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TO MOM AND DAD, who put a roof over my head, food in my mouth and, 

above all, values in my heart.
~●~
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Prologue: The Myrtle Mirror

The  long  awaited  summer  brake  has  finally  arrived  to  the  people  of  Eastshine  Lane.  A 
wonderful time to some, but intolerable heat to others. Eastshine Lane is a private street consisting of 
a chain of mansions. Owners of these lands are rich people whom had bought the lands decades ago. 
They are usually lawyers, doctors, engineers, or professors, living the luxury life along with their wives 
and children.

This story revolves around two teenage neighboring kids, one of which is from the Belushi 
household. The Belushis are headed by Isaac Belushi, a famous ambassador for countries overseas. 
Not being around a lot had turned his youngest son into a rebel. His name is Adam, and had turned 14 
this summer. Being a rebel from an early age, Adam had a Mohawk, which he dyed blue. However, it 
hangs down from his head like no Mohawk anyone had seen before. Adam was born with soft hair 
that wouldn't hold up like regular rugged hair. This was a feature he hated at first, but didn't care 
enough to make a big deal out of.

As for  the second star  of  our story,  she is  the only child of  the Affleck family.  Unlike the 
Belushis’,  the head of the family,  Walt Affleck, spends only his day out working. He is a founding 
partner of a multimillion computer software company, and the current manager. By sunset, he usually 
arrives home in time to dine with his daughter, Reem. Reem’s parents had a divorce when Reem was 
2 years old, and she had been living with her father for her entire life, which is 16 years. Reem is a 
natural blonde like her mother, and wore it in a short bob hairstyle.

The Belushi residence consisted of 5 members, including the absent husband. The mother is 
younger than most mothers in the block, and is a shopaholic. Her 3 children usually take care of each 
other. Her daughter and son have graduated with honors, and are working in privileged jobs across 
the state. But as for the youngest one of them, Adam, he is still in Junior high. He is the only child of 
the Belushi who is yet to graduate, and has a record. When not causing trouble at school, he makes 
trouble elsewhere in the neighborhood. 

Being spoiled all the time by her father, Reem is completely useless when it comes to labor. 
She depends 100% on her maid staff to do everything for her. Thanks to her father’s unlimited giving 
hand, Reem never had to work a single day in her entire life. This presented her as a snob to most 
people who knew her, yet she still has friends, all of which are girls.

The relationship between Adam and Reem is strong, but not based on friendship. Adam teases 
Reem the most of all his victims. Due to her short temper, Reem had proven herself to Adam of being 
the most annoyable kid in the block, and that’s what Adam wants. Adam finds pleasure in bugging 
Reem, and he manages to succeed most of the times. Reem knows the brat that he is, and tries not to 
pay attention to him. By doing so, he would get board and pick on someone else. However, he often 
gets on her nerves faster than she anticipates. Adam’s approaches are diverse, from splashing her 
with cold water to sneaking into her room and putting bugs in her bed. She sometimes attempts to 
chase him, but he’s quicker than most of the kids. She’d get tired, then retires in her mansion again.

One day, Adam finally crossed the line. He managed to irritate her so much that she flipped 
and started chasing him with a red face. The reason behind her reaction was that: this time, he had 
stolen something from her that made her spring off her lazy butt and chase him relentlessly. He had 
stolen her cell-phone. The big deal with Reem and her cellular phone is that, like most cell phones, it 
contained a list of all her closest contacts. Moreover, if Adam was to dial a number of her contact list, 
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the  receiver  would  think  it  was  Reem  as  her  name  would  show  up  on  their  screens.  This  was 
unacceptable to Reem, so she had to take it back at any cost.

“I’m going to kill you, you little brat!” She shouted as she chased Adam around the block with 
extreme rage. “Come and get it!” Adam said as he kept laughing and taunting Reem with her cell-
phone. He enjoyed seeing her angry.

Reem was able to keep up with Adam because of her choice for wardrobe. She didn’t wear a 
skirt, but jeans instead, azure-colored jeans was her favorite choice. Along with wearing her favorite 
light jeans, she had a bright lime-colored turtleneck tank shirt on. She wore white jogging shoes for 
comfort as well. She dressed like this not because she was a tomboy, but because she found them 
extremely comfortable, more than a sundress and sandals like most Eastshine Lane girls prefer.

As for Adam, his preference of outfit was a bit bizarre. He wore a gray metallic belt over his 
navy jeans, with matching engineer boots. For accessories, he had a black necklace underneath his 
summer salmon shirt, and wore a white sports wristband on his right wrist.

As the Tormenting went on, Adam found himself chased into a construction site. It was the 
workers’  day  off,  so  nobody was  around.  Adam didn’t  stop  there,  he  ran  inside  the  incomplete 
building, seeing if Reem dared to follow. To his surprise, she went after him. It was dark and messy 
inside, so Adam continued with caution.  There wasn’t anything on the floor other than pieces of 
wood,  bricks  and dirt.  Adam came up  with an  idea.  He decided to take this  environment to his 
advantage.  He walked silently,  tiptoeing his way across the hallways.  He schemed to find a place 
where he could hide, then scare the life out of Reem. Adam finally settled in a room, awaiting his 
victim's arrival. He waited excitedly as he heard Reem’s footsteps coming his way.

“Adam?” Reem called, terrified of the unknown dim surroundings. “Adam, this isn’t funny, 
come out!” Reem continued as her heart pounded faster. But then, Reem stopped calling when she 
saw something move. A dim figure running into a room near her. She smiled, believing it was Adam, 
and then followed the trail into the room.

After 5 minutes, Adam got tired of waiting and got out of hiding, aborting his plan. Still keeping 
silence, he walked slowly to where he last heard Reem’s footsteps. He found himself in a room with a 
tall standing mirror. This was extremely odd as there wasn’t any other furniture in this building. The 
walls weren’t even painted yet, and still had huge holes in them for electricity. He approached the tall 
mirror slowly, and realized that this was like no bedroom mirror he had ever seen before. Its frame 
had a strange design of climbing plant on it. Even though the plant is painted green, it was obvious 
that the frame was made entirely of gold as some of the paint was scratched off. The condition it was 
in gave its age away. It was definitely antique. Even the wood which was holding the frame, and acted 
like a platform for the user of this mirror, was made out of gold. Adding more to Adam’s curiosity, it 
was colored brown to resemble wood. Still, the most puzzling feature in Adam’s eyes was its long 
height. It was about nine feet tall, which was ridiculous since nobody needs a mirror that tall.

Adam  walked  on  the  steps  of  the  strange  mirror,  and  stood  on  the  platform,  facing  his 
reflection. Other than being greenish, he found nothing odd about it. As he combed his hair with his 
hands, he noticed that the surroundings in the reflection didn’t reflect the one he was in. It was a 
wooden shack instead. Adam took a few steps closer to see what was being reflected exactly. As he 
stood an inch away from the mirror, his reflection was replaced with Reem’s. Adam freaked out, and 
turned around to see if Reem was behind him. With his back to the mirror, an arm came out of the 
mirror’s  surface  and  grabbed  Adam  from  behind  and  pulled  him  in.  The  room  was  suddenly 
unexplainably empty, other than the myrtle mirror.

***
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Part I  Adam  Reem: &
A New Adventure Unfolds
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Chapter 1: There is life at the other end.

As Adam fell down on the floor, he realized that the mirror, which was behind him a second 
ago, was now in front of him. Creeped out by the hand which pulled him, Adam turned around and 
saw who it was.

“Huh?” Adam said surprised. No body was there.
Adam’s  next  step was set on the floor  of  the shack  in  the reflection.  He knew what  had 

happened, but couldn’t believe it nor explain it. He quickly turned around, and saw the reflection in 
the mirror. It was the room of which he arrived from. Adam decided not to attempt returning back 
just yet. He wanted to know where he was. Adam didn’t waste his time seeing the inside of the rusty 
old shack, instead, he walked outside through the open door. To his absolute surprise, he saw huge 
trees. Living in Eastshine Lane for his entire life, Adam has never been in a forest before. The trees 
were tall as far as the eyes could see, but they have lost their leaves. As Adam’s eyes continued to 
scan the area, he spotted Reem a kilometer away.

“Reem! How did you get here?” Adam said as he ran towards her.
“Adam? You’re here too?”
“Ah, ya … but where exactly is here?”
“I have no idea. But I know that this makes no scene at all. There are trees everywhere, which 

would mean we are in a forest.”
“In a forest? But … that can’t be. There isn’t any forest near Eastshine.”
“I know, this is way to freaky, let’s go back.”
“Go back? Are you kidding? This is totally cool! I’ve never been in a forest before!”
“Adam, this isn’t cool, we should go back right now!”
“You go, you’re not my mother. I’m going exploring!”
“Adam!”
As Adam wandered off, Reem stood in her spot torn between returning back to the shack or 

going with Adam. As much as she wanted to return home, she couldn’t because she was scared. Reem 
never admitted her fear to Adam because he would tease her relentlessly about it. But the truth 
remained,  Reem  was  scared  of  going  anywhere  alone,  especially  if  it  was  someplace  she  didn’t 
recognize. Reem’s feet ran towards Adam although she had a feeling something bad was about to 
happen.

“So, you decided you want to join my adventure?”
“Dream on!” Reem said, then added: “Just give me back my cell phone!”
“You can have it, this is way more interesting.”
Adam handed over Reem’s cellular phone. Reem immediately grabbed and checked it to see if 

it was still functioning. Reem was operating on it while walking with Adam subconsciously.
“You better thank your lucky stars it isn’t broken, or I’d have broken your bones.”
“Whatever.”
“Hey, it's gone haywire!”
Suddenly the cell phone went berserk. Some items were not showing on the screen, while 

others were moving randomly. Reem tried to call her dad, but the connection wasn’t established. As 
Reem continued to push the buttons on her cellular phone, the wind started to blow a little harder. 
Both Adam and Reem had a strange sensation as if someone was watching them. Then, they heard a 
sound. 
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“Who’s this so rude? So foul to intrude?” It said.
It was like words, only it wasn't said by a mouth, but the whispering of branches moved by currents of 
wind.

“Did you hear that?” Adam said freaked out. “I know it was just the wind, but it sounded like 
someone talking!”

“Adam, this is way too freaky, please let’s go home!”
“Yeah.” Adam was convinced; he felt  that being here was a mistake. “but … which way is 

back?” Adam realized that they were lost.
“This is all your fault! I have to get home soon before daddy arrives.”
“My fault? You’re the one who came into this strange forest.”
Then the voice spoke again: “Do not blame each other, for you will need one another.”
“Ah, there it is again! Who's there?”
“Spirit of the forest you have spawn, but my name is Enchantron.”
“Spirit of the what? .. Where are you? Show yourself!”
“I stand right before thee; I take the form of a tree.”
“Ah!” Reem fell on her behind, adding in shock: “The tree, it talks!”
“Children of the strange do not fear. I am a friend of life, come near.”
“Just where … in the world is this place?!” Reem exclaimed with popping-out eyes.
“Where are we? How can we get home?” Adam shouted requesting help.
While Reem was in shock and disbelief, Adam seamed to believe that he was talking to a tree. 

Adam wasn't stupid, nor a kid with a big imagination, but since the tree was talking back, this was 
there chance to find out where they are. As for Enchantron, the Spirit of the forest, he was angry at 
first because he thought they were faeries who had came to eat his wood. However, once he found 
out that they weren’t from around here, he decided to help them. They were lost and just wanted to 
get home. Through rhymes, Enchantron explained to them that they were no longer in their world. 
They had arrived in another world, a parallel universe ran by magic instead of technology, based on 
legends instead of theories, and dominated by faeries instead of humans. 

“Why do you talk in rhymes?” Adam asked curiously.
“Adam, that's not important right now.” Reem focused on getting help. As Reem remained 

sitting on the ground, she saw Adam talking to the tree as if trees could really talk. However, wanting 
to return, Reem played by his rules as he might be able to help. “Please Mr. Tree,”

“Enchantron.” He insisted.
“Enchantron, please, can you tell us where we can find the shack from which we came from?”
“I know not where lies that section, but can tell you where you could find protection.”
“Protection? From what?”
“Faeries will kill for the smell of meat, they eat what they find and you are a treat.”
“What? Eat human flesh? Adam, we gotta get out of here.”
“Tell us Enchantron,” Adam spoke: “where could we find the people who will protect us?”
 “Go north then west, according to my knowledge, there you shall find the hidden village!”
“Whom do we ask for?” Adam asked.
As Adam continued to request information from the tree, Reem became more suspicious. Still 

thinking logically, Reem doubted the tree and believed that there was someone hiding behind the 
tree while talking to them. She didn’t believe that they were in another world. Reem got up, and 
walked around the tree that was making the sounds and voices. It appeared to be a normal everyday 
leafless  tree.  As  she  observed  the  tree,  she  realized  that  it  only  had  too  large  branches  which 
resembled arms. Also, there was a little stump on top which resembled a head. Unexpectedly, the 
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stump turned around facing Reem.
“You insult me when I am a friend, but I am no fool, this aid must end!”
Enchantron was insulted by Reem’s disbelief of him. He loathed anyone who thought he was a 

fraud,  and  so,  he  rewarded Reem with  a  hard  hit  by  his  branch.  Adam ran  towards  Reem,  but 
Enchantron gave him a swing as well. The two were knocked away a couple of meters of their own 
standings. Fortunately for them, they weren't injured badly. Adam got up angry at Reem.

“What’s wrong with you?” Adam shouted at Reem.
“What?”
“Why did you have to go and do that? Couldn’t you see that I was getting directions?”
“I’m sorry, I didn’t –”
“Dumb girl, now we’re lost for good! All thanks to you!”
“… Fine, if I’m such a dumb girl, let me relief you by giving you space!”
Reem got up angry at Adam and started marching away. She was upset and angry, but above 

all, she was scared. The last thing she wanted was wondering off on her own, but she couldn’t take 
the insults from Adam anymore. Adam made a mistake when he wanted to be adventurous, and 
Reem forgave him for that. But when she made one mistake by doubting Enchantron, he didn’t give 
her a chance. Adam wanted her to stay, but his pride prevented the needed words to exit his mouth.
“Fine! Just leave! It’s not like I need you to get me into trouble!”

Adam just stood, not sure what to do. As Reem disappeared more and more into the woods, 
he thought of what would happen if something was to happen to her. He can’t return home without 
her, because everyone will ask him what happened. And this episode from ‘the twilight zone’ wasn’t 
something he could explain. Adam decided to follow Reem.  

Chapter 2: Locked up

“These are strange creatures.” A voice said, hiding behind a tree. 
Reem walked through the dark woods smiling. She was smiling because she noticed that Adam 

was following her, hiding behind trees. She said nothing to him so that Adam would remain thinking 
she wasn’t aware of his presence. If she talks to him, his ego might flee him away from her. As long as 
they were together, speaking wasn't important.

The two soon left the woods, but only to enter another. Unlike the first part of the woods, this 
one was green. There were leaves on the trees and grass underneath their feet. As the woods became 
greener, Reem heard a sound. It came from the bushes near her. She realized that she wasn't alone, 
but Adam wasn't the suspect. As Reem stopped to look around, 3 strange men in green appeared in 
front of her.

“Intruder, stop!” One of them ordered.
“Aaah!” Reem screamed as she fell on her back.
Reem was speechless, terrified from the three. Although their overall figure was human-like, 

their looks were not. Their skin pigment was lime, while their hair was olive. They had long pointy 
ears, by which they were able to hear Reem coming and ambush her. Their entire choice of cloth was 
green, from their top hat to their tap shoes. The only thing which wasn’t green was their rods. In their 
left hands they carried polished red sticks, which appeared as weapons. All 3 of them stood 4 feet tall. 
Little did Reem know, they were leprechauns.

Adam knew this meant trouble. He got out of hiding and stood next to Reem. “We're sorry,” 
he said as he placed both hands on Reem's shoulders, “we didn't meant to trespass.”

“Hah! Don't make me laugh, boy. How can anyone not mean to trespass?”
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“We didn't know this was your property.”
“You mean you don't  have a map? Impossible,  every fairy has a map of Pangaea.  Did the 

gnomes send you?” The leprechaun accused them of being the troops of their archenemies.
“Gnomes? No sir,” Adam didn’t know what the leprechaun was talking about, but tried to be 

polite to ensure his and Reem’s safety, “we're lost, we didn't mean to come here. Give us a minute 
and we'll never bother you again.”

“These creature are very strange,” one of the leprechauns spoke, “perhaps they taste good?”
“What?” Reem shouted out once she saw how they looked at her. She knew that they were 

cannibals. Adam tried to justify her scream: “No, we taste horrible!”
Adam was also terrified, but if he showed it there’s no telling what they would do.

“Silence!”  the  leprechaun  leader  replied  firmly,  then  turned  towards  the  leprechaun  who  spoke 
earlier and said: “Excellent idea, lock them up and add them to tonight's feast.”

While the leprechaun leader decided his guests’ future, Adam grabbed Reem's hand and ran 
away. He knew that being polite wasn't going to work with these monsters, and so, escaping with 
their lives was the only option left. Reem was taken by surprise when Adam decided to flee, but 
managed to run with him nevertheless. It only took a few seconds for the leprechauns to realize that 
their  dinner  was  running  away.  The  leprechaun leader  lifted  up  his  rod  and pointed  it  at  them. 
Willingly, his rod shot a laser beam towards the target. They were hit. Because they wanted them for 
dinner, the leprechaun leader didn’t use full force. Both Adam and Reem were knocked unconscious. 
Their attempt to escape was a failure.

Adam woke up in a different environment. As he came to, he saw that Reem was already 
awake.

“Where are we?” Adam asked as he recalled what happened before he blacked out.
“In a cage.” Reem answered, then asked: “Are you alright?”
“I'll be fine.” Adam replied as he rubbed the back of his head.
As Adam looked around, he saw a society. People were walking everywhere, and there were 

houses to be seen in this part of the forest. Adam’s hope was revived by seeing people again. Seeing 
that they were captured against their will, anyone of those people wouldn’t mind helping them.

“Hey!” Adam shouted, “Get us out of here!”
However, none of  the people stopped to help.  Adam stopped shouting when he caught a 

glimpse of their faces. Every one of them was a leprechaun. Adam sat down again, realizing that they 
weren't going to let them out. To them, Adam and Reem were the freaks.

“Leprechauns! They're all leprechauns!” Adam said losing hope.
“Leprechauns? What are you, 5 years old?” Reem replied, “Leprechauns don't exist. No Adam, 

we're in a crazed society with cannibals who think they're fairytale creatures!”
Adam noticed that he and Reem weren't alone in the wooden cage, there was a dozen of pigs 

oinking around. Adam knew that everything in this cage was on the menu tonight.
“We have to get out of here!” Adam whispered to Reem.
“Don't you think I've tried that?” She replied with an attitude. She wasn't angry at him, but 

frustrated by the confined small space and the smell of the pigs. “I've tried to break free while you 
were asleep, but every time I try Mr. poker over there pokes me with his stick!”

There was a leprechaun guard watching over the cage. Adam looked at him, then gave it a 
rest.  With  no  way  out,  he  gave  up  as  well.  They’re  completely  surrounded  by  leprechauns 
everywhere. With nothing else to do, Adam talked to Reem.

“How exactly did we get here?”
“The leprechauns caught us, remember?”
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“No, I mean here, in this crazy part of the world. I mean, do you know how we got here in the 
first place?”

“Well, I don't know about you, but I saw someone running into a room in that building we 
were in earlier, you know, the one with the mirror in it, but when I followed him in, I didn't see where 
he disappeared to. I thought it was you.”

“I thought it was you too! I mean, when I followed you into the room with the mirror, I saw 
your reflection in the mirror seconds before I was sucked into it! I thought for sure you pulled me in!”

“Weird.”
“Yeah.” Adam replied. After that, everything was quiet for a while, then Adam spoke again. 

“You know, I just realized something, this was the first conversation we ever had when we're not 
fighting! Figures, we have to be locked up to talk!”

“Don't look at me, I have nothing against you, you're the one who's always picking a fight!”
“That's because you irritate me, you and your easy life!”
“What are you talking about? I don't have an easy life!”

“Yes you do!”
“Trust me, being 16 is anything but easy!”

“You're such an idiot! You're life is perfect and you complain!” Adam started shouting, “You 
get everything you want on demand, and your dad is actually in your life, I grew up without one. My 
pops is always out of town, I never see him, even on holidays!”

After the outburst, Adam sat down, and everything was quiet again.
“I don’t see my mom everyday like you,” Reem related to Adam, then added: “you’re lucky.”
“Lucky? My mom acts like a teenager 24/7, I think you’re the fortunate one.”
Things returned quiet again, Reem didn’t want to engage in an argument. However, Reem saw 

that Adam was sad. He was a rich kid, but she saw that he never really cared about money. All what 
Adam's father, Isaac Belushi, wanted was to bring home more money. What Adam really wanted was 
a family. Reem wasn't sure what to say, but she wanted to raise a smile on his face, even if it meant 
him picking on her again.

“Did your mom really change her name to Gigi?” Reem said giggling.
“She’s a kid!” Adam replied, commenting on his mother's lifestyle.

As they sat there, a leprechaun carrying a huge plate came to the cage. He opened the door and 
placed the plate on the floor.

“Complements from the chef!” the leprechaun said as he served food to them, then left.
“Food! Great, I'm starving!” Reem said as her mouth watered upon seeing the tasty meat.
“Don't eat, Reem,” Adam warned, “they just want to feed us to make us fat.”
“Get real, Adam,” Reem replied as she jerked out a piece of the strange brown meat, “you 

watch too much TV!”
“Don't believe me? What do you suppose the slimy stuff all over the meat is? It's grease and 

fat, Reem! They're planning on fattening us up, then cook us for dinner.”
When Reem visualized Adam's theory, she lost her appetite. Although she was hungry, she was 

also starting to feel sick. Both Adam and Reem stayed away from the meat while the pigs dug in.
“Do pigs eat meat?” Reem asked curious.
“Not that I know of.”
They just left it at that, seeing that nothing was natural in this place. Soon, the Sun sat down 

and it was nighttime. Adam and Reem said nothing while they stared at each other. They knew that 
their time was up, because the leprechauns had already started a bonfire.

“We have to get out of here, Adam!”
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“Don't you think I know that? If you have a plan, I'm all ears!”
Both of them had nothing. There was no way out with all the leprechauns lurking around. Even 

if they did find a way to open the cage, how would they escape? As Adam’s mind wandered thinking 
of a plan, the chef came. Naturally, he was also a leprechaun.

“Still skinny, eh? No matter, I’ll just have to add a potion to grow your flesh out of proportion.” 
He said, adding a slight smile while moving his tongue around his lips.

As the guard opened the cage's door, Reem realized that this was it. They had to escape. No 
time for plans, no time for backups, no time for anything. They either die now, or die trying. With no 
plan, Reem just seized the moment by planting her foot in the guard's overgrown stomach. When he 
fell on the ground, she grabbed his red rod and pointed it at the chef.

“Foolish girl, you can't use this rod against me, you're not a leprechaun!” he laughed.
Without knowing how, she fired a laser at the chef. Everyone stopped from moving and stood 

put. One of the leprechauns came closer to check on the chef. He was dead.
“You killed him!” He shouted at Reem.
Reem, who was terrified to death, dropped the rod. Before the leprechauns could grab it, 

Adam jumped towards it and snatched it from under their noses.
“Stay back!” Adam shouted, “Take one step closer and it will be your last!” Adam threatened 

them with a weapon he knew nothing about. “How does it work?” He asked Reem whispery.
Reem was too shaken to answer, because she had just killed a man. Without knowing it, she 

used full power on him.
“Reem, snap out of it!” Adam shouted as he continued pointing the rod at the leprechauns, 

shifting randomly and nervously from one to another. “It was either him or us! Now tell me how it 
works!”

“I don't know!” She shouted back, “I just wished it would fire and it did!”
That's when Adam knew how it works. Wishing is the trigger to this strange device. Adam got 

out  of  the  cage  while  holding  their  weapon  against  them.  “If  you  move,  I  will  kill  you!”  Adam 
threatened the leprechauns.

“We just want to leave!” Reem spoke up as she got out of the cage. “Let us go in peace and 
you can have your weapon back!”

“Reem! What are you doing?” Adam whispered angrily.
“No more killing, Adam, please.”
“We need this rod to survive!”
“Funny, seeing how it only kills!”
As they fought, the leprechauns drew out their rods. When their adversaries are distracted is 

an excellent time to strike. Adam noticed their move and shoved Reem out of the way as he took 
cover behind a tree. The leprechauns opened fire at Adam, while Adam shot back as he signaled 
Reem to remain crouching. Seeing this rod as an instrumental of death, Reem grabbed a hold of the 
rod and threw it away.

“Reem!”
“Adam!” She shouted back, then grabbed his wrist and ran away. With no weapon in hand, the 

best chance for survival in Adam's eyes was to do as Reem wanted.
The leprechauns did not follow them. They were just glad nobody else was injured in this little 

strange fight.  “How did they used it?” The leprechaun leader said confused, “no fairy other than 
leprechauns can use it!” Then, the leprechaun leader came to a conclusion that those beings might 
not even be faeries. “These are scary creatures.”
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Chapter 3: Standing Tall

“We’ve been walking for hours, Adam, my feet are killing me, let’s rest a while.”
Hearing her plead, Adam only slowed down, but didn't stop. He wanted to rest for a while as 

well, but wasn't sure if that was a good idea, seeing that there are creatures who want to eat them. 
Adam wanted to blame Reem for throwing away the rod, but he was too tired to shout anymore. He 
wanted to use whatever energy he had left to get them out of danger. On top of that, he couldn't risk 
her going emotional on him again, this time, she might lose more than her freedom.

“We can’t, Reem, there’s no telling what will  happen to us if  we do. It’s still  amazing that 
we’ve managed to escape those leprechauns.”

“I told you Adam, there’s no such thing as leprechauns, we escaped a cannibal tribe full of 
maniacs dressed like fairytale creatures.”

“Still, the danger was real.”
It was clear that Reem was determined that she was in their world, maybe not Eastshine Lane, 

but definitely not a parallel  world. Adam have somewhat accepted their fate. Seeing that they're 
nowhere near home, he was willing to play by the rules to get home. For Adam, he didn't have much 
to go back to, but after living in this savage world, he was willing to go anywhere but here.

Without realizing it, the time was later than they had thought. Because they were walking for 
hours, they thought it was only midnight, however, as the sun came up, they knew it was dawn. As 
light was restored in the sky, Adam saw less woods in front of them, and exhaled in relief thinking 
they were out of the woods.

“Finally, the sky again!” Reem said as she looked up at the blue clear sky.
It was a little bit dark as the sun was just rising, but it was also clear and windless. Adam and 

Reem had exited the forest and set foot in a tallgrass environment. The height of the grass reached 6 
feet tall, that's a feet higher than Reem's height. Reem was a few inches higher than Adam, but even 
she couldn't see beyond the high grass.

“We better walk carefully here, there's no telling if a lizard or a snake is nearby.” Reem advised 
Adam as she walked with caution. “And also, be careful not to step into any holes, you never know 
what might be inside.”

“Yes mother.” Adam replied sarcastically.
As the two walked through the tall grass, Reem accidentally stepped on something living. She 

knew it was living because it moved. She quickly jumped back, shivering behind Adam. The object 
resembled five small intact twigs; however, they seemed to be in pain.

“Relax, will ya? It's probably nothing!” Adam said as he acted macho.
Suddenly, a long stick fell out from the tall grass. Adam crouched to see it up close. Seeing it 

more closely, Adam saw that the stick was related to the five small twigs, which were in fact tall 
fingers. This all made sense now; it wasn't a stick, but an arm.

“Walk away slowly.” Adam instructed Reem carefully as he tiptoed away from the arm.
Believing that the creature wasn't aware of their presence, Adam thought if they avoid it they 

would escape another unwanted episode. Adam didn't see what the creature was, but knew that the 
odds were against him being a friend. As the two kids retreated, Reem stepped on a twig, breaking it. 
As she lifted up her foot from the twig, she saw that it was wired by ropes to a tree. Within seconds, 
she, along with Adam, were pulled up into a confined net hanging from a branch. It was a trap.

As Reem struggled to get free, Adam saw the creature which was lying on the ground. It got up 
and hid within the tall grass as it escaped. Adam got a close look at it, and then knew what it was. 
Adam figured that it wasn't about to leave them alone after setting up this clever trap. He thought 
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that it will call its friends, then return. Adam and Reem waited against their will in the uncomfortable 
confined space, hanging from the branch. Over fifteen minutes passed, and still, there was no sign of 
anyone. The sun was up by then. Waiting around for him to return was the last thing they wanted, but 
they had no choice in the matter.

“Great, locked up again.” Reem complained as she shared even a more confined space with 
Adam than the last prison. “Hello, anybody there?” she shouted out, then turned towards Adam, “you 
know, if you're gonna kidnap someone, the least you could do is have the curtsy to stick around!”

“Be careful what you wish for.”
“Why, you think they want to eat us too?”
“No, they're trows.” Adam identified the foes. “Trows don't eat flesh.”
“Grow up, will ya? First leprechauns and now trows, this isn't a fairytale Adam.”
“Fine, what's your explanation of it then?”
“Humans of course, stupid dangerous fairytale-crazed cannibal humans.”
“Humans do not have 3 feet long arms thinner than a bone!”
“Their starved, happy?” Reem replied, then said: “What's that?”
Reem heard a sound in the tall grass. Something was moving, heading in their direction.
“Adam!” She screamed terrified.
“Be quiet! Whatever you do, don't show him that you're scared.
As Reem panicked, the trow jumped out of the grass and into Reem's face. She kept her mouth 

shut as he stared right in her face. He had a huge flat face, which was a meter wide. It also had a beak 
like an ostrage. He had a slim waist and a very tall thin neck. Like his 3 feet long arms, his legs weren't  
any shorter. His short fur was somewhat between lime and brown, but it was definitely dirty.  Reem 
was able to see small insects walking on its face, in its hair, and in and out of its nostrils. Reem kept 
her mouth shut with  both her hands,  not  wanting to shout  or  catch anything.  Adam thought  of 
rubbing it in her face like saying: “How about these freaks, you’re gonna tell me they’re people too?” 
But he didn't. He could see that she was scared.

