me.  
She ran into my arms and pressed her body up against my wet clothes.  Her 
dress, which was a beautiful silk with laced flowers, became damp from 
pressing against me. 
     “You’re going to ruin your dress,” I said trying to push her back.   
     “Nonsense,” she responded.  “It’ll be fine.” 
     I thought about pushing her in the water so that we’d both be soaked, but 
I decided against it.  We spent the rest of the evening around a small 
campfire on the beach.  We huddled in each other’s arms and watched the 
stars in the night sky.   
     Neither of us talked about what had just happened.  This was our first 
date.  There would be plenty of time later to discuss who could have tied that 
poor creature to the bottom of a boat with a bomb on it.  Maybe we should 
have spent more time analyzing it because it was just the beginning! 
     Elizabeth and I arrived back at the palace late in the evening.  I walked 
her to her quarters, we shared a good night kiss, and then I returned to my 
quarters for the night.  That was our first real date. 
      The next morning I was jolted awake by the low deep roar of an 
explosion.  I looked out the window to see a tower of flame rising in the 
distance.  I threw my clothes on and ran downstairs to find out what was 
happening.  Elizabeth was already there, and most of the knights had just 
arrived, but nobody had any clue as to what was going on. 
     Then two messengers on horseback came galloping into the city.  They 
headed straight for the palace and requested to see the king.  The palace 
guard led them to where we were, and the messengers raced into the room. 
     “Your majesty,” spoke one of the messengers, “a bomb has exploded at 
the Flowers of Fornastro Luxury Resort.  There’s nothing left of it…” 



    “They’re dead,” interrupted the other messenger, “every single person 
there… dead.” 
    “We better check it out,” said Sir Richard.  “Knights, saddle up!” 
    We scrambled to our horses and galloped towards the towering inferno of 
flames.  Half of the knights went to investigate, the other half stayed to 
protect the king.  I went with the team that was to investigate. 
     By the time we reached the site, the fire fighters had put out most of the 
flames.  We combed through the hot cinders looking for any clues to who 
did this.  Smoke curled up from the ground, and the smell of burnt flesh 
filled the air.  It was sickening!  There were dead bodies and body parts 
scattered across the ground, some were kids, some were teens, and some 
were adults; all torn out of their lives in an instant of terror! 
      “Why would anyone do this?” asked Sir Davidson. 
     “I don’t know,” answered Sir Richard, “but we are going to find them.  
They will be brought to justice!”  
     I thought back to the other night with Elizabeth.  Could these events be 
related?  Maybe the bomb on the boat was a dud, and it was suppose to do 
something like this!  That would mean there could be other bombs! 
     “This looks like the center of the explosion,” Sir Richard informed us.  
“This should be where the bomb was located.” 
     We looked over the area where the bomb had been.  It had been a storage 
space under the resort.  There were all sorts of broken eggshells and what 
appeared to be egg yokes all over the area immediately surrounding the 
point of explosion. 
     “It was a nest,” Sir Davidson concluded.  “I’d say a Gloogel Puff Bird’s 
nest.  It must have had at least fifty eggs.” 
     “Why would someone place a bomb in a nest?” I asked, and then I 
thought back to the Mostrousmouse that was tied under the boat last night.  
“Somebody is trying to upset the local wildlife,” I exclaimed.  “Last night, 
my date with the princess was interrupted by an explosion on a boat.  A 
Mostrousmouse was chained to the underside of the boat.  I believe that 
bomb was intended to explode in the same manner as this one, but it was a 
dud.” 
     “Why upset the wildlife?” asked Sir Davidson. 
     “So they’ll cause trouble…” Sir Richards answer was cut off by the cry 
of a Gloogel Puff Bird. 
     “Mommy’s home!” I yelled. 
     The bird was not happy to see that its nest had been destroyed.  A 
Gloogel Puff is a very large bird with a razor sharp beak.  Their wing span 
stretches to as much as twelve feet long!  It swooped down towards us 



snapping its beak at our heads.  It was clear that it blamed us for what had 
happened. 
    “Take cover!” yelled Sir Richard. 
    “Where!” exclaimed Sir Donaldson, and he had a point.  There was 
nowhere to take cover! 
      The bird glided down towards me.  I dropped to the ground, and it soared 
over barely missing my head.  I pulled out my sword and shot a light pulse 
of electricity at it.  The electricity struck it, and it shrieked!  It made one 
more pass at me, and then it left. 
     We gathered ourselves together with a sigh of relief.  Our clothes were all 
soiled with soot and ash from lying on the ground.   
     “Everyone okay!” asked Sir Richard. 
     “Yea!” we all answered. 
     “I think it’s all a distraction,” said Sir Donaldson.  “A distraction to get us 
out of the palace!” 
     “He may be right!” responded Sir Richard.  “Let’s head back!” 
     Just then a tremendous low roar echoed across the land and stretched 
forth in giant roar of noise – “KA-BOOM.”  In the distance flames shot up 
in the sky in another towering inferno.  They sparked forth in crackling 
trails, reaching forth towards the sun.  This explosion seemed even greater 
than the last one.   
     We just stood there for a few minutes in utter shock.  How could this be 
happening! 
     Then I broke the silence, “How long has it been between explosions?” 
     “It looks like exactly twelve hours,” answered Sir Donaldson. 
     “Twelve hours,” I repeated, “that’s how long it was between the 
explosion on the boat and the explosion that happened this morning.” 
     “Are you saying there’s a pattern?” asked Sir Richard. 
     “I think there is,” I responded.  “Yesterday’s explosion was on the lake 
on the outskirts of the city, this morning’s explosion was at this resort, and 
the last explosion looks like it’s at Frankford’s Farm.  If you connected these 
explosions together you would form half circle.  In the middle of the circle is 
the palace!” 
    “You’re right!” responded Sir Richard.  “So what would be the next 
target?” 
    “The next place in the circle is Sharanford’s Lakeside Village.  We have 
twelve hours to find the bomb!” I exclaimed. 
    “Sir Donaldson,” commanded Sir Richard, “go back to the palace and 
send more knights out.  Tell them to search all the localities that circle the 
palace on the outskirts of the city!  We have to find all the bombs!” 



     Sir Donaldson headed back to the palace while the rest of us galloped 
towards Sharanford’s Lakeside Village.  Sharanford’s was a small fishing 
village that sat on the edge of the great lake Horation.  It was frequently 
visited by noblemen in search of an escape from the stresses of life. 
     It took us three hours to get there.  I was beginning to think that this 
might be a good time to start using vehicles again!  Our first priority was to 
evacuate the town.  People started panicking and screaming.  We struggled 
to keep them calm as we led them out of the village and to a safe haven at 
Cryslert Town.  It took us six hours to get everyone out! 
    “Where do we begin looking?” I asked.  “We’ve only got three hours left 
to find it!” 
    “Look everywhere!” exclaimed Sir Richard.  “Look in basements, 
businesses, and homes.  Tear the town apart if you have to!” 
    We scrambled from house to house and business to business.  We 
searched basements, lofts, beds, and hotels, but we came up with nothing.  
Where could it be?  We were running out of time. 
     Then I saw a pack of Swarmels, a sea mammal similar to a large seal.  
They appeared to have a nest just beyond the fishing peers. 
     “Guys!” I yelled, “over there!” I pointed at the Swarmels. “The other 
bombs were placed where the wildlife was.” 
      We headed over to where the Swarmels were, not sure at how they 
would react to us.  They could sense our fear and became aware that there 
was danger.  They all dived into the water and swam off. 
      “We’re out of time!” screamed Sir Richard. “Let’s get out of here!” 
     We hopped on our horses, and the horses ran as fast as they could.  They 
stretched forth in tremendous strides across the land.  Then we heard it.  It 
started with an ear shattering “thud” and expanded to a loud penetrating roar.  
I looked back and saw the fire pour into the sky.  We urged our horses 
forward!  The sound grew and grew as the shockwave from the blast headed 
towards us.  We made it safely away from the flames, but the force of the 
shockwave caught up with us.  We were galloping at tremendous speeds 
when suddenly we felt a heavy force from behind throw us several feet into 
the air.  We crashed into the ground several seconds later.  I felt the impact 
as my body rolled across the dirt.  My horse flew over me and hit the ground 
in front of me.  The air that rushed over us was hot and moist, almost to the 
point of burning us.  Then there was a quick sucking sound and I felt the air 
push back towards the center of the explosion.  Slowly the wind settled to 
normal, and it was over. 
    I carefully picked myself off the ground.  My left arm stung with 
tremendous pain.  I knew it was broken.  I had landed on it.  I looked 



forward at my horse.  He seemed to be okay as he pulled himself to his feet.  
Sir Richard was about fifty feet from me.  He also seemed to have come 
through without any major damage.  One by one we all pulled ourselves up.  
Some of the other knights had broken arms and some had broken legs, but 
we all survived! 
     “I hope they have better luck finding the bomb at Clartowne,” Sir 
Richard said in a tired raspy voice. 
      We limped our way back towards the palace.  The horses were too 
wounded for us to ride them, and it was a long, slow walk home.  The pain 
in my left arm gnawed at my senses, but I did my best to ignore it.  We were 
a pitiful looking bunch as we hiked and limped along the trail. 
      After limping for twenty minutes, we ran across Sir Donaldson.  He was 
leading a group of the King’s Knights back to the palace. 
      “Sir Richard!” exclaimed Sir Donaldson, “we found and disarmed 
bombs in all the cities that surround the outskirts…  Are you guys okay?” 
      “Well,” responded Sir Richard, “we’ll survive.  We kind of got blown 
up!”  
     “Men,” commanded Sir Donaldson, “let them ride your horses, and you 
lead theirs home.” 
     The King’s Knights jumped down from their horses and took the reigns 
of ours.  We climbed onto their horses, and we were on our way again.  Soon 
the palace appeared on the horizon.  We entered the core of the city, but 
there was no one there.  The homes were all deserted, and the streets were 
empty and bare. 
     “Something’s not right!” I exclaimed. 
     “Hey!” someone whispered from a dark alley.  He motioned us to come 
his way. 
     We moved towards him until we could see his face.  It was Sir Leonard.  
He led us into the darkness of the alley. 
     “They’ve taken the palace,” reported Sir Leonard.  “The bombs were a 
distraction to get us out of the way.  While we were all out searching, they 
came in massive numbers and took the palace.  The princess and the king are 
captive inside.” 
     “This is not good,” responded Sir Richard. 
     “Come with me,” said Sir Leonard.  “We’ve set up a command post in an 
underground bunker.” 
      He led us down the alley until we reached a wall.  To the right of the 
wall were two large trash bins.  He pushed a button located behind one of 
the bins, and the trash bins slid over to the right to reveal a hidden staircase.  
We followed Sir Leonard down those stairs into the underground bunker. 



     The underground bunker was obviously built in another era.  It was full 
of computers, blinking lights, monitors, and screens.  It must have been built 
before Saldiacus turned away from technology. 
     Several of the knights had already found their way there.  Sir Leonard 
went back out to search for the others.  There were two teams that were still 
missing.  They arrived within an hour, and we all gathered around the video 
screens in the center of the bunker to devise a plan. 
      “Knights of Saldiacus and the King’s Knights,” began Sir Leonard, “We 
may very well be facing our most difficult challenge ever!  We’ve just 
witnessed several acts of terrorism.  Today, there are three less towns on 
Saldiacus because of it, and now we have lost the palace, the king, and the 
princess.  We must get them back.  Our enemy, the man behind all this, is he 
that was once one of us.  You all know whom I speak of.  We must stop 
Count Carliantason before he gains total control of the kingdom.  He has the 
key.  Let’s just hope he doesn’t figure out how to open the door!” 
     Okay, I was a little confused.  What was this about a key? What door? 
     “James,” seeing the puzzled look on my face, Sir Richard turned to me, “I 
just realized that you don’t know what we’re talking about.  You see, there is 
in the center of the Palace on the lowest floor a giant door.  It is believed that 
behind that door is the power to control the entire kingdom, and it is 
believed that any man who gains that power will be unstoppable.  The key to 
that door is not any typical key, it’s a person.  That person is Princess 
Elizabeth.  That’s why everybody has been trying to kidnap her.  She is the 
key!” 
      “I see,” I responded.  “So what’s the plan?” 
      “Well,” he responded, “that’s the problem.  I don’t have one.  All the 
entrances to the palace are guarded, even the escape tunnel.  Somehow they 
knew where it was.  They outnumber us by thousands upon thousands.” 
      “How did they get that many soldiers here without us even knowing?” 
asked Sir Donaldson. 
     “They had to have come in by spacecraft,” answered Sir Richard, “which 
means somebody had to turn off the defense shield.” 
     “Another traitor?” asked Sir Leonard. 
     “I’m afraid so,” answered Richard, “but we have no idea who.  All the 
Knights of Saldiacus are here, so it must be one of the King’s Knights.” 
      “What are we going to do,” asked Sir Lionel.  “We can’t just sit here.  If 
they get the princess to open that door, the whole kingdom could be done 
for!” 
     “We need to pray,” I said. 



     “What?” responded Sir Lionel, “Nobles don’t pray.  Nobles don’t believe 
in God.” 
     “Well,” I continued, “now might be a good time to start.  We need help, 
and He may be the only one who can help us now.” 
     “I don’t know,” responded one of the King’s Knights. 
     “Sir James is right,” interjected Sir Donaldson.  “We can’t do this on our 
own.  Surely we’d be foolish not to acknowledge the existence of a higher 
power!” 
     “They’re right,” added Sir Richard.  “Our forefathers, those who formed 
the Knights of Saldiacus, believed in God.  The original Knights of 
Saldiacus always prayed before a mission.” 
     “Very well,” said Sir Lionel, “we’ll give it a try.” 
     We all joined hands and formed a giant circle.  We bowed our heads, and 
as one, we lifted our voices forth to the Almighty. 
     “Father God,” I began, “forgive us for ignoring you for so long.  Turn our 
hearts back to you and make us your people once again.  We thank you for 
the blessings you have bestowed upon us through out the years, and we 
know that even in these dark times your hand is operating behind the scenes.  
We beseech You for the answer to our problem.  Please help us to save the 
kingdom.  Guide us Lord.” 
      “Lord,” began Sir Richard, “I know it has been too long since the 
Knights of Saldiacus have raised their voices to you, but we look to you 
now.  Lord, Your will be done today, even if it means that we lose.  Lord, 
whether we are to win or to die here today, we pray that Your plan, Your 
will, Your economy would be fulfilled in these events.” 
      “Your will be done, Lord.” All the knights spoke together in unison, 
“Amen.” 
      And for that moment, we felt a tremendous peace fall over us.  The 
terror, the anxiety, the pain went away during that time.  Following the 
prayer silence filled the room.  We still didn’t know what to do, but we felt 
comforted. 
     Suddenly the silence was broken by a loud beeping from one of the 
computers.  It beeped an annoying noise and flashed alerts across the screen. 
    “What is it?” I asked. 
    “The computer has located another way into the palace!” exclaimed Sir 
Richard.  “Many years ago the palace was destroyed in a fire.  They rebuilt it 
in the same spot, but apparently they never dug up any of the underground 
chambers.  The original escape passage is still intact about 3 feet under the 
current passage.  It leads into a room that is below the landing bay.  From 



there, we should be able to climb up into the landing bay and get into the 
palace!” 
     “Let’s do it!” yelled Sir Leonard. 
     Then we stopped.  We needed to take a moment to acknowledge the real 
source of this information.  “Thank you, Lord!” we all prayed together.  
From now on the Knights of Saldiacus belonged to God. 
     Then we gathered our gear and made our way to where the old secret 
passage entrance was suppose to be.  Many of us were limping, my arm was 
still in great pain, and one or two had to stay behind because they could not 
walk at all; but nonetheless, we were determined to get our kingdom back.  I 
was glad it was my left arm that was broken and not my right.  I still had my 
right arm to handle my sword. 



CHAPTER 10 
 
     The entrance to the old secret passage was at Saldiacus Falls located 
about forty miles from the palace.  Obviously, it took us some time to get 
there.  We gritted our teeth and bared our broken arms, fractured legs, 
scratches and bruises.  We had a princess to rescue. 
     We had to wade out into the river and walk straight through the falls.  On 
the other side of the falls was a big cavern.  It went back about ten feet, but it 
didn’t seem to go anywhere.  Then Sir Richard put his hand on a stalactite 
and pushed it forward.  There was a loud creaking noise as old dusty gears 
turned, and then a door opened.  We went in. 
     It led us down deep underground.  We used the electricity on our swords 
to light the way.  We walked for hours down the narrow passage.  It was 
cold and damp.  Then we reached a dead end! 
    “It looks like the ceiling collapsed and blocked the passage!” yelled Sir 
Lionel. 
     “We can’t stop now!” responded Sir Richard.  “We’ll have to dig our way 
through!” 
     We took our swords and began carefully shooting beams of electricity at 
the fallen rocks.  Little by little we were able to dig a hole through them.  
But just when we saw the other side, it collapsed over again, filling in our 
hole. 
     “We’re going to have to move them by hand!” commanded Sir Richard. 
     I’m afraid I wasn’t much help there, having a broken arm and all.  
However, those who were able worked for hours moving out the rocks until 
the way was clear.  We continued down the passage.  Several hours passed 
until we reached a door. 
     Sir Leonard grabbed the doorknob and slowly turned it.  The door 
hesitantly creaked open.  We walked into a room under the hanger bay.  It 
was apparently the original landing pad!  There were rows and rows of space 
fighters lined up across the room.  They all bore the insignia of the Knights 
of Saldiacus.  None of us had even known that they were down here.  They 
wore the thick blankets of dust collected over the many years of nonuse. 
    “Sir Richard,” I inquired, “why did the Knights of Saldiacus leave the rest 
of the kingdom and come here?” 
     “I don’t know,” he answered, “but it may be about time we returned to 
space.  I’m certain that this trouble runs far beyond our planet!” 
     We searched the hanger until we found a service door leading up into the 
ceiling.  We climbed the ladder and passed through the ceiling.  Sure 