“Get away from her, you freak!” Adam tried to scare the trow away by grabbing its attention.
“You get away from her!” the trow responded unexpectedly.
“What? Me, I'm her friend, I'm not the one who she's scared of.”
“Neither am I!” He returned back to Reem's face once more.
“Adam! I'm scared!”
“I mean it, let us go or I'll kill you!”
The trow left Reem, sticking in Adam's face: “I'll kill you!”
“I'll fight!”
“I'll fight!”
“What? Are you crazy?”
“Are you crazy?”
“What do you want from us?”
“What do you want?”
“We just want to get home!”
It seemed that the trow was able to understand words, but lacked the power to use them in its 

own constructive sentences. Adam and Reem remained calm after that, and so was the trow. As he 
stared at both of the motionless kids, Adam noticed 3 daggers were pierced on his leaf hat. Whether 
they were his or thrown at him, Adam knew that just one of those daggers would be enough to 
ensure their freedom. He just had to find a way to get the trow close enough. Then, while the trow is 
not looking, he could cut the ropes. While scheming, Adam didn't realize that the trow was gone.
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“Where did he go?”
“Who knows where that freak comes and goes! Adam, I just want out of here!”
“Hang tight, I got a plan!”
Adam explained his plan to Reem, but naturally, she was skeptic.
“And how exactly are you going to get him close to you without him staring?”
“There just has to be a way to distract him … I know, music! Trows are addicts to music!”
“And how exactly are you going to play music for him?”
“O, right. You have a point there.” With no instruments, they had to find another plan.
“Think, what else do you know about trows?” Reem encouraged Adam's plan.
“Well, they like music, they're tricksters, they go into people's houses when they're asleep ...”
“None of those things are useful to us!”
“I know.” Adam said frustrated, “Man, what I would do for an hour in the library now!”
Adam knew a little about trows, and Reem knew less. If Adam was to have his wish and be in 

the library, he could find a book about folklore and know all there is to know about his adversaries.
“I know, circles!” Adam shouted, then explained, “I saw this show about trows once, in which 

the guy drew a circle around him in the sand. He literally threw himself on his knees and scratched a 
circle around him.”

“… go on.”
As Reem gave Adam her undivided attention, he continued explaining. Remaining within the 

confines of the protective circle, the man drew another circle, and then another, continuing like this 
until the sun came out again. Then the trows vanished.

“Seriously?” She said, smiling on the junk they put on television.

“Yeah, unfortunately, the man was so terrified from the trows, he died.”

“Oh.” She replied disappointed.

“But it worked! The trows were powerless when crossing the line!”

“Still, we're too far from the ground to do that, and I just want to get out of here, I don't want 
to kill anyone else. Think of something else, Adam.”

“That's it, that's all I know. The first idea would've been great if I knew how to make music.”
“I know, you could whistle! That's music!”
“I would whistle, but I don't know how.”
“You don't know how to whistle?” she laughed!
“If it's so easy, then why don't you whistle?” Adam replied irritated by her mocking.
Reem stopped laughing, then smiled. Then, she put her lips together and blew. Adam was 

amazed by how a wonderful whistler she was. She whistled graceful with different altitudes and one 
structured rhythm. As she whistled, the trow emerged once more, but this time, he kept his eyes 
shut. He was in tune with the musical voice and captivated by its beauty. Reem's whistling exposed 
their enemies as more than one trow sprung out of the tall grass. They poped out like daisies. The 
trows were attracted to Reem's whistling, and so, they were drawn nearer to her. While they were 
blinded by Reem's whistling, Adam saw this as his opportunity and decided to seize it. He reached out 
of the net and towards the nearest trow's nearest dagger. Once he got close enough, he grabbed it 
and pulled it out slowly, but tightly so as not to drop it. Adam lifted it up and drew it into the net. 
With no time to waste, he started cutting the rope from top.

Reem was aware of what Adam was doing, and knew her crucial role in this delicate plan. If 
she lost focus of her whistling and synchronization,  the trows would certainly wake up from this 
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fantasy and see Adam's cutting. However, things didn't go as smoothly as planned. Once the dagger 
cut half way through the net, both Adam and Reem fell out of the net and onto the ground. The good 
news was they were out. The bad news was the whistling stopped.

The trows were alerted, seeing their prisoners freed.
“Run!” Adam shouted to Reem as they got up and began to flee.
The angry trows immediately drew out their daggers and threw them at the running kids. One 

dagger went extremely close to Reem's head, cutting off some of her hair. Another slashed Adam's 
shoulder, peeling off some of his skin. The trows were good and fast, but if Adam and Reem wanted 
to survive this episode, they will have to be better. This was much harder since it was in an open field 
and there weren't any trees or other obstacles to hid behind.

As the two were chased across the fields by the trows, Reem suddenly fell down.
“Reem!” Adam shouted as she disappeared from his sight, but soon he followed.
Reem was falling off the hill, and so was Adam. It appeared to be that the fields of tallgrass 

was on top of a hill. As the two rolled around uncontrollably down the hill, Adam lost the dagger. 
After a long way down, the falling and rolling came to a stop.

“... Aaw!” Adam said out of pain.
Adam was cut in many places, and there was blood coming out from multiple areas. Luckily for 

him, none of the cuts were deep. Reem was more or less in the same condition, but as she landed on 
her butt, she was less injured. She got up and walked unstable towards Adam.

“Adam, are you alright?”
“Ah, no, I think I broke my back!” Adam exaggerated, “I'm gonna need you to carry me!”
Reem hit Adam on his head. “Get up.”
Reem raised her head, looking up the hill. “Look! They’ve stopped following us?”
“Yeah,” Adam said getting up slowly, “I don't think this is their territory.”
“Then, whose territory is this?”
Adam and Reem looked around, seeing a vast wasteland of nothing other than sand. Adam 

didn't answer Reem, or even think about that question for that matter. He was afraid of thinking what 
might come next.

Chapter 4: Under the Yellow Sun

As the hours ran while the two walked, Reem began to lose energy. She was barely lifting up 
her legs to walk. Then, she stopped. Adam turned around.

“Adam, I can't go any further, I hadn't eaten anything for ages.”
“Just hang in there,” he encouraged her, “there's nothing else we could do right now.”
Then, she fell on the ground: “Adam! I'm starving!”
“Don't collapse on me, come on. We have to get to that village the tree spoke of, I can feel it’s 

close by.” He lied in an attempt to revive her dying hope. Adam placed her left arm over his neck. 
Although she was extremely weak, she got up and walked with him. “Just hang in there, cause when 
we get there, I'll get us some food, and water, and a comfortable bed to lie on.” He filled her with 
hope.

“What if they won't give us food, and water, and a comfortable bed?”
“Then we'll have to work to earn it.”
“Work just to eat plain rice?” She stood up energized, “You're kidding, right?”
“I wish I was.”
Fearfully, Adam knew the truth of the reality they were in. The truth is this world isn't anything 
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like the lifestyle they've grown accustom to back in Eastshine Lane. The two can't play all day, go 
shopping, and whenever they want food, they just have to ask for it. Then, a five star meal would be 
served in front of their eyes, free of charge. Adam and Reem valued those days, fearing the worse. 
Secretly, they feared that if they don't find a way back home, that life is over.

“Come on, for now, we have to find the village.” Adam said accepting the facts. “When we're 
strong again, we have to find a way back home.”

“The mirror! We came through the mirror; it has to be the way back!”
“Even if we did find it, there's no way we could get to it safely. We can't take too steps without 

being caught by human-eating monsters. We have to do as the tree advised and search for the hidden 
village and just hope they are friendly as we've heard.”

Both Adam and Reem were completely exhausted. They hadn't had anything to eat or drink for 
2 days. Still, they forced themselves into believing that they were close to this hidden village. This was 
the only hope they had left.

As the two walked, Reem saw Adam from a perspective she never saw him in before. Adam 
was a lot different than he was 2 days ago. He seemed more responsible now, more caring, and less 
goofy. She wondered if this was the real him, or just an act he had put on to ensure their survival. Or 
maybe, she wondered, this ordeal had changed him.

“This is murder to my skin!” Reem complained about the heat, but Adam didn't reply. “Did you 
really mean it when you said we have to work?”

Since she didn't work a day in her life, she didn't know how and didn't want to start.”
“We can't live like parasites.” Adam said wisely.
“Look! People!” Reem pointed out, “Let's ask them for directions!”
There was a pack of 5 traveling men. 3 men and 2 woman to be exact. All of them appeared to 

be elderly.
“No.” Adam replied.
“What? What is it with men and asking for directions?”
“Reem, they don't seem friendly. Come on.”
Adam  directed  Reem  by  moving  her  shoulder  to  their  left  in  an  attempt  to  avoid  them. 

However, they were too close not to be spotted.
“Why the rush?” One of the men spoke.
Adam  and  Reem  were  caught.  Adam  stopped  walking  and  turned  to  face  them.  Before 

assuming the worst about people, Adam wanted to resolve this quietly and through talking. Adam 
immediately changed his mind once he saw the wicked smiles they had on their faces. Both Adam and 
Reem knew that they were bad news.

Although they appeared a lot like humans, similar in many features, they weren't any closer 
than the leprechauns or the trows. From their hideous appearance and their dead gray skin, any 
folklorist could easily identify the encountered species as duergars.

Duergars wore shirts of lambskin, moleskin trousers extending to the bottom of their feet, and 
brown leather belts over their shoulders. Little did Adam and Reem know, it was to carry their steel 
swords. Their wardrobe consisted of many iron pieces, from their waist belt to the tip of their feet.

Adam didn't reply.
“Give us your valuables!” The leader of the pack demanded as he drew out a longsword.
Adam and Reem knew that they were stopped by desert bandits.
“We have nothing to offer.” Adam took a stand.
“Then we'll take your life, and your woman as a slave!”
“His woman?” Reem butted in, “I'm not his -”
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“Reem, please. This is hardly the time.” Adam whispered to her, then returned his eyes to the 
pack leader saying: “I’m sorry, but all we have is each other.”

“You break my heart,” he laughed, then signaled his men towards Adam and Reem.
Two men grabbed a hold of Adam while the two females of the pack restrained Reem. While 

they held Reem in position, Adam was forced to kneel down. Adam was forced into a submissive pose 
in which he was standing on both of his knees and hands. As Adam and Reem feared the worse, one 
of the duergars drew out his sword, placing it over Adam's  neck. They were going to execute him like 
the leader of the pack said.

“Please, don't!” Reem cried out to their leader.
“Ignore her, precede.” He gave them the order as he turned his face towards Reem and said: 

“what fairies did you say you were again?”
“We're not!”
“Poor and liars, I'm beginning to wonder if I should dispose of you as well.” Then he placed his 

hand on Reem's chin, holding it firmly. He moved it left and right, then said: “I wonder if this one 
would make a good slave.”

The leader of this duergar pack was not only a ruthless pirate, but a snob as well. After killing 
Adam, he was going to take Reem as a slave and work her day and night, among other things.
As the pack of the leader examined Reem, the man holding Adam down was distracted. He loosened 
up a little bit on Adam seeing that he didn't resist at all. In the executioner’s eyes, whatever Adam 
was, he wasn't very strong. The executioner's sword was lifted up into the air, then came down fast. 
With precise timing, Adam pulled back, falling on the ground. The man, who was restraining him, fell 
in  Adam's  place.  His  chest  was  cut  in  half.  Adam  somersaulted  away,  grabbing  the  dead  man's 
longsword.

“Get him!” The leader of the pack commanded the executioner.
The executioner engaged with Adam in a sword fight as Reem watched amazed. Other than 

being shorter than his adversary, Adam lacked the skills to use blades. He managed to get acquainted 
to it in the short given time, but wasn't sure if it was going to be enough. The executioner was trained 
on his sword, while Adam's only skills came from wielding wooden sticks. As the tension increased 
between  the  two  fighters,  Adam  used  his  low  height  to  his  advantage.  He  slid  unpredictably 
underneath the executioner and slashed his back from bottom to top. The executioner fell on the 
ground, lifeless.

“What kind of a move is that?” The leader of the pack shouted furiously.
“Free style. Look it up.” Adam said as he approached the leader with his sword.
The leader of the pack drew out his sword.
“You do not want to do that!” Adam threatened him with an empty threat.
“If you think that's going to scare me away, then you got another thing coming!” The leader 

replied, ready to eliminate Adam.
Adam, who only killed out of fear and out of pure luck, knew that he was no match for the 

leader of the pack. Still, Adam threatened, remaining calm in order to intimidate his adversary: “Two 
men down in two minutes. You think that last move was scary? Well, I've got others. I advise you walk 
away and let my woman go. You have my word I won't follow you, for now.”

The leader of the pack waited a few seconds motionless. He stared into his foe's eyes, waiting 
for him to show fear. However, he saw none. The leader took his offer and left with his women. He 
retreated because he has never seen this strange fairy before and wasn't sure what he was capable 
of. Once they were gone, Adam's stressful shoulders fell down as he dropped the sword. Reem ran 
towards him.
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“Adam, that was brilliant!” She complemented him.
“That was … terrifying!” He told her the truth. “I don't ever want to do that again!”
Reem just smiled, glad that it was over.
Adam picked up the sword again and continued to walk west in their direction. In spite of 

being a heavy burden, Adam took it with him because in these savage lands, there's no telling if he'll 
need it again. Miserably, those chances are high. Reem didn't want it with them, but it was the only 
protection they had.

Reem was glad that they escaped without getting injured, but at  the same time, she was 
wearing her smile as a mask. Her joy was overcome by a stronger sensation, a feeling of depression. 
She was sad because she wasn't much help as Adam was. Truly, this journey showed everyone's true 
colors. The only problem was, Reem didn't like hers.

Chapter 5: Rocky Haven

The ground beneath their feet was burning and the sand was scorching, but their will endured. 
They knew well that if they stopped to rest, they might never get up again. As the two became tanner, 
they saw something which they thought was a mirage.

“Do you see it?” Adam asked his companion; just to be sure that he wasn’t imagining it.
“Yeah.”
After walking for hours, the two travelers reached a mountain. It was attention-grabbing since 

there weren't anything else in sight. As they got closer, they saw a small house near a cave in the 
mountain. From previous experiences, they knew better than to just barge in and ask for help. They 
went up the hill and hid behind a rock. They spied on the people down there. They appeared to be 
workers; going in and out of a small cave dug into the big mountain.

“Let's  hope these guys are more civilized than the last  ones.” Reem said,  referring to her 
previous encounters.

“Hope? No, Reem, not this time. We have to prove ourselves to them, or they will look down 
at us like all the others. We have to wait here as we think of a plan. And when we do have one, we 
think of a plan ‘b’ just in case.”

“You watch too much television, Adam, let’s go already!” She replied impatiently.
“No Reem, I mean it! We have to do something for them to earn food. I don’t know what it is 

yet, but it has to be something that will blow them away.”
“But what if we get injured, what if we …” Reem was afraid of death.
“If we don't try, we will be.” Adam said wisely, “For now, let’s just wait and keep an eye out 

for our chance, assuming it ever comes.”
Gaining their acceptance was the only way Adam thought possible.  He needed to impress 

them by doing something drastic,  something they are incapable of,  something that will  let  them 
consider humans as friends instead of a feast. So far, all they’ve been doing is making enemies, if this 
keeps up, they won’t be able to rest, eat or even survive the next encounter. This was their only 
chance, and Adam knew that well. If these people turn out to be enemies as well, then they might as 
well just die now. The next society might be hours away, days even. Other than not having food in 
their stomachs for days, they haven’t slept a minute. All of this result in losing their energy rapidly and 
uncontrollably. This much was obvious; unless they find shelter and food soon, they will not survive.

Adam placed the longsword against the rock and rested. Reem did the same. The two waited 
in that position for what seemed to be forever. They waited under the unbearable heat, not believing 
that they use to complain about how hot Eastshine Lane gets in summer. They waited.
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“Stop! Thief!” A shout was heard.
Adam and Reem sprung off their butts, alerted by the sound.
“Reem, look. There's something stealing the miners' gold!”
“And from the looks of it, it's getting away.” She said, then pointed at the miners saying: “the 

miners, they aren’t very fast.”
“But I am.” Adam said getting up.
“What? No Adam, it’s too dangerous! The thief, he might have a weapon!”
“This is our ticket in, Reem, I'll do this, then they'll give us food. It's a done deal!” he said, but 

she wouldn’t have any of that. She looked very worried. “Reem, look at that thing, its fast, but not as 
fast as me, you know that.”

Right then, Reem grabbed Adam closer, hugging him tight.
“Reem?” Adam said, although he became speechless and his face turned red.

“Thank you,” Reem said as she teared. “Thank you .. for being here with me. I know it’s not your best 
place to be, but if you didn't follow me here, I would never had made it this far.” Then she concluded 
with a kiss on his cheek.

For once in his life, Adam decided not to tease Reem about being emotional.
“Reem, I'm not going anywhere. I’ll be right back.”
Adam got up, seeing the reality for the first time. It wasn’t about just getting food and shelter, 

but  someone  else.  Adam  had  another  life  depending  on  his  actions.  Adam  turned  towards  the 
escaping thief and sprinted off.

“Please .. be careful.” Reem said sincerely.
New emotions were born in Reem's heart. She unwillingly developed feelings to the boy who 

she once saw as her tormentor. As she saw him risk his life for them, she knew that not all the fruits 
of this journey were a nightmare.

Adam ran like the wind towards the little thief, boosted by an unexpected unexplainable force 
he failed to know its source. As he got closer than the miners their selves, they stopped, surprised by 
the new being dashing in front of their eyes. Adam got closer and closer to the unknown thief, until 
he laid a hand on it. Within one second, he made contact, then grabbed it firmly with both hands. 
Holding onto the furry creature, Adam tripped over and fell down. Adam, along with the thief, rolled 
over a couple of times before he came to a complete stop. The gold pieces fell along the way. The 
creature was an overgrown rabbit, which was very angry. Although Adam was tempted to take a bite 
out of the rabbit, he controlled his urges to gain their place among the miners. Adam got up and 
walked to the miners to present them with their thief.

“I think this little guy belongs to you.” He said, offering it to them.
“What are you?” One of the miners came forth.
“I’m the creator of this world!” Adam used a different approach, lying.
Reem came out from hiding and hit Adam on his head. 
“We’re not from around here.” Reem stated and added: “We’re travelers from a far away 

land.”
She took the rabbit and handed it over to them. They took it. The miner signaled the others to 

collect the gold which was scattered along the way. Not that the hit from Reem was strong, but Adam 
fell on the ground. He seemed to be unconscious. Reem didn’t get down to help him, as she knew this 
was a crucial time to get help from the miners. She wished he was alright and continued the attempt 
to get help. Now, it was up to her to save him.

“What’s wrong with your friend?” The miner asked.
“Probably just the sun. He’ll be alright.” She said wishingly.
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“What kind of fairies are you?” The miner continued asking.
“We're not fairies, sir.” Reem replied.
“Not fairies? Then what are you? You certainly aren't titans.”
“We're humans.”
“What’s that? Humans? Don't make up words little girl!” The miner said as he circled around 

them, seeing their strange body structure, “But now that I have a closer look, I must admit, not once 
in my 90 years have I seen a being such as yourselves.”

“Please sir,  we're lost,  and we're tired, and we're hungry.  And as you can see, the sun is 
getting to us.” She referred to Adam’s earlier strange behavior. “Please don't make us go out there 
again.”

“Fine,  since  you  helped us  get  our  gold  back,  you  could stay.  I’m Dargo of  the  Dungeon 
Dwarfs, and these are my brothers.” He introduced himself.

“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Dargo.” She replied politely.
“Yeah yeah, but you'll work hard to earn your keeping. First drop your weapons.”
“We don't have any weapons.”
Dargo kept silence, staring at her. His eyes showed determination that they were in fact hiding 

something. This was the exact reason why Adam left the sword behind the rock, so that they won't be 
alarmed. Moreover, if something was to go wrong, he could just retreat and take the longsword back. 
At first Dargo thought she was lying, but after a few silent seconds, he changed his look.

“How did you ever survive out there?”
Dargo welcomed Reem in to their home. Dargo ordered two of his friends to carry Adam 

inside. At long last, the two were welcomed into this foreign land.
Dargo was 3.5 feet tall  like any other dwarf.  His  skin color  was gamboge,  close to carrot 

orange, but a little darker. His long fluffy beard was rufous, a dark red color. He wore ox skin boots 
along with cotton overalls. For mining or battling, he wore a metallic Viking horned helmet over his 
head and gauntlets over his hands. He also carried with him a 3 feet tall battleaxe. 

Before going inside, Reem took off her shoes, which were filled with sand as were her socks. 
She took all of them off. Once they were inside, Reem was rejected by an elderly voice.

“Who are you?” The old man said to Reem, then asked his younger friend Dargo immediately 
afterwards, “Who’s she, Dargo?”

“Elder Tronkin, this is a friend.” Dargo told him.
“And why should we welcome her?” The elder asked repulsively.
“She caught that thief who was stealing gold from us.”
Having short legs, dwarfs were never able to outrun any creature or even keep up with them. 

Their bodies were built for stamina, resistance and battle.
“That is not a ticket to come into the house of the Dungeon Dwarfs!” Tronkin replied furiously.
As she saw her chance being taken away, Reem stepped in the conversation.
“Enchantron sent us, he said that –”
“Wait, you met Enchatron?” Dargo asked flabbergasted.
Everyone, including Tronkin, was taken aback with astonishment, impressed by what she said. 

Reem  didn’t  understand  what  just  had  happened.  When  she  mentioned  the  name  Enchantron, 
everyone stood still.

“Yea, what's the big deal? I mean, haven't you?”
“No one ever saw Enchantron, we only hear of him. He's the spirit of the forest, the first titan 

of the ten. You two actually met him?” Tronkin said, realizing that this new fact changes things.
“Titans? What are those?” Reem said clueless.
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“Boy, you really are from another world, aren't you?”
Seeing that she was sent by Enchantron, Reem was welcomed to stay. The dwarfs, among 

other faeries, respected nature and the titans. Adam was taken to a bed on the same floor and was 
treated by the head of the household, Trishka. After examining Adam, Trishka gave Reem and the 
others the news. Adam was fine, he just needed time to rest. Dargo later explained to Reem what the 
titans were. The titans are ten powerful beings of this land, one of each element. Together, the ten 
formed this world, providing life to the fairies. Enchantron was the element of earth, without him, this 
world would be everything as it is now, only without earth.

As time flew by, Reem showed more intrest in learning about the titans. But she wasn’t the 
only one who was learning, but Dargo as well. Dargo was intrigued by this strange delicate being 
called human. Through her actions, he saw how caring and sensitive she was. Even though Adam had 
been unconscious for hours, Reem would often sit by him, awaiting his awakening. Dargo found this 
strange, but it showed how the humans live.

As the night came down on the peaceful side of the wasteland, Reem was offered dinner. 
Although she thought of gobbling it up like a pig, she acted lady-like and ate in her regular style. She 
wasn’t sure what she was eating, but didn’t complain or ask. It seemed to be some sort of meat with 
vegetables inside.

After dinning, Reem was offered a bed in the room upstairs. Her bed was in the room of 
others,  but  they  didn’t  mind,  and  neither  did  she.  Needless  to  say,  once  her  head  was  on  the 
mattress, she fell asleep. For the first time in 3 nights, she slept a comfortable sleep.

In the morning, Reem got up from sleep. After yawning, she went down stairs to check in on 
Adam.  As  she  came down  the  stairway,  she  saw the  beautiful  sunshine  coming  down  from the 
window and onto the wooden steps. This reminded her of her Saturday mornings back at home. As 
Reem went downstairs, she saw Dargo and the others just leaving. They had their battleaxes in their 
hands.”

“We’re going to work,” Dargo said, referring to their digging in the mines, “you work here with 
the other women. Do as you are instructed. We’ll be back by lunchtime.”

“Okay.” Reem replied obediently.
After checking in on Adam, who was still asleep, Reem did as she was told. She met up with 

Trishka to get her instructions.
“First, go upstairs and take a shower, frankly dear, you smell,” Trishka said as Reem smiled a 

cheesy smile, “once you’re done, do the beds. Any unclean sheets are to be thrown in the basket in 
the hallway. Then, help the other girls in mopping the floors. When you’re done with that, go to the 
kitchen and cut the potatoes on the table for lunch, got that?”

“Yes ma’am.” She replied.
Reem did her part, although it was a disaster. She spent an entire half an hour doing the beds, 

and she still didn’t do it right. Having never made beds before, she was terrible at it. When it came to 
mopping,  she was the slowest among the group. When she tried to do it  faster,  she accidentally 
bumped into elder Tronkin. Smiling, she backed away and back to work. After doing all her chores, 
Reem joined  the  other  girls  in  the  kitchen where  she  did  her  part  for  the  lunch.  Naturally,  she 
unintentionally chopped off huge proportions of the potatoes, throwing them away.

“No no no, you’re doing it all wrong!” Trishka interrupted Reem’s cutting as she took the knife 
from her, “where did you learn to peel potatoes like that?”

“I didn’t.” Reem told the truth.
Trishka told Reem to observe as she peeled the potato, then cut it. She then gave her back the 

knife and taught her the way. For a pre-madonna, she did great on her first day.
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At lunchtime, Reem helped set the table. One second everything was quiet, then the next the 
door was opened, bringing noise into the house. The guys returned back from work like usual. They 
dropped off their helmets, gauntlets, and battleaxes as they got ready for lunch.

“Dig in men!” Dargo said to the fellows as he started eating himself. Elder Tronkin always ate in 
his room alone. While Dargo ate, he looked at Reem who also was eating, “has the boy awaken yet?”

“Not yet, Dargo.” Reem replied, “Dargo .. why are trows so mean?”
Reem was puzzled about the strange nature of the crazed faeries she and Adam met 2 days 

ago.
“Trows are twisted, take my word for it.” Dargo said as he snatched a meat pie from the center 

dish, “They just like to own things, even if they don't know what they are. That's why everyone calls 
them Possession Trows.”

“What about leprechauns?” Reem's curiosity drove her to another question.
“What about them?” Dargo replied as he continued eating.
“Well, I thought leprechauns only cared about jewelery and gold.”
“The greediest bastards my eyes ever saw.” he recalled an encounter with the leprechauns, 

“why, what did you see in them?”
“All they saw in us was our flesh. They wanted to have us for lunch!”
“Well, can you really blame them? I mean, your flesh looks rather tasty, and I wouldn't mind –”
“Let's stop there,” Reem didn't like the way he was eyeballing her body.
“Why, don't you eat meat where you’re from?”
“Yeah, we do, but not the kind of meat that talks back to you!”
“None-talking meat, can you imagine?” Dargo said to the men, smiling at the idea. “What 

strange imagination you got there, my fur-less friend!”
After lunch, Dargo and the men rested awhile before they went back to the cave. Reem helped 

Trishka and the others in washing the dishes. Reem finished early and was given the rest of the 
afternoon off. She went to check in on Adam. She grabbed a chair and sat next to him.

“There's a normal life here, Adam.” she said, although Adam remained unconscious. “Not the 
one like in Eastshine Lane, but a life nevertheless. These dwarfs, they are good people.” Reem placed 
both her hands on her cheeks as she looked down between her feet. “Figures, just when we found a 
good place to stay at you have stay asleep.” Then, she lifted her head slightly, looking at the sleeping 
Adam, and said softly and calmly: “Come on you little brat, I miss fighting with you. I miss talking to 
you. Why won't you wake up?”

Dargo was right outside the room the entire time. He was listening and learning at the same 
time. He saw that although they welcomed her into their house, she still missed talking to her friend. 
She needed to have a conversation with one of her own kind. Dargo picked up his battleaxe, and 
walked outside the door. Dargo, along with his men, left for work. After ten minutes or so, Reem saw 
that Adam was just coming to.
“Hey.” Reem said softly, smiling at Adam, then asked: “How are you feeling?”

“Where are we? What is this place?” Adam freaked out as he got up.
“Relax, we’re at friends. Come on!” Reem said as she got up from her chair. “Come say hi to 

everyone and get something to eat!”
Feeling a lot better, Adam got out of bed and onto the wooden floor. He looked at Reem in a 

weird way, as if he was suspecting it wasn't her. This was hardly an expectable reality for Adam, as the 
last time he was awake he, along with Reem, were about to be attacked by dwarfs. From all  his 
experiences, how could he not feel threatened by all faeries?

As Adam took a step out of the room, he saw Trishka and the other girls.
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“About time, sleepy-head.” Trishka said.
However, Adam didn't say a word, instead, he flew right by Trishka. He was guided by his noise 

to the kitchen. Having not eaten anything for 3 days, Adam couldn't hold himself back from the smell 
of the leftovers. He dug in, eating like a pig.

“Please forgive him,” Reem apologized to Trishka in Adam's behalf. :I'm sure he wouldn't have 
done that if he wasn't starved.”

Other than being shocked by what starvation can do to a person, Trishka saw the difference 
between Reem and Adam. The two resembled each other very much in appearance, however, the 
way they acted was a different matter.

At sunset Dargo and the others returned from the cave. They met Adam and found him to be 
much more appreciative and respectful, unlike the first time they met him. Adam thanked Dargo for 
taking them in, giving them food and beds. Dargo, who was always generous, welcomed them to 
more as long as they desired. Dargo was fond in learning about new species, however, most faeries 
are aggressive in nature. As for titans, he's never seen one in all his life.

That night, they dined together and shared tales of their adventures. Both Adam and Dargo 
were interested in hearing about the adventures Adam or Dargo had. Soon, it was bedtime and all 
went to sleep. Since he had been asleep for 2 days, Adam stayed awake for a while, looking after his 
new friends. He knew that this place was safe, but he liked the thought of being a watcher over the 
sleep. However, as the silent minutes passed slowly, Adam lowered his head on a pillow for a little 
while and went to sleep.

Early in the morning, Dargo's daily nosies of getting ready awakened Adam and Reem. He was 
putting on his usual equipment.

“We're heading to the minds, come join us.” Dargo invited Adam to work.
“Sure.” With their generosity, Adam couldn't refuse.
After showering and getting dressed, they were off to work. Both Adam and Reem dressed in 

what the others were dressed. Adam, who was going to the mines, dressed like Dargo and the other 
men. Whereas Reem, who was going to stay home and clean, dressed like Trishka and the other girls.

As Adam went into the cave, he saw the beauty of it instantly. The way the dwarfs dug the 
tunnels made him speechless and amazed. Adam saw from their work that the dwarfs had the hands 
of skilled craftsmen and the eyes of great architects. Dargo soon showed Adam what to do when they 
reached the section in which they were working in. Adam was instructed to dig using a battleaxe, 
providing a path in that direction. Moreover, if he was to see any gold pieces, he was told to throw 
them in the mining wagon.

“Where lays your destination, traveler?” Dargo asked Adam, starting a casual conversation as 
the two dug.