enough, we found ourselves in the new landing bay.  The King’s shuttle (the 
one that wouldn’t work) sat there quietly, and next to it stood the little 
fighter that I had flown not that long ago. 
    But there were also several other vessels in the landing bay, ships that I 
had never seen before.  They were of all sorts of sizes and shapes from any 
number of different worlds.  Some had huge massive engines while others 
had small focused jets.  Some sported large weapons and missiles while 
others seemed to be more focused on carrying passengers. 
    We stood there in awe for a moment before gathering our senses together. 
    “This way!” commanded Sir Richard.  He led us to the adjacent wall, 
entered a number on a hidden keypad, and a hidden door opened out of the 
wall.  “We can get anywhere in the palace in these secret passages!” he 
exclaimed. 
     We walked through the secret entrance in the wall.  The passages were 
narrow and dark.  We could hear voices from the adjacent hallways.  We 
strolled through the secret passage for quite sometime following Sir Richard.  
Then finally we reached our destination.  It was the door, the door that had 
behind it the power to control the kingdom.  The secret passage did not go 
past the door, rather, it stopped there. 
     Through a small peephole I could see Elizabeth.  Some soldiers were 
forcing her body up against the indentations in the door. 
     “I don’t get it!” yelled one of the soldiers in frustration.  “How does this 
thing work?” 
     “Set her down,” commanded one of the men in the hall.  “Princess, I need 
help here,” he spoke sarcastically.  “Tell me how to get this door open.” 
     “I told you, Count Carliantason,” the princess responded, “I don’t know 
how the door works!” 
     “You expect me to believe that the key does not know how to unlock the 
door!” he yelled in anger. 
     “I’m telling you the truth!” she squealed as he hit her across the face with 
the side of his hand. 
      We climbed back up the secret passage into the next hallway.  There 
were too many soldiers around Count Carliantason for us to start our attack 
there.  It was enough to know that they had not gotten the door open.  We 
found an empty hallway not far from the door and exited the secret passage.  
I flipped the electricity on in my sword.  It hummed and sputtered and then 
came to life.  The other knights did the same.  We crawled silently down the 
hallway ready to pounce on the first soldier we see. 
      Cautiously we slid down the hallway.  We were filled with anxiety.  We 
knew we were greatly outnumbered.  The knights all knew that Count 



Carliantason was better than all of them put together.  Nobody could beat 
him, except perhaps; just maybe, it was possible that I could. 
    As we passed a room with a door slightly ajar I heard some muffled 
moaning coming from inside.  I stopped and peaked inside the room.   The 
others kept going.  Inside the room I saw the king.  He was tied to a chair 
and had a gag in his mouth.  I cut him free of his ropes and helped remove 
the gag. 
    “Thank you, Sir James,” spoke the king.  “I’m really glad that you’re 
here…  Is your arm okay?” 
    “It’s broken, but I’ll survive,” I answered.  “So far, it appears that Count 
Carliantason had been unable to get the door open.  Elizabeth has done well 
at resisting his attempts to force her to unlock it.” 
     “James,” spoke the king, “don’t worry about the door.  You need to 
concentrate on getting control of the palace back.  My daughter is not really 
the key; she’s a decoy!  No matter what they do with her, it is not possible 
for her to unlock that door.  Carliantason must be stopped before he realizes 
that.  If he finds out that she’s a decoy, then he’ll start searching for the real 
key.  For now, the real key is safely hidden away on another planet.” 
     “Don’t worry, sir,” I responded.  “I won’t let you down!” 
     “James,” he said, “I know you won’t.  You never have!” 
     The king grabbed his sword, and we continued down the hallway.  The 
other knights were perched around the corner from Count Carliantason and 
his soldiers trying to figure out what to do.  Elizabeth was still at the door 
being forced upon it.  Count Carliantason was getting quite impatient. 
    “We need a distraction,” I told the king.  “Any ideas?” 
    “There’s a maintenance walkway above the hallway.  It goes right over 
where the princess is,” answered the king.  “Climb up there.  I’ll cut power 
to the lights, and you swing down and grab the princess.” 
     “Sounds good,” I responded.  “Let’s do it.” 
     I tiptoed over to Sir Richard and told him our plan.  He approved.  The 
king then showed me how to get into the maintenance walkway.  I climbed 
in and carefully crawled forward.  I had to make sure that I didn’t make any 
noise as I crawled across the metal grids.  Slowly, step-by-step, I moved 
across the walkway until I was directly above the princess.  Elizabeth saw 
me.  I motioned for her to stay where she was.  I then set my sword to 
produce an electric beam that could carry me down like a rope. 
     Sir Richard saw that I was in place.  He gave the signal. 
     “Princess!” yelled Count Carliantason. “If you don’t give me the answer I 
am going to beat you and violate you until you can’t stop scr…” 



      The palace lights went out.  I activated my sword and swooped down on 
the electric beam.  Elizabeth, able to see me by the light of my sword’s 
electric beam, jumped into my arms.  We sailed back up into the ceiling.  
The knights charged through the dark.  By now the emergency lights had 
come on so there was some light, though it was dim.  The soldiers were 
confused and disorganized.  Swords flew through the air, and soldiers fell to 
the ground.   
     “Get yourselves together!” screamed Count Carliantason.  “Fight back!” 
     Soon the soldiers got themselves together and began firing laser canons.  
The knights blocked the laser fire with their swords.  Then with a swoosh, 
another pile of soldiers fell to the floor. 
     “Use your swords, not your lasers!” yelled the Count. 
     It was too late, the last of the soldiers fell to the ground.  Count 
Carliantason stood at the end of the hallway with his sword drawn.  On the 
other side of the hallway the Knights of Saldiacus stood with their swords 
drawn.  Nobody moved.  They stood there still as statues.  It was a standoff.   
     Count Carliantason broke the silence.  “Who among you is brave enough 
to take me on?”  
      Nobody answered.  The knights all knew that the Count was the best 
sword fighter in the kingdom.  He was, but now there was a new guy in 
town!  I knew I could take him.  I forgot about the pain in my left arm, and I 
walked forward. 
     “I’ll take you on!” I said boldly. 
     “You?” laughed Count Carliantason, “a rookie.  You just became a 
Knight of Saldiacus!  You really think you can take on a master, especially 
when you have a broken arm.” 
     “On guard,” was my only response.  My broken arm hung limp at my 
side as I made my way down the hallway towards the Count.  My right arm 
felt extra strong as the adrenaline rushed through my body.  When I stood 
directly in front of him, he thrusted his sword.  I parried and swung around 
to meet his next blow.  Our swords clattered and sparked as they hit together 
again and again.  We both stood our ground as our swords clashed to the 
right and then again on the left.  Then I pushed him backwards.  He 
responded by causing me to stumble backwards.  Our swords hit up above 
our heads, and then swung together to the left.  “Bam! Clang! Slam!” The 
swords smashed together. 
     Just then hundreds more soldiers came piling into the hallway.  The other 
knights turned to face them.  There were soldiers everywhere.  The knights’ 
swords flew through the air, blocking lasers, hitting swords.  In all the chaos, 



the Count and I still continued our fight.  I pounded him with thrust after 
thrust.  I could tell that he was tiring. 
     “I remember you,” he said between breaths.  “You were the young lad 
who jump me off the horse those many years ago.” 
     Our swords clashed and clanged, left, right, left, center.   
     “But that means you’re a commoner, James,” he laughed.  You don’t 
belong here.” 
     “Commoner or not,” I responded while we continued our fight, “I’m 
better than you.” 
      His smirk left his face as he realized that I was indeed better than him.  
He turned and ran through the sea of soldiers.  There was no point chasing 
him because there were too many soldiers to battle.  I sliced through soldier 
after soldier while blocking laser blasts, but then I went by a window.  
Outside on the front lawn there were about twenty large spacecraft sitting, 
with more still coming down to land.  Soldiers piled out of the ships by the 
thousands.  That’s when I knew that we needed help. 
     I’d left Elizabeth inside the secret passage, and I knew I had to get there 
too.  I began to cut my way through the soldiers to a place where I could 
safely enter the passage.  Sir Donaldson and Sir Leonard caught my eye, and 
I motioned for them to follow me.  Our swords slashed left and right, taking 
out soldier after soldier.  We blocked laser fire the whole time.  The laser 
fire was everywhere.  Smoked steamed up from the walls where lasers had 
hit.   
     We made our way down the hall through the soldiers.  Then I saw 
Elizabeth’s hand under a stairway.  There was a drop of about seven feet 
under the stairs.  I motioned to the other two, and we jumped out of the fight.  
We landed in a bundle on the floor below the stairway.  I bit my lip to keep 
from screaming forth from the pain.  It felt as if my left arm was burning in 
the fires of hell!  I had no control over it anymore.  It hung lifeless at my 
side.  I pulled myself together.  The pain would have to wait. 
     Elizabeth opened the door to the secret passage, and Sir Donaldson, Sir 
Leonard, and I slipped in. 
     “Where’s Sir Richard?” I asked. 
     “He’s on the far side of the hall,” answered Sir Donaldson.  “We can’t get 
to him.” 
     “He’s going to have to surrender,” I said.  “There’s just too many of 
them!” 
     Shortly after that I heard Sir Richard signal his surrender.  The laser fire 
stopped and the hallway became quiet. 
     “Let’s go,” I whispered. 