“We're searching for a hidden village.” He replied.
“The hidden village of the hobbits?” Dargo asked as he stopped working, then smiled and 

laughed: “Ha, you aren't far from your destination. They lie behind this very great mountain!”
Adam couldn't  believe his ears,  the people they were seeking we're a few miles away.  As 

Dargo saw Adam speechless, he decided to show him the way. He took Adam to an opening at the 
end of a tunnel, and there he saw it. A spectacular view of the hidden village. It was a beautiful oasis 
in the middle of the desert.

“The hidden village?” Adam said, not believing his eyes.
“Hobbits provide us with food and cloth, and we keep their village hidden and protected.”
Upon seeing the village at last, Adam was too excited to spent another minute without telling 

the good news to Reem. Dargo understood and the two returned to the house immediately. Adam 
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ran towards Reem with a big smile on his face.
“What are you guys doing here? Lunchtime isn't due before hours.” She said clueless.
Adam didn't reply other than beaming.
“What?”
“We found it, Reem, we finally found the hidden village!”
Reem dropped the mop, and her shocked facial expression transformed into a joyful one. A 

part of her wanted to contain her happiness, while another part wanted to jump around. The other 
part won. Trishka was happy for them, but was also sad that they were leaving. Still, she went to bring 
them their cloth back. She handed Reem's cloth back to her.

“Thank you, Trishka,” Reem said, referring everything she did to her.
While Trishka handed Adam's cloth to him, Reem went to elder Tronkin's room. Tronkin was 

facing the window.
“Who's there?” He asked, but then returned back to being grumpy when he saw Reem. “Oh, 

it's just you!”
“You need to smile more, uncle.” She said as she came between him and the window.
“Get out of here, will yeah?” He said repulsively as he killed eye-contact.
“That's why I'm here,” Reem replied, “I'm leaving, now.”
Tronkin looked at her, shocked to hear the news.
“Don't worry, it's not you.” She said.
Reem leaned over and kissed Tronkin on his forehead, then left. Although Reem didn't hear 

him, but he wished her good fortune. Reem saw the goodness in Tronkin that he was trying to hide. 
He didn't want other beings other than his kind to know how sensitive he was, but Reem was able to 
see bypass  his  act.  This  puzzled Tronkin,  knowing that  humans were far  more in tune with their 
emotions and thoughts than dwarfs. As Reem walked in the living room again, she saw Adam saying 
goodbye to Dargo.

“Thanks you for your hospitality.” Adam was concluding his goodbye.
“Both of you are welcomed anytime.”
The two got dressed in their cloth again, then walked throughout the tunnel to reach the other 

side. As the two walked, they smiled gaily. They were satisfied with what they went through in order 
to get here. Their journey would finally be over.
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Part II  The Three Travelers:
Missionaries of the Maiden 
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Chapter 6: The end of the journey at last!

In  no  time,  Adam  and  Reem  reached  the  small  village  of  the  hobbits.  Unlike  what  they 
expected, the hobbits were a lot like humans. They had the same skin color, five fingers, and five toes. 
The only thing that differed from them other than their specie’s name was their short height. While 
an average human adult reaches the height of 5 feet, an average hobbit adult reaches 3. The two 
travelers  were  taken  by  the  village  guards  to  see  the  elder  of  the  hidden  village.

“What brings you here, strangers?” the elder of the hobbits asked them.
He appeared a bit angry, but that was just the way he protected his tribe. He didn’t attack or lock 
them up since they came through the mountains. The hobbits trusted the dwarfs and knew that they 
were the ones who showed them the way. Adam and Reem explained everything to the leader.

“My young friends,”  the  leader  replied  after  hearing  their  story,  “the  description  of  your 
journey throughout the realms sound as a harsh experiment with nothing but misery and misfortune. 
You mustn't think that, for you are more than fortunate, but blessed.”

“How?” Adam asked naïvely.
“The first one you saw when you got here, Enchantron, was it not? Not many people see him, yet, he 
was your first. The chances of that are one in a million, you think that's misery?”
“Never  really  thought  about  it  that  way.”  Adam  replied,  keeping  out  the  fact  that  they  repaid 
Enchantron’s kindness and guidelines with assault and accusation.

“Also,” the elder went on, “you traveled from one world to another, that's one journey many 
wish to have. You two were given a great gift. You might not see it now, but this journey will open 
your eyes on many things.

“It already has.” Reem replied, referring to Adam's radical change of behavior.
Just then, the leader noticed that Adam was wearing a wristband.

“Are you two ogres?” he asked them, placing his hand on his sword.
“No, why?” Reem replied.
“You two strike me as strange beings, yet you resemble ogres. It is true that there are many 

differences, but the male ogre is known to wear a wristband.”
“Well, we’re sorry to disappoint, but we happen to be humans like we said.”
The leader calmed down after seeing how they reacted to the accusation. An ogre would never 

be embarrassed by who he or she is. The leader was sure that they weren’t ogres.
“Human Adam, Human Reem, you are most welcomed to come into our village and remain as long as 
you desire.” He said sincerely.

“No, thank you,” Reem said excited, jumping straight to the point. “We miss everyone back 
home. We just want to go home, can you show us the way or at least tell us how?”

As the elder saw Adam and Reem’s hopeful eyes looking at him, his smile faded away. He 
wasn’t sure what they were told, but he had no such knowledge.

“I'm sorry, I won’t lie to you. We are kind-hearted, you heard right. However, I cannot grant 
you your wish. I don't know how.”

Adam and Reem’s smile faded away by disappointment. Their hope transformed into despair; 
their joy became misery; their enthusiasm was dragged down by depression.

“What's wrong?”
The two just kept silent, looking at each other. At that point they realized the problem their minds 
had created. They were so focused on getting here that they forgot what the purpose was. Protection. 
That's what Enchantron said: protection. He didn’t say anything about returning home. Adam and 
Reem knew that they weren’t returning home, at least not yet.
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With no plans, the two travelers accepted the elder’s, Choragus, generous offer and decided 
to stay awhile. As guests, they were given water, food, and a place to resign. Adam and Reem stayed 
at Choragus’s residence. There, they met his daughter, Rosemary, a warm-hearted 16 years old girl. 
She was exactly Reem’s age. Before they knew it, they spent the entire day together, becoming good 
friends.

At nighttime, Adam woke up from bed. He wasn’t much tired after sleeping for two days. But 
since he wanted to return back to regular sleeping hours, he decided to just get a glass of water, then 
return back to sleep. However, as he walked through the hall, he noticed that Reem wasn’t in her bed. 
Adam walked into her room, spotting his neighbor out in the balcony. He walked towards her and saw 
her looking up at the moon. He saw that she was sad.

“Can't sleep too?”
“Oh, Adam, it’s you.” Reem said startled by his sudden appearance.
“Why the long face? Homesick?”
“Of course, aren't you?” She replied with a question, then decided to share what's in her heart 

with Adam. “But it’s not that what I'm upset about. It's myself. While we were getting here, we went 
through a lot. And, not that I'm ungrateful, but you did everything.”

“That's not true, if it wasn't for you, we'd probably wouldn't have been welcomed in by the 
dwarfs.”

“You caught the thief, you made that opportunity possible. I just continued what you started. 
If you hadn't blacked out by the heat, you would've done a better job in getting us welcomed.

“That's  not  true.  Besides,  you  ...”  Adam thought  for  another  contribution  Reem  made in 
helping, “you whistled to distract the trows, remember?”

“Yeah, only so you could risk your neck by stealing their dagger. Admit it, Adam, you're the one 
getting us food and protection while I'm a screw up.”

“No you're not!” Adam's voice rose as he grabbed a hold of Reem's shoulders. “You were the 
only thing that made me going.”

Then, everything turned silent. Adam's face turn red as he lower his hands. He didn't mean to 
say what was in his heart, but it just came out.

“Um, I'm feeling a little tired, it’s been a long day. Good night.” He excused himself and went 
back inside.

At that moment, Reem saw it from a completely different perspective. She and Adam, they’re 
a team, they need each other to survive. Reem smiled, then went inside.

Adam wasn't in a hurry to get back home as Reem was, but because she wanted to return, he 
changed  himself.  He  fought  to  return  home  as  he  had  a  responsibility  towards  her.  From  the 
beginning, all she ever wanted was to go home, while he wanted to venture off. Because of that, he 
took  her  away  from  her  life  and  into  another.  Adam  was  determined  to  return,  but  that 
determination existed for Reem.

The next morning, Reem got up early to help Rosemary prepare breakfast. Even while cooking, 
Reem noticed that Rosemary had a wooden sword next to the door. Whenever she got out, she took 
it with her. But then again, every hobbit did the same. They all had wooden swords as they feared 
metallic weapons in all their forms. Rosemary noticed the puzzled look on Reem's face.

“What is it?” Rosemary asked.
“Well, I was wondering … isn't this village safe?”
“Yeah, but you learn that you have to have protection with you all the time, even in a secure 

hidden village like this. How long have you been here?”
“5 days so far.”

VIVACIOUS FOLKLORE: Journeying Beyond the Myrtle Mirror 28 



Yousef A. Mustafa – Kuwait Book

“Forgive my saying, but that's a wonder. I mean you don't have any weapons, no land to hide 
in and no humans to bond with.”

“Humans are strange beings, huh?” Reem said laughingly.
As the two finished making breakfast, Adam came downstairs. Choragus was already in the 

living room reading the local newspaper. Just when Rosemary placed the plates on the table, a huge 
falcon came flying through the window towards her. He came so fast that Rosemary couldn't dodge.

“Look out!” Reem shouted as she jumped towards Rosemary.
Rosemary was pushed aside while Reem was in her place. The falcon grabbed Reem and flew 

off throughout the window. Her struggling was futile.
“Adam!” She shouted as she went up against her will.
“Reem!” Adam shouted as he ran in the direction of the falcon.
Reem continued shouting as the falcon flew away. The hobbits viewed the snatch terrified and 

helpless. They wanted to throw swords on it, but they knew that what it held would not endure the 
fall. Adam stopped running since flying wasn't an ability he possessed. As his heart pounded faster 
and faster fearing the worse, Choragus and Rosemary came.

“Reem's gone! We have to get her back!” Adam shouted at Choragus.
“Do not panic, the falcon who took her belongs to the trolls.” He said, referring to a race of 

fearies known to hold a grudge against hobbits. “It was probably sent to kidnap my daughter, but took 
your friend by mistake. Worry not, she will only be held for ransom.”

“How can you say that while she's still in the air with that thing?!” He continued to shout and 
panic.

“If you want her back, you will have to control your emotions. Think with your brain instead of 
your heart. Go south from here, and you will find the kingdom of Haltijas. They are friends and will 
help. I will send with you a young brave warrior to aid you on your quest.”

A man stepped forth.
“This is Sebastian. He will not let you down.” Choragus promised Adam.
“I'm going as well!” Rosemary jumped in.
“Rosemary no!” Choragus ordered.
“Father, I must. If it wasn't for Reem, I would be in danger right now instead of her. I must help 

find her. Worry not father, Sebastian will protect me.”
Choragus wanted his daughter to stay, but knew that she was right. It was because of her that 

Reem was abducted, and by forcing her to stay it is as if he is teaching her to abandon those who 
protect her. Furthermore, He knew that Sebastian was trustworthy. He came through many times 
before. With no intention to doubt any of them, Choragus agreed.

Choragus gave Adam a letter for the queen of the kingdom. In it, he wrote their purpose of 
visit, and sealed it with his seal so that she would know the letter was from him. Choragus also gave 
them 50 Zens to get by. Zens are small crystal-shaped currency made from pure gold, acceptable for 
exchange across the realms. And finally, Choragus wished them good luck and a safe trip.

The three left, carrying two wooden swords and 50 pieces of Zens just in case. Their objective 
was to save Reem from the clutches of the trolls. But first, they went south as Choragus advised, 
heading for the powerful Haltija Kingdom.

Chapter 7: A quest to request

The walk to the kingdom was short in comparison with the previous ones. The day was young 
when the  three  arrived  at  the  main  gate  of  the  kingdom.  Upon  seeing  hobbits,  the  gatekeeper 
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lowered the bridge.
“That guy, he looks so much like you, hobbits, I mean.” Adam said to his new companions as 

the bridge was being lowered. “Is he a hobbit as well?”
“He's a haltija, they all are.” Sebastian replied. “Haltiji differs from us in many ways, but the 

appearance is the least of our differentiations.”
“What exactly is the relationship you have with haltijas?”
“Haltijas protect us.”
“Another  race  protects  hobbits?  How many have you got?”  Adam asked surprised by the 

connections hobbits had with other faeries.
“It's  not like that. With dwarfs we have an arrangement, but the haltijas are protective in 

nature. In a way, you could say that they are our masters.”
“They own your people?” Adam asked as his admiration faded away.
“Well, if you put it that way, then yes, but it's in our best interest. They never command us or 

humiliate us. To tell you the truth, we are honored in belonging to a powerful race like the haltijas. 
With them on our side, other faeries don’t dare to mess with us.”

“Except for trolls.” Adam added.
“We’ll  get  her  back,  Adam,  you  have  my  word  on  that.”  Rosemary  stepped  in,  feeling 

responsible for what happened to Reem.
“I  don’t  fully  understand why they did that,  but I’ll  get  to the bottom of  this.”  Sebastian 

replied enthusiastically.
Once  the  bridge  was  lowered,  Adam,  Sebastian  and  Rosemary  walked  into  the  kingdom, 

entering the central market. The market was extended all the way from the main entrance to the 
kingdom, to the royal grounds of the castle. Since the majority of the people were haltijas and the rest 
were hobbits,  many were staring at the new being walking in their town. They had never seen a 
human before, and Adam appeared somewhat eccentric in their eyes. However, even though Adam 
appeared odd, business was insane as ever.

The marketplace of the kingdom was never close and hardly had a moment of dullness. The 
costumers and the sellers were always engaging in buying and selling all sorts of items. As Adam’s 
eyes wondered around in amazement of all the various products, his eyesight was drawn to one in 
particular. It resembled a dark green flute which had blue sparkling marbles.

“I’m gonna buy that!” Adam told Sebastian.
Sebastian took the Zen bag away from Adam in fear of its illogical spending, then asked: “Do 

you know what it is?”
“No, but I must have it!”
“It's made to draw in suckers to buy it, it’s nothing Adam, just junk like many items around 

you. We have to save the Zens for something worthwhile, when we really need them.”
“But, it’s made for me!” Adam pleaded to buy it.
Sebastian grabbed a hold of Adam’s arm and marched away.
“If you want to survive this town, stick with me and keep your eyes off the merchandise.”
Within seconds after parting the flute, Adam came back to his senses. He realized the mistake 

he was about  to make;  he was willing to spend all  of  their  cash on junk.  Adam was thankful  to 
Sebastian, after all, the money they have might be crucial to getting Reem back. Adam was given the 
Zen bag back.  The crowded path presented the three with their  next  dilemma;  while  Adam was 
making his way through the crowd, he felt a hand yank the Zen bag off of him.

“Stop! Thief!” Adam shouted as the man ran away with the bag.
Adam, Sebastian, Rosemary, and a couple of market peacekeepers followed the thief. He was 

VIVACIOUS FOLKLORE: Journeying Beyond the Myrtle Mirror 30 



Yousef A. Mustafa – Kuwait Book

fast for a haltiji, so naturally Sebastian, Rosemary, and the two peacekeepers couldn’t keep up with 
him. However, Adam was a different story. Adam was fast enough to get keep up with the thief in 
spite of having a crowd to go through. The thief noticed his adversary’s rapid progress and took a risk 
by going into an alleyway. Unfortunately for him, Adam's eagle eyes spotted his move. Once Adam 
got into the empty dark alleyway, he saw that the thief had vanished.

Adam ran all  the way across  the alley  and saw two paths.  Not  certain  which to pick,  he 
signaled the others to take the one on the right while he took the one on the left.

“You take the right exit,” Adam shouted to the others, “We’ll meet up at the central market.”
Sebastian, Rosemary, and the two market peacekeepers were still just entering the alleyway. 

Not wanting to lose track of time, Adam didn’t wait for them and proceeded to the left. He walked 
carefully as the path was narrower and gloomier. This was an excellent hiding place, Adam realized. 
As he walked carefully down the path, he heard something move. Adam turned around and saw the 
thief jump out of his hiding place and headed back. Adam had just passed him. Adam turned around, 
running after the trickster thief. Just as the thief was about to get out into the main alleyway, he 
bumped into the other party.

The two peacekeepers arrested the thief and returned back the Zen bag to Adam.
“Thanks officers.” Adam thanked them for their help.
“You’re new around here,  aren’t  you?” One of  the  peacekeepers asked,  then added:  “Be 

careful. This place is full of everything everywhere all the time. Keep your belongings close and don’t 
doze off!”

After advising the visitors, the two peacekeepers left with the thief.  Adam, Sebastian, and 
Rosemary decided to take the peacekeeper advice as they hurry along to the royal castle.

They three arrived at the gates of the royal grounds in no time, and from there, it didn’t take 
them long to get in and meet with the queen. The letter they had from the leader of the hidden 
village was more than enough to get them welcomed. As they walked in the hallway towards the 
reception chamber, Adam started wondering how the haltijas were going to help them find Reem. He 
asked Sebastian if he knew the answer.

“They have powers.” He replied with three simple words.
“Powers?” Adam didn’t understand what Sebastian meant.
“Haltijas are witches and warlocks. See the wands they're holding?” Sebestien pointed at the 

wands each one of the haltijas were holding, “That's how they cast spells, powerful spells. They are 
very stronger faeries, stronger than hobbits could ever be. We’re just glad they’re on our side.”

Adam noticed that Rosemary was awfully quiet since she left the hidden village. However, he 
just figured that it was in her nature. Back in the village, she was a chatterbox with Reem and the 
other girls. The chatter stopped once they stepped into the reception chamber, in which the queen 
meets her guests. The room was fancier than Adam and Sebastian had expected. The waxed yellow 
wall and the glass-like floor reflected a bright gold color. The giant central chandelier hanging from 
the ceiling was also golden, given a distinctive feeling of a high-expensive chamber for meetings. The 
queen was spotted with difficulty as she ,too, was wearing golden cloths and accessories. She was 
sitting on her chair, gesturing to her guests to have a seat.

Being  in  a  hurry  to  save  Reem,  Adam didn't  sit  as  the  others  did.  Instead,  he  spilled out 
everything within a minute after handing the letter to the queen. She saw that he was indeed in 
desperate need of help, and the fact that Choragus had wrote a letter tempted her to help.

“Worry not child, we shall help your sister.” The queen said as she thought of a possible un-
suicidal way to help them.

“She's not my sister.” Adam couldn’t keep his mouth shut.
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“Of course not, how ignorant of me, I meant your wife.” She stood corrected.
“What? My wife? No, she's not my wife!” Adam continued to argue.
“You aren't married?”
“We're just kids lady, what do you want from me?”
“Just kids?! You are as high as a mountain and you haven't reach adulthood yet? What will 

happen when you do grow up?!” She said smiling, exaggerating about Adam's height. He was, in fact, 
higher than the queen by only a foot and a few inches.

Just then, the queen noticed Rosemary was with them. With all the commotion, the queen 
didn’t get a chance to know who was in Adam’s company.

“Hello Rosemary, how have you been?”
“Very well, my queen.”
Adam realized that Rosemary and the queen have met before, and while they were talking, he 

figured exactly how. Neighboring noble families often know each other, and with Rosemary being the 
daughter of the leader of the hidden village, her status is equivalent with that of a princess.

“How are the boys?” Rosemary asked the queen about her two sons.
“Still at it, I'm afraid.”
The queen has two highly-competitive sons, Tapio and Ahti, whom Rosemary used to play with 

when her father visited the queen. Tapio and Ahti's magical powers excel in making people sick or 
healing them. Both of them weren't around at the moment.

“I'm sorry to intrude, my queen,” Adam interrupted their chitchat, “but could we please return 
to Reem?”

“Oh Reem, right.” She replied, realizing that she neglected the purpose of the urgent visit. “I'm 
sorry, but I won't be of much help to you.”

“What?” Adam outburst, springing off the chair.
“It's out of my jurisdiction, and it would be as if I was condemning my men to death if I sent 

them to battle against the trolls. Have you any idea how strong the trolls are?”
“But you’re a witch!”
“Within a certain range.” She said with an attitude, responding to Adam’s. “Young man, I do 

hear and answer the people's cries if I could, even if they weren't my own, but, however, what I don't 
do is tolerate such ungrateful  childhood behavior.  You will  respect the one in front of you or be 
thrown out, if not a fate far worse.”

“... I apologize.” Adam said, restraining his anger.
Adam wanted to act out, but doing so will get him into trouble. Keeping silent was like giving 

up on Reem to Adam, but he knew that if he did rebel against the queen, he might as well give up on 
ever seeing Reem again. The queen said 'no', and that was final. Sebastien and Rosemary got up as 
well, getting ready to leave.

“Again, I really am sorry, but I will aid you in my prayer.”
Adam just nodded, disappointed by her response to his cry.
“Also,” the queen added: “if  you ever do come across Tapio and Ahti,  please tell  them to 

return back home.”
Although the queen wasn't  much help,  Adam agreed to deliver  her message.  She seamed 

really worried about her children, just like Reem's dad is probably worried about her. Adam wished he 
could say the same about his mother. The three got out of the castle and started heading out of the 
kingdom.

“Some help that turned out to be!” Adam complained.
“Cheer up Adam, we're with you all the way.” Rosemary encouraged him, then hit Sebastien 
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with her elbow to say something of that sort.
“I will not rest until I see this mission through!”
“Thanks guys, I really appreciate that.”
Being with the company of someone who knows his way around made Adam feel a little more 

secure. When he was venturing with Reem, he had to take affirmative action since she was scared all 
the time. Furthermore, none of them really knew anything about this strange land. However, now 
that Adam managed to gain a knowledgeable companion, he feels they will be there in no time, even 
if his knowledgeable companion was assigned to aid him rather than by his own will.
On the way out of the kingdom, Sebastian saw a map-selling store. He made a stop there as they were 
in need of a good map of the realms. As he scanned the maps on sale, he saw one which he caught his 
attention. It featured the entire realms, along with where the tribal territories are and where the ten 
titans have been seen.
“I see your fixated eyes, sir,” the salesperson spoke to Sebastien as he saw an opportunity to sell a 
map. “It’s  a really  good one.  In fact,  it’s  the best in all  the market.  It's  drawn by the elves!” He 
promoted his map.
“Is that good?” Adam whisperingly asked Sebastian.
“Elves are precise faeries, it's the best.” Sebastian replied, then addressed the salesperson in a casual 
manner, “Perhaps I’ll buy it. How much do you ask?”

Sebastien acted casual about buying the well-drawn map because he didn’t want to show the 
seller his interest in it. The reason behind this false impression was to get the map at a low price.
“22 pieces!” The seller said smiling.
“What? That's outrageous! 22 pieces for a map?” Sebastien outburst upon hearing the expensive 
price.

The salesperson kept silent, smiling. The salesperson could see that they were travelers, and in 
desperate need of a good map to avoid trespassing into other’s territories, so he knew that they 
would want the best.

“I'll give you 14, and that's a lot for even a map of the realms.”
“I like you,” the salesperson said calmly, “so I'll give it to you for 20, take it or leave it.”
“15 is as far as I go.”
“20 is my last offer.” the salesperson insisted.
When Sebastian saw the determination in the salesperson's eyes, he walked away. The truth 

was he was hoping for the salesperson to break and give in. The price he was asking was a lot. With 20 
Zens Sebastien could buy a horse. Adam and Rosemary wasn’t sure of Sebastian’s  plan, but they 
didn’t want to spoil it so they just followed. Sebastien has more experience than both of them put 
together when it came to purchasing expensive goods. He had been sent on a number of missions 
through his life, and knew what he was doing.

“Wait!” The salesperson shouted out just before the three left his sight entirely. “I'll give it to 
you for 18. If you walk away you won't get that offer again, not from me or from anyone else.”

“Done.” Sebastien agreed.
Although the price was still high, the map was more accurate than any other they might ever 

find. After all, it is highly expensive because it came all the way from the Leaf Elf Clan way east. With a 
map in hand, the three got out of the kingdom and started heading northeast, away from the desert 
bandit herds, and into an unavoidable part of the land … 

Chapter 8: Abatwa, anyone?
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“I’m afraid even with the map, we have to trespass.” Sebastian told his friends.
The three were headed east towards the woodlands, from where they plan to make their way 

to the wetlands where the trolls live. The only problem they faced now is that they had came to a 
narrow path. In order to exit the wasteland and into the woodland, they had to pass it. It’s not literally 
narrow, but through the borderlines of the map, the only path that doesn’t belong to any tribe is by 
sea. Adam didn't know how to swim, he never leared. As for Rosemary and Sebesiten, they were 
hobbits, a type of faeries that couldn't swim. Moreover, the reason why no faery has ever built a boat 
or set sail in the ocean was because of the dangers of the sea. The ocean in this world is dominated by 
feriece seacreatures. Hence, they had no choice but to trespass.

“But can't we tell  them the truth?” Adam argued, “I  mean, why do we have to appear so 
mysterious to them, we could tell them everything and why we have to walk through their land, and 
they'll understand just like you tribe did and the dwarfs.”

“What do you want to tell them, Adam? That we're only passing by? That we mean them no 
harm?” Sebastian asked.

“Yeah, that's it, tell them the truth!” Adam said optomestic, feeling encouraged by Sebastian’s 
words.

“These creatures are barbaric,  they can't tell  the truth from a lie. Words coming out of a 
strangers mouth is just mambo jambo. They'll skin us alive for just the thought of it. No, Adam, not 
these guys, these creatures we can't make peace with. We have to go undetected.”

“Fine.” Adam replied, “I mean if we can’t avoid it, then we’ll have to go through.”
“That's if we are able to go through!” Sebastian warned, “This ain't a race of fearies anyone 

could outsmart, and I’m sure you haven’t met them.”
“Why’s that?”
“Because you’re still alive.”
“Cut it out with the suspense already! Spill it out, what are we up against?”
“Abatwa.”
“Abatwa? … what’s that? Sounds like a tribe of bidwens!” Adam responded mockingly.
“Abatwa, riders of the largest ants, are the smallest of all fearies, standing half a feet tall.”
“Seriously? Then I’ll step on them if they stand in our faces!”
“This is no laughing matter, Adam, abatwas are dangerous faeries that should not be messed 

with. I have never met them, but I hear people say the abatwas are extremely sensitive about their 
size. They say that if one happens to come across an abatwa, one will typically be asked a question 
indicating  the  location  from  where  he  saw  him.  One  must  reply  by  saying  he  saw  him  from  a 
mountain, or some far away area. If, however, one answers by saying that he only saw him right then 
for the first time, the abatwa will try to kill him with his lethal spear, and probably succeed. Stepping 
on an abatwa, whether intended or by accident, is also said to be a death sentence.”

“You sound afraid of these ant-riders?”
“Fear it may be my friend, but logical fear. In your world, do you not have similar creatures? 

Smaller than humans yet lethal? Ten times stronger?”
“… Point taken.”
“Well, imagine even smaller creatures which can take down those powerful warlords, or tame 

them.”
“I said I got it already. Geez!”
The way Sebastian described the abatwa sent chills down Adam’s spine. Adam’s heart began 

to beat with terror of the abatwas, although he was the last to think that’s possible. Back home, Adam 
enjoyed  terrorizing  little  animals  and  insects,  especially  ants.  Thus,  being  terrorized  by  similar 

VIVACIOUS FOLKLORE: Journeying Beyond the Myrtle Mirror 34 



Yousef A. Mustafa – Kuwait Book

creatures was ironic. The truth was Adam should be scared. The abatwa may appear human, but they 
are anything but humane. They hunt anything bigger than them as a challenge. The creature’s fate, 
whoever it may be, will die instantly. Seeing their barbaric lifestyle, that is what the creature would 
wish for. If it didn’t die immediately, then chances are it will be tormented alive, or a fate far worse.

The three travelers had several disadvantages. First, they were entering a territory they knew 
nothing about other than being outnumbered. If they were to be spotted, chances are that would 
mean death. Moreover, Adam, Sebastian, and Rosemary are all giants, which means getting exposed 
is extremely high if there are any abatwas nearby. The three walked carefully, tiptoeing across the 
realm as if it was a minefield. That’s when Sebastian jumped on Adam and Rosemary.

“Sebastian?! What the heck?” Adam said annoyed.
“Get  down!”  Sebastian  replied,  pushing  Adam  and  Rosemary’s  heads  down,  “there  they 

come!”
The three hid within the short grass as a group of abatwas were spotted wandering. Ants 

walked with little men on top of them, commanding their every move like horses. They seemed to be 
clueless about the travelers’ trespass.

“If they see us …” Sebastian said whisperingly, fearing an encounter.
“Do they eat flesh?” Adam asked, worried about being on the menu.
“No, not the males anyway.” Sebastian replied as they remained hidden. “Out here, only men 

walk. They guard the female abatwas who work underground. Like the ants, only the selected ones go 
inside the colony to mate with the queen, then die.”

“Invaders, rise!” a voice behind Sebastian commanded him.
Sebastian turned around and saw that it was one of them, an abatwa, pointing at him with his 

poisonous javelin. Not wanting to die instantly, he raised his hands in the air, then rose to his feet. 
Adam and Rosemary did the same. The three had no choice but to surrender.

Upon thinking about the possible outcomes, Adam came to the conclusion that it was a time 
for action rather than submission. It might be suicidal, but surrendering is definitely suicidal. If they 
give in,  they either die painfully or become prisoners, and Adam had just about enough of being 
imprisoned. Furthermore, Adam was encouraged to act now more than ever since he saw something 
Sebastian and Rosemary failed to see. The group of abatwas which the three were spying on was gone 
before the abatwa behind them spotted them. Since the abatwa was alone, this was Adam’s chance. 
Adam stepped on him, crushing him like a little insect.

“Adam! What are you doing?” Sebastian said freaking out.
“Look behind you.” Adam told Sebastian, showing him that the abatwa he crushed was the 

only one who saw them. “This is it, Sebastian, we have to escape!”
However, just then, a group of abatwas showed up.
“Run!” Adam shouted as the three ran.
Adam realized that the abatwas were a lot like insects than humans. Although they are strong 

and plenty, man always had a way of dealing with pests. The three ran east, going deeper into the 
land of the abatwa. They didn’t wish to start a war, but it was the only way they could get to the other 
side. Before they knew it, there were hundreds of abatwas riding ants on their tail, and they were 
anything but smiling.

Sebastian and the others ran fast, and so did the abatwas’ ants. In spite of the chasers being 
fast runners, the travelers were getting away because their legs took bigger movements and their feet 
took bigger steps, crossing miles in the abatwas’ eyes. Although they ran, Adam and the others tried 
not to step on any of the abatwa. They have enough problems as it is. Adam didn’t want to harm 
them, but the abatwas were offended anyways.  They threw their  javelins at  the three, but were 
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unlucky as their targets were unstable and unpredictable.
As the unplanted barren sand was only a  few steps away,  the three jumped off  abatwas’ 

territory and into another. After a few steps, they stopped running and turned around. They waited 
anxiously for the hunters to leave. The abatwas stopped just before stepping on the barren sand. 
They knew better than to invade another’s turf. Furious as they were, they had no choice but to stop 
the pursuit and head back.

“That’s right! Go back to the hellhole you sprouted from!” Adam provoked them.
“Adam, don’t!” Rosemary spoke, wishing the danger away.
“What? They’re gone, the little monkeys are leaving!” He replied, then turned back towards 

the leaving abatwas and shouted: “You better run away, you stupid trespassing-phobic stick-throwing 
insect-sized monkeys with peanuts for brains! – Ouch! What the?”

Just after insulting the abatwa tribe, Adam felt something attacking the back of his neck. Adam 
tried reaching for it, but it evaded, and counterattacked with biting. Luckily Sebastian saw what was 
on his neck, plucked it off, then threw it on the ground. It was an abatwa. Getting up on his two legs, 
the abatwa charged towards Adam with the intention to kill. Adam stepped on him.

“Idiot!” Adam insulted him as he wiped his shoe on the sand.
“No  Adam,  you’re  the  idiot!”  Sebastian  said,  “stop  offending  people  or  you  will  get  us, 

including yourself, killed!”
“Hey, that little monkey was hanging on me from the beginning! I felt something jump on me, 

but  I  didn’t  stop because I  was  running.  I  thought  it  was  nothing,  but  since  it  turned out  to  be 
something, you should be thanking me for insulting his people. If I haven’t, he probably wouldn’t have 
gotten so pissed off and ruin his plan, which I think was to kill us in our sleep, so back off!” After 
shouting, Adam marched away.

“… What was that all about?!” Sebastian asked Rosemary confused.
Adam suddenly stopped, then asked: “Where am I going?”
Not wanting to wonder off, Adam returned back. Sebastian and Rosemary caught up with him.
“What’s wrong with you?” Sebastian asked.
“Nothing.” Adam replied feisty, then calmed down upon seeing the concern on his friends’ 

faces. “I’m sorry. I apologize for losing it. It’s just that we’re here walking around, while Reem is –”
“We’ll get her back, don’t worry. For now, focus on the present.” Sebastian reassured him, 

then unfolded the map and pointed at their location. “Okay, now we have two paths to choose from, 
we either go through the camps of the ogres, or penetrate the fields of the possession trows.”

“What? Trows, no no no, anything but going back to them. Last time I was there they peeled 
off some of my skin because they missed. This time I might not be so lucky. Let’s go through the other 
choice.”

“Both are difficult paths, my friend, but if you have a weak point towards the trows, then the 
ogres it shall be.”

Even though Adam received goose bumps from just the mere mention of their name, it was 
better than going back to the crazed dagger-throwing ninjatic maniacs.

Chapter 9: Into the sandstorm

“According to the map, we should be entering the War Ogre Land right about now.”
“I could take a wild guess to why they're called that.” Adam replied.
“That's odd,” Sebastian said, “according to the map, the ogres are neighboring the abatwas. I 

didn't think it would be this close.”
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“What do you mean?”
“Well, usually there's a distance to avoid tribal encounters.”
“Maybe there's some sort of an arrangement with the little termites.” Adam said, referring to 

the abatwas.
“My people and the haltijas are one, but even between us there's a gap between the village 

and the kingdom. The only close tribes I know of are the elves and the pixies, and even they have to 
walk to get to each other.”

“More races of faeries?” Adam said surprised upon hearing more folktales. “Just how many 
are there?”

“17, but a century ago a race became instinct. Mind you, Adam, that this land we’ve stumbled 
upon isn’t like any other.”

“Great, here we go again.” Adam said, thinking that Sebastian is going to do what he did when 
they trespassed on the Abatwa Grounds. “You’re going to scare me with ogre legends, aren’t you?”

“… Fine, you know what, I’m not going to annoy you with information that could potentially 
save your life!” Sebastian said, then marched off.

“Oh come on, I was only joking!”
Rosemary could see that the two clearly weren’t getting along. The three kept their eyes open 

for any sign of lifeform. From where they were walking, all they could see was sand, and not an ogre 
or a camp in sight. They were also able to see a volcano in the background.

“Any faeries living there?” Adam asked sarcastically.
“Too hot. Why? Do humans live in volcanoes?” Sebastian replied offended.
Upon walking up a certain hill, Adam’s eyes met the natives for the first time. He saw the 

ogres and their camps. They looked hideous; they looked like parahumans, a human being crossed 
with a lion, they were ugly hybrids. They resembled apes in body, but had the faces of panthers. 
Through the cloth they were wearing, they appeared civilized in their own standards of society and 
culture. The male was wearing nothing but a piece of cloth going around his waist, while the female 
wore animal skin as a dress. This tribe appeared a lot like humans when they were in the ‘Hunting and 
Gathering’ era.

Even though they appeared to be in peace, the three knew that by getting noticed, that peace 
will turn into war. If the three travelers were to get spotted, they won’t survive. They ogres aren’t 
called war ogres for nothing, and their leader isn’t titled warlord because of his kindness. Each of the 
ogres going about in the tribe had a wooden Tomahawk ax in hand. Moreover, the males wore spiked 
shoulder pads on their left shoulders. This showed that all of them had gone to war before, and they 
knew no mercy. The females looked less threatening than the males, but every one of them posed a 
danger. They were ready for any inconvenience or intrusion.

“Come on, let’s sneak in.” Sebastian whispered to the others.
“What? Are you out of your mind?” Adam argued responsibly, “What if we get caught?”
“Trust  me, you don’t  wanna know.” Sebastian replied, leaving out the fact that ogres are 

known to eat anything that isn’t ogre.
“I don't know if I could do this.” Adam hesitated, terrified by their mere barbaric appearance.
Sebastian stopped trying to convince Adam. He had enough. Instead, Sebastian grabbed Adam 

from his shirt, and yanked him to his face.
“Sebastian?!” Adam replied in shock of Sebastian’s approach.
"I can't do this! It's too hard! It's too much!" he outburst in Adam’s face, mocking him. "If I had 

known you were a weakling I would've gone on this quest alone! I know your type, spoiled, always 
complaining. I bet when you were back home you complained about life a lot! And the time you were 
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imprisoned by the leprechauns as you claim, I bet you complained as well. Even now, travelling with a 
royal princess and a renown hero, you complain!”

Adam was speechless.  He was right,  he complained about  everything,  even when he had 
everything, he complained. Rosemary wanted to stop Sebastian, but she had her own reasons to keep 
quiet.

“You say you want to rescue your friend,” Sebastian continued with his attack, “but when the 
time comes to act, you bail! You're all talk and no action! You're not half the man I am! Stay here so 
you wouldn’t get hurt, woman!”

 After offending Adam, Sebastian released him and moved out. Adam was in shock, he barely 
noticed Sebastian sneaking in alone.

“I apologize for Sebastian,” Rosemary told Adam, although he wasn’t paying much attention, 
“he's just trying to look out for you … like the way he used to look out for his friends …”

Rosemary stopped talking, sad for what Sebastian had become. Sebastian has lost all of his 
friends. Every time he went on a quest throughout the realms, he is the only one who manages to 
return alive. Although he is glad to be breathing, he's survival seems to be the source of his misery. He 
had seen all his friends fall, and this has made him the angry man Rosemary and Adam see today.

Sebastian’s extraordinary comeback is the reason why the villagers of the Hidden Village think 
that he is the chosen one. He has proven himself over the years to be so. Every time Choragus sends 
him on a quest or into war, he comes back victorious.

As Sebastian made his way through the land, hiding behind the camps for cover, he saw a 
female ogre look directly towards him. By this time, he had came a long way and was in no position to 
withdraw his  entry.  Although  Sebastian  was  hiding,  her  eyesight  was  focused on  him.  Sebastian 
became suspicious of her that she knew, however, he did not act on it. Sebastian remained calm, 
hoping he was mistaken. If she really had seen him, then she would have shouted. As Sebastian’s eyes 
became fixated on her, she came nearer towards him. Sebastian began to sweat as she came closer. 
Still hoping he was paranoid, he remained still until she was only a few feet away.

“Men!” She shouted, alerting her fellow mankind, “We have an intruder!”
Sebastian came out running back towards the princess and Adam, but he was too far and 

outnumbered.  Moreover,  the  chances  of  a  hobbit  outrunning  an  ogre  are  that  of  the  chances 
raindrops missing a tree on a stormy night. The ogres are very fast when it comes to using their legs. 
They are swift like a panther, agile like a cheetah, and clever like a human. The ogres might have an 
Achilles’ heel, but it certainly wasn’t related to closing in on a prey. Running wasn’t an option for 
survival, and so, Sebastian had no choice but draw out his sword in defense.

“If anyone comes near me, you will  die.” Scared Sebastian stated in attempt to threat his 
adversaries.

Their  reaction  was  degrading;  they  laughed.  As  Sebastian  kept  his  guard  up,  Rosemary 
watched in horror.

“Adam, snap out of it!” She shouted at her last hope, “Adam, they’re going to kill him!”
Adam  returned  back  to  reality,  putting  Sebastian’s  words  aside.  He  saw  that  they  had 

Sebastian cornered, and this time, there was no getting out of it for him. It was up to Adam to get him 
out of this. With all the attention focused on Sebastian, Adam ran soundlessly across the realm and 
stood behind them. Frightened, Rosemary followed Adam’s every move. Adam moved through the 
green tents and hid behind the tribe's flagpole. Upon laying his hand on it, his hand burned. Adam 
immediately removed it, then struggled to keep his mouth shut.

“What happened to your hand?” Rosemary asked whisperingly.
“The flagpole,  it's  scorching!”  he replied.  “I  thought  it  was wood,  but it  turned out  to be 
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metal.”
As the sun burned the sand, it burnt along with it everything metal. All the steel objects were 

scorching hot, including the rusty old flagpole which Adam rested his palm upon. Adam endured the 
pain, neglected the little indecent, and moved closer to the ogres' gathering. Standing behind the 
ogres’ back, Adam had an advantage. However, how to use that advantage was another matter. As 
Adam thought of a way to gain leverage over the ogres, he accidentally stepped on a twig. Upon 
hearing the sound, all the ogres were alerted and turned towards the other trespassers with their 
weapons directed at Adam.

“Easy.” Adam said calmly as he raised his hands into the air slowly, “We’re not here to harm 
you, we only want to get to the forest.”

Sebastian sighed, giving up on teaching Adam. In Sebastien's book,  this approach would never 
work. But then, the ogres lowered their axes away from Adam.

“Do you think it worked?” Adam asked Rosemary whisperingly.
“Come!” The warlord of the ogres said to Adam, “You are one of us!”
Amazingly, for reasons he did not understand, Adam was seen as an alley. Little did Adam 

know, it was all related to his wristband. For the ogres, a wristband is a mark of being born male in an 
ogre society, a mark one wears proud. Adam failed to notice that all the male ogres were wearing 
wristbands on their left wrists. They didn’t know what Adam was exactly, perhaps a hybrid, but they 
knew that he must be a friend, all because of his wristband which he wore as a fashion statement.
Although Adam wore his on his right wrist, he was still seen as one of them. Adam was smart enough 
to seize the opportunity.

“Welcome.”  The  warlord  welcomed  Adam,  “come  closer,  friend,  come  away  from  the 
intruder.” He said referring to Rosemary.
Even though Adam was seen as a friend, the hobbits were not. The ogres had a history with hobbits, 
and were known to be natural-born enemies.

“Don’t worry fellas, they’re with me!” Adam said casually, but naïvely.
Unaware of their long hostile history with the hobbits, Adam believed he could persuade the 

ogres to overlook this matter and change their ways with those few words.
“We don’t trust hobbits,” the warlord replied, “and if you do, then you are one of them!”
As all the ogres turned towards Adam. Adam saw the problem he got himself into. He had to 

choose between his friends and his safety. Whatever he chose, a sacrifice will be made. Adam didn’t 
want to throw this golden opportunity of acceptance away, so he acted like a traitor in attempt to 
stall.

“Hobbits? Never liked them!”
The ogres cheered for Adam, approving his choice to join his fellow ogres. To Adam, this was 

just an attempt to buy time to get his friends, along with himself, out of this mess. However, to the 
ogres, this was a time to celebrate a new friend’s arrival.

“Then you will honor us, brother,” the warlord said, “by slitting their throats before us!”
“Oh boy!” Adam thought terrified.
Adam was scared to death of his next move, whether physical or by word. One false move and 

he's history, or better yet, his friends are history. This was the only search and rescue team Reem has, 
which means if the three of them die, chances are Reem's fate won't be much different. This was one 
situation Adam wished he kept his mouth shut.

As much as Adam wanted to join the clan to secure his survival, he couldn't betray his allies. 
Adam was many things,  but  a  traitor  wasn't  one of  them. Still  thinking about  Sebastien's  earlier 
words, he made a daring attack. He walked towards Rosemary as if to kill her. Once he was only a few 
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inches away,  yet still  close to the warlord,  he drew out Rosemary’s  sword and pointed it  at  the 
warlord's throat.

“One move and you'll lose your neck!” Adam threatened the warlord, “Let us go and no one 
has to die. Your move, captain.”

“You disgrace your kind, fool!” The warlord told Adam, “I don't know what kind of ogre are 
you, that's if you are even an ogre, but I do know this: You are a fool, believing that an ogre warlord 
could be so selfish as to let his prisoners go for his own safety. Men, kill them all!”

Clearly, the look on Adam's shocked face told everyone that he didn't expect this reaction. 
Adam thought the warlord would retreat and let them go as the Duergars did before them in a similar 
situation. However, this was hardly the time to freeze. Adam had to improvise.

With no intention of killing anyone, especially not the warlord, Adam drew back the sword. 
Instead, he began to swing it around him. The ogres took a step back, and with that, Adam moved the 
sword a little more out-there. He swung it like it was the blade of a helicopter, a strange armature's 
technique, but a technique nonetheless. The ogres stayed back in attempt to study the attack and find 
an opening. Odd enough, it worked. By grabbing the spotlight, he gave his hobbit friends the chance 
to escape. They ran quietly, but once they were noticed, they sprinted for their lives.

Once the ogres' attention was adverted to the escaping hobbits,  Adam decided to escape 
himself. However, the warlord caught him by his leg and lifted him up. Adam tried to struggle, but he 
evaded Adam's moves.

“Cute.” The warlord said, “You think you could outsmart the ogres? Your friends won't get far 
with those hobbit legs, we are more faster, stronger and smarter than you could ever imagine.”

At this point, Adam began to lose hope, but then, he saw a possible ogre's Achilles' heel. The 
ogres were strong and built for battle, yet they dodged every time Adam swung Rosemary’s small 
wooden sword. Adam wondered: 'could it be possible that the ogres feared wood?' Looking back, 
ever since Adam trespassed, he saw many objects that were usually made of wood, were made with 
stone or metal instead. The tribe's flagpole was made of rusty steel resembling wood. Even now as 
Adam wielded his sword in despair, the warlord evaded.

“You might be stronger and faster, but smarter?” Adam said smirking, “Well, maybe, but not 
smarter than the average bear!”

Adam moved his wooden sword towards the warlord's arm, the arm in which he was holding 
Adam. Before the wooden sword made contact with his skin, the warlord let go of Adam. Adam fell on 
the ground on his behind, still smirking. The warlord knew that Adam was onto him, he figured out 
the weakness of the ogres.

“Who else knows?” The warlord asked worried.
“Just me. Don't sweat, I won't tell.”
“You couldn't even if you wanted.” The warlord said as he got out his ax.
Adam knew that he was going to kill him, and unless he thinks of another idea, he was going 

to die.
“Don't make me run. You don't want to see me run.” Adam lied, “I'm an evolved type of ogre, 

I can run fast, real fast.”
Adam saw the look on the warlord's face, he wasn't buying.
“Go ahead, take one step further and I'll have to show you. If I do, I'm not coming back. But 

don't worry, you'll have plenty of visitors once I deliver the message to all the other faeries. I'll tell 
everyone that the great ogres fear wood.”

“What are your demands?” the warlord's fear made Adam hear the golden words he wished.
“To let us go. We mean you no harm.”
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“What guarantee do I have that you'll keep your mouth shut?”
“My word. Ogres keep their words, do they not?” He replied, posing as an ogre.
The warlord lowered his ax, and turned towards his men and growled. Just as they were about 

to catch up with Sebastian and Rosemary, they stopped. Whether Adam trusted the warlord or not, 
he kept his word and headed towards his friends.

“What's going on, Adam?” Sebastian asked confused, “What did you say to them?”
“Let's just get out of here while we still can.”
Adam, Sebastian and Rosemary walked towards the woodland with all of their belongings, and 

more importantly, their lives. Sebastian wasn't sure what happened between Adam and the warlord, 
but after this episode, Sebastian had a new-found respect for the beings called human.

Chapter 10: The hollow woods

Going  directly  southeast,  the  travelers  avoided  the  Leprechaun  Woods.  By  the  time  they 
entered  this  part  of  the  woodland,  the  sun  had  already  set.  Nighttime raised  everyone’s  guard, 
opening their eyes in the creepy vivacious woods. Sebastian didn’t have to tell them to stay alert this 
time, because everyone of them knew how dangerous the woods could get at night.

“I think we should call it a day.” Adam suggested, not wanting to walk around in the dark.
“If we do, there’s no telling who might come.” Sebastian warned, “Sure, we can take shifts in 

being watch outs while the rest of us sleep, but the truth of the matter is, we’re all a bit tired, and if 
we doze off, there’s no telling if we’ll wake up again. I don’t mean to scare you, but the ones who live 
in these woods are adapted to little sunlight, some are even better hunters at night.”

“Do ogres live here?”
“It’s not their territory.”
“Then whose is it?”
“Chaneques.”
Sebastian told them without even having to read the map. He knew this place well because he 

came here before.  The woods the three were walking in was the Hollow Trees of  the Chaneque 
Mercenaries, an area in which all the trees had lost their leaves. Other than appearing dangerous, 
these grounds are also known to play mind games on the outsiders. If one is not accustomed to this 
location, one probably will get lost and never find his way out. 

“Wow, I'm really surprised, there are chaneques in this world too.” Adam replied sarcastically, 
“Fine, let me have it, how insane are the chaneques?”

“They’re not crazy, at least not all of them. I’ve been here before, and believe it or not, but I 
didn’t have to fight my way out. The chaneques aren’t bloodthirsty or control freaks, they’re just 
different. I can’t explain their ways of life because they have many.”

“I read on the internet once that by tradition, chaneques would attack intruders, frightening 
them so that their soul would abandon their body, which the chaneques enclosed in the depth of the 
land. If the victim did not recover their soul through a specific ritual, he would become ill and die soon 
afterwards.”

“I wouldn’t be surprised. But the truth is, they might be dangerous, but not all of them have 
sinful intentions.”

Adam could relate to what Sebastian was saying. Like human beings, not all  are black and 
white. Some are good while others are not. Unlike the faeries Adam had met, these sounded much 
more unpredictable, but possibly more understandable.  Adam kept his  thoughts to himself  as  he 
walked with caution with his companions. All of a sudden, Sebastian saw something move.
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“What was that?”
“Is it a chaneque?” Adam asked.
“Too dark to tell.”
After  that  Sebastian  kept  his  mouth  shut  as  he  sneaked  slowly  towards  a  certain  tree. 

Sebastian  was  targeting  this  tree  because  he  saw  whatever  it  was  that  moved  hide  behind  it. 
Sebastian  signaled  Adam  to  go  to  the  same tree,  but  come around  it  from the  other  direction. 
Whatever it  was,  Sebastian wanted to nail  it.  As the two came from both sides of  the tree,  the 
targeted shadow tried to escape.

“Got him!” Both Sebastian and Adam shouted simultaneously.
Oddly, both Sebastian and Adam were holding onto the fugitive. Sebastian was at the left side 

of the tree, while Adam was on the right. As they got a better look of their captive, they came to 
realize that there was two of them.

“Unhand me you beast!” One of them said to Adam in a gentleman’s tone.
“Hobbits?” Adam asked surprised.
“We’re haltijas, you dimwit!” He replied.
Adam released the man, and so did Sebastian to the other. The two appeared to be haltijis. 

They were dressed in the traditional haltiji  cloth. In addition, they fit the profile as they were the 
same height and had the same features.

“We’re sorry,” Sebastian apologized, “we thought you were predators.”
“And we you.” He replied honestly.
“That’s why you hid behind the tree.” Adam understood their action, then asked: “What are 

you doing all the way out here?”
“We are on an expedition. You see, my odd-looking friend,” he referred to Adam, “my brother 

and I, like many before us, were searching for the legendary Aerious, keeper of the sky. However, 
unlike the ones before us, we shall prove his existence and steal a feather from his rainbow ones and 
bring it as evidence that we met it.”

“And how goes your search so far?” Sebastian asked interested.
“So far, nothing. But we’re getting close, I can sense it!”
Adam, Sebastian and Rosemary maintained a respectable look at the adventurers, in spite of 

wanting to burst out into laughter. The idea of someone tracking a legendary titan was ridiculous, it 
was as if they were trying to prove that aliens from another world exist. A grin managed to escape 
Adam’s control, but he covered it with a serious look. Adam, as well as the others, didn’t wish to 
ridicule them. Just then, Adam began to suspect something about the two.

“Hey, by any chance, you two wouldn’t be Tapio and Ahti, now, would you?”
“How did you know?” They admitted their identities.
Adam’s guess was right on queue. From their fancy cloth to their noble manners, Adam knew 

they were the queen’s sons. Rosemary didn’t recognize them because she wasn’t looking at them. She 
was raised in a society in which she was taught not to associate with men unless it was urgent. This 
didn’t imply on relatives and mentors, of course. The same went for men as well. That’s one aspect of 
the traditions and culture of the Hidden Village.

However,  even  if  Rosemary  did  look  at  Tapio  and  Ahti’s  faces,  she  might  still  not  have 
recognized them. That’s because the last time she had seen them was 9 years ago when they were 
children playing together.

“You know, guys,” Adam said to both Tapio and Ahti, “not that you’re kids or anything, but 
your mother is worried sick. I wouldn’t bother if she hadn’t asked me to deliver this message to you.”

“I  think  we’ve  been  gone  for  quite  some  time,”  Tapio  said  to  Ahti,  “wouldn’t  you  say, 
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brother?”
“Indeed, I do think it is time to return home, back to mother.” Ahti replied, “No matter, we’ll 

continue our quest some other time. O how I miss the chef’s cooking, why, I haven’t had a decent 
meal in ages!”

“Now that I think about it, I am starving, say,” Tapio said turning back to Sebastian and Adam, 
“may we request that you spare us something to eat?”

“I’m sorry, we would if we could,” Sebastian replied, “I'm afraid we don't have anything with 
us  other  than  our  belongings.”  He  referred  to  their  map,  the  remaining  Zens,  and  two wooden 
swords.

“We're not far behind you.” Adam jumped in, “We haven't eaten anything for over 15 hours.”
“Oh,  I  see,” Tapio said disappointed, “well  then, best of luck. We didn’t have a successful 

journey, but I hope you will.”
With that said, the two brothers walked northwest towards the wasteland, from where they 

planned to make their way back to the Haltijas Kingdom. Sebastian wished them a safe return and 
continued south, deeper into the forest,  with his two companions. Along the way, Adam thought 
about his last remark, then shared his thoughts with the others.

“Guys, we need to have some food soon. I don’t know about you hobbits, but humans need 
food to function.”

“Avoiding the leprechauns wasn’t the only reason why I planned this little detour.”
Sebastian  said  nothing  more  as  the  three  walked,  leaving  Adam  wondering.  Sebastian’s 

destination soon became clear once the three saw lights in the woods. Green lights and red ones, 
created by fireflies in bottles and lit torches. The three were stepping on tribal grounds.

“Sebastian?” Adam said nervously.
“Yes, Adam?”
“Are you sure about this?”
In recollection of previous trespassing experiences, Adam’s heart wasn’t at ease with this one. 

He, along with the others, saw the locals going about. Their skin color was dark mud-like brown. They 
had a long pointy nose and ears. Their gray hair was kept short and tied behind their heads. Each of 
the individuals was wearing nothing except for a piece of red towel covering his privates. Around their 
left shoulders was wrapped a bag with a band. That bag was twice the size of a chaneque. Their backs 
supported  the  huge  bag  which  they  carried.  The  same  went  to  the  females,  except  they  were 
accessorized and protected by a spiritual chaneque necklace.

As Sebastian took a few steps towards the people, he saw that both Adam and Rosemary were 
terrified.  Sebastian wasn’t  since he knew the chaneques which hanged around this area were all 
mercenaries. As long as he doesn’t get in their way, he is a potential client and they gain nothing by 
killing him. Although they had nothing to fear, Adam and Rosemary were controlled by it.

“Relax,” Sebastian reassured his companions, “they're not hostile in nature. As long as you 
keep your mouth shut and your hands to yourselves, nothing could go wrong.”

“But they look so wicked, dirty, and dangerous!” Adam remarked whisperingly.
“Yes, but looks can be deceiving. Don’t judge a book by its cover.”
Adam didn’t reply, remembering the talk they had a while ago. Adam had to think of this as a 

normal society in order not to be seen as a threat or an outsider.
“Chaneques specialize in selling beans.”
“Beans?” Adam asked sarcastically.
“See that huge bag behind their backs?” Sebastian explained, “that’s where they put it all. It 

might seem messy, but I think they have it well-organized, because every time any costumer asks for 
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a certain type of bean, it only takes a chaneque a couple seconds to get it out.”
“The beans?” Adam continued with his sarcasm.
“They sell all sorts of beans, magic beans, love beans, instant-healing beans, instant-poisoning 

beans, you name it, they probably have it.”
Sebastian terminated his conversation with Adam once he came up close to a chaneque.
“Evening,” the chaneque welcomed them.
“Evening,” Sebastian replied the greetings, “I want to buy edible beans.”
“Which flavor?”
“flavorless.” Sebastian wanted the cheapest since he knew how expensive chaneque beans 

could get.
“Number?”
“3, we need 3 beans.” Sebastian replied.
“What?” Adam said interfering, “What about Tapio and Ahti? They need food as well.”
Sebastian grabbed Adam and took him aside,  “That's  not  our problem, Adam,  these Zens 

Leader Choragus gave me were meant for us.” Sebastian turned back to the chaneque and repeated 
his request: “3 beans, please.”

Right then, Adam understood the two phrases 'it's a jungle out there' and 'survival is for the 
fittest'. Adam wanted to help Tapio and Ahti but knew that they had to take care of their selves. If not 
for their selves, then for Reem.

“45.” The chaneque told Sebastian the price.
“What? That's outrageous!” Sebastian said furiously, “45 Zens for a couple of beans?”
“Cheapest flavorless year-old beans, 15 pieces per bean. Total 45.”
“15 pieces per bean? That's highway robbery!” Adam interrupted Sebastian and the seller.
Sebastian took Adam aside, again. “What are you doing? Don’t talk when I'm making a deal.”
“But Sebastian, he wants all our money! We might need it to get to Reem!”
“If we want to survive, we have to eat. And I don't know about your world, but in this lifetime, 

you pay for what you eat!”
“But we've only got 32 pieces of Zens!”
“Fine, I accept!” the seller said, overhearing what Adam said. “I'll take it.”
“What? But that’s all we have!” Adam replied.”
“If you want the beans, give me all your money!” He insisted, “Be glad I’m not going to work 

you for the remaining 13 pieces which you owe me.”
For Adam and Rosemary, the beans weren’t worth all their Zens. They haven’t seen anything 

like  them and there  was  no  guarantee  that  they  would  work.  However,  since  Sebastian  was  so 
persistent on purchasing them, they decided not to interfere.

Sebastian wanted to go to another chaneque, but he knew well that this chaneque would be 
offended by this act and won’t offer him the same offer if he returned. Unfortunately, if he, along 
with Adam and Rosemary, do go in search of a better deal, he might not find one. The other sellers 
might only agree on giving them two beans since they can’t afford to pay for the third one. Sebastian 
had no choice but to except.

Sebastian paid the chaneque and got the three small flavorless year-old beans. With nothing 
more to do, they left the Hollow Trees of the Chaneque Mercenaries. As the three walked south 
continuing their path, Sebastian gave his companions their beans. As Adam and Rosemary looked at 
their small beans, they felt cheated, but hoped it to be satisfying to their hunger. The bean wasn't any 
bigger than an ordinary redbean Adam's used to gobbling up. Sebastian looked at his with hunger, but 
wasn’t sure if he could get another bite after it.
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“Perhaps we should keep the beans till we're really starving.” Sebastian suggested. “With no 
Zens left, who knows when we’ll get our next bite.”

“I’m saving mine for Reem.” Adam said.
“You have to eat, Adam.” Rosemary spoke.
“I’m not hungry.” He lied, “I’m saving it for Reem.”
Adam marched a few feet in front of them in attempt to hide his face. However, Rosemary saw 

that Adam’s eyes were watering. This added more sadness to her breaking heart. Unless she finds 
Reem, Rosemary wasn’t sure if she or Adam could be cheerful again.

“Look,” Sebastian talked to Adam, “wherever she is, we’ll find her. You have to believe that. 
But in order to do that, you have to keep up your strength. If you collapse on us, no one can carry you, 
so don’t be stubborn ... Adam?”

Adam stopped walking and talking all together as his eyes opened wider. Unexpectedly, the 
strange surroundings became very familiar in Adam's eyes. He identified the place even though he 
had no recollection of coming here before. As his mouth opened, he turned towards Sebastian and 
Rosemary.

“I know this place, its where we came from! Come on!”
It was the place from where he, along with Reem, came into this world from. The woods in 

which  they  parted  their  world  and  entered  another.  After  6  long  days,  Adam finally  found  and 
returned to the same place which he marked with Reem as their final destination in this odd world. 
Their exit. Boosted by excitement and fear at the same time, it took only a few minutes before Adam 
could manage to find the shack. Adam ran in and, to his heart’s content, saw the myrtle mirror still 
there. He looked into the reflection and saw the room from which he came from. Adam saw home.