      “Where?” asked Elizabeth. 
      “To get help,” I answered.  “Follow me.” 
      I led them down the passage back to the old landing bay where the old 
Knight of Saldiacus Tactical Fighters sat collecting dust.  We climbed out of 
the passage into the old hanger.  I immediately went to what seemed to be 
the main computer in the room, and turned it on.  To my surprise, it still 
worked.  It began its boot-up sequence. 
     “Pick a ship!” I commanded.  We each choose a vessel.  Elizabeth chose 
to ride with me. 
     The computer beeped to indicate that it was ready.  I studied the screen 
carefully.  It had a layout of the launch bay. 
      “It looks like they built over the main way out of the landing bay,” I said, 
“but the computer is showing me a secret runway that exits out by the 
waterfall.  We’ll have to go that way!” 
     “You do realize,” said Sir Leonard, “that none of us have ever flown a 
spaceship!” 
     “I have,” I answered.  “You can do it, just follow my lead.  The stick on 
your left is throttle – it controls your speed.  The stick on the right is your 
directional control.  Left and right are obvious, pushing the stick towards 
you will take you up, and pushing it away from you will take you down.” 
     “How do we start the engines?” asked Sir Donaldson. 
     “We need a key,” I answered. 
     The computer immediately responded by sliding out a tray.  The tray had 
on it ten keys.  They were numbered and so were the fighters.  I picked up 
the keys we needed. 
      I turned the key, and my fighter sputtered, coughed, hacked, putted, and 
finally roared to life.  Sir Donaldson’s made a loud clang and then sent 
sparks flying everywhere.  Black smoke curled up from the engines.  It set 
the water sprinklers off.  Sir Donaldson jumped out of the fighter, grabbed 
another key, and jumped into another fighter.  His second fighter started up 
right away without any trouble.  Sir Leonard already had his engine running. 
     There were intercoms in the cockpit, and we each put the intercom 
headset on. 
     “God be with us,” I said through the intercom. 
     “God be with us,” they repeated. 
     Elizabeth kissed me gently on the cheek from the seat behind me.  “I 
hope you know what you’re doing!” 
     “Let’s do this,” I said through the intercom, and then nudged my fighter 
forward.   



      The fighter floated off the platform, and the landing gear automatically 
retracted.  The two other fighters did the same.  I led the way down the 
secret runway.  It was an underground cavern that twisted and turned.  We 
went straight for about a mile and then had to make a sharp right.  The 
tunnel straightened back up, but then suddenly turned left and downward.  
We navigated our fighters through all the twists and turns.  After awhile, we 
felt like we were getting a pretty good handle on controlling these ships.  We 
continued to increase our speed, spreading across the walls with our engines 
roaring.  Then suddenly an alarm went off in my ship.   
     “Stop!” I yelled through the intercom as I brought my fighter to a halt.  
The fighters hovered in the air above the cavern floor.  In front of us the 
cavern was blocked.  Apparently there had been a cave in. 
     “What do we do?” asked Sir Leonard. 
     “We cut our way through,” I answered. 
      I switched on the laser canon on the fighter and began firing at the rock 
in front of me.  Dust and debris exploded across the cavern.  When the dust 
all settled, there was a hole big enough for us to get the ships through.  We 
continued down the cavern.  The cavern turned right, then left, and then a 
really sharp right.  My fighter nearly scraped the cavern wall making the 
turn.  Then suddenly the path made a sharp turn downward.  I pulled forward 
quickly on the stick, and the fighter plunged down the cavern.  SPLASH!  
We smashed into the water.  The cavern was flooded!   
     The fighter floated helplessly in the water.  The engine sputtered and 
sparked trying to stay alive.  A button started flashing in the cockpit and an 
alarm sounded.  Sir Donaldson and Sir Leonard splashed in behind my 
fighter. 
     “James,” yelled the princess, “try hitting the button that’s flashing!” 
     I reached out and press the flashing button.  The alarm stopped.  There 
were a couple clank noises from the back of the fighter, and then the engine 
changed over to a quiet hum.  The fighter moved forward.  I had control 
back!  I yelled instructions over the intercom to the others.  Who would have 
thought that the fighters were designed for underwater use!  
     We followed the cavern underwater for another mile.  Then we passed 
through a downward draft of water, and the ceiling disappeared.  I realized 
that we must have passed under the waterfall into the river.  I pulled back on 
the stick, and the fighter began to rise toward the surface.  As the nose broke 
through the water and into the air, the button began flashing again.  I pressed 
it, and the engine changed from a hum to a loud flaming roar.  The fighter jet 
broke free of the water and climbed into the sky!  Sir Donaldson’s and Sir 
Leonard’s fighters broke free of the river too.  We soared into the air, 



climbing higher and higher.  My right hand clasped the control stick firmly 
as we rattled through the atmosphere.  Elizabeth controlled the throttle since 
my left arm was unusable. 
     The ships rattled and roared as they passed through the atmosphere, but 
soon the colors faded and we slipped into the black of outer space.  Stars 
filled the sky in a blanket of twinkling glory.   
     There was only one large ship in orbit around the planet.  Apparently they 
weren’t expecting Saldiacus to have any spacecraft.  We coasted out of view 
without being seen, or so I thought.   
     Suddenly an alarm went off in the fighter!  A handful of small fighters 
were approaching from behind.  I’d never engaged in a space battle before! 
     “We need to make a light speed jump!” I told the other knights.  “My 
computer is transmitting coordinates to your computers.  When I say, press 
the red button” 
    The enemy fighters came into range and started firing at us. 
    “Hold your course!” I yelled to the others, “just a few more seconds!” 
    I waited, and then the red button started flashing, indicating that the 
computer was done calculating our course. 
     “Now!” I yelled. 
     In a big burst of light our fighters entered light speed.  The stars streaked 
by on both sides.  The fighters rattled and rumbled, complaining of their old 
age.  Then, suddenly the steaks of light faded and the stars returned to 
normal.  A big bright planet stood before us. 
     “Attention, unidentified vessels,” immediately came over the intercom, 
“you have been detected by the Droford Security Grid.  Please identify 
yourself!” 
    “Droford Security,” I began, “this is Sir James of the Knights of 
Saldiacus.  We have an emergency situation.  We are requesting to land 
immediately.” 
    There was a short pause.  “Knights of Saldiacus, you are clear to land on 
landing platform Delta Five.  We are transmitting the coordinates to your 
computer. 
     Our ships glided through the atmosphere and prepared to land on 
platform Delta Five.  We didn’t have to do anything.  The computer had full 
control of the vessels.   
     Delta Five was an outdoor landing platform about fifty feet from the 
Admiral’s complex.  As our fighters came down on the platform, people 
began to gather around.  Apparently our fighters were attracting some 
attention.  Security came out and blocked off the landing pad so that the 
people couldn’t get to the fighters. 



     I felt a slight nudge, and the engine shut off.  We were on the ground.  I 
hit a button, and the cockpit slid open.  I tried to lift myself out, but I 
couldn’t.  The pain overtook my whole body.  Elizabeth climbed out, and Sir 
Leonard helped her pull me out.  I set my feet on the ground, struggling to 
keep conscious.  I had ignored the pain until now, but it demanded attention.  
It would no longer be ignored.  It screamed, and it ached. 
     People gathered around the landing pad as close as security would allow 
them.  They stared at us as if we were something really special.  They 
cheered at our arrival.  Some of them yelled out “They have returned!” 
     Then Admiral Alloson approached me.  “Welcome back, Sir James, and 
welcome Knights of Saldiacus.” 
     “What’s with the people?” asked Sir Donaldson. 
     “Your fighters,” answered the Admiral.  “There are pictures of them all 
over the planet.  They are part of a legend.  The legend states that when the 
Knights of Saldiacus return to Droford, it will be the sign that a new era of 
peace will begin.  And indeed, today, the Knights of Saldiacus have returned 
to Droford!” 
     “I wish our return…” I was having trouble speaking.  The pain was 
overtaking me.  “I wish our return was for…  pea.. ce.”  I gasped for air.  I 
was getting dizzy.  
     Elizabeth stepped in, “We are here because the capital planet, Saldiacus 
itself, had been overrun.  The king is held hostage.  There are thousands 
upon thousands of soldiers swarming the planet, looking for the key.  We 
need reinforcements.” 
     “How did these soldiers get to Saldiacus without being detected?” the 
Admiral pondered.  “There must be a hole in the defense grid!” 
     Just then I passed out from the pain. 



CHAPTER 11 
 

      I awoke a short time later in the medical quarters.  The admiral, the 
princess, and all the knights were gathered around me.  The doctor moved 
towards me when he saw that I was awake. 
    “You’re going to be alright James,” he said.  “If this had been five years 
ago, we would have had to amputate your arm. Your bones were fractured in 
a thousand pieces.  However, thanks to an invention called the “recalcifier” I 
will be able to reform your bone.  Your arm is already in the device and the 
process has already begun.  In about fifteen minutes your arm will be as 
good as new.” 
     “Thank you doctor,” I answered. 
     Just then an officer burst into the room and approached the Admiral. 
     “Admiral!” he began, “we found a large rip in the security grid.  It 
extends from Planet Saldiacus all the way to the edge of the empire!” 
     “How is that possible!” exclaimed the Admiral.  “How is it that we did 
not detect it earlier?” 
     “Well Admiral,” the soldier paused, “it’s not a malfunction.  That section 
of the security grid was shut down by somebody with a valid authorization 
code.  It had to have been an inside job, and it probably originated from 
planet Saldiacus itself!” 
    “I hate traitors!” mumbled Admiral Alloson.  “Override the authorization, 
I want that part of the security grid back online today!  Also, assemble the 
fleet.  We’re going to visit our capital planet!” 
    With that command, the whole complex suddenly filled with life: officers 
and soldiers running down the halls, communications calling in all personal, 
and technicians inspecting all the equipment and aircraft. 
    “Your arm’s ready,” announced the doctor.  He removed the device, and I 
lifted my arm.  All the pain was gone, and I had complete control over it. 
    “Just like new,” I said, “thanks doc.” 
    “Just doing my job,” he answered. “It’s an honor to operate on you, Sir 
James.  Now go do your job.” 
    “Yes, sir!” I responded. 
    The Admiral led us down the hall to the strategy room. 
    “Okay,” he began, “Knights of Saldiacus, give us any information you can 
to help us coordinate our attack.” 
    “There was only one ship in orbit around the planet,” responded Sir 
Leonard. 



     “Good,” responded the Admiral.  “They don’t expect any resistance.  Our 
first priority will be to take out that ship.  We need to hit them before they 
know what’s happening – before they can tell anyone that we’re here.” 
      “There is a secret landing bay entrance to the palace,” I said.  “The only 
problem is that it begins underwater.  The Knights of Saldiacus fighters 
operate under water…” 
     “but ours don’t” interrupted a pilot. 
     “We can still use that to our advantage,” responded the Admiral.  “Let the 
Knights enter the palace by the secret entrance, and…” 
     “Admiral,” I interrupted, “there is another secret entrance your men can 
enter by foot.” 
     “Very good,” he responded.  “Bravo Company will land at the secret 
entrance and enter the palace on foot.  Blue Company will remain out of 
sight in the skies until we signal them.  We’ll take the palace from the inside 
out!” 
    Just then another officer ran into the room.  “Admiral!” 
    “Yes Lieutenant,” 
    “We have the holes in the security grid back online!” 
    “Good work!” 
    “but sir, we have detected five large battle cruisers.  They are halfway to 
Saldiacus!” 
     The Admiral paused a minute.  “Have they passed by Planet Spoolton 
yet?” 
     “No sir, they have not.” 
     “Good,” the Admiral smiled.  “Contact Spoolton’s Security Force.  Tell 
them to expect company.  They are to send their entire battle fleet, all 
seventy-five starships, to intercept our intruders.  They are to take all five 
cruisers prisoner.  They are not to destroy them, unless they are forced to.  I 
want somebody alive to answer some questions!” 
     “They have seventy-five starships?” exclaimed Sir Donaldson.  “That’s 
quite impressive!” 
     “Planet Spoolton is a planet of ship builders,” answered Admiral Alloson.  
“They build all our fighters, battle cruisers, space destroyers, starships and 
carriers. 
    “Okay, those five battle cruisers will not be a problem for us,” continued 
the Admiral.  “First, we need to immediately take out the ship in orbit 
around the planet.  Second, the knights will enter their secret landing bay, 
and Bravo team will land outside the secret passageway.  Bravo team will 
enter the palace on foot by way of the passageway.  Blue Company will 
maintain a watch over the skies until we signal that we are in position.  Then 



Blue Company will disable all enemy aircraft on the ground.  Red Company 
will maintain a perimeter in orbit around the planet.  Red Company is to see 
that no enemy ships leave the planet, and that no new ships reach the planet.  
Let’s do this!” 
    Another officer entered the room. 
    “Admiral, the fleet is ready and waiting your arrival.” 
    “That quick?” asked Sir Leonard. 
    “Impressive, isn’t it?” responded the Admiral.  “Let’s get you to your 
fighters.” 
     On the way to our fighters, we met up with a technician.  “We’ve made a 
few updates to your fighters.  We’ve upgraded your computers, increased the 
process speed, and upgraded the tactical protocols.  The engines we left 
alone.  I’ve never seen anything like them.  They don’t seem to be based on 
combustion at all.  They seem to be completely hydraulic…” 
     “Which explains why they can operate underwater, “finished Admiral 
Alloson.  “This technology must have been experimental.  None of us have 
ever seen anything like it before.  Surely, this could be a break through in 
clean energy use.” 
     We arrived at our fighters and climbed in.  The Admiral stepped into a 
shuttle and was flown to the command ship.  We started our engines and left 
the launch pad.  We met up with the rest of the fleet just outside the planet’s 
atmosphere.  We all set our course to Saldiacus.  It was time to take our 
home back! 
     The whole fleet jumped to light speed.  We came out of light speed a safe 
distance from Saldiacus.  We didn’t want to be detected.  Three battleships 
then sped quickly towards the ship in orbit around Saldiacus.  They 
approached it at high speed, and began firing as soon as they were close 
enough.  The ship released several small fighters.  The fleet sent several 
hundred fighters to engage them.  The battleships quickly destroyed the 
ships communication array.  After about five minutes of intense fighting, the 
ship signaled its surrender.  The battleships circled it, and the Admiral sent a 
boarding crew.  They arrested everyone onboard and brought them to the 
holding cells on one of the fleet’s starships.  They left the ship in orbit, with 
no one on board.  They shut off all the computers and one of the starships 
locked a hauling laser onto it and towed it off into space. 
      It was time for action.  The starships made a perimeter in orbit around 
the planet.  It was their job to make sure nobody came in or out of the planet 
without our permission.  Then it was our turn.  The Bravo Team escorted us 
(the Knights of Saldiacus) through the atmosphere on the far side of the 
planet where we hoped to avoid detection.  We then flew at ground level 



towards Saldiacus Falls.  The Bravo Team landed around the waterfall and 
got out of their ships.  They marched through the waterfall and followed our 
directions into the secret passage.  They sprinted down the passageway.   
     The Knights of Saldiacus, myself included, plunged our ships into the 
water.  We pushed the button that made the ship work under water and 
navigated our way into the secret landing bay.  After a short time underwater 
my ship roared out of the wetness and into the canyon that led to the palace.  
The other knights followed a short distance behind.  Princess Elizabeth 
clutched my hand tightly.  She was getting nervous.  We all were.  We were 
almost there, and this was going to be one nightmare of a battle! 
     We reached the end of the canyon, and the wall opened up to reveal the 
old landing bay.  We glided in and landed.  Quickly we climbed out of our 
ships, grabbed our swords, and prepared to fight.  Then we waited for the 
Bravo team to come out of the secret passage into the landing bay.  After 
about fifteen minutes they arrived.  The Bravo Team was led by a young 
man named Captain Leothean.  He was the only one on Bravo Team who 
had a sword instead of a laser canon. 
     “Sir James,” said the Captain, “we need to scan out the situation – get an 
idea how many soldiers there are inside the palace and how many ships are 
outside the palace.” 
     “Follow me,” I responded.   
     We all climbed out of the landing bay into the secret passages that went 
through the walls of the palace.  We went down the passage from peeping 
hole to peeping hole.  The entire palace seemed to be wall-to-wall soldiers.  
They were everywhere, and they covered every inch of the palace! 
    “This looks bad,” commented Captain Leothean.  “Let’s see the outside.” 
    I then led everyone up to a look out window that was part of the secret 
passage.  The great lawn in front of the palace was covered in battle cruisers.  
There must have been at least fifty of them, maybe more!  The outside of the 
palace was also covered every inch with soldiers. 
    “What’s that?” asked Elizabeth, pointing to a spot where the soldiers seem 
to be circled around something. 
    “Binoculars?” I asked. 
    One of Captain Leothean’s men handed me a set.  I looked out through the 
binoculars.  The soldiers were gathered in a circle around a wooden 
platform.  There were several men on the platform. 
     “Can these magnify more?” I asked. 
     “Press this button,” the Captain instructed. 



     I pushed the button and the scene became completely clear to my eyes.  
The men on the wooden platform were my friends, fellow Knights of 
Saldiacus.  One of them was Sir Richard!   
    “They’ve captured several of the Knights of Saldiacus, and they’re going 
to kill them!” I exclaimed.   
     “We have to rescue them!” exclaimed Elizabeth. 
     “This is not good,” said Captain Leothean. “Blue Company won’t be able 
to start the aerial assault until we get those men out of there!  We need to be 
quick!” 
     “The bushes go right next to the platform they’re on,” said Elizabeth. 
    “What?” responded the Captain. 
    “There are secret passages down the middle of the bushes,” she answered.  
“We can go straight across the lawn all the way to the platform without 
being detected!” 
    “Very good,” said the Captain, “lead the way.” 
    “There’s one problem,” I interjected.  “The passage ways are a confusing 
maze.  It could take hours to figure out how to get there!” 
    “No it won’t,” responded Princess Elizabeth.  “I know the way.  I use to 
play in the passageways all the time when I was little girl.  I know every 
single one.” 
     We sprinted through the maze of secret passageways with Elizabeth 
leading the way.  We soon came out of the palace and into the center of the 
bushes.  We decided to walk from this point, less we make too much noise.  
As we walked down the center of the bushes toward the platform, I could 
overhear Count Carliantason speaking. 
     “Where is the Key?” he yelled at the captured knights.  “If you tell me I 
may just spare your lives.  I’ve searched every inch of the palace.  She has to 
be on this planet.  Where is she!” 
     “You’ll never find her!” yelled back Sir Richard. 
     “You’re a fool, old man!” Count Carliantason responded.  “Prepare to 
die.” 
     We reached the edge of the platform.  I peaked through the bushes, and I 
could see Sir Richard.  He was on the edge of the platform almost right 
above me. 
     Count Carliantson turned and addressed the soldiers that were gathered 
around.  “Finally we will be rid of the Knights of Saldiacus.  They have 
stood in our way for so long, but now they will stop us no more.  The 
kingdom is ours!”  The soldiers broke into a cheer.  The noise roared 
through the air. 