“Are you going to go?” Sebastian asked.
“… I don’t know.” Adam replied, tempted.
“You are well aware that this may be your only chance to get home, if anyone discovers this 

mirror …”
“I know,” Adam shouted, “don’t rush me!”
Adam stood a few seconds in front of the mirror, thinking.
“I  …”  Adam  thought  for  a  couple  of  seconds,  then  made  up  his  mind,  “can’t.”  Adam's 

excitement faded away as he declined. “I have to save Reem first.”
“You are well aware that this may be your only chance to return to your world. And I'm not 

just talking about someone touching this mirror, I can see clearly that through the reflection that your 
world's mirror is in harm.” Sebastian pointed out, then explained, “If I'm not mistaken, the building its 
in seems to be insecure.”

Right  then  Adam  remembered  that  the  building  which  the  mirror  was  in  was  set  for 
demolishing by the owner. With everything else removed other than the mirror, the building was due 
any time now. Adam realized that Sebastian was right, this may be his very last time.

“Yo, Human boy?” Sebastian yelled out to Adam, “This isn't the time to be spacing out!”
“Didn't you hear me? I said I'm getting Reem first!” Adam fought temptation as he shouted in 

Sebastian’s face.
Sebastian  smiled,  seeing  that  Adam  passed  his  little  test.  He  wanted  to  see  what  would 

humans do in a situation such as this. Sebastian walked up to Adam, and placed his hand on Adam's 
shoulder.

“Adam, you have to consider the possibility that Reem might have died. Trolls are known to be 
vicious when it comes to treating captive women.”

Even though Sebastian wanted Adam to go through with his promise and save his friend, he 
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also wanted to make sure that Adam wasn't living a fantasy where the good guys always win. He 
wanted to let him know that this is an ugly world in which things don't always go according to plan.

“Is that why you came, Sebastian? To make sure I get home?” Adam said disappointed, “If 
that’s the case then you could just leave me alone right now, I’ll find Reem and rescue her on my 
own.”

“That’s not what I mean, Adam. I will aid you as promised, I just want to make sure you know 
what you're doing.”

“I don’t know what I’m doing, but I know if I abandon Reem here I’m not worth living myself.”
“Then we are with you all the way, my friend, I won't stop until she is safe once again.”
Even though Sebastian hasn’t met Reem, he was willing to do whatever it took to get her out 

of danger. Sebastian saw it from Adam's perspective. If something was to happen to Rosemary, he 
would also refuse to let her go. At that moment, Sebastian knew that there was more to human 
beings than meets the eyes.
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Part III  New Allies:
 Friends of the Worthy
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Chapter 11: Awakening

In a unknown dark environment a lonely girl sat on the cold ground. Against her will, she sat in 
a confined space. Between three walls and vertical bars forming the fourth, all she could do was cry. 
The tears which ran down her cheeks have dried up hours ago, and since then all she has done is sit 
on the floor.

Physically,  she  remained  in  her  position  for  hours,  but  mentally,  she  wandered  off.  She 
thought of everything that came to mind, her family back home, Adam, this world, and finally herself. 
Reem couldn't believe that she was locked up for the third time; however, this time was worse. She 
was locked up without Adam.

As she sat in her cell, she heard a sound. Footsteps. It was the first sound she had heard ever 
since she was thrown in the dungeon. Fear and hope rushed through her body as her heart pounded 
faster. She was hopeful because she imagined Adam had arrived to get her out, but at the same time, 
she was afraid that it might not be him. As the footsteps became louder, the shadow grew bigger. 
Whoever it was, it was coming Reem's way. The excitement was paused when the figure stood in 
front of Reem's cell. He appeared like all the others which Reem had seen, the ones who threw her 
into the cell.

“Please, I haven't done anything to you!” Reem pleaded as she grabbed a hold of two bars, 
“Please let me go!”

He didn't reply, instead, he just continued his round. He was a guard, nothing more. Reem 
collapsed on the ground again, breaking in tears. The first being to ever visit her in her inhumane cage 
was nothing more than a guard.

From the people who dragged her and threw her into her prison cell,  Reem saw what the 
beings looked like. They appeared as dark creatures, from the way they look to where they live. The 
area was unknown to Reem, but she knew it was well hidden. The place was gloomy and dark, in spite 
of there being medieval wall candle lights with blue flames. The walls were as rocky as the ceiling, as if 
this place was built in a cave. Reem wondered if it was underground, but couldn't really tell. The last 
thing she remembered out side of this strange surroundings was when she was hanging for her life 
onto the falcon. The falcon was crossing the sea, heading south, when all of a sudden Reem saw a 
portal open in the air. A man was seen in that bizarre portal. By holding onto a cyan orb, he jumped 
onto  Reem and  grabbed  a  hold  of  her  with  his  other  hand.  The  next  thing  she  knew,  she  was 
teleported to this place.

The man who brought her here appeared like any other. They were 6 and a half feet tall and 
bony-thin. They had long limbs and tall fingers. The cloth they wore were all puffed up on the sides. 
Their entire wardrobe was made out of silk. However, all of this came secondary to any outsider's 
observation, because the feature that attracts anyone's eyesight is the fact that they had horns. Long 
twisted  devilish  twin  horns  came  right  out  of  their  hairless  head  and  over  their  goat-like  ears. 
Furthermore, their entire body's pigment is as black as the inside of a closed box. This was more than 
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enough to give any outsider an unsettling feeling towards them.
As  the  hours  passed,  Reem had nothing  to  do  but  allow her  mind  to  wander  again.  She 

thought about what had happened during the last week. She realized what was going on in this story 
and what was wrong. Adam was the hero, while she was the danzel in distress.

“Not this time!” Reem said, thinking out loud.
Reem knew that she can't depend on Adam this time. She had to rely on herself. Chances are 

Adam won't find her because the entry to this place is a mystery even to her. Moreover, she didn't 
want to be rescued anymore. This strange journey has changed Adam, bringing out the best of him 
and transforming him from an irresponsible mischievous child into a brave young man. She wasn't 
sure how, but Reem knew that it was about time she did the same.

Her chance came a few hours later; someone came to Reem’s cell, bringing her her dinner. As 
Reem looked at him putting down her plate, she noticed him shivering. This was odd since she should 
be the shivering one. But then, Reem overlooked his physical appearance and thought of him as a 
black cat. Reem is frightened of black cats, however, she knows that they are terrified of her as well. 
This person who brought her food was shorter than the others, and his skin wasn’t as furry as theirs. 
This  led her to  conclude that  perhaps  he might  be a  little  boy.  Upon seeing him nervous,  Reem 
realized that this was her chance. Although Reem was scared to death of the unknown creatures, she 
decided to ignore her fear and act fearless. With nothing to lose, she opened her mouth to a gentle 
conversation.

“What's your name?” She asked calmly.
“… Omar.” He replied worried, “Please don't talk to me, I don't want to get into trouble.”
“Aren't you going to ask me what my name is, Omar?” She asked, trying to befriend him.
However, Omar remained silent, terrified.
“It's Reem.” She told him.
Omar, not wanting to engage in a conversation, took a few steps backwards in fear.
“I'm only a child,” she pleaded, “and they're going to kill me unless you let me go!”
“I'm sorry!” He shouted as he ran out after locking the cell.
Reem returned to her soundless state, thinking that she was an idiot for blowing her chance.
Omar ran all the way down the hall and back into the main lounge. He was terrified as it is 

when he was told to bring her her dinner. Omar was 11 years old and has been training with his peers, 
for about a year, into becoming a soldier. Omar, who never left his home before, often heard stories 
from older soldiers about other creatures they’ve encountered. These stories made him extremely 
afraid.

As Omar headed back to his training grounds, he saw the emperor himself walking in this 
section. This realm was big, and the emperor of the entire race lived nowhere near this section. Omar 
was curious to why he was here, then linked it to Reem. He thought the emperor probably came to 
see the strange prisoner. The emperor went straight into Omar’s commanding officer’s office, closing 
the door behind him. Omar went into the training grounds’ bathroom which was separated by only a 
wall from the commander’s office. There, Omar climbed up the wall and into the vent, from where he 
made his way across to the commander’s office and remained up there. Omar wasn’t a spy or an 
outlaw of any sort, but he was the most curious boy in the squad. Omar wasn’t able to eavesdrop on 
the conversation from the beginning, but he listened anyways to whatever remained to be said.

“Yes, Master,” The commanding officer replied, “the strange specimen isn’t a faery.”
“Very well, then I shall grant you your request, captain, you may select the witch doctors you 

find most suitable for dissecting her.”
“Dissect?” Omar said surprised, “They're gonna kill Reem!”
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Having never seen any violence in his homeland, Omar became extremely frightened by the 
Master's choice of action. Omar always thought that his people were just and didn't kill anyone unless 
he had it coming, but Reem, she seamed harmless. Other than looking like a horrible beast, she did 
nothing to harm anyone. This made Omar question the master and doubt the way of his people.

Cautiously, Omar sneaked back to the bathroom and got down from the vent. He thought 
nervously of what to do. He can’t tell the lawmen about this scheme because the emperor is the law. 
Omar thought of  butting out,  but then thought what if  it  was him in her place? What if  he was 
captured by another species and opened up? Omar knew that he had to get Reem out of this before 
the witch doctors are assigned. With no time to lose, he returned back to the hall of cells and to 
Reem’s. He stood before Reem’s cell thinking. Reem saw him and could see that he was extremely 
nervous.

“What’s wrong Omar?”
Without a word, Omar lowered down the bars. Reem just stood there confused.
“Hurry!” Omar told her, “There isn't much time!”
Reem didn’t understand what was going on, or why he was doing this, but she understood 

that Omar was helping her escape. Little did she know, her words had an effect on him. To Omar, her 
words opened up his eyes. He learned from her that she was an intelligent being with a life. As crazy 
as it sounded to him, Omar thought of the killing of Reem as murder.

“Thank you,”  she said as she got out,  closed her eyes,  and embraced Omar,  “I  knew you 
weren’t like them!”

Reem, like usually, overflowed with emotions. She closed her eyes because she was scared 
from the way Omar looked. Omar, who was completely embarrassed by her unexpected reaction, did 
nothing but stand put. He didn’t understand this reaction, but didn’t mind it.

“Sure, I'll do the right thing now,” he replied, “but when they find out it was me who let you 
loose, I'll be skinned alive.”

Reem  backed  away  from  Omar,  knowing  from  the  tone  of  his  voice  that  he  wasn’t 
exaggerating.

“… I'm sorry.” She replied sincerely.
And she really was. She was so focused on getting herself out of this place that she didn't think 

about whose life might be destroyed in the process.
“We have to get you out of here quickly?” Omar said without explaining why.
“Where are we?” Reem asked.
“In the Underworld.” Omar replied as he grabbed her hand and ran out through a back door.
“The Underworld?” She asked another question as she ran with him.
“A magical realm created by the power of imps.” Omar replied as he ran with Reem down a 

stairway with caution.
“Imps?” Reem asked, clueless of her surroundings.
Omar stopped descending the stairway and turned towards her, replying: “That's us, we're 

called imps, devilish beings.” He said shamefully, admitting his race’s nature.
“That's not what I see when I look at you.”
Reem’s comment sent an ocean of comfort into Omar’s heart. He dreamt of hearing similar 

words from a being other than imps. By breaking out Reem, Omar had betrayed his own. He didn’t 
understand why, but felt that he and Reem clicked. After hearing her heavenly words, Omar was 
determined more than ever to get her out of this place.

Culturally know as the fallen faeries, imps are seen evil beings. Some call them attendants of 
the devil, while others say their mere birth is a contribution to evil. Despite the details, everyone 

VIVACIOUS FOLKLORE: Journeying Beyond the Myrtle Mirror 50 



Yousef A. Mustafa – Kuwait Book

thinks of imps as evil beings and nothing less, however, that's not how Reem sees them. Meeting 
Omar, Reem believed there to be hope to the species called imps.

As the two made their way stealthily, they heard footsteps marching their way. Omar turned 
back and pressed himself against the walls. Reem was caught in between. Although scared to death, 
both of them kept their mouth shut and their muscles motionless. They waited as the marching got 
louder, then they saw a man pass, followed by two guards on each side. As the danger passed away, 
Omar released Reem.

“Who's that?” Reem asked whisperingly.
“That's Prince Verse, our Master's pride and joy. If he sees us, we're done for.”
Prince Verse was the Master’s one and only child, and like him, his intentions was to ensure 

the ongoing of the imp’s long-lived ways. His appearance didn’t differ much to Reem, but Omar, as 
well as any other imp, could identify him in a second. Prince Verse had a scar going all the way from 
his left eyebrow to his noise. He got his scar from a previous battle against a powerful elf. Upon 
believing that the danger was no more, Omar emerged with Reem into the hallway.

“The prisoner has escaped!” One of the guards who spotted the two notified the rest, “It's one 
of our own, he's a traitor!”

“Come on!” Omar shouted as he ran with Reem away from the guards.
Omar and Reem ran until they unexpectedly reached a dead-end.
“Omar!” Reem shouted freaking out as the guards approached them.
That’s when Omar got out a cyan orb.
“Hey!” Reem said, recognizing the object. “That's the same orb the others carry.”
“I know.” He said.
Concentrating, Omar uses his orb to open a portal, one similar to the one Reem saw before.
“Go quick!” Omar instructed as he could not keep it stable for a long time, and because the 

guards were coming.
“Come with me!” Reem suggested, “They will kill you if you stay!”

Omar hesitated as he thought about the offer. The bad news was, both Reem and Omar were scared 
of each other, the good news was, both Reem and Omar were scared of each other. This fear they 
have in common was helping them to over look the nightmarish appearances and look beyond the 
looks. Seeing the alternative choice’s fate, Omar assented to Reem’s offer.
“Hang on!” Omar advised as he took Reem’s hand and jumped into the portal.

Chapter 12: Savages in nature

“Ah! My eyes!” She shouted.
Being in the dark for such a long time, it was only natural that sudden exposure to sunlight 

would hurt the eyes. As light was seen once again, it hurt Reem’s eyes a little, however, for Omar, it 
was different. Because he lived all his life underground, his eyesight was temporarily gone, leaving 
him blind. As Reem opened her eyes slowly, she saw the cyan sky and the beautiful trees.

“Yes! We escaped!” Reem said cheerful as she jumped with joy.
“For now.” He replied with his eyes shut.
“Don’t be scared,” Reem told him, “It’s beautiful, open your eyes and see for yourself!”
“I can’t.” Omar replied.
“What’s wrong?”
“My eyes aren't used to seeing such bright light. If I do open my eyes, it will only hurt, but I 

won’t see anything.”
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“Oh, I’m sorry, I didn’t know. Are you going to be okay?”
“Yeah,  don’t  worry about it.  All  imps who emerge to the upper grounds for the first time 

experience what I’m experiencing right now. We learn that at a place called school.”
Reem smiled as Omar tried to explain to her what a school is.
“It’s okay, I’ll be your eyes until you adapt!” She said smiling.

Reem breathed the fresh air as she looked around. From all the grass covering the rocky ground, and 
the tall trees reaching all the way up into the sky, Reem could see clearly that they were in a jungle.
“Where are we, Omar? It looks like a jungle.”

“I’m not sure, Reem, I've never been here before, and I forgot to bring a map. I'm sorry.”
Omar knew that he was responsible for Reem being out here, and because of that he felt that 

he should have been prepared.
 “Please, don't be. You've already done more than I could imagine. You've saved my life, and 
for that I'm eternally grateful.”
“Really Reem? Do you really mean that?”

“Yes.” Then Reem's sight was drawn to the glowing cyan orb Omar was holding in his hand.
Upon seeing the orb, Reem got nervous. She didn't understand it, but feared it. Everyone of 

the imps carried one around with them. This made the glowing orb appear as a dangerous possession. 
Although Omar couldn’t see, he felt that Reem had stopped talking because of his orb.

“Don't worry, it's my magical orb, every imp has one.” Omar said in attempt to ease her mind, 
“It's our weapon and defense against others.”

The orb is linked by a mental link with its wielder; his or her wish is the orb's command. Each 
one has a special bond with an imp from birth, which means replacing a broken or stolen orb isn't as 
simple as replacing torn cloth. Upon wishing to battle, all the imp has to do is hold out the orb with 
one hand and desire. The orb has telekinetic powers, supersonic-boom attacks and teleportal abilities. 
In power, the orb resemble the haltijas' wands more than most faeries thinks. 

Fearing that the imp guards will locate them, they started walking with Reem’s guidance.
“Do you have a lot of fights against other faeries?” Reem asked Omar about his people.

“They hate us for being what we are. That's why I think my people are so angry all the time.”
“And you? What do you think?”
“Me? I think I'm a freak. I don't think like any other imp I know. I don't wish others harm, in 

fact, I want everyone to live in peace … I know it's a stupid dream.”
“No, it's not. It only means you’re smarter than the others. You're able to see beyond your 

tribe's hatred.”
“Reem, I don't want that life,” Omar said as he stopped walking. He was serious, fearful of a 

cruel fate. “I don't want to be a mindless minion of the dark side like my brothers and sisters.”
Reem didn't  know how to reply  to  his  plead.  She wanted to  tell  him that  he  won't,  that 

everything would be alright, but she couldn't promise such a happy ending.
“I’m sorry, Omar, but I don’t have an answer for you.” Reem said unhappily, “I know nothing 

about this world let alone teach you about your own kind. This is something you have to figure out 
yourself. All I can tell you is: believe in yourself; don’t let anyone tell you what to do. You do what you 
think is right, at least that’s what I hear from watching my soaps.”

Omar was still in the blur, he wasn’t sure what Reem was trying to say.
“Omar, I wanted to ask you .. why did you get me out?”
“I didn't want you to think that imps were all evil. I wanted to prove to you and to myself that 

we are capable of doing good.”
After answering Reem, he understood what she meant. Omar smiled, then continued walking 
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with her. As Reem directed him, she began to wonder about Omar’s fate herself. She wondered what 
will become of him.

‘perhaps he won’t be mad like the others,’ she thought, ‘maybe he'll be a revelation and start 
a rebellion against his master's dark ways. Or maybe, he'll reach puberty and become an adult who 
follows tradition and do as he's told.’

As she thought, Omar interrupted her: “Reem?”
“Yes?”
“I wanted to ask you something.” He said, then went ahead, “I heard my commanding officer 

say that you weren’t a faery. Is that true?”
“Yes.” Having nothing to hide, she replied sincerely. “I’m a human, but don’t  be alarmed, 

humans are very much like faeries.”
Reem felt that she had to comfort him as Omar was more afraid of her than she was of him. 

Reem knew that he was younger than her, and, like her, he was also a long way from home. The only 
difference is, his goal is to get away from home instead of returning. Reem, as well as Omar, knew 
well that he could never go back after what he have done. Just like Reem, he became a fugitive.

As the two hiked on the rocky grounds, they heard a sound. Something moved in the bushes 
behind them. The two knew they weren’t alone. Since they couldn’t run in the jungle, they walked 
cautiously,  hoping they didn’t alert the dominant creatures of the jungle. However, their attempt 
failed as a huge hairy beast jumped off of a tall tree and landed in front of them. Within the same 
second, others from the same species jumped down, surrounding Reem and Omar. They realized that 
they were ambushed. Without so much as a word, the beasts ran towards the two and restrained 
them;  a  crowd  over  each.  Reem  and  Omar’s  resistance  was  futile  against  the  strong  natives. 
Moreover, they were surrounded by a great number. One good thing came out of this; with all the 
struggling, Omar’s eyesight was restored. He saw the creatures as they separated him from Reem.
“Let us go you apes!” Reem shouted as she continued to struggle.

“They're no ordinary apes, Reem,” Omar shouted to her, “they're agogwes, primitive fearies, 
but dangerous nonetheless.”

“I can see that!” Reem shouted back, “What I don’t know is how to get their sweaty paws off 
of me! Their breaking my arms!”

Omar didn’t reply as he himself was trying to get loose. The agogwes were a lot stronger than 
he had heard. The savage barbaric beasts placed Omar’s head on a rock, forcing him down. They did 
the same with Reem on another rock. With the fugitives’ heads held in position, one of the agogwes 
lifted up a stick with a stone wrapped at the end. Omar didn’t know why they were doing this, but he 
knew that they were going to smash their skulls, that much he did know.

With no time to lose, Omar tried to forget this situation and focus. He wanted to remember 
what he had learned in school about dealing with agogwes, however, the pressure failed him his 
concentration.

“Screw this!” Omar said as he went to drastic measures. 
With his weapon still in hand, Omar used his orb to blast his way out. He blew an agogwe’s brain up 
with his anger. Holding an orb while releasing his rage, Omar’s out-of-control powers went ballistic. 
However, by blowing one up, the others moved back in shock. This bought him some space which he 
used to escape. He ran towards Reem and grabbed her hand. Omar saw that the agogwes weren’t the 
only ones in shock, Reem too was scared. Omar grabbed her hand and yanked her from the agogwes. 
Upon realizing the murderer was getting away, the agogwes got extremely pissed and pursued the 
fugitives.

“Omar! They’re following us!” Reem shouted scared as she ran.
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“Don’t look back!” Omar advised as he ran through the trees.
Reem ran with Omar, holding his right hand with her left, yet terrified from him. In his left hand, he 
was carrying the object which murdered a living being. Moreover, he did it with no remorse. This 
made Omar appear as evil as the others, but Reem struggled to overlook the kill and abandon this 
approach. She couldn’t afford to lose her only companion. Reem tried to look at it from a different 
perspective; Reem convinced herself that Omar did what he did only because they were going to kill 
him with herself. Omar did what he did because he had no alternative. Little did Reem know, she was 
right. Omar hated killing as much as Reem did; he only killed because this world forced him. Just like 
Reem, this world was odd in Omar’s eyes as well.

As Reem rushed through the jungle with Omar, she felt a sensation like nothing before. She 
was trusting a stranger with her life to get her out of this crazy wonderland. But that wasn't the 
strange sensation. The odd feeling Reem was experiencing was the fact that she trusted this stranger 
one hundred percent. Right then, the words of Avril Lavigne's ‘I'm With You’ went through her head.

The fact that they were being hunted down by giant ape-like faeries was an incentive for both 
Reem and Omar to run like crazy. They ran without knowing what to find. As they were running, all 
they could see in front of them were trees and giant leaves hanging from trees. They couldn’t see two 
meters in front of them, hence, it was no wonder that they ended up falling off a cliff.

Naturally, they were completely surprised, but didn’t have any time to react or plan ahead. As 
they fell,  Reem’s hand remained holding onto Omar’s. That connection was terminated once they 
started rolling down. Within minutes they hit the ground. The snow on the ground eased their fall. 
Reem got up, hating the fact that history repeats itself. Omar was in one piece as well.

“And  once  again,”  Reem  said  looking  up  from  where  they  fell,  “the  crazy  tribe  stopped 
following, who knew.” She said passionlessly. “You okay?”

“I think.” Omar replied as he got up with Reem’s assistance.
Omar looked around, seeing nothing but snow all around them. The sky was blue, and the 

wind was blowing hard from northeast. Both Reem and Omar realized that they were in a blizzard, 
and unless they move, they will freeze to death.

“We're in the fourth realm,” Omar said identifying the area from its harsh environment, “the 
Icelands.”  he  said  as  he  crossed his  arms hugging  himself  to  stay  warm,  “Imps  don't  do  well  in 
extreme temperatures, low or high.”

“Just hang in there, we’ll get out of this,” Reem said as she shivered from the cold herself.
Reem looked around searching for a nearby hut or something from the sort, but found nothing 

other than snow. The two had no choice but to start marching, hoping not to need to rest. Since going 
against  the  current  was  challenging,  the  two  headed southwest.  Within  ten  minutes,  Reem had 
noticed a great drop in Omar’s speed and activeness.

“Hey, come on,” Reem told him as she rubbed him with her hands to keep him warm, “I need 
you to stay awake for me, okay?”

“Its freezing,” Omar said stuttering, “I won't make it!”
“Don't talk like that, just keep thinking positive thoughts.” Reem encouraged him.
Reem and Omar continued walking in the blizzard, hoping for something to appear in their 

eyesight. As they walked, Reem remained close to Omar to keep him warm. Naïve Reem didn't realize 
it, but Omar was developing feelings towards her. He had betrayed his tribe, helped her escape, and 
continued to risk his life to ensure her’s. He was doing things he never thought he would do, but he 
did them just for Reem. As Reem held Omar close, he felt a new sensation which he never felt before; 
Omar was falling for Reem.
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Chapter 13: Think Fast

“Rise and shine sleepy head!” Sebastian’s voice was heard a few feet to the west.
As Adam opened his eyes to the new morning, he realized that it was day 7 since he arrived to 

this world. Adam leaned forth as he awoke from his 9 hours sleep. He, along with his friends, spent 
the night sleeping on the grass and the surfaced roots of a tree. Adam turned his head to his left and 
saw Sebastian and Rosemary all set to go.

Adam got up and joined them as they started walking, continuing their path south, deeper 
into the woods. It didn’t take long before Adam’s stomach started rumbling. The last time he had 
eaten anything was days ago, before he left the Hidden Village. The same went to Sebastian and 
Rosemary. Although they hid their hunger, they were starving as much as Adam.

“I don’t know about you, guys, but I’m starved!” Adam told them as he took out his 15 Zens-
worth bean, “For what’s it worth, I’m eating mine now.”

Feeling the same need, the others got out their beans as well. Without another thought, they 
munched then swallowed the chaneques’ beans. Everyone just stared at the other, waiting for their 
feedback on the petite meal.

“So?” Sebastian broke the silence, addressing Adam more than Rosemary.
Within a second, Adam’s eyes opened wider as his tongue sprung out! He placed both his 

hands on his stomach as he fell on the ground shaking.
“Adam!” Sebastian and Rosemary shouted.
Sebastian and Rosemary surrounded Adam; getting on their knees and placing their hands on 

Adam’s body in fear of the worse. Not knowing anything about human beings, Sebastian had no idea 
that the bean might be poisonous to Adam. As Adam shook back and forth with a death look on his 
face, helpless Sebastian and Rosemary panicked.

“Adam! Hang on!” Sebastian said cluelessly as he looked left and right for something to help 
his, apparently dying, friend.

“I … need …” Adam said as he shook.
“What? What is it you need?” Sebastian said attentive, “Speak, Adam!”
“I … need you … to … laugh!” Adam said as he stopped shaken.
The fearful expression on Adam’s face morphed into a smile. Sebastian and Rosemary were 

lost for a few seconds, but seeing Adam smile, they realized he was joking. Sebastian got up without 
saying a word. His cold reaction told everybody that he was angry.

“Oh, come on,” Adam said as he got up, “lighten up, it was a joke!”
“It’s not funny, Adam.” Rosemary said upset at Adam.
“Come on guys, everyone was so stressed lately, I just thought of raising a smile.” Adam said 

honestly.
“By pretending to die?” Sebastian said as he turned around, “You think dying is hilarious?”
“No, I–”
“This isn’t a game, Adam, people actually die in life.”
“Geez, I’m sorry guys.” Adam replied with an attitude, thinking Sebastian was overdoing it.
“And when they do,” Sebastian continued, “others around them lose hope!”
“I … I’m sorry guys, I didn’t mean it that way.” Adam regretted playing around, “You’re right, I 

shouldn’t have done that. I’m sorry.”
Sebastian and Rosemary didn’t reply, but knew that he had good intentions so they forgave 

him.
“But hey, if it’ll make you feel any better, the bean was amazing,” Adam said as he went to 
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another subject, “I mean I can’t believe this, but I'm full!”
“That's why we needed to buy them.” Sebastian replied.
After that, the rest of their walk was quiet. Hours passed by and not a single word came out of 

Adam’s mouth. This was the longest period of time in which Adam had remained silence. Although 
Sebastian had a feeling he was going to regret making him talk again, he became worried.

“You're awfully quiet.”
Adam kept silent for a few seconds as he looked up at the cyan sky through the openings 

between the trees’ leaves, then replied to Sebastian saying: “I woke up this morning realizing that a 
week had passed.  An entire week has gone by with us trapped in this place.” He said referring to 
himself and Reem.

“Is this place really that bad?”
“So far we’ve been locked up, chased by a number of tribes, Reem got plucked off of the face 

of the earth, literally, and now, we have no food or money. You tell me.”
“A week had passed and so much had happened,” Sebastian replied, “but your pessimistic 

view is making you see this journey as an ordeal rather than a blessing.”
“Blessing? Did I forget to mention that Reem and I  faced death several times, and to make 

matters worse, I lost the only person I cared about.” Adam said, realized how much he wanted Reem 
back.

“And you also made friends.” Sebastian said smiling, “Cheer up, this place isn't half bad.”
Adam saw Sebastian smile for the first time in his life. He was making an effort to make Adam 

ease up and develop an optimistic view of the events in the past week. However, Adam’s eyes then 
shifted to the ever-silent Rosemary. She was frowning as ever while walking at their side. Adam knew 
that there was something wrong, but kept silence in her presence. When Rosemary claimed she had 
to go behind a tree as nature called, Adam saw this as his chance to butt in.

“Sebastian, something's up with Rosemary.” Adam said worried.
“What do you mean?” Sebastian said cluelessly.
“You know, she's been silence ever since we took off from the village. I barely hear her voice 

anymore.”
“Naw, it's probably just your imagination.” Sebastian replied, overlooking the problem.
“When's the last time you heard her speak?”
Sebastian, thinking about what Adam said, didn’t reply.
“I'm telling ya, something's up. Talk to her.”
“She's probably just homesick. She never went far away from home before.”
“Could be,” Adam agreed, then added: “but you never know unless you talk to her.”
“I think she's just shy. Back at the village, she usually talks with girls, not guys.”
“Or maybe,” Adam said suggesting another possibility,  “she's still  feeling guilty with Reem 

being kidnapped. You do know that if it wasn't for Reem, she would be the one kidnapped, right?”
“Hey, I'll have you know that Rosemary, as a princess, was kidnapped many times before you 

and that girl Reem came along, and I always managed to come through.”
“I'm just saying, no need to get angry. All I'm saying is, unless somebody talks to her, that 

feeling is gonna kill her inside.”
Sebastian started worrying.
“Or maybe, she's just angry at you.”
“What? Why?” Sebastian got defensive.
“I don't know, maybe it’s because you returned back one day from a quest and never said hi, 

chicks are sensitive that way, you know.” Adam told him about a movie he saw on TV.
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Sebastian was silent after that, digesting Adam’s words and thinking that of the possibility that 
Adam might right; Sebastian might be the reason behind Rosemary’s silence after all.

Once Rosemary came back she asked the guys: “Ready?”
“I'm all set.” Adam replied, looking at Sebastian.
Sebastian remained silent, thinking.
The three continued walking, however, this time no one said anything. Rosemary was quiet as 

usual. Sebastian remained silent as he thought about what Adam had said. As for Adam, he kept his 
mouth shut because he knew that having a conversation with nobody paying attention is a lot like 
talking to himself, and he knows how boring that is. The three proceeded walking south until Adam 
saw something small  run fast in front of them. He stopped, and with his halt the others stopped 
walking as well.

“What was that?” Adam asked about the creature which ran from one tree into another.
“Ops, sorry.” Sebastian said, “Wrong turn!”
“Wrong turn?” Adam asked with a rising tone, “What do you mean ‘wrong turn’?”
“It appears that we took a little detour into an unfriendly territory.”
“Give me that!” Adam took the map from Sebastian, then held it up right trying to figure out 

where they stood. Adam, maintaining his tone, finally gave up and asked: “Where are we?”
“Don’t be alarmed, we’re still on the right path to the trolls.”
“Sebastian, where are we?” Adam insisted.
“In the Little Gnome Land.”
Instead  of  walking  straight  south,  then  go  west  towards  the  Wetland,  Sebastian 

unintentionally took the right turn a little too early, delivering himself and his friends to the part of 
the woods which the gnomes run. Adam’s tone was gone, thinking of gnomes as nothing compared to 
the other faeries. As for Sebastian, he became extremely alerted.

“Gnomes?” Adam asked with an are-you-serious? look.
“Little annoying archenemies of the leprechauns.” Sebastian commented upon hearing their 

names.
“They’re annoying because …” Adam waited for Sebastian to continue.
“They’re very fast –”
“I can see that.” Adam interrupted.
“And they’re tricksters –”
“O boy.” Adam said, developing an idea why Sebastian labeled them annoying.
“Keep your hands to yourselves and act casual.” Sebastian ignorantly advised everyone as he 

thought it would guarantee a safe crossing.
Having never been to the Little Gnome Land, Sebastian didn’t really know what he was doing, 

but prayed that they weren’t territorial like other faeries he knew. While the three walked edgily, one 
of the locals ran in front of them, springing from one tree hiding behind another. The more they 
walked, the more the gnome sprinted irrationally.

“He’s just running around?” Adam said calmly, but surprised, “At least they’re harmless.”
“They’re friendly alright,” Sebastian remarked, “friendly only with their own kind. Don’t try to 

analyze them, Adam, because they’re illogical creatures.”
Adam didn’t think about Sebastian’s reply. His mind was still  puzzled by the nature of the 

speeding gnome.
“He has fast feet and had seen intruders in his land,” Adam thought, “why isn’t he running to 

the others and to inform them? And if gnomes aren’t territorial and our presence isn’t bothering 
them, then why the heck is he stalking us?”
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 As Adam wondered, the gnome answered him by passing really fast, stealing the map from 
Adam’s hand. Sprinting after the gnome was an unconscious reaction to Adam. Once Sebastian had 
noticed what had happened, he began running himself.

“Not again!” Adam sighed as he ran, recalling a similar incident in the haltijas market.
“Rosemary run!” Sebastian shouted at her, not wanting to lose her.
She had no choice by to run like her friends after the gnome. The similarities between hobbits 

and gnomes were noticeable; however, they weren’t as ironic as the major difference. While hobbits 
are extremely slow runners, the gnomes run as fast as the speed of light to them. Adam noticed that 
he was outrunning his hobbit friends. As the distance between them got bigger, Adam complainingly 
slowed  down,  fearing  that  he  would  lose  his  friends  in  these  woods.

“Go!” Sebastian shouted, “We’ll catch up with you later. Get that gnome!”
After hearing that order, Adam started sprinting again and managed to maintain the same speed he 
was running. Amazingly, he wasn’t that far from the gnome. The gnome saw Adam’s closing-in and 
feared that he would further pursuit him and discover his home. Unexplainably and out of the blue, 
Adam fell on the ground on his back. Then, the 1.5 foot tall gnome, who had just stopped running, 
jumped on his chest. Adam noticed that he had the map in his hand. Adam tried to lift up his hand, 
but the pressure he was receiving was too strong for him to resist. The strange force pinned him to 
the ground. Adam knew that it was the effect of a magical spell, one which the gnome is, most-likely, 
the candidate generator.

The gnome leaned forth, closer to Adam’s face, then opened his mouth warning: “Stay away 
from us!”

Adam didn’t reply. Being up-close with the gnome, Adam realized that he had a human face, 
only a lot smaller. Adam also noticed that the gnome’s red hood was glowing bright red. This led 
Adam to believe that the hood might be the source of his powers. The gnome saw the look in Adam’s 
eyes, a look which told him that Adam was trying to figure him out. Feeling that Adam would further 
continue to pursuit him, the gnome had to give him a reminder. The gnome closed his right hand 
forming a fist and, as it beamed red like the hood, he punched Adam's left leg.

Blood was spilled from Adam’s leg, but not a single cry came out of his mouth. Obviously, the 
pain felt was tremendous, but Adam had to endure the pain. Being pinned down, there was nothing 
else to do. The gnome took this opportunity to flee, and once he did, his power over Adam went with 
him. Adam was able to move again, but as he got up, his leg suffered. Adam felt the pain as if he 
received it from a nailing of a hammer. Seeing that there was no way the gnome could’ve possessed 
such  strength,  Adam  jumped to  the  conclusion  that  the  magical  red  hood  was  behind  it.  Adam 
struggled to get up, but he was nowhere near quitting. He knew little about his adversary, but knew 
one thing for certain; this was a challenge.

Adam, along with his injured leg, went after his target, stumbling his way across the woods. 
This time, it was Adam’s turn to follow sneakily, hiding behind trees. Fortunately for him, the gnome 
wasn’t far from his destination. He stood in front of a tree stump and, after looking left and right, he 
removed a rock which was leaning on the tree stump, and jumped underneath it. Apparently, there 
was an entrance to an underground secret hiding place. Adam was left surprised; he would’ve never 
guessed it. Adam got closer and peaked inside to get a better look.

It was a home, Adam saw, a miniature home set underneath the ground. There was wooden 
stools forming chairs, and animal skin placed on the ground as a carpet. The roots of the tree stump 
went through the gnome’s home, cornicing the grounds decoratively. But most importantly of all, 
there were other gnomes inside; there was a family.

The gnomes were wearing red long shirts matching their magical hoods, along with silver belts 
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and boots.  From Adam’s  perspective,  they  appeared to  be a  normal,  peaceful  family,  unlike  the 
gnome he saw earlier who was a hostile thief. Then, Adam saw him among them. The little gnome, 
whom was chased by Adam, gave the stolen map to an older gnome. Adam assumed her to be his 
mother. Magically, she took off the ink from the map and contained it in one of her jars. She then 
took the clean sheet of leather and divided it into little pieces, distributing it among the young ones. 
They immediately began feeding on the pieces.

“I thought gnomes ate roots and radishes ...” Adam thought, “but I guess there aren’t any in 
these woods.”

From the way they gobbled up the dried leather,  Adam could see that the gnomes were 
starving.

“They probably lost big parts of their lands to other faeries.” Adam thought, “And probably 
those areas are the ones in which food grows.”

Adam began to think of gnomes as misunderstood beings. Because the other faeries were so 
hostile, they had no choice but to become like them. They had to steal food just to survive. Adam got 
up, letting them keep whatever remained of it.  If  Adam had chosen to attack them, he might be 
attacking the very last hope of a possible peaceful life in this crazed world of wars.

Adam understood why this world was in constant war and the different races did not mix. 
Each one didn’t understand the other, judging them from an outsider’s look. That’s why Sebastian 
didn’t give them the time of day, didn’t even bother trying to relate to them and understand these 
creatures. Adam wanted to help everyone and tell them his theory, but he had enough on his plate. 
Moreover, this wasn’t his world; this was something they have to figure out for themselves. Deep 
down, Adam believed that the faeries were smart enough to solve this problem one day, just like his 
world has surpassed many of similar issues.

The others eventually caught up, however, this wild goose chase has led them more to the 
east then the west, getting them farther from their destination.

“Where is he? Didn’t you catch him?” Sebastian asked Adam.
“Umm, yeah, he got away.”
“This is all your fault!” Sebastian shouted at Adam, blaming him.
“My fault?”
“You bet your blue hair it is! You’re the one who practically gave him the map!” Sebastian 

attacked Adam for his flaws in clasping.
“But  you’re  the  one  who  made  us  trespass!”  Adam  attacked  him  back.  Adam  didn’t 

understand what triggered Sebastian’s anger, but it consumed Adam as well. “If you had read the 
map correctly, we wouldn’t have gotten in this mess!”

“Hey,  I  only dozed off  because you took my mind off  of  it!  You made me think about –” 
Sebastian stopped talking as his eyes shifted towards Rosemary. “We’re wasting our time, let’s go!” 
Sebastian changed the subject as he marched off.

Sebastian wasn’t about to let his anger take this conversation to the problems he had with 
Rosemary. Adam tried to ignore Sebastian’s words as he walked in his direction towards the west. The 
two didn’t say a word or even look at each other. However, as Adam walked, it was clear that Adam 
was dragging his leg. Both Sebastian and Rosemary had noticed this, knowing that it was injured.

“What's with your leg?” Sebastian asked heartlessly, still angry.
“Nothing. I broke it. Is there a problem?” Adam replied with an attitude.
Sebastian stopped walking, turned towards Adam and replied in the same manner: “What's 

wrong with you? Do you want to die? Is that it?"
“I'm still breathing, aren't I?” Adam exclaimed.
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“Yeah,  but  next  time,  you  won't  be.”  Sebastian  commented  as  he  continued  walking, 
terminating the conversation once again.

Rosemary followed with an unsettling feeling. Rosemary saw the problem; both Adam and 
Sebastian are leaders. Each one is used to being a leader, having their own methods and ways of 
leading, and so, each one of them automatically assumed to be the leader of this group. Rosemary 
knew that unless a leader is determined soon, this group won't stand a chance against the stronger 
faeries, and they certainly won’t stand a chance against the trolls.

Chapter 14: A sight for sore eyes

“Here. This is a good spot.” Rosemary pointed at a tree.
Once the three travelers got out of the Little Gnome Land, they stopped near a tree. Adam sat 

down, leaning against the tree as he held his injured leg with both hands. He held his leg tight to 
reduce the bleeding as Sebastian had told him. Rosemary sat next to him to tend to Adam’s injury. 
She didn’t have any bandages or proper treatment tools, but she had her knowledge. Rosemary chose 
this area because she saw the herbs Adam needed. She plucked a couple of them then rubbed them 
against his wounds. She rubbed them until there was nothing more to rub. The herb became crumbs 
falling on the ground.  After  there was  nothing more to rub,  Rosemary plucked another one and 
repeated the same process.

“We’ve exited the territory from the east.” Sebastian said as he looked around. “That's the 
opposite direction of where we want to go. And since we can't afford to cross those woods again, I 
suggest we continue south then head west. With no clear map, that's all I'm able to offer.”

“If your flesh is anything like ours,” Rosemary said to Adam, ignoring what Sebastian had just 
said, “you should be feeling just like new in no time at all.”

Sebastian didn’t make a big deal out of it as he wasn’t expecting a response. While Rosemary 
rubbed Adam’s leg, Sebastian heard a sound. Just as their eyes were drawn to the north, an animal 
emerged. It was a hungry wild animal that Adam hadn’t seen before. It resembled a rhino, but had a 
huge cephalofoil frontier like a hammerhead shark.

“Sebastian,” Adam said motionlessly, “What do we do?”
“Uh, don’t move, and stay calm.” Sebastian advised.
Sebastian didn’t  encounter one of these animals  before,  but knew that they won’t  attack 

unless it is scared or hungry. In this case, the animal appeared to be searching for food. It was only a 
few steps  away from Adam and Rosemary.  Sebastian thought  of  his  possible choices  to save his 
friends, but all of the choices would lead to severe injury or death. Drawing out his wooden sword 
against  the  beast  is  utterly  useless,  and  staying  put  would  be  a  blunder.  With  no  choices  left, 
Sebastian shouted at the animal, diverting its attention away from his friends.

“Sebastian, what are you doing?” Rosemary shouted.
“Saving your lives!” Sebastian replied as the animal came closer to him, “Get out of here, save 

Reem!”
“Sebastian!” She shouted worriedly.
“I’ve lived my life, live yours!” Sebastian said as turned and ran.
The animal chased after Sebastian with full speed. Being a slow runner, there was no way 

Sebastian could out run the stampeding beast. Within the same second, the animal caught up with 
Sebastian.  However,  seconds  before  the  animal  ate  Sebastian,  an  arrow  was  shot  through  the 
animal’s neck. Seconds afterwards, it collapsed on the ground before Sebastian's terrified eyes. The 
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arrow had killed the mighty beast because it went through its weak point. 
Sebastian got up, not believing what went down during the last seconds. He looked behind 

the animal and saw that Adam and Rosemary were safe. Then, the three turned around and saw who 
was responsible for the arrow. It was a man, they saw, standing a few meters away. He was holding a 
longbow in his right hand and had a few arrows in his quiver which he wore on his back. Just by laying 
eyes on him, Adam’s eyes opened wider in disbelief.

Adam couldn’t believe his eyes; Adam saw a human being! In spite of the pain he was feeling, 
he sprung off his butt and ran towards him. Although a stranger, Adam spontaneously wrapped his 
arms around him, hugged him. Adam wasn’t able to restrain himself. It's been a long time since he 
had seen another human being.

“How did you get here?” Adam asked him, “Did you also come through the mirror?”
“The mirror?” The stranger replied confused.
“Yeah, you know, the green one at the construction site!”
“No young one, I'm afraid you are mistaken.”
Adam’s smile faded away as he released the man. Adam took a few steps backwards as he 

started to doubt if the man is even human.
“Adam,” Sebastian said, “this man isn't a human, he's an elf.”
Adam was fooled by his extreme resemblance to humans. The elf had the height of a regular 

human, standing 5 and a half feet tall. His physical structure was exactly the same, and his skin color 
was just as pale. He had five fingers and five toes; everything about him looked human. However, as 
less as they might be, there were differences. His golden hair was covering his long ears. As for his 
pointy noise, Adam didn’t make a fuss about it as he was caught up in all the commotion. One tends 
to overlook such aspects in order to keep a dream.

“I'm sorry I bothered you,” Adam said as he lowered his head in disappointment. “I'll be on my 
way now.”

“Listen,” The elf said, looking at Adam’s injury, “you look tired and in need of rest. Why don’t 
you come with me? All of you.” He invited his friends as well.

“Why?” Adam asked.
“So you can rest and replenish your souls.”
“No, why help us?”
“Is it really that important?” He asked. When he received a doubtful look, he added: “Worry 

not, I am a friend. My name is Legendous of the Leaf Elf Clan.”
“Legendous? … Legend.” Adam nicknamed him, then added: “I'm Adam, this is Sebastian and 

she is Rosemary. They're helping me to find my friend. However, I regret to tell you that we have no 
Zens to repay you for your help.”

“Did I ask for payment? Take this important lesson in life, young one, don’t talk too much.”
Both Sebastian and Rosemary were surprised on how Adam and Legend were talking to each 

other. Both Sebastian and Rosemary could see how the two had clicked immediately and spoke as if 
they've known each other for a very long time.

“Now, I said I’ll help you and I will,” Legend added, “but you'll have to do as I say. Take off 
your cloths.”

“What?” Adam laughed, thinking that Legend was joking. When he saw that he wasn’t, his 
smile went away. “You're serious? Why?”

“If you want my aid then you shall do without asking why.”
After seeing how serious and confident Legend was, Adam had no choice but to do as he 

ordered. Adam didn't want to throw away a helping hand, and so, he went behind the bushes to 
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undress.  While  Adam was stripping,  Legend searched the area for  leaves similar  to  what he was 
wearing.  Adam  got  out  of  his  blood-soaked  blue  jeans  and  dirty  salmon  shirt,  striping  to  his 
underwear. Once he did as he was told, Legend came and gave him a huge leaf, one similar to what 
he was wearing.

“Wrap this around your waist.” Legend instructed him.
Once Adam saw how it’s going to be worn, he jumped back shouting: “Are you crazy?! That’s a 

skirt! Girls wear skirts! I’m not wearing that!”
“Girls wear dresses.” Legend said, feeling a bit offended by what Adam said.
Most cultural  and traditional  wardrobes are ridiculed by others.  Elves wore organic  cloth, 

grown by plants.  Men wore theirs around their waists,  resembling miniskirts;  while  women wore 
theirs above their chest, extending all the way down to their knees. In the elves’ eyes, there wasn’t 
anything feminine about how the males dressed.

“If you want to go into my village peacefully, you will do as you are told.” Legend insisted. 
When he saw that  Adam was  hesitating  to cooperate,  he  explained to him the intended deceit: 
“People usually fear what they do not know. Elves are no exception.” He told the truth, then went on 
by referring to his friends: “Hobbits are known, and friends to the elves, but humans? That sound like 
a made-up word. Unless you don't want to attract attention, you shall go as an elf. Since you already 
look like one, I doubt anyone will suspect.”

After agreeing to wear the leaf, Adam stood in front of his friends.
“So?” Adam asked, nervously.
Sebastian and Rosemary didn’t reply, but a smile escaped their will.
“I knew it!” Adam said giving up. “I’ll be caught immediately.”
“Don’t listen to them,” Legend told Adam, “You look fine. You look like an elf.”
“… Do you think this will really work?” Adam said, fearing he would get killed for the deceit.
“Worry not. Aside from having strange round ears, I think you will be undetected.”
And so, the four headed towards the Leaf Elf Clan as two elves and two hobbits.
“How's your leg?” Rosemary asked as they walked.
“You’re right,” Adam said as he tilted his injured leg left and right, “It’s completely healed. 

Thanks.”  Then,  he  started  scratching,  and  turned towards  Legend stating:  “No offense,  but  your 
traditional cloth itch a lot!”

The three, guided by Legend, entered the Leaf Elf Clan. Adam’s eyes were exposed to a hidden 
town of human-like faeries. Their society was very similar to a primitive tribe since everyone was 
wearing grass for cloth. Furthermore, their hay huts were built on strong tree branches. But most 
important of all; the people seemed humane. Adam saw women carrying their children; men working; 
a society was functioning. As Adam walked among them, his heart was at ease as the elves didn’t 
suspect an intruder. Legend’s disguise had worked; they saw Adam as an elf.

“Legendous!” An elf shouted greetingly as he came towards the travelers.
“Ah, Claus!” Legend replied, then leaned towards Adam whispering: “Keep your mouth shut!”
Claus came and greeted Legend and his friends. However, he become very suspicious and 

curious of Adam. In order not to insult Adam, Claus took Legend aside.
“Who’s the boy?! I don’t think I’ve ever seen him before.”
“He’s name is Lightfoot, he’s my nephew.” Legend lied to his friend.
“Nephew?” Claus replied, “I didn’t know Hebbel had a son!”
Hebbel is Legend’s twin brother who lived up north with other elves. Legend looked back and 

saw Adam messing with the leaf around his waist.
“As you can see, the boy’s a fool! He’s a complete disgrace. If he was your son, I think you’d 
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probably forget to mention him as well.”
“Yes yes indeed, the boy’s an odd one. But what about his ears and noise. They’re … round!” 
“He’s disfigured from birth. He got it from his mother: she refused to stay put during her 

pregnancy.” Legend proceeded with his lies.
“I see. Poor lad. Well, I’ll be seeing ya around.” Claus said as he escaped.
Legend smiled after scaring Claus. Legend never liked the guy and always found him annoying. 

Legend joined the others again, but before they continued, he leaned towards Adam again and told 
him: “If anyone asks, your name is Lightfoot and you’re Hebbel’s shame.”

“… okay?!” Adam said confused.
Lightfoot was the name Legend was called when he was Adam's age. Legend was called that 

name because of his speed, agility and grace. Seeing Adam dressed like he was, he reminded Legend a 
lot of himself when he was young.

The word spread fast about the traveling elf and the two hobbits.  The word was that the 
visitors were here as Legend’s guests. With Legend being a respected individual of the clan, the locals 
honored his guests by inviting them to a feast. Although they had just eaten, they didn't turn down 
their hosts, or waste an opportunity to have real food. The only regret they had was that they had 
eaten their beans sooner than they needed. Harjo, the elder chief of the Leaf Elf Clan, personally 
supervised the feast and permitted it to be served in the central grounds of the town.

“Looks like we met a celebrity.” Adam said to Sebastian as he leaned over to his left.
They were sitting at the feast table. The elves had circled the wooden stools around the table 

for the important members, including the guests of honor, to sit on. Harjo sat in his place, which was 
the royal throne. Legend, who was munching away all the fish sticks, sat beside him, and to his left 
was Adam, then Sebastian, then Rosemary, then the rest of the elite members of the clan.

Sebastian didn’t reply to Adam as he was a bit jealous of Legend. Legend was a lot like him, if 
not lesser in status; Legend was also a privileged member of the town, but he was praised more than 
Sebastian was in the Hidden Village. Of course, Sebastian knew that Choragus would honor him more 
if the Hidden Village was as rich as the Leaf Elf Clan, so, Sebastian didn’t let this feeling prevent him 
from celebrating with his friends.

The festivity moved on from one event to another; first they had the feast, then, they were 
given a comedic act, and finally, presented with a dramatic play. All of this was to show hospitality to 
the visitors. Once the events ceased and the entertainment was put out, Harjo offered them rooms to 
spend the night in.

“Oh no,  your  highness,”  Legend said  to Harjo,  “you have done more than  enough to our 
friends. Please allow them to stay at my place.”

“That small hut you call a home? Why, you barely fit in there let alone three others. No, my 
boy, my place is much bigger. You may even spend the night there if you wish.”

“Too kind, your highness.”
That night, the four slept peacefully and comfortably with full stomachs in the main hut of 

Harjo. In the morning, they woke up and prepared to continue their journey.
“That soon?” Legend said surprised of their early departure. “You haven’t had breakfast yet!”
“We wish we could stay longer.” Adam told his new friend the truth. “But we can’t waste 

precious time by sitting here while my friend is in danger.”
Legend wasn’t aware of their quest, so they filled him in. Once he heard the short version of 

what happened he sprung off of his feet saying: “Young warrior, I shall aid you on your quest.”
“You will?” Adam said cheerfully.
Legend nodded in agreement, then smiled as he picked up his quiver and longbow. Since 
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Adam needed all the help he could get, he did not question Legend's motives. Legend wanted to 
accompany Adam to learn more about the new specie that had appeared before him. Legend knew 
nothing about human beings, and wanted to be the first. Legend wasn't only adventurous, but also a 
scientist. In fact, going on quests and journeys was a major part of what he specialized in.

“Come,” Legend added, “I know a friend nearby who will be of great assistance.”
Adam, Sebastian and Rosemary followed him. Rosemary was glad that Legend joined their 

party;  she  felt  that  both  Adam  and  Sebastian  responded to  him.  More  importantly,  he  had  the 
qualities of a good leader.

Chapter 15: Trouble at butterfly sanctuary

Legend,  Adam,  Sebastian  and  Rosemary  exited  the  Leaf  Elf  Clan  heading  west.  Their 
destination remained the same, but Legend managed to convince them to make a stop at a tribal 
community first.

“Tell us about these friends of yours.” Adam asked Legend.
“Well,” Legend tried to describe them, “they are as friendly as the elves, if not more, that is, 

but don't take my word for it, see for yourselves. We're here.”
“Already?” Adam said surprised as he looked around. When he didn’t see anything other than 

trees, he asked: “where is here? I  can't see anyone or anything,  no tents,  no huts,  not even the 
people.”

“You know,” Legend said as he walked up to a tree, and moved away a leaf, “some people find 
offense in that!”

Adam’s jaw dropped open as Legend opened his eyes on a whole different world.
“Welcome to the Realm of Pixies.” Legend introduced a new race of faeries to Adam. 
An  entire  community  was  built  on  tree  branches.  There  were  drops  of  water  resembling 

ponds; there was flowers resembling beds; twigs as furniture; leaves as roofs; seeds as food, but, the 
most sight-drawing wonderful element of all were the pixies. They were beautiful and grace, flying 
from one branch to another with their delicate see-through butterfly wings. From a distance, they 
appeared like butterflies,  but up-close, Adam was able to see that they were like tiny elves with 
wings.

“Hey Sara!” Legend called.
Within a few seconds, one of the pixies flew up to Legend’s face.
“El! How nice of you to visit!” She said cheerfully, then looked at his companions and added: 

“And you brought friends. Hello!” She greeted them with the same cheesy smile.
She was immediately drawn to Adam; she flew right up to his face, standing an inch away from 

his noise. Adam panicked, but didn’t do anything; he was paralyzed by her sudden approach and his 
tongue was wrapped.

“Don’t be scared, I’m as harmless as a fly!”
To show Adam that there was nothing to be afraid of, she kept hovering in front of his face 

with a larger-than-life smile. She was as tall as everyone else in the society; only a foot tall. She had 
golden  hair  and,  like  Legend,  also  had  pointy  ears.  She  wore  a  light  violet  dress  matching  her 
pantyhose and natural sparkling wings.

“ I've never seen anything like you before.” She told him, “What are you?”
“I'm a human.” Adam replied.
“He's not from around here.” Legend filled her in.
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“You're funny looking!” She said in Adam's face, smiling her cheesy smile, then added: “You 
dress like elves, but you’re not an elf. How come?”

“That’s a long story.” Adam replied as he looked at Legend.
Sara looked at Legend as well, then asked him: “Well, aren’t you going to introduce me?”
“Sorry. Everyone,” Legend spoke up, “this is Princess Sara of the Realm of Pixies. Sara, these 

are my friends, Adam, Sebastian and Rosemary.”
“It is a pleasure to meet you, friends of El.” She said as she hovered in front of them.
“Princess?” Sebastian said, “are you King Gordo’s daughter?”
“Yes, the king is my father,” she replied, flying in front of Sebastian, “have you met him?”
“A couple of times. He had helped me on previous quests.”
During his quests in the southern region, Sebastian came to the Realm of Pixies a couple of 

times. Once, he was on a quest to rescue Rosemary, who was kidnapped at the time. The kidnapper 
was a hobbit who had escaped to the south. Sebastian stumbled upon the Realm of Pixies and met 
King Gordo who was more than generous to direct him in the right path. Another time was also a 
mission regarding Rosemary. She was injured and in desperate need of help. Since the pixies were 
nearby, he brought her to them and King Gordo approved on their visit.

“So,”  Sebastian  added looking  at  Legend  and  Sara,  “how  exactly  do  you  two  know each 
other?”

“O, we met years ago. We’ve been friends ever since.” She said smiling, then went on, “If I 
recall  correctly, the day began like any ordinary day. I was taking my usual morning stroll  when I 
heard a sound. I flew to where my ears led me, and then I saw him. He was plucking out some of our 
homes!” Sara said as she got dramatic, “There he stood, a million meter high, destroying our peaceful 
land.”

Legend was only  a  kid  then,  and  wasn’t  aware that  the  flowers  were inhabited by other 
faeries.  He thought they were exotic and so he plucked a few to take them home with him. He 
considered them samples to analyze; even from an early age, Legend's desire to become a scientist 
was showing. However, when he saw Sara terrified, he paused. It was the first time he had ever seen 
such a  small  faery.  At  first,  he  thought  she was an  insect,  so naturally  he  wanted to  study  her. 
However; speaking the same language, she explained to him that those were valuable social assets he 
was collecting.

Legend  immediately  stopped  his  work  and  tried  to  reverse  the  process;  Legend  started 
returning the flowers to where he had plucked them, and tried relentlessly to reconnect the stem. At 
that moment Sara laughed at his ridiculous, but good-intentioned attempt. She told him that losing a 
flower was a natural process, that another one will grow in its place, and that he didn’t need to worry 
about the ones he plucked. Legend’s heart was put at ease as he smiled, then apologized for his 
insensitive cruel act. Legend knew that he cannot reconnect a stem once it's been torn apart, but by 
attempting to do so, he showed the pixie that he wished to help rather than do harm.

Ever since then Legend and Sara became good friends. Legend is 6 years older than Sara, but 
had learned a lot from her just like she did from him. They were both inspired by each other to 
become biologists and learn more about the world they lived in. This led to many trips and mission 
throughout the woodlands, quests which they took together and discovered other fascinating faeries 
and amazing animals. As they got older, their trips got them out of the woodlands and onto other 
grounds. They got into several ordeals but managed to survive. It’s been over 11 years since they met 
and their relationship had done nothing but flourish and grow stronger.

“I thought El was a monster at first,” Sara continued, “but the more I knew him, I came to 
realize that he wasn’t any different from me.”
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Adam  was  confused  to  why  Sara  was  calling  Legend  by  that  name.  He  thought  of  the 
possibility that she was calling him by his initial letter ‘L’. Then, he thought it might be an abbreviation 
for elf. After all, Legend was the first elf she ever laid eyes on, as she was his first. Yet another way 
Adam thought about it was that since Sara was only a kid when she first met him, she didn't know 
how to pronounce the word elf, and somehow the world 'el' stuck with her all these years. However, 
Adam didn’t waste any more time pondering.

“Guys, Reem?” Adam remembered them of their quest.
“Right.” Legend was brought back from memory lane. “Sara has the ability to trace the smell 

of anything she focuses on.” He informed his friends of the reason to why they would need Sara's aid, 
then continued: “Since Reem is also human, let her meet your scent, Adam, and she will be able to 
direct us to the path to where your mate lies.”

“Come with us!” Adam instantly and selfishly said, thinking only about Reem. “With you on 
our side, we can locate her in no time!”

Adam was excited to hear about that quality. He wanted to find Reem so bad that he didn’t 
really care about Sara. Legend was a bit surprised to hear Adam's sudden request. When Legend 
brought his friends here, he meant for them to get directions to where to head next, not take Sara 
with them on their  journey.  Sara thought about it  for  a second,  then nodded in agreement.  She 
accepted to join them because Legend was going with them. She didn't want to miss out on any 
adventures which included Legend.

“I’m coming, but I want to say goodbye to my father first.” She told Adam.
“Okay, we’ll wait here.” Adam said.
“Don’t be ridiculous. Come, I’m sure he would love to meet you.”
Although Adam was in a hurry to find Reem, he didn't wish to decline Sara's welcoming. Sara 

agreed to come with him, the least Adam could do was not be rude and say hello. Legend, Sebastian 
and Rosemary joined them. Sara guided them through the woods towards the royal branch. As they 
passed, Adam saw that all the trees' branches in that area were colonized by the pixies. Each and 
every last one of them acted as a part of the Realm of Pixies. As they walked, Adam noticed a smile on 
every pixie’s face.