     While the Count was speaking, I fired a tiny energy blast from my sword 
into the chains around Sir Richards’ hands.  They fell off, but nobody 
noticed in all the excitement.  He continued to hold his hands behind his 
back as if they were still tied. 
    Then the Count turned to Sir Richard.  “This is your last chance old man!  
Where are the other Knights?  Where is that pesky boy who keeps getting in 
my way?  Where is the Princess?”  Sir Richard remained quiet.  Captain 
Leothean’s men drew their weapons, and the Knights of Saldiacus drew their 
swords.  Sir Leonard handed me a spare sword.   
     “No answer!” raged Count Carliantason.  “It’s time for you to die!” 
     Captain Leothean took the first shot with his e-sword.  He shot Count 
Carliantason straight in the chest.  The Count tumbled off the platform and 
fell to the grass below. The soldiers drew their laser canons.  Sir Richard 
pulled his hands forward, and I tossed the extra sword to him.  He caught it 
and immediately swooshed across the chains of the other knights, breaking 
them free.  Laser fire exploded forth from every direction.   
    “This way!”  I yelled to the Sir Richard and the other knights. They all 
climbed through the bushes and into the passage with us.  In all the chaos 
nobody really saw what happened, and the soldiers were all in confusion. 
     Then one of the soldiers exclaimed, “They’re in the bushes!” 
     Elizabeth pushed a button on the ground, and an energy barrier appeared 
on either side of us.  Then laser fire ripped through the bushes and sparked 
into the barrier.  It protected us!  The bushes burned in flames as we ran 
down the middle toward the palace. 
     “Blue Company,” spoke Captain Leothean in his communicator, “this is 
Bravo Team.  You are clear for air strike.  I repeat, you are clear for air 
strike!” 
     “Rodger, Captain.  Commencing air strike.” 
     Suddenly the sky filled with fighters and battleships.  Blue Company 
ripped across the sky.  They fired at the soldiers on the ground and sent 
bombs down on their ships.  Explosions burned all over the palace lawn.  
Soldiers ran back in forth in chaos.  Some tried to fire back at the fighters 
from the ground, but they were soon toasted.  Some of the soldiers tried to 
make it back to their ships, but their ships were already piles of flame! 
     With the ground cleared out, Blue Company landed on the palace’s front 
lawn.  It was time to storm the palace!  Blue Company’s men piled out by 
the hundreds and approached the palace door.  We began to fight from the 
inside, popping out of secret passages.  We swung our swords, and Bravo 
Team fired their lasers, dropping soldiers by the hundreds before 
disappearing again into the secret passage. 



     Blue Company blasted its way into the main hall.  The soldiers tried to 
hold their ground.  They weren’t going to let Blue Company get past the 
main hall.  Blue Company fired forth, and the soldiers returned fire.  
Explosions ripped all over the main hall.   The chandelier came crashing to 
the hallway floor, it’s crystal décor shattered all over.  It seemed that they 
were at a stalemate.   All the soldiers in the palace gathered in the main 
hallway to stop the invasion. 
    We came up behind them.  I drew my sword, and we rushed in behind 
them, slicing down as many as we could before they realized what was 
happening.  We were able to take out several hundred soldiers in a matter of 
seconds.  The remaining soldiers split up.  Half of them concentrated on the 
battle with Blue Company, and the other half turned to face Bravo Team and 
the Knights of Saldiacus.   
    Bravo Team had to stop firing so that we could do our thing.  We swung 
our e-swords through the air, slicing soldier after soldier.  Our swords 
blocked their laser fire.  Soon the other half of the soldiers turned to face us.  
Blue Company trimmed them down from behind, and we slaughtered them 
head on.  It wasn’t long until the remainder finally surrendered. 
    We turned our swords off, and Bravo Team put their laser canons away.  
Blue Company led the prisoners down to the ships.  Smoke rose from the 
hallway floors.  Fires stilled burned in the bushes outside the palace. 
    I looked at the scorch marks on the palace walls, and the broken 
chandelier on the floor.  “It could have been worse,” I said. 
    Elizabeth laughed and guided me into her lips.  We embraced in a 
passionate kiss that lasted several minutes.  “It could have been much 
worse,” she whispered. 
     “Let’s find your father,” I suggested. 
     “I’m right here!” responded the king as he crawled out of his hiding spot.  
“Good work Sir James!” he exclaimed.  He and Princess Elizabeth embraced 
for a big father daughter hug. 
      Captain Leothean walked up to me, “Keep up the good work,” he shook 
my hand.  “The Admiral has called for the fleet to return to Droford.  
Perhaps we’ll meet again.” 
     I watched as the ships ascended into the sky above the burnt lawn.  
Scorch marks covered the ground and blast holes burned in the grass.  The 
ships left the atmosphere, and the fleet returned home. 
     “Looks like we have some cleaning up to do!” exclaimed the King. 



CHAPTER 12 
 
     A sad peace settled across the kingdom.  It was over, but so many friends 
died.  There were four less towns on Saldiacus, and in their place stood 
ruins, still smoking with the ash of their horrible demise.  Surely the planet 
Saldiacus would never be the same again.  Nonetheless, we knew that our 
lives had to go on.  We did the best we could to live normally again. 
     With Count Carliantason gone, there seemed to be little for the Knights 
of Saldiacus to do.  We tried to help out in the reconstruction of the palace, 
but the king insisted that we take some time off.  He told us that we needed 
to take a well-deserved vacation.  Being the Knights that we were, we 
insisted that it would not be right for us to rest until the kingdom was 
restored.  So the king made it an order.  We were on vacation, and we were 
under royal order not to work! 
      I decided it was a good time to spend more time with Elizabeth.  I found 
her in a park a short ways from the palace playing with two young girls.  
One of the girls had fiery red hair that ran down the length of her back.  She 
was seven.  The other girl was a brunette.  She was a little taller and very 
slim.  She was ten.  They were playing taffle-ball.  Taffle-ball was a game 
where a ball was kicked across a field toward two goals.  The goals sat side 
by side, and the idea was to kick the ball into the opponents’ goal.  Elizabeth 
ran across the field kicking the ball with the two girls chasing her.  The red 
head managed to get in front of her and took the ball from her.  She passed it 
to the brunette.  The brunette kicked it at the goal.  Elizabeth blocked it.  
They all laughed as the force of the ball sent Elizabeth backwards on the 
ground.  She saw me standing there as she pulled herself up. 
    “Hey handsome!” she called out.  “I’m surprised to see you here.  
Thought you’d be working!” 
    “Your father forced us to take a vacation!” I exclaimed. 
    “Funny,” she responded.  “He did the same thing to me!” 
    The two girls ran up to Elizabeth and hugged her. 
    “Who are the cuties?” I asked. 
    “These are my new step sisters,” she responded.  “My father adopted them 
this morning.  Their parents were killed in the explosion at the Flowers of 
Fornastro Resort.  The red head here is Rachel, and the brunette is Cynthia.” 
     “Hello Rachel and Cynthia,” I said. 
     They giggled.  “Hi,” they said bashfully. 
     “Now don’t be shy,” I responded. 



     “You’re a legend,” said Cynthia.  “I don’t know how to speak to a 
legend.” 
     “Am I a legend already?” I sulked.  “Now girls, legend or not, I’m just a 
person just like you.  There’s nothing to be afraid of.” 
     “Elizabeth thinks you’re hot!” blurted out Rachel has she flipped her 
fiery hair back with her fingers. 
     “Rachel!” Elizabeth’s face turned bright red.  She didn’t know what to 
do. 
     I looked Rachel straight in the eye and told her, “You tell Elizabeth that I 
think she’s really hot too.”  Rachel giggled.  She then turned to Elizabeth, 
“He thinks you’re hot too!” she exclaimed. 
     Elizabeth’s embarrassment left her, her face lit up.  “Really?” she asked. 
     “Of course,” I answered.  “I would of thought you knew that by now.”  I 
leaned over and gave her a quick kiss on the lips.  The girls giggled in 
silliness. 
     The four of us played games until the sun faded on the horizon.  When 
the time came to go to bed, Elizabeth and I tucked the two girls in and read 
them a bedtime story.  Then I escorted Elizabeth to her room and kissed her 
goodnight.  As I started to leave, she stopped me. 
     “It doesn’t have to be goodnight,” she whispered.  Passion burned in her 
eyes. 
     “Yes it does, my love,” I responded.  She frowned slightly.  “It wouldn’t 
be right for us to spend the night together yet.”  She whimpered slightly.  
“Be strong,” I said.  “When we are married, I will spend every night with 
you.” 
     She smiled.  “May it be soon.” 
    I kissed her one last time.  “Very soon,” I whispered in her ear, and then 
returned to my room. 
     The next couple of days went by like a fairy tale.  Elizabeth and I went on 
several dates, played with Rachel and Cynthia, and dreamed of a future 
together.  Rachel and Cynthia became very close to me, and I thought of 
them as being my own sisters. 
    Then one day, before Elizabeth awoke, I told Rachel and Cynthia that I 
was going to propose to Elizabeth.  They giggled in excitement.  I told them 
to gather tons and tons of flowers and place in a special location. 
    That afternoon I invited Elizabeth on a canoe ride.  We paddled out into 
the lake, staring into each other’s eyes.  We spoke very little that afternoon.  
We were just happy to be in each other’s gaze. 
    “These past days have been wonderful,” said Elizabeth.  “I wish they 
would never end.” 