“Why are they always smiling?” Adam whispered to Legend.
“Pixies smile every day. To them, everyday is a new day, and a day to celebrate.”
Adam was intrigued as he grasped that concept. After the short walk, they reached Sara's 

home.
“Hello father!” Sara said as she flew towards him to greet him properly with a kiss.
“My child,” King Gordo spoke, “who are these giants you have brought.”
“O father, you already know them!” She said smiling, “You know El, my friend who I always go 

exploring with. And these two,” She pointed at Sebastian and Rosemary, “they say they've met you 
before. They say you helped them.”

“Oh yes, now I remember, Sebastian and Rosemary, right? Do forgive an aging man's rusty 
memory. Yes yes, and Legendous, how do you do my boy?”

“I am well, good kind.” Legend replied.
“Well father, I have only one to introduce,” She said as she directed her father's attention 

towards Adam, “this is Adam, he's a human.”
“A human?” the king said surprised, “I don't recall faeries by that name!”
“Well, that's why he's here, father, he's not from around here, and in order to go home, I have 

to help him, and I said okay, okay father?”
“Child, you've been going in and out of the realm since you could fly. I might be old but I'm no 
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fool, I know you will do what you think is right. All I ask is that you take care.”
“Sir,” Legend intruded, “you can count on me to keep her safe. She will not bleed before I do.”
“Very well my boy. May you all return in peace.”
Just  as  Adam,  Legend,  Sebastian,  Sara and Rosemary started to leave,  they stopped upon 

hearing a pixie flying towards the branch. Sara turned around and, after seeing who it  was,  flew 
towards him.

“Sister, what is it?” he asked her, then noticed her giant friends and asked: “Who are they?”
“Brother,” Sara said, “I'm leaving with them. I'm helping them on something really important. 

Don't ask me when I'm coming back, cause I don't know.”
“... I understand.”
“Karma.” Legend said.
“Legend.” He replied to him.
Prince Karma, Sara’s twin brother, was not Legend's biggest fan. Legend doesn't have anything 

Karma, but he treated him the same way he was treated. It all started way back when they first met. 
Karma met him shortly after Sara did, and from the way Legend treated his sister, Karma despised 
him. Karma believed that Legend was filling Sara’s mind with nonsense about discovering the world. 
Little did he know, Sara and Legend shared that aspiration willingly. Karma is a good guy, but he 
refuses to accept Legend as Sara's friend. Sara had tried several times in asking her brother to be 
kinder to Legend, but all her attempts were futile. Karma and Sara are very close and intimate; they 
spent their entire lives together and were always able to tell each other everything. Karma saw her 
relationship with Legend as a possible replacement, though he did not share this theory with her.

“We better be going.” Legend told Sara as he gazed on Karma.
“… Yeah.” Sara said as she turned her face away from Karma.
Karma coldly turned away, then flew off.
“Karma …” sad Sara said.
“It’s about time we did the same.” Legend told her. “Reem’s waiting for us.”
“Don’t worry.” Adam spoke up. “I’m sure you’ll be back in no time. With an army like this, how 

can we possibly lose?” Adam said trying to look on the bright side.
Sara turned around and joined her friends to leave. However, as she did, two pixies came 

flying in; a noble female accompanied by dark male.
“Dalphine!” Sara exclaimed, then turned around to introduce her to her friends, “everyone, 

this is my older sister, Dalphine.”
“I’m not that old, Sara,” Dalphine remarked with an attitude, then addressed Sara’s friends 

adding: “and its Princess Dalphine to you, commoners.”
“How very nice to meet you.” Adam said heartlessly, offended by her condescending irritating 

personality.
“And this is  Iakhan,” Sara introduced the man flying on Princess Dalphine’s left  side, “the 

imperial guard and father’s right arm.”
Iakhan just nodded. Iakhan was a dark, suspicious character.  Just by looking at him Adam 

received goose bumps.
“Sister,” Sara said to Dalphine, “I'm leaving.”
“Good Riddance!” Dalphine replied coldly.
“Aren't you gonna say good bye and wish me luck?” Sara said hopefully.
“… good bye.” Dalphine said in her cold despising tone, then flew off, followed by Iakhan.
Sara turned around and apologized to her friends: “Please forgive my sister, she's usually not 

like this. I think she's just sad that I'm leaving.”
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No matter how badly people treated Sara, she always tried hard to look beyond it and try to 
see the goodness in their hearts. She believes all beings are inherently good. However, Adam and the 
others thought everyone was rude in the family, except for Sara and her father. With no more time to 
waste, the five headed west to exit the Realm of Pixies. However, upon their departure, the five heard 
screams. It was coming from within the Realm of Pixies, and on top of that, it was close. The four ran 
while Sara flew towards the source, and saw a tree set on fire. Not being able to ignore a cry for help, 
Sara had to stay and help.

“As much as I wish to accompany you and your friends, Legend,” Sara said formally yet in a 
haste, “I’m afraid I cannot at this time. As your eyes may see, the Realm of Pixies is in distress. I must 
stay and help. I can’t abandon my people. I wish you the best of luck.”

Adam,  Legend,  Sebastian and Rosemary could clearly  see  that  Sara wanted to come with 
them, but was needed. To Adam, a burning tree didn’t seem like a big problem, but to the pixies, they 
were  not  only  losing  a  major  part  of  their  world,  but  casualties  were  included  as  well.  Adam 
understood, hence he didn’t dream of stopping Sara. In fact, he joined her to help.

Sara was glad that they wished to help her. Her believe that everyone was initially good was 
replenished by their kindness. The heroes rushed to the tree and helped pixies get out faster. The 
burning of the tree resulted in fallen obstacles. This left some injured and others trapped. Pixies from 
all over the realm came to help. They used their magic to get others out of danger’s way, however, 
they weren’t strong enough. Being ten times bigger and stronger, Adam and the gang got them out of 
danger.

Within minutes, the rescue team managed to get everyone out and onto the ground. They 
also managed to put out the fire using water from nearby ponds. The gang managed to save the 
people, yet they were sad. The casualties were many; some died; others were severely wounded; a 
number of pixies ended up with burnt wings, they might never be able to fly again; children were 
killed by fallen logs. As pixies gathered around, seeing the burnt tree, their celebrated day turned into 
a nightmare.

“How did it start?” Adam asked Sara.
“Nobody knows.” She replied gloomily. “It’s illegal to have any fire-starting elements in the 

realm.”
“One  fact  is  certain,”  Iakhan  interrupted,  “whoever  started  this  fire  is  a  criminal  and  a 

monster.”
Adam was surprised by Iakhan’s sudden intrusion on his and Sara’s conversation. Adam didn’t 

even  notice  that  Iakhan  was  in  this  area.  From  his  mysterious  appearance,  dark  figure  and  his 
unsettling voice, Adam thought of Iakhan as the possible arsonist.

“I’m sorry friends,” Sara sadly apologized to the brave heroes, “but I’m afraid I can’t go with 
you until the perpetrator is caught. There’s no way I’m leaving my family and friends with a criminal 
on the loose. I’ll understand if you wish to leave.”

Legend stepped up then said bravely: “Elves never abandon their friends in times of need. I, 
Sara, won’t rest until the pixies can.”

“O El!” She exclaimed softly.
Legend turned towards his friends and said: “I cannot tell you what to do, but if you wish our 

aid, you’ll have to wait if not help.”
“My orders are to accompany Adam and protect Rosemary.” Sebastian stated.
Rosemary looked at Adam as if she was telling him that the choice was his. She wanted to 

rescue Reem, and had set it as a first priority in the last few days, but she also wanted to support 
Legend. Moreover, she couldn’t just turn her back on the pixies after all they’ve done for her and 
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Sebastian. Adam had no choice but to stay and help. He couldn’t lose Legend and Sara as allies in this 
quest. Those two, he thought, might be crucial to getting Reem back.

“Okay, we have to search for evidence.” Sebastian initiated a plan to solve the mystery, “I 
suggest we spread out around the area and scan the grounds for possible clues. Hopefully, we’ll find a 
lead to the criminal.”

“No  way,  that’s  gonna  take  forever!”  Adam  argued,  rejecting  Sebastian’s  idea,  “I  say  we 
interview the pixies. We’ll ask each one for his or her alibi during the time of ignition and also, run a 
background check to see if they had a motive to start a fire. The criminal will be spotted in no time by 
his choice of words and attitude.” Adam spoke like a detective.

“Yeah, that’s gonna take only a sec.!” Sebastian said sarcastically.
“It might not be quick, but it’ll give results.” Adam replied insistently.
“There are over hundreds of colonies in these woods, inhabited by a million pixie, are you 

going to interview each and every one of them?”
“Beats searching through dirt and grass.”
“A million pixie!” Sebastian repeated, “Is that fact really that hard for you to grasp? Don’t you 

want to get going? Don’t you want to rescue Reem?”
Upon hearing Reem’s name, Adam’s anger increased. He went towards Sebastian to punch him 

in the face for saying what he said. Sebastian saw Adam’s approach and got ready to fight; Sebastian 
had had enough of Adam’s orders and disrespect for him. Among the other hobbits, Sebastian’s word 
was heard and he had worked hard to become a well respected citizen of this world. Just as the two 
got closer to duke it out, Legend stepped in between.

“Guys, hold on a sec.” He said calmly.
Legend, as well as the girls, saw what was going to happen; they were going to waste time 

fighting instead of finding the criminal. They were going to fight a fight in which the results would be 
destructive, leaving them injured or far more worse. On top of that, they might lose their will to travel 
with each other. Both Sebastian and Adam want to help, but fought for leadership, and so, Legend 
butted in and took control.

“Listen,” Legend said, “I think we won’t need to use either of your methods.”
“I don’t hear any ideas coming out of your mouth, pretty boy!” Sebastian attacked Legend.
“That’s only natural if I’m being interrupted!” Legend replied, then went ahead with explaining 

his theory, “While you two were bickering, I was thinking about how it could’ve started. The laws of 
this society are clear: bringing in fire-starting equipment is a major taboo. Also, there was a spell 
casted on the trees to be resistance to the type of fire that pixies cast. In other words, even if a pixie 
was to use his fire against a tree, it would not be affected. This only leaves us with one possible 
answer: a fire-starting item. So I asked Sara about the security in the Realm of Pixies and how strict it 
is. She got me thinking when she said it was heavy. So, since the security is tight, that means no one 
could’ve gotten in anything unless it was someone who has the authority to do so. Someone who 
could’ve sunk in covered items without being checked.”

“But  that’s  impossible!”  Sara  objected  Legend’s  theory,  “Security  subjects  everyone  to 
mandatory checking when carrying objects into the realm.”

“Everyone?” Legend said slyly, “Even nobility?”
“Hold on!” Sara exclaimed surprisingly, “Are you saying what I think you’re saying?”
“Yes. One of the majestic pixies is to blame.” Legend attacked the royal house.
“Quite an accusation.” Sebastian said amazed of Legend's dangerous deduction.
“I’m well aware of that,” Legend replied, “and it I am willing to take the risk. Just because one 

carries blue blood does not mean he should be excluded. Don’t worry, Sara, you’re off the suspect list. 
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You were with us the entire time so there’s no way you could’ve started the fire.”
“The question now remains is who did it?” Adam said.
“I  think  it’s  that  Karma guy.”  Sebastian  accused Sara’s  brother,  “Did  you see the way  he 

reacted when he heard that you were leaving? I bet he did it, I can see it in his cold dead eyes!” 
“No, I  don’t think it  was Karma,” Legend defended him, “I  don’t  believe he has it  in him. 

Besides, Sara and I left many times before, why didn’t he start a fire then?”
“Iakhan!” Adam spoke up. “It’s him, he’s gotta be the one. Right after the fire was out, he was 

near the crime scene, and you know what they say about criminals returning to the crime scene.”
“Iakhan? No! He wouldn’t!” Sara exclaimed, “He’s been in the family for years!”
“Most crazed maniacs work for years to earn their masters trust so they would be slashed out 

as suspects!” Adam replied passionately.
Sebastian turned his head slowly towards Adam, with an odd puzzling look, and questioned: 

“… where do you get these thoughts?”
“TV.”
After further studying the matter, the group of detectives searched for more clues once they 

were at the royal branch. They interviewed the members and searched their leaves and flowers. After 
a long search they were able to find a clue that the culprit naïvely forgot to throw away, her attitude 
problem. It was none other than Princess Dalphine herself, Sara’s older sister.

Apparently, she was jealous of her own sister. Her father was entrusting the realm to her and 
Karma,  and  she  wanted  to  show  everyone  what  a  screwed  up  job  they  would  make.  During  a 
conversation  Sara  and King  Gordo had  this  morning,  Dalphine  unintentionally  eavesdropped and 
heard her father’s decision. The king labeled Dalphine incompetent, selfish and uncaring, while he 
told Sara she and Karma were trustworthy, reliable and just. The mistake Dalphine made was the fact 
that she jumped the gun; she thought that the king had resigned this morning, and wasn't aware that 
her sister and brother haven't taken over yet.

King Gordo gave Iakhan the order to take Dalphine to prison. She was his daughter and he 
loved her, but that didn’t put Dalphine above the law.

“I  thank you for your help, everyone,” Sara said to her new friends,  proud of being their 
friend, “for what you did, I am willing to help you if I can.”

“Thank you,” Adam said in advance, then requested, “all I wish from you is to find Reem. We 
spent a lot of time together, and since she was kidnapped I have not taken a single bath. So I figure 
her smell is still on me. Can you please pick up her scent and help me find her?”

Adam knows that Reem’s in the Night Trolls Territory, but he wished to know the area she in 
exactly. After all, their land is as twice as big as the Haltijas Kingdom, and that kingdom is big enough. 
All what Adam wants from Sara’s to pinpoint Reem’s whereabouts for them to search in. After picking 
up Adam’s scent, Sara flew up high in the sky, away from all the other smells and odors, and began 
sniffing for Reem. In a few minutes, Sara descended to her friends and with her came a sad expression 
on her face.

“I’m not able to detect the scent of Reem. I’m sorry Adam, but you must consider the fact that 
she might be dead.”

“No,  why  does  everyone  keep  saying  that?”  Adam  shouted,  refusing  to  consider  that 
possibility, “She’s alive, I know it!”

“How do you know it, Adam?” Legend asked calmly.
“What?”
“What skills does she possess to stay alive?” Legend asked, then continued to make his point, 

“What makes you so certain that she is among the living? How do we know we’re not just wasting our 
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time and risking our lives for nothing? According to what I’ve understood from your tales you told me: 
if she’s anything like you, I can assume that she’s long gone. In your stories you showed me that you 
are a weakling and you wouldn’t be alive if you weren’t shielded by faeries.”

Adam became furious from Legend’s words, but couldn’t attack back since most of what he 
said was true. As Adam got red, he shouted: “Fine, if that’s the way you feel about it, then don’t 
come! I’ll find her myself! I don’t need your stupid help!”

With that, Adam marched west towards the troll’s territory. Adam refused to listen and had to 
believe that she was doing alright. Although all odds were against him and her, he had to believe that 
Reem is able to keep her heart beating for him as he is doing for her. Adam had no guarantee that 
Reem still breathed, but he knew he couldn’t give up. Adam felt that Reem was his responsibility since 
she wouldn’t be where she was if it wasn’t for Adam. He brought her here, and he had to get her out.

Sebastian and Rosemary followed while Legend and Sara were left behind. The three marched 
straight out of the forest and made their way into the fog.
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Part IV  Champions:
Heroes of the World
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Chapter 16: Moist, Mist and Monsters 

In a short period of time, Adam, Sebastian and Rosemary exited the forest and were on the 
verge of stepping into the ever-foggy swamps. The air was filled with smog, cutting any intruders’ 
eyesight by more than half.  The grounds were muddy,  sending an unsettling feeling to the three 
travelers’ hearts.

“According to my calculations,” Sebastian stated, “we are about to enter the Wetlands, the 
third realm of the world.”

“Wait a second, the Wetlands?” Adam questioned, “Who’re you trying to fool here? I read the 
map, and it said Marshlands!”

“Same difference.” Sebastian replied, then took the first step into the realm.
“They why did it say Marshlands instead of Wetlands?” Adam asked about the map.

“The map we had was an extremely old one. There was a big war which took place decades 
ago between the goblins and the trolls. You see, most of this land used to belong to the trolls until the 
goblins  wanted more and revolted.  After  the  trolls  lost  partial  landscape from this  realm to the 
goblins, they changed its name. It used to be named Marshland after the trolls’ leader at that time, his 
lordship Marshal.” Sebastian told Adam a little about the history of the world.

“So I take it that the trolls aren’t that strong?”
“No, it means that they lucked out, and that the goblins played their cards right.”
Adam got a bit more worried to hear what Sebastian had said. He knew that the trolls were 

strong, but wished that they were weaker than he had imagined them. He also wished that Reem had 
grown stronger to survive. It’s been days since she’s been kidnapped and the odds were more than 
against her surviving. Other than Legend, Sebastian and doubting her, Sara failed to pick up her scent, 
and apparently, that means she is no longer among the living. Adam tried not to think about that as it 
would only distract him and rid him of his will to believe.

As the three made their way in a straight path through the fog, Adam had a feeling as if they 
were being watched. Adam neglected that feeling and continued. However, that feeling came again, 
and stronger than before. This time, Adam stopped.

“There’s something out there,” Adam said, referring to the unknown.
“Adam, it’s this place,” Sebastian said, “it does that to you. Just ignore it and keep walking.”

“Easier said than done!”
Not wanting any trouble, Adam took Sebastian’s advice and proceeded with their blind walk.
“Why would anyone want  to live out  here anyways?” Adam started a friendly conversation with 
Sebastian to get his mind off of his feeling.

“For isolation. Not many faeries live out here. For the trolls, they haven't got much of a choice. 
The trolls live in the Wetlands because of the sunlight. No sunlight has ever broken through the mist 
and fog onto the land. If the trolls were exposed to sunlight, they would turn into stone.”

Their  conversation  stopped  once  the  three  heard  a  sound.  This  time,  it  was  not  Adam’s 
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imagination; all three of the travelers heard the sound. It was as if someone was following them. 
Knowing that they couldn’t evade, the three stood firm. Sebastian drew out his wooden sword, and 
Adam took Rosemary’s.  The two warriors  stood in front of Rosemary for  protection.  As the dark 
figures come forth, their appearances were no longer vague. The stressfulness of Adam, Sebastian 
and  Rosemary  faded away  as  their  stiff  shoulders  lowered.  They  placed  away their  swords.  The 
mysterious follower was none other than Legend, accompanied by the flying Sara.

“That doesn’t mean you are right,” Legend spoke to Adam as he remained in motion, “I will 
continue to aid you because I gave you my word, and an Elf’s word is gold.” Legend said as he walked, 
bypassing Adam and the others, “Besides,” Legend added: “if I let you go alone, you will certainly get 
yourself killed.”

Adam said nothing, but walked with him. He knew that he will need all the help he would get, 
and so, he rid himself from his argument for the sake of Reem and the team. As nighttime descended 
upon the five, the fog remained in existing, but the darkness added in blocking all sight. Moreover, 
nighttime increased in everyone of the five's paranoia.

“Did you see that?” Adam pointed to their right, “There was something there!”
“Relax, will ya?” Sebastian replied, annoyed by Adam's unsettling behavior.
“Worry not friends,” Sara said with a smile, “I'll light our way!”
From  her  pixie  powers,  Sara  magically  created  bright  yellow  light  surrounding  her.  The 

radiation of light lit meters in front of her. However, due to her small size, the radiation was only a 
meter wide to the others. They were still not able to see beyond the surrounding haze.

“Things  that  go  bumping  in  the  dark  is  the  least  of  our  worries,  young  one.”  Legend 
commented, “If, however, one of those things come bumping our way, it is another matter.”

Adam's sound hearings didn't go away. Adam tried to remain calm, trying to convince himself 
that the creatures in this environment are probably more scared of him than he is of them. However, 
while Adam was shaking, the others seemed to be doing fine. They were a bit scared of these lands, 
but tried not to show it. Just then, Legend took of his quiver and took out the arrows.

“Hold these for me, will ya?” Legend said  to Adam as he handed him his arrows.
Then, Legend reached into his quiver and got out a small bag from the bottom. After inserting 

his arrows back into the quiver and wore it again, he reached into the bag and got out something to 
eat.

“Want some?” Legend said to his companions, offering them some of his food.
“How can you eat at a time like this?” Adam asked, then asked another question once he 

realized that Legend was eating fish sticks: “Fish sticks? Where did you get fish sticks?”
“From the Leaf Elf Clan.”
“You brought fish sticks with you?” 
“Yeah, so?”
“From all the food they’ve got there, you brought fish sticks?”
Adam  was  really  irritated  because  Legend  could’ve  brought  a  map,  Zens,  weapons,  or 

something useful to the mission.
“What, I skipped breakfast this morning!”
“Yeah, but … fish sticks?”
“… and your point is?”
“What is it with you and fish sticks?” Adam exclaimed at Legend’s choice for a neal. “I mean, 

didn’t you have enough last night?”
Legend looked at him confused, then smiled and said: “You can never have too many fish 

sticks!” Then he continued to munch away happily.
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Adam turned towards Sara and said: “Is it an elf-thing?”
“No, it’s an El-thing.” Sara replied, “I'm afraid he's nuts when it comes to fish sticks!”
Then, Legend dropped the bag and took out his bow, reloading it with a sharp arrow.
“Hey, I was kidding, I love fish sticks!” Adam said as he lifted up his hands in midair.
“Shhh!” Legend shushed Adam as he turned around slowly, looking into the fog around him.
Legend was alerted because he had heard a sound. Sebastian and Sara woke up as well; he 

drew out his wooden sword while she prepared her hands to cast spells. Adam held Rosemary back, 
protecting her from whatever was making the sound. With the three warriors on the frontier making 
their move towards the target, the sound-maker had no choice but to revail his presence. He was 
seen clearly as he emerged out of the fog.

“He’s a goblin!” Legend shouted out, then commanded Sebastian: “Kill him!”
In order to save his arrows and Sara's strength, Legend ordered Sebastian to end the spy's life. 

Sebastian, walking towards the goblin with his sword, had no problem in doing so. He knew well that 
the goblin must not be spared.

The gobin was four and a half feet tall, mud-green from his mango-head to his big-foot feet; 
his skin was hairless, and that of a toad. In spite of standing upright like a man, he resembled a 
hideous monster with an ugly mug. In the attempt to beg for his life, he had thrown down his hat and 
his morning star. He fell on his feet and raised his hand in front of the intruders.

“No, please wait.” The goblin pleaded, “I beg you: spare my life!”
“Save your lies for a fool!” Legend said as he continued pointing his longbow's loaded arrow at 

him, then signaled Sebastian to proceed with his execution.
“Legend wait.” Adam said as he stepped up, “Let him go.”
“What? Are you mad?” Legend replied with hostility.
After looking into the goblin's eyes, Adam sympathized with him.
“He’s a goblin;” Legend continued, “he’ll inform the others for sure if we let him go.”
“I  don’t  care.”  Adam replied with  honesty,  “Never  kill  an  unarmed outnumbered begging 

man.”
“He’s the enemy, and you feel for him?” Legend proceeded with his expressing, “No wonder 

there aren’t any humans left in this realm, they lack the means for survival and are icons of stupidity!”
“Call us whatever you want, but this man is free.” Adam insisted.
“… Fine!” Legend said as he lowered his longbow, “Dig your own grave!”
With Legend lowering his weapon, Sebastian did the same. Upon seeing his chance, the goblin 

didn't  hesitate  to get  up and run his  way back to where he came from. Adam saw the look  on 
Legend's face; this was the first time he had seen Legend so aggressive. Without saying so much of a 
word, Legend continued walking west. Sara and Rosemary followed silently. Sebastian soon passed 
him, also keeping his mouth shut. It appeared that none really approved of Adam's call. Adam stood 
there a moment, thinking of the rightness of his merciful act.

Adam and the others continued walking in their set path. The haze didn't go away, and neither 
did the silence. Shortly afterwards, the silence was broken by goblin cries and marching feet. Legend, 
Sara and Sebastian got ready for a fight as the sound came nearer to them. Although they weren’t 
visible due to all the fog, it was clear that an army of goblins was headed their way.

“Gee, I wonder who told them?!” Legend said, looking at Adam from the corner of his eye.
Adam didn’t reply, but understood his meaning, and also understood that he knew little about these 
tribes  in  comparison  with  the  natives  such  as  Legend and Sebastian.  Upon the  emerging  of  the 
goblins, the three warriors went into battle as Adam stayed behind in defense of the Hidden Village 
princess. As the elf, the pixie and the hobbit engaged in bloodshed, Adam understood that the faeries 
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of this world had no hearts because there wasn’t any significance for it. If an enemy is caught he must 
be put to death because compassion has no value in a world like this.

“Sara!” Adam shouted as Sara was hit.
Sara was attack by the swinging of a foe goblin’s morning stars. Due to her size, she was 

knocked out of her position and into the swamp. Luckily, Adam jumped to her rescue as he grabbed 
her with his hand.

“Damn it!” Legend exclaimed as he saw Sara fall, then made a wise decision: “Sebastian, take 
the others and leave.”

“No, I’m –”
“There’s too many of them!” Legend interrupted him, “Retreat! I’ll be right behind you!”

Sebastian did as Legend had said. The fact of the matter was: fighting this fight wasn’t a 
smart choice in the first place. Other than being outnumbered, they were battling in the enemies’ 
turf. This can’t be an advantage since the goblins know their way around while Legend and his friends 
can’t see 3 meters in front of them. Moreover, Legend specializes in shooting arrows, which means he 
excels in distances, not close range fights. All of this elements would lead to their downfall if they 
stood their grounds.

Once he saw his chance, Legend kept his word and ran after his friends. They ran in the foggy 
night, uncertain of what may lie in their path. Adam ran with Rosemary as he kept the injured Sara in 
his hands; Legend and Sebastian ran behind them, blocking the goblins’ terror from behind them. 
However, knowing all the roots in these swamps, the goblins divided their troops accordingly to the 
fugitives’  escaping pattern. While one group proceeded in perusing them, another group took an 
alternative path to block their trail. Within minutes of hasted running, Legend and his friends were 
surrounded.

Sebastian saw what was going to happen, either kill or be killed. 
“Die freaks!” Sebastian said as he drew out his sword to charge.
“Hang on!” Legend laid his hand on Sebastian’s right shoulder to pause him.
“Now’s not the time, Legend!” Sebastian said aggressively, eager to fight his last fight.
“Perhaps there’s a way out!” Legend said looking to his far west.
Legend noticed the shift in the goblins’ tactics and guessed the probable cause. They were 

giving it 110 percent to close in on them because the five had gotten close to exiting the Haze Goblins 
Swamps. This meant that if they only run a little more to the west, they would exit this unneeded 
nightmare.

“We have to keep running.” Legend told them.
“I’d love to,” Sebastian said, “but where to?”
“In the same path we’ve been heading, to the west!”
“And I suppose the goblins standing in our way will just let us?” Sebastian said sarcastically.
Legend saw  the  ordeal  they  were  facing;  a  group  of  goblins  were  holding  their  grounds, 

blocking the travelers’ exit out of this land. Legend knew that Sebastian was right; bloodshed was 
required to gain access. However, once that group is dead, no more fighting with the goblins would be 
needed. Even the goblins aren’t dumb enough to trespass into the Night Trolls Territory.

“Adam,” Legend called his friend, “we need help. Think you can assist.”
Adam knew the curtail part he has to play in order to secure the other’s safety, and so, he 

handed Sara gently to Rosemary. In return, he drew out her wooden sword and joined the defenders. 
With Legend,  Sebastian and Adam leading the way,  the  team of  five  penetrated their  way west 
through the group of goblins. The killed out of necessity, believing that they had no ulterior choice. 
The fog was blocking their sight but they stroke nonetheless. Adam and Sebastian slashed their way 
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out as Legend rapidly reloaded his longbow and shot.
Amazingly, they made their way through and the goblins failed to pursuit. Making sure that all 

five members were present,  they awaited someone to come out of  the fog.  However,  none did. 
Legend, Sebastian and Adam loosened up their shoulders as a smile of victory escaped their serious 
faces. Seconds later, an outburst of laughter was released from the three as they looked at each 
other. As Sebastian turned towards Rosemary, he saw her pale face. She wasn’t laughing, and her 
eyes were wide open. Then,  she fell  on her knees as blood dripped on the ground beneath her. 
Rosemary was hit.

“No!” Sebastian shouted as he ran towards her.
He got on his knees, held her body up on his lap, holding her head between his arms.
“..  Sebastian.” Rosemary said in pain as she looked up on Sebastian. She said his name as 

blood came flooding out of her mouth.
“No,” Sebastian cried, “you can't die on me, not now!”
Sebastian had saved Rosemary so many times from all sorts of dangers, but this time he was 

helpless. She was dying and there wasn’t any pixies around to save her.
“Sebastian … I’m sorry … ” Rosemary apologized for her death.
“Don’t  say  that,  you’re  not  going  to  die!”  Sebastian  said  as  he  cried  uncontrollably  onto 

Rosemary’s face. His tears mixed with her blood and made their way down to the ground. “Tell me, 
Rosemary; were you angry at me the whole time? Was that the reason why you didn't talk?”

From all the times he had to ask this question, Sebastian chose this time. However, he knew 
well that he didn’t choose this time, but was forced into it. He had to know how Rosemary feels about 
him after all the time he spent with her. Even though he didn’t talk to her a lot back in the village, he 
shared long priceless conversations with her while returning. Every time Rosemary was kidnapped, 
Sebastian, along with a crew, was sent to rescue her. Every time he returned with her, their tongues 
ignored their society’s teachings and were unleashed into memorable dialogs. However, Sebastian 
was deprived of these interactions on their recent adventure.

“No,” dying Rosemary said softly, smiling at what Sebastian was pondering, “no Sebastian, I 
wasn’t talking to you because of my father.” She stuttered, but continued to tell her last tale: “After 
the last time you brought me home, father noticed how well we were getting along. He thought the 
world of you, but couldn’t except you as a son-in-law. You were a warrior in his eyes, not a prince. 
Because of that, he planned to marry me to a prince whom I did not know. I objected, telling him that 
you and I had nothing in common just so that I would stay single. He called me a layer so I had to 
prove it. This was why every time I saw you I looked the other way, so that my heart would remain to 
you. I wanted to talk to you every minute of the day, but I had to be cold just so that I could remain 
yours.”