     “Maybe they won’t,” I responded, as I navigated the canoe into a special 
cove.   
     Cynthia and Rachel had done their job well.  There were flowers set up in 
beautiful rows all along the shore.  The canoe glided into a tunnel of pink, 
blue, and yellow petals.  Elizabeth gazed around in amazement. 
     “Did you do this?” she asked. 
     “Elizabeth,” I began, “I never wanted the responsibility of being king.  
I’ve never aspired to the throne, nor am I even sure that I belong there, but 
one thing I know.  I would do anything to spend my life with you.”  I got 
down on one knee in the bottom of the canoe.  “Elizabeth, Princess of 
Saldiacus, will you marry me.” 
     “Yes!” she exclaimed.  She threw herself at me, and I held her while we 
kissed and kissed and kissed.  Then we set the canoe on land and went for a 
romantic dinner at a nearby restaurant.  We took Cynthia and Rachel with 
us. 
     As we entered the restaurant, we heard yelling and screaming. 
     “I demand that you remove this man from my presence at once!” spoke 
one of the voices.  “A commoner in a place like this!  How insulting!” 
     “But sir,” spoke the commoner, “we have the money, and it’s our 
anniversary.  We just want to have a nice dinner.” 
     “You don’t belong here,” responded the man. 
     “Now, Mr. Pipring,” spoke the restaurant owner, “It’s their anniversary.  
They can afford our prices.  I’d like to let them stay.” 
     “No,” spoke the man.  “I will not hear of it.  You let one commoner stay, 
and the whole place goes down hill!  Get him out of here.” 
     I had to step in.  “Does he look any different from you and I?” I asked 
Mr. Pipring.  “Is he not the same species?  Does the fact that he was born 
under a certain title make him any different?” 
     “Who are you?” demanded Mr. Pipring. 
    “My name is Sir James.  I am a Knight of Saldiacus,” I pronounced.  
“This man will stay as my guest.” 
    “No,” responded Mr. Pipring. “He will leave this restaurant immediately.  
I am a representative of the Nobles Parliament.  I outrank you.  The 
commoner will leave.” 
    “With all due respect, Representative Pipring,” interjected Elizabeth.  “I 
would like the commoner and his wife to stay and have dinner with us.” 
     Pipring recognized who Elizabeth was immediately, “Very well, 
Princess.  I will leave it be, but I am not pleased.”  Then he left. 
     “Thank you, your highness,” responded the commoner.  “We greatly 
appreciate your kindness.” 



     “What are your names?” Elizabeth asked. 
     “I am Robert Hillshirer.  This is my wife Paula.”  
     “And what anniversary are you celebrating?” I asked. 
     “It is our twentieth wedding anniversary,” Robert answered. 
     Elizabeth and I looked at each and smiled.  One day we would celebrate 
our twentieth anniversary, or so we thought.  We invited Robert and Paula to 
join us at our table. 
      “I don’t know that I could feel right eating at the Princess’ table,” 
responded Paula. 
      “Nonsense,” answered Elizabeth.  “It’s time for our people to grow.  The 
cast system is ancient and primitive.  We should be beyond this by now.  My 
father, the king, dreams of a day when all men will be born equal, each 
allowed to choose his own destiny.” 
     “Really?” asked Robert. 
     “Yes really,” answered Elizabeth.  “Ironically, it is his first step towards 
democracy that hinders his progress.  He created the Nobles Parliament to 
introduce the idea of people choosing representatives to rule over them, but 
the Nobles Parliament now stands in his way.  All the knights and all the 
royalty are ready to do away with the cast system, but the Nobles Parliament 
holds onto their nobility and blocks every effort to bring equality.” 
     “Why doesn’t your father do away with the parliament?” asked Paula. 
     I decided to answer that one, “because if he did, he would be 
undermining the very roots of the democracy he was trying to create.  You 
see, if the king can dissolve the parliament anytime he doesn’t agree with 
their decision, then the parliament means nothing.  In order for democracy to 
come forth, the parliament must be allowed to make its own decisions.” 
    “Give them time,” added Elizabeth.  “Eventually they will be made to see 
that we are all the same.” 
    “Is that an engagement ring on you finger?” Paula asked, changing the 
subject suddenly. 
    “Yes, it is,” Elizabeth answered.  “James proposed to me just a few hours 
ago.” 
    “You two will make a cute couple.  I guess that means you’ll be the new 
king,” Paula said to me.  “I know you will be a just king…   wait…  I know 
you.” 
    “Quiet yourself,” Robert said to Paula. 
    “It’s okay,” I told them.  “Elizabeth has known for a long time that I was 
born a commoner.” 
    “I am a friend of your fathers,” responded Robert.  “He misses you.” 



     “I would like to see him,” I responded.  “I guess it would be hard to get 
him to the wedding without giving away our secret.” 
     “The prophecies are beginning,” exclaimed Paula. 
     “What prophecies?” I asked. 
     “You do not know?” said Robert.  “There is a set of prophecies 
concerning the return of peace to the entire Empire of Saldiacus.  These 
prophecies center around two people.  One of those two people is the key, 
the key that will unlock the power to take complete control over the 
kingdom.  The second person is a special king.  They speak of a just and 
noble king who was born a commoner.  It is said that he would be the first 
commoner ever to become a noble.  By marrying the Princess you become 
king, which means you are the fulfillment of that part of the prophecy.” 
      “Wow!” exclaimed Elizabeth, “that’s heavy!”  
      “Well,” I said as I lifted my glass to toast, “to a new lasting era of 
peace!” 
      We all lifted our glasses together in a toast. Then Elizabeth and I kissed. 
      “Do we get to be in the wedding?” asked Cynthia. 
     “Of course you do!” exclaimed Elizabeth. 
      It was a perfect night.  I had my fiancé by my side, my stepsisters 
giggling on the other side, and the hope of a lasting peace in my heart.  For 
the first time I had a reason to believe that just perhaps I belonged here.  
Elizabeth kissed me on one cheek, and the girls kissed me on the other.  I 
sighed a happy sigh.  It was a perfect night. 
      Wouldn’t this make a beautiful ending to such an epic tale?  Oh, how I 
wish my story ended here, but it was not to be. 
     As we were getting ready to leave and return to the palace, Sir Davidson 
and several of the King’s Knights walked into the restaurant.  They seemed 
to be acting rather uncertain and even sheepish. 
    “Something wrong?” I asked. 
    “Yes,” he answered.  That’s when I noticed that there were tears running 
down his cheek.  
     “What is it?” 
     “James,” his voice crackled.  “I can’t do this.” 
     “What?” 
     He was a wreck.  His voice cracked and tears poured down his face. 
     “James,” he continued. “I’ve been…” he paused. “I’ve been sent here by 
the Nobles Parliament…” he paused again, sighed, and caught his breath.  
Then he gulped.  “I’ve been sent here to arrest you…” 
     “Arrest!” exclaimed Elizabeth. 



     “for impersonating a noble,” he gulped again.  “A crime punishable by 
death.” 
     Elizabeth sat in shock for a minute. 
     “Run James!” exclaimed Sir Davidson.  “I’ll tell them you weren’t here – 
that I couldn’t find you.  Go and hide!” 
     “I’ll go with you,” added Elizabeth. 
     “No,” I responded.  “A knight must face the consequences of his actions.  
I am a commoner.  I broke the law – I impersonated a noble.  I must go to 
court and stand trial for my actions.” 
      “I can’t arrest you,” Sir Davidson said.  “I don’t know what to do.” 
      I look at him candidly and said, “You must do your job.”  I kissed 
Cynthia and Rachel on the head and turned to Elizabeth.  I gave her a deep 
passionate kiss.  “Don’t worry,” I assured her, “we’ll work this out.”  Then I 
turned back to Sir Davidson.  “Do your job.  Take me in.”  I turned myself 
over to him, and he hesitantly took me back to the palace to place me in the 
dungeon until the time of my trial. 
      “We are all on your side,” Sir Davidson said to me after locking me in 
the dungeon.  “All the knights will testify on your behalf.  You’ve done so 
much for the kingdom, the Nobles Parliament will have to overlook this!”  
He paused.  “You are one of us.  We stand together with you.” 



CHAPTER 13 
 
     The next day I was brought to trial before the Nobles Parliament.  All the 
Knights of Saldiacus and many of the King’s Knights were there.  Elizabeth 
and her father also were there.  Even my father was there. 
     “James,” began one of the men of the parliament, “you come before us 
today accused of impersonating a noble, a crime not taken lightly by us.  It is 
a crime punishable by death.  How do you plead?” 
     “I am guilty of this crime,” I answered. 
     “Then there is nothing more to be said,” responded the parliament. 
     “Wait!” exclaimed the king.  “There is still much to be said.  We wish to 
testify and plea on the accused behalf.” 
     “Very well,” responded the parliament. 
     “First of all,” began the king, “we have to call into question the very law 
that makes James’ actions a crime.  It is a law that is as old as the Kingdom 
of Saldiacus itself…” 
      “Nonetheless, it is our law!” exclaimed the parliament. 
      “Have we not grown past this?” continued the king, “This man has on 
more than one occasion saved my life and the life of my daughter.  He has 
exercised more bravery and more courage than I have ever seen in a man 
before.  Sir James, a Knight of Saldiacus, may have been born a commoner, 
but I assure you that there is nothing that is common about this man.  I plea 
that you drop the charges!” 
     Sir Richard came forth to testy next.  “Indeed, this man is anything but 
common.  I met James when he was very young.  He wanted to be a knight, 
and I am the one that made the arrangements for him to become one.  
However, it is not what we have done for him that has made him a knight, it 
is what he has done for us.  He has reminded us what a knight should be.  
Never has there been a knight more chivalrous, more selfless, and more 
courageous than Sir James.  As far as I am concerned, James is my brother, 
and I stand with him.  Drop the charges!” 
     Sir Davidson took the stand next.  “I’ve stood before this council before.  
I was branded a traitor in this very room many years ago.  Unable to provide 
adequate evidence, you sent me to the Outer Patrol Station to rot away.  I 
thought my career was over until I met Sir James.  His energy and kindness 
encouraged me, and he helped me take command of the Outer Patrol Station 
and brought hope back to the knights who were stationed there.  He helped 
me clear my name.  I am once again counted as a Knight of Saldiacus 



because of this man.  He has touched all of our lives.  I say that he be 
declared a noble, for he is more noble than any man in this room!” 
     It was here in this moment of affliction that I realized that I really did 
belong here with my fellow knights.  They were my brothers, and they 
testified one by one on my behalf.   
     “What makes a knight?” the palace doctor asked the Parliament.  “Does 
the place of his birth really mean anything?  Is it not courage, is it not 
chivalry, is it not selflessness that makes a knight true?  The oath that the 
Knights of Saldiacus recite says ‘loyal unto the grips of death.’”  However, 
until I met James, I’d never known a knight who truly lived by that oath.  Sir 
James has been in my medical quarters time and time again with wounds 
inflicted in the line of duty.  Sure all knights get injured now and then in the 
path of duty, but James’ injuries were different.  He had a broken back once 
because he jumped off a horse straight into a traitor.  He was caught in the 
back draft of an explosion.  He was knocked off his horse and carried 
through the air.  He landed on his left arm and shattered it.  Yet, when he 
found out the palace had been captured he continued to fight, even taking on 
the Count himself in a one on one sword fight.  He fought the pain and 
piloted a fighter to Droford to get help.  When he landed on Droford he 
passed out from the pain.  The doctor on Dorford told me that there was 
practically nothing left of the bone in his left arm.  Now that is a man who 
puts the good of the kingdom ahead of his life.  Sir James lives up to the 
code of the Knights of Saldiacus more than any other knight.  He has again 
and again proved that he is indeed loyal unto the grips of death.  Let him 
continue to protect and serve us.  I, for one, sleep better at night knowing 
he’s here.” 
     The next witness took me by surprise.  How did she even know about the 
trial, nonetheless get here? 
    “My name is Princess Erinyetha, ruler of Broobeless.  We joined the 
Saldiacus Empire just a short time ago thanks to Sir James.  He was left 
behind on my planet when he and another knight came in search of a cure 
for your princess.  He was lost in an unfamiliar place, but when he saw me 
in trouble he still came to the rescue.  He even helped my family and I 
restore our rule from the evil race that had usurped our throne.  On 
Broobeless there are no commoners, but if there were I could never believe 
that James was one.  I have found there to be nothing common in this man.” 
    Mr. Pipring then stood up and spoke before the Parliament.  “Perhaps 
James has done great things, but he has done them under the cover of a lie!  
He is not one of us, and he defies what we are.  The Knights of Saldiacus 
now pray to God!  Nobles do not do this!  He allows common filth to eat in 



the same restaurants as we do!  They claim James has done many good 
things, but what I see is a man undermining everything we are!” 
     “I can be silent no longer,” Elizabeth said as she took the stand. 
     “No!” commanded Mr. Pipring.  “A princess may not testify in a court 
trial!” 
     “Shut up!” she yelled.  “I don’t see how you can be so blind.  The same 
blood flows through you and I as flows through the men you refer to as 
common!” 
     “Blasphemy!” screamed Mr. Pipring. 
     “You sit here arrogant and proud of your heritage, but I tell you your 
heritage is garbage!  You’ve not earned your place here, you’re only here 
because you were born in a certain place!  James is the only man in this 
room who has truly earned a place of honor.  How dare he teach the knights 
to pray you say?  You think you know so much!  Nobles don’t pray you say, 
but your own grandfathers bent their knee before the Almighty in times of 
trouble.  You despise me and make me sick!  My father created this 
Parliament as the beginning of a democratic system, but you’ve stood here in 
your arrogance and blocked his every effort to build his dream of a free 
kingdom.” 
     “Sit down!” yelled the Council Leader.  “You are a princess!  You are not 
to testify.  We forbid it.” 
     “I do not recognize your authority over me!” she glared at them.  “You’re 
afraid!  The prophecies are coming true, and you can’t handle it.  You can’t 
handle the thought of being equal with your common brothers.  Admit it!  
You’re afraid that he’s the one!” 
     “Shut your ugly lips, girl!” yelled Mr. Pipring. 
     He went too far.  The king stood up with his knights on both sides. 
     “What did you say to my daughter?” he asked as he glared at Mr. Pipring. 
     “Forgive me your majesty,” he responded, “but she overstepped her 
place.” 
     “Remove him from the council!” demanded the king.  His knights moved 
forward to carry out his command. 
     “Wait!” spoke the Council Leader.  “If you interfere with our judgment 
then this council means nothing.  You gave us the authority to deal with 
certain crimes.  You gave us the authority to choose our representatives.  If 
you remove Mr. Pipring without our consent, then you undermine our 
authority and your democratic experiment is over.” 
      The king sighed.  “Very well.” He glanced over at his knights.  They 
backed off and returned to his side.  He sat down. 



     “Princess,” said the Council Leader, “we have heard enough testimony.  
Perhaps you are right; perhaps we are afraid that he will fulfill the prophecy.  
In fact, I understand that he asked you to marry him.” 
     “Yes, he did,” she answered. 
     “and…” 
     “and I said ‘yes.’” 
     “Here in lies the problem,” continued the Council Leader, “we are not 
ready to accept a commoner as our king.  We find Sir James guilty of the 
charges against him.” 
      I saw Elizabeth’s heart just sink to her stomach.  Her father also sunk 
several feet, as did the knights. 
     “However,” he continued, “in light of all the testimony given today, we 
feel that we have no choice but to spare this man’s life.  He is to be exiled, 
and he must never see Princess Elizabeth ever again.  This is the decision of 
the Parliament of Nobles, and it is unanimous.  Court is adjourned.” 
      “Dad,” cried Elizabeth, “do something.” 
      “I’m sorry,” he answered, “I can’t.  I’m really sorry.” 
      “I know,” she said through her tears.  She dug her face in his embrace. 
      The knights came to escort me to a ship to be taken to my exile.  They 
hung their heads low and each one apologized to me.  It may very well be 
the first time the Knights of Saldiacus did not want to do their job. 
     My eyes caught Elizabeth’s stare as I was escorted to the exit. 
     I lipped the words “I will always love you” to her. 
     She lipped back “My heart will always belong to you, knight.” 
     Her father held her tightly in his arms, trying to comfort her as I was 
escorted out of the room.  I realized that it was quite likely I would never see 
her again.  My life was over.” 
     As we entered the landing bay, Sir Davison turned to me and said, “It’s 
not too late, take the fighter and run.  You can come back for the princess 
when she’s alone.” 
     “No,” I said solemnly.  “I appreciate your gestures.  You are my friends.  
You are my family.  If ever I doubted whether I belonged with the Knights 
of Saldiacus, those doubts faded tonight.  Tonight I learned that I truly have 
a family here.  Perhaps one day I will be allowed to return.” 
     “Don’t make us do this,” urged Sir Richard. 
     “Each of you knows that I can not run away.  I am a Knight of Saldiacus, 
and I must accept the path that lies before me.  I have been tried and found 
guilty.  You must do your job and take me to my exile.  We must all give 
thanks to the Lord for sparing my life.” 



      All the Knights of Saldiacus stood in the landing bay to see me off.  I 
climbed in the back of the fighter, and Sir Richard climbed into the front.  
The Knights of Saldiacus saluted their swords to me as the fighter left the 
landing bay.  
     We climbed into space, and I watched my home fade away in the 
distance.  For several minutes Sir Richard and I sat in silence.  We spoke 
nothing to each other, taking comfort in a mournful silence. 
    Finally Sir Richard broke the silence.  “I feel like this is my fault.  I led 
you to this end.  If I had left you alone, you would still be with your father.” 
    “No Richard,” I responded.  “Don’t ever doubt what you did.  If you 
hadn’t made me a knight, then how many people would have died because I 
wasn’t there to help?  I don’t regret my path.  Because of you, I have a large 
family of friends.  Because of you, I have had great adventures.  Because of 
you, I met a wonderful girl who stole my heart.” 
     “Thank you,” replied Sir Richard.  The fighter touched down on the 
planet of my exile. “I’m afraid that the Knights of Saldiacus will never be 
the same again.  Goodbye my friend.” 
     As I climbed out of the fighter into my exile, I said my last words to 
Richard, “You are my brother.  Keep our home safe until I return, and do not 
forget me.”  I paused.  “God be with you.”   
     Richard gave me a hug and climbed back into the fighter.  His last words 
to me were “be assured that whenever they speak of the Knights of 
Saldiacus, the noble tale of Sir James will be told…” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
To be continued… 