Sebastian couldn’t believe his ears. He was in complete shock and could nothing other than 
continue to shed proportional quantity of tears.

“Sebastian I …” Rosemary continued, but died before she could finish the sentence.
Sebastian held her tighter as he cried for her death. Just then, Sebastian’s hands felt an object 

in Rosemary’s back. He yanked it out and saw that it was an arrow. Goblins didn’t use arrows, but 
Legend did. Rosemary had died by Legend’s arrow.

Sebastian got up with the arrow in hand. Legend and Adam were shocked to see how she 
died.

“I didn’t!” Legend defended himself, “I swear to you I didn’t!”
“Murderer!” Sebastian shouted out as he charged towards Legend.
Adam quickly jumped in front of Sebastian, hanging onto him in attempt of stopping him.
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“Let me go, Adam!” Sebastian said wrathfully.
“No!” Adam shouted back! “You know Legend would never kill her!”
Sebastian drew out his sword in anger, then said, “I mean it! Step back or get killed with this 

murderer!”
“Sebastian, stop it!” Adam said, then said desperately, “If anyone’s to blame, then it’s me!”
Adam referred back to how all of this had started. He was the one who let the goblin go and 

inform the others; if Adam had kept his mouth shut, the goblin had died and none of this would’ve 
happened.

Not wanting to kill his friend, Sebastian threw down his sword, plunging into the swampland. 
Wrathful Sebastian said nothing, but marched away out of sight in order not to kill Adam and Legend.

“Sebastian!” Adam shouted as he ran after him. Before he did, he paused, jerked the wooden 
sword, then turned towards Legend and said, “I have to get him back!” Then continued running after 
Sebastian while shouting out: “Sebastian! … Sebastian!”

The team was in the troll’s territory, which means they could be saving Reem. Instead, they 
were breaking up. This day had became a dark one to everyone.

The shouting and anger left the area, and the annoying quietness took over. Legend was left 
alone with the victim. He looked down at Rosemary’s corpse with remorse. He knew well that she 
died by one of his arrows, but also knew that he didn’t mean to shoot her. It was the fog; it was 
confusing everyone. Anyone could’ve attacked anyone in there. He didn’t blame himself, but was sad.

The fog was still there, but wasn’t as intense. Even though Adam had left, Legend could still 
see  him  marching  into  the  mist  until  he  became  too  vague  to  spot.  Legend  kneeled  down  to 
Rosemary’s body and shut her open eyes. Just then, the quietness was disrupted by the shifting of 
Rosemary’s left close hand. The fingers were moving. Legend thought for a second of the possibility 
that Rosemary might still be alive, but doubted that possibility. Her blood was spilled, and his shots 
never miss. Legend thought logically and guessed that there was something moving the cold dead 
fingers. Legend opened them and found Sara inside. She was severely wounded, but still breathing.

“Sara? Sara!”
“El? …” Sara said as she breathed hard, “El, I’m bleeding! My left arm is broken and so are my 

wings. I don’t think I’m going to make it, El! El, I think I’m dying!” Sara said panicking.
“Relax and stay calm!” Legend told her, “broken bones aren’t going to kill a pixie, and you 

know it!  Remember  when we were  captured  by  the  gnomes?  My leg  was  broken,  but  you  still 
managed to cure me.”

“That was different El, it wasn’t on myself!” She exclaimed worrying, “you know how much 
strength I have to have in order to cure someone, well, it’s ten times harder if I was that someone!”

“You have to!” Legend pushed, “If not for yourself, then for me! I can’t go without you!”
“El …”
“Do it for Rosemary! She died protecting you in her hand!”
With Legend’s encouragement, Sara was determined to cure herself, even if it meant using all 

her magical strength on this attempt, and in spite of the risks that she might fail. Meanwhile, a few 
kilometers to the south, Adam was starting to get exhausted.

“Sebastian, hold up!” Adam said as he tried to catch up, “running away isn’t the answer.”
After a while, Sebastian finally stopped, but remained silent. He didn't turn towards Adam, 

however, Adam knew that Sebastian was broken in tears. At that moment, he wasn't crying, but the 
trail of two rivers which had run down the strong warrior's cheeks were still  visible. Adam bowed 
down, placing his hands on his knees as he caught his breath.

“She's dead!” Sebastian spoke, “she's all I've got and she's dead!”
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Adam stopped breathing so hard, and got up. He walked towards Sebastian, standing next to 
him, but didn't say a word or even look at him. There wasn't anything he could do except for being 
there for his friend. Adam kept looking at the endless infinite fog in front of them.

“I was going to ask for her hand.” Sebastian continued, “I began saving money since the day I 
met her. The first time we saw each other was five years ago when I was sent to rescue her from the 
trolls. When I got to her, you know what the first thing I heard from her mouth?”

Adam shook his head left and right slightly.
“She scanned me quickly, then shook her head and said: 'no … no. You won't do. Tell father I 

want a man to rescue me, not a midget!'” Sebastian laughed slightly, then continued telling the tale, 
“there she was, imprisoned by monsters and she was getting picky. You know what I said? I shouted 
at her: 'you should talk!' boy, was I furious! … I miss her, Adam!” Sebastian broke in tears again, “It's 
been five minutes since she died and I miss her!”

Adam turned towards Sebastian, opening his arms for an embrace. Sebastian was to fragile to 
resist leaning on Adam.

“We’ll give her a proper burial.” Adam told him.
Adam gave Sebastian his sword back and returned to the others. Upon their return, they saw 

Sara sitting on Legend left  shoulder.  Sara had used her  own pixie  magic  to  restore her  previous 
condition.  She  was  alive,  but  even  that  wasn't  enough  to  make  everyone's  grievance  go  away. 
Sebastian said nothing to Legend, so Legend kept his mouth shut as well. Adam, with the help of 
Legend, Sara and Sebastian, kept his promise as he dug a grave in the ground. Once Rosemary was 
laid inside, Sebastian placed her wooden sword in her hands above her chest. Adam said a few words 
regarding the deceased,  then began piling dirt  back onto the grave.  Sebastian didn't  wish to say 
anything. Legend saw that his friend was in pain, so he walked up to him and placed his hand over his 
shoulder.

“She was a kind person,” Legend told Sebastian gently, “I am sorry for your loss.”
Sebastian replied by turning around with a knuckle-sandwich in Legend's face. Legend fell on 

the ground as Adam and Sara stood shocked of the sudden attack. With that, Legend abandoned his 
moral restraints and jumped on Sebastian giving him what he's asking for.

Chapter 17: Battlefield of the fortress

Legend and Sebastian fist-fought each other while Adam and Sara tried to separate them. 
Adam pushed Sebastian away while Sara took Legend. Adam was bigger than Sebastian, which was an 
advantage; Sara used her magic to thrust Legend away. However, both the aggressors' wills surpassed 
their friends' futile attempt.

Legend and Sebastian’s fistfight was paused from both participants immediately once a falling 
scythe plunged onto the soil on which they stood. Legend, Sebastian, Adam and Sara all stopped their 
action giving their  full  attention on its  sudden appearance.  Legend walked slowly towards it  and 
picked it up. After examining it for a couple of seconds, he turned around towards his friends with a 
fearful look, opening his mouth to words he wished were wrong.

“It’s from the –”
“Trolls!” Sebastian interrupted as he spotted them coming.
The razor-sharp dark-steel scythe Legend was holding was thrown by the upcoming army. A 

troop  of  trolls  were  seen  across  the  horizon  running  towards  the  trespassers.  The  trolls  were 
territorial,  which  meant  they  become  unreasonably  aggressive  when  it  comes  to  outsiders 
trespassing. Each one of the charging trolls was seen running rapidly with scythes in their hands. The 
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thrown one that landed a few feet away from Legend wasn’t to give a warning to him and the others, 
but it carried a message: it meant war.

“What do we do?” Adam asked Legend anxiously.
Legend looked at Adam, then handed him the scythe he picked up, and said: “We fight.”

Adam said  nothing,  but  grabbed the  scythe.  Although going  up  against  the  trolls  seamed 
suicidal, Legend, Sebastian, Adam and Sara didn’t come all the way to back off. After all, they knew 
that getting Reem back from the trolls meant having to fight the trolls. Unlike the other battles, this 
one was somewhat intended and cannot be escaped from.

As the trolls came charging towards the four, the team got ready. Legend took a position win 
which he could jump once needed, locking onto a troll with his loaded longbow. Sebastian held his 
wooden sword firmly with both hands; Sara raised her hands in the air, preparing to cast the most 
powerful spells she knows. As for Adam, in a war like this, he had no weapon other than his brain and 
the enemy’s scythe. He knew nothing about it but hoped it would do the job. As the trolls got close, 
and his friends sharpened up, Adam couldn’t believe this was really happening. Of all the things he 
thought  possible  in  his  life,  this  wasn’t  one  of  them.  Back  on  Eastshine  Lane,  before  all  of  this 
happened, if anyone had asked Adam what he would be doing in eight days from now, his answer 
wouldn’t be remotely similar to this situation.

“We won’t lose any more allies!” Legend said, interrupting Adam’s thoughts.
“What are the chances of us surviving?” Adam asked.
“About one in a million,” Legend gave an unstudied statistic, then added: “but hey, if we can’t 

beat them and get Reem, at least we’ll die with honor.”
His last remark didn’t relieve Adam one bit. He was still worrying about the outcome of this 

battle. As the charging trolls were only a few meters away, Legend shot the first arrow, piercing and 
immediately killing one of the frontier soldiers, initiating war.

“Kill!” The trolls’ lordship shouted as the troops engaged in battle.
Once coming in direct contact with a troll, Legend gracefully jumped off the ground and over 

the attacking troll. Once he landed, the troll fell down due to an arrow piercing the top of his skull. 
Sebastian used his shortness to his advantage. He dodged the huge troll’s scythe by sliding under him 
then slashing his spinal cord. Sara used her combustion spells to shoot fire balls onto her opponents. 
Everyone was surviving except for Adam. He had difficulties in handling his scythe. It was too big to 
wield even with both hands. Landing an lethal hit was hard, especially against trolls who lived their 
entire lives using scythes. Mocking Adam, his adversary, a troll soldier, head-butted him instead of 
using his scythe. Adam lost balance and fell on the ground. The troll laughed hysterically at Adam. He 
didn’t ridicule him because he was smaller than the trolls, nor was it because of his oddness, but he 
did so for Adam’s attempt on trying to understand their choice of weapon. Trolls have designed and 
created the scythe to their liking.

Adam was angry at the laughing troll, but was overpowered by a stronger sensation. He was 
still afraid of him. Th troll was giant and hideous, not like anything Adam ever imagined. The troll, just 
like his fellow mankind, stood 8 and a half feet tall. He had muscles all over his light brown huge arms; 
his complexion was fairly light compared to the other swamp creatures. Like the other trolls who 
fought on his side, he too was wearing nothing other than brown pants with darker belts; his legs 
were wrapped with bandages like the others as well, but their feet were bare. His head looked like an 
okra with little red hair on the top; his soft somewhat withered ears were orange.

Adam got up and picked up his scythe again. The troll didn’t budge, keeping a smirk from his 
good laugh. Adam knew that he was mocking him, and so he charged towards him with the scythe to 
teach him a lesson. The troll  blocked Adam’s move, then head-butted him again. Adam fell  back, 
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noticing that the troll was still standing put, waiting for Adam to try again. At that moment, Adam’s 
anger surpassed his fear and charged furiously with his scythe. The troll smiled as he prepared to 
guard, redirect, then head-butt Adam. However, the troll’s unsuspecting eyes opened wide as he felt 
a strong plunge. He looked down and realized that the plunge was in his guts. Adam had slid under his 
scythe, maneuvering his way to an opening. Adam got back, and yanked out his scythe as the troll fell 
down on his knees. The blood flowed out and onto the ground, mixing with the other trolls’ blood. 
Right then, Adam learned something from the trolls. Because their adversaries were outnumbered, 
they  underestimated  them.  And  as  Adam  learned from history,  underestimating  one’s  opponent 
often leads to one’s downfall.

In no time, Adam was facing another troll. This time, the troll didn’t give him any slack at all 
since  he  saw blood on  Adam’s  scythe.  The troll  and  Adam charged against  each  other  with  the 
scythes. However, due to his huge physical  structure, the troll  turned the table to his advantage. 
While  their  scythes  locked,  the  troll  took  a  punch  at  Adam’s  guts.  Adam  lost  focus  as  he  was 
weakened in that moment. The troll took advantage and grabbed a hold of Adam’s scythe, then threw 
behind him. Adam was left defenseless as the troll made his way towards Adam. The troll grinned as 
he quickly attacked. Adam evaded, but slipped and fell on the ground once more. However, with no 
way out of this, Adam believed this was the last fall he was going to take.

As the troll closed in for the kill, he suddenly stopped and the grin faded away. Then, he fell 
onto Adam. Adam pushed him aside and got up, noticing there was an arrow in the back of his head.
“You alright?” Legend asked as he gave him a hand.

Legend came to  the  rescue  just  in  the  nick  of  time.  Adam  didn’t  reply  but  he  looked at 
Legend’s face. He appeared different. There was a lot of blood on his face, but it wasn't his. It was the 
trolls’ whom he have killed. However, that wasn’t the feature that frightened Adam. Legend was seen 
different because of his eyes. His eyes never looked so cold before, so eager to kill. Once Legend saw 
that Adam was fine, he said nothing more, but revealed a look on his face which told Adam to pick up 
the scythe and fight. Adam didn’t want to fight, but knew that it was a necessity. This was war; in this 
battlefield, you either kill or be killed. This was a cruel world and no one should be spared.

Legend went back to fighting immediately as did Adam and the others. Just like his friends, 
Legend didn’t wish to fight but had no choice. Legend was all fore peaceful constructive talking to 
resolve the conflict. He wanted to walk in the land, talk to the lordship about Reem and see if there 
was a possible win-win situation. However, the lordship thought otherwise.

It didn’t take Legend long enough to come across a certain troll. Once he did, Legend stood in 
his place, shocked to see the face that he’d never see in a place like this. Legend stood while aiming 
his longbow against him.

“No.” Legend said calmly, pale from the sight of the unexpected troll.
“Legend.” The opposing troll identified his foe. “Fight.”
“No.” Legend said, then lowered his bow, “I won’t fight you.”
The troll hesitated at first, but then shouted out: “Then you’ll die!”
The troll shouted at Legend as he charged. Legend wasn’t sure what to do, but one thing was 

for certain, he didn’t raise his longbow. The troll charged right up to Legend’s face, then shouted at 
him to scared him, but Legend gave no different reaction. The troll jumped onto Legend and both of 
them fell on the ground. The troll lifted up his scythe to kill his foe.

“Why won’t you fight?” The troll shouted at Legend.
“Why fight if I can’t kill you, and I can’t kill you, Mota.” Legend replied softly.
Mota, as identified by Legend, held a frustrated look on his face. With the scythe firmly in 

hand, he plunged it into the soil right next to Legend’s head, then collapsed on Legend, breaking out 
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in tears.
“Kill …” Mota shouted at Legend with his eyes shut, but a few tears escaped his will, then he 

continued: “Kill me!”
Mota and  Legend  were  friends  from an  early  age.  They  met  unintentionally  when young 

Legend had wondered off from the Leaf Elf Clan and into the swamps. While he played in the mud, 
young Mota came along. Both of them weren’t sure what the other one was, but didn’t fear each 
other. Both of them spoke the same language and found playing in the mud plus observing insects a 
common interest.

Not knowing much about each other's culture and history, the two became instant friends 
playing in the backyards of their realms. However, one day, while Mota was practicing on his scythe 
back in the fortress, he saw his uncle returning from war along with other men. Mota was surprised 
when  he  couldn’t  find  his  father  among  the  men,  so  he  asked  his  uncle  about  his  father’s 
whereabouts. His uncle told him the truth, an elf had murdered him in war.

After moaning for a few days, Mota despised elves even though he had never seen one, at 
least  not  to  his  knowledge.  Hanging  out  with  Legend,  Mota  mentioned the  word elf.  Mota  was 
shocked when he heard Legend say that he was an elf. Mota jumped back, fearful of the evil  elf. 
Legend unleashed his tongue in attempt to gain back his best friend. Legend told him that he wasn’t 
evil, and that he wasn’t aware of his people’s actions, and that he would never kill anyone, especailly 
if he was related to Mota. There was tension between the two, but as they talked, the matter was 
resolved. Mota and Legend remained friends.

One day, Mota was talking to his mother and heard her say bad things about the elves. At first, 
Mota remained silent regarding the subject, however, as his mother continued with the cruel untrue 
labeling, he had enough. He told his mother that not all elves should be killed painfully, that some of 
them are good. Mota’s mother became worried about her son so she told the doctor. The doctor, 
after talking to Mota, agreed with her that her son needed to seek help. The doctor was also worried 
that Mota wasn’t going to be a strong warrior like his father as compassion and sympathy would lead 
to his downfall. Mota was taught by many special teachers about the evils of the elves, and that they 
should be slain immediately if spotted. After many lessons, Mota still  didn’t believe everything he 
heard but nodded so the lesson wouldn’t be repeated. Mota did understand one thing, and that was 
his relationship with Legend cannot exist anymore. If it was to continue, it would not only jeopardize 
himself, but Legend as well. 

Before the next time Mota met with Legend, he thought really hard about what to do. His final 
decision was made as he walked to their usual meeting place in the woods. He met Legend with no 
particular pleasure or smile, but Legend greeted him with a cheesy smile. Legend and Mota were 
usually  very  happy  when they  were  together,  and  so,  Legend immediately  knew something  was 
wrong. Mota didn’t delay the news and told Legend the truth. He told him that they could never be 
friends. Legend was naïve, and so, he was shocked to hear Mota’s sayings. Along the road of Mota’s 
main points to why their friendship should end, Legend interrupted him by pleading to remain his 
friend. Legend didn’t want to lose him no more than Mota wanted to lose Legend. In spite of his 
feelings, Mota remained tough and carried out his decision. Mota said goodbye for the last time and 
walked away. Being sensitive, Legend’s eyes watered as he continued to beg for Mota to return. Ever 
since that day the two never met one another, but now, after all  these years, the undesired and 
feared happened, they met against each other on the battlefield.

Knowing that he could never kill his childhood best friend, Mota pleaded to Legend to kill him 
instead. Mota knew that Legend wasn’t a troublemaker, that he had a purpose to impose into this 
land. While Mota, in his eyes, lived an idle existence by serving his cruel blind lordship and doing his 
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biddings, he believed that Legend was on an important quest to do something right. Mota saw no 
other way out of this other than him dying, and that was why he tried to scare Legend into killing him.

Mota didn’t want to die,  he wanted to live and have kids of  his own, but the Night Troll 
Territory wasn’t the place to do so. He wanted to flee from the fortress and its oppression system, but 
traitors weren’t left alone. They would be hunted down to the far end of the earth, and killed brutally 
and painfully. Even if he was to escape, no other faery would welcome him in. Trolls have built up a 
reputation of being well-known as cruel and brutal beasts. Even if he escaped and found Legend, the 
Leaf Elf Clan would not permit him to live among them. In fact, the most probable is that they will 
fight him, thus, he would be getting his only true friend in trouble as well. The war was more complex 
than anyone had thought.

“I –” Legend said, “ I can’t kill you.”
Legend  insisted,  leaving  their  battle  in  limbo.  However,  upon  seeing  Legend  lying  on  the 

ground, Adam jumped in and stabbed Mota in the back. Legend shouted, but only in his mind. He 
didn’t want anyone to know that Mota was a friend. Legend didn’t leave Mota’s sight until he passed 
away. Legend wished him a better journey in the afterlife.

Legend got up and saw Adam standing with pride.
“There,” Adam said cheerfully, “You helped me now I did the same.”
While Legend was in tears, Adam was gloating enthusiastically. He thought since Legend was 

on the ground and a troll was on top of him, Legend was cornered by his opponent and needed help 
just like Adam did a few minutes ago.

“What’s wrong? Got something in your eye?”
Legend didn’t reply, but struggled to overlook Adam’s injust kill. This was war, after all, and 

what is war if not confusion and meaningless killing.
Legend lifted up his bow again and continued to kill along side of Adam, Sebastian and Sara. 

Within time, they managed to bypass most of the trolls and further into the land. As they headed 
towards the fortress, their troll foes were left either killed, severely wounded or out-cold. Once the 
four got to the frontier, facing the open gate, they saw more coming on the way. They also snuck a 
look on the inside which were woman standing up. They were standing in front of their children 
carrying scythes. Their position told everyone that they didn’t wish to battle,  but will  in order to 
protect their young. Legend was glad of the woman’s view of fighting, and so decided not to come 
near them or their children. In fact, if there was harm to come to them, he wanted to shield them if 
possible.

Just before the four entered, Sara paused their action.
“Guys, hold on.” She told them, “Reem’s not here!”
“What?” Adam shouted.
“I can't sense any human's presence inside.”
“Then you must have a stuffy nose!” Adam attacked Sara.
“Believe me Adam, she's not there.” Sara replied regretfully.
“Try again!” Adam insisted.
“Adam,” Legend stepped in on their conversation, “if she was in the Night Trolls Territory, Sara 

would have caught her scent by now. I'm sorry, but she's not there.”
Adam  plunged  his  scythe  into  the  ground  in  anger,  then  crossed  his  arms,  showing 

determination that he won’t be going in any direction other than into the fortress. Upon seeing the 
advancing troops, Legend picked Adam up and ran in the other direction.

“Put me down!” Adam shouted as Legend proceeded to run along side of Sebastian and Sara.
Legend knew that if they force their way in without directions, they will get their selves, along 
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with other bystanders, killed.
“Damn it Legend!” Adam shouted as he tried relentlessly to brake free.
As a last resort, Adam bit Legend’s hand.
“Damn it!” Legend shouted as he dropped Adam on th ground.
As Legend turned around, he saw Adam running back towards the fortress. Legend ran after 

him and caught up quickly. He grabbed Adam from his shoulder and turned him.
“Reem isn't here, live with it!” Legend shouted in Adam’s face, “Stubbornness and kill yourself 

isn’t going to bring her back!”
After that shout, Adam stopped trying to go back. His distrust in his friends went away as he 

believed them when they said Reem was gone. Sebastian stepped up and placed his hand on Adam’s 
shoulder.

“Eight days is a long time for anyone to survive in that insane environment.” Sebastian said as 
he sympathized with Adam.

Adam remained silent, but joined his friends to escape the land and the undesired bloodbath.

Chapter 18: Reunion

The four exited the Night Troll Territory. They were uninjured, but their hearts were broken. 
They had failed their quest in saving Reem. With no more objectives to carry out, Adam, Legend, 
Sebastian and Sara started heading back to the east. Legend, Sebastian and Sara were going home, 
but just not yet. They wanted to accompany their blue friend to wherever he desired. As they walked 
they were considerate of his feelings and kept their mouths closed.

As they walked gloomily, Sara suddenly started sniffing.
“Guys, I smell something!”
“We’re in a mud-pit, we all can smell things!” Sebastian remarked.
“No, a human! I smell a human!”
“I knew it!” Adam shouted as he turned around to head back, “I told you Reem was still alive!”
“Adam,” Sara addressed Adam before he marched away, “I don't know if it's Reem or not, but I 

do know that you're going in the wrong direction. It's coming from in front of us!”
Adam turned around and saw a figure walking in the fog. Adam's friends stopped walking 

while Adam took studied steps towards the mysterious figure in the mist. Within the passing of the 
seconds and the closing between Adam and the figure, the shape was becoming more clear. As it was 
certain that the figure had the same height of Reem, Adam's serious facial expression turned into a 
slight smile, and grew wider as he approached the figure.

Legend lifted his longbow while Sebastian placed his hand on his wooden sword. They feared it 
may be a trap. As the figure emerged from the mist, the dark day turned into a day to celebrate; it 
was clear that the mysterious comer was Reem.

“Adam? …” Reem asked surprised, then realized it was him, “Adam!”
“Reem!”
Adam grabbed Reem, wrapping his arms tight around her as he embraced her. Reem did the 

same, not believing whom she finally found. Legend, Sebastian and Sara smiled as they placed away 
their weapons and suspicions. Adam grabbed Reem remained hugging for awhile, not wanted to let 
go.

“Adam, I'm so glad I found you again! I've been searching everywhere for you!”
“Likewise.”  Adam  replied  simply,  hiding  his  true  emotions.  He  wanted  to  cry  out  about 

everything he encountered, everyone he fought just to find her, but instead, he tried to act tough and 
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study. “You came on your own.” He added, “See, I told you you didn't need me to rescue you.” 
Reem's smile got a little cheesier as she heard Adam's last remark. Having backed off from 

Adam as she remained wearing her joyful smile, she scanned Adam from shoulders to toes.
“Cute outfit.” She teased Adam on his elf uniform.
“Yeah, well ..." Adam said, scratching the back of his head as his cheeks got reddish.
As  Adam got  embarrassed by what  he  was wearing,  he noticed that  his  friends were still 

waiting for him to introduce them. Adam immediately seized the opportunity to change the subject as 
the other three stepped forth.

“Reem, this is Sebastian,” Adam introduced his friends to each other, “without him, I wouldn't 
have made it this far!”

“It's an honor to finally meet your acquaintance, miss Reem.” Sebastian said elegantly.
Adam leaned over to Sebastian whispering: “She's not a real lady, so knock off the act, will 

ya?”
Reem heard what Adam said and punched his shoulder hard. While Adam rubbed his swore 

shoulder, Reem's eyes rolled over towards the other man next to Sebastian.
“Are you … ?” Reem asked Legend suspiciously.
“A human? Afraid not.” Legend replied, then added: “Though I do get that a lot.”
“He's an elf, and his name's Legend,” Adam proceeded with the introductions while continuing 

to rub his shoulder, “and that's Sara.”
“Sara?” Reem said surprised, searching for another person among the gang.
“I’m glad to see that you are alive and well, Reem,” Sara said as she flew right off of Legend's 

left shoulder to be better spotted, “though I do ask for your forgiveness, and yours as well, Adam, for 
I had believed you to be dead. I tried to pick up your scent but failed as I was focusing on the west 
rather than the east where you were.”

“It's alright, really,” Reem replied to Sara, not sure what she was.
“So you forgive me?” Sara insisted worryingly.
“Of course,” Reem replied, started to see Sara's kindness rather than her strange appearance, 

“in fact, I should be thanking you for helping Adam find me.”
“Oh, you don't have to thank me for that! He's a friend, and friends help each other out.”
As Reem's eyes shifted from one to another, she noticed that all of them were close friends of 

Adam's. From the blood and dirt on their cloth, she knew that they had stood by his side in many 
battles to find her. On top of that, she also knew that they were a search party Adam had gathered 
for finding her.

“It’s a pleasure to meet all of you.” Reem said, then took Adam aside and looked into his eyes. 
He looked so different, so mature, so caring. “Thank you, Adam, for going all this way to save me.”

Adam was surprised and caught off guard at first, but then he smiled and replied with a sly 
smile: “You’re worth saving.”

However, just then, Adam noticed there was several injuries on her body.
“Reem,” Adam asked, “did the trolls hurt you?”
“What? Trolls?” Reem replied, puzzled by Adam’s reply.
Since the falcon that originally snatched her failed to deliver her to the falcon, Reem never 

knew her original destination. She thought the falcon was going to deliver her to its nest to feed its 
babies. To her, it was odd that Adam was under the impression that the trolls were the ones who 
kidnapped her.

“Yeah,” Adam repeated the question, concerned, “did they do anything to you?”
“I was never at the trolls, Adam, I was –”
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“Look out!” Legend jumped in as he interrupted the two's conversation, he jumped in with his 
longbow locked at the person behind her, “There's an imp behind you!”

Legend jumped to defend his friends from the evil that appeared from the mist. In Legend’s 
eyes, he saw an evil imp who was undoubtedly going to do something devilish. In Adam’s eyes, this 
creature was anonymous, clear of any suspicion until Legend gave him a reason to doubt the imp. 
However, in Reem’s eyes, he was Omar.

“No, wait!” Reem shouted out.
“Step aside, Reem!” Adam said as he joined Legend in the frontier, pushed Reem behind him.
Without another second to waste, Sebastian and Rosemary came to the frontier to aid their 

friends. With every one of her friends aiming at terrified Omar, Reem knew she was the only one who 
could prevent them from killing him or vice versa.

“Adam, you don’t understand!” She shouted out.
“Yeah, I don’t.” Adam replied before Reem finished what she wanted to say, “But belive me, 

Reem, if you lived long enough in this world, you’ll know that you don’t need to fully understand your 
enemies. Some of them are just sick in the head, and this guy, he’s acing the sickness meter!” Adam 
judged Omar without knowing anything about him.

“Adam! You’re not listening to me!” Reem shouted at Adam.
“Listen, I mean you no harm.” Omar spoke, reaching for his orb.
Omar didn’t want any trouble, so he thought he’d take the one thing everyone’s so nervous 

about, which was his cyan orb, and place it on the ground. He wanted to show them that there was 
nothing  to  be  scared  about,  and  that  he  was  a  friend  of  Reem.  However,  upon  seeing  the  imp 
reaching for his Orb, Adam, Legend, Sebastian and Sara jumped the gun and attacked Omar.

“No!” Reem shouted as she ran towards Omar.
“Reem! Stay back!” Adam ordered her.
Reem ignored Adam as she held Omar just before he hit the ground. As Reem held him crying, 

Adam, Legend, Sebastian and Sara were all confused to why she would waste tears and time on an 
enemy. They thought since she never saw anything die before, she was moaning not for the actual 
person but his life. Adam recalled a similar situation when they had to kill a leprechaun to survive. The 
four didn’t feel the same way as Reem, but didn’t hate her for being sympathetic.

“I’m sorry,” Adam said as he placed his hand gently on Reem’s left shoulder, “but he had to 
die.”

“Why?” Reem cried out, “Why did he have to die? He wasn’t going to harm us! He’s a friend!”
“Now you’ve gone too far!” Adam stepped up, “You can’t call others friends just became they 

are alive. He was an imp!”
“He was my friend!” Reem shouted back, then looked back again gently on Omar, wiping his 

forehead from his sweat.
Adam stepped back, lost by her words. He knew only one possible meaning for them which 

was that the imp was really her friend. As Adam and the others stayed back, Reem proceeded to cry.
“He was my friend,” She cried, “he was my friend!”
Sara didn’t have any reason to help an imp, but Reem broke her heart. Sara didn’t understand 

Reem’s compassion, but decided to help. Omar was badly injured by all of the attacks, bleeding blue 
blood from multiple piercings. His was left arm was cut off by Sebastian’s sword-slash; his chest was 
opened by Legend’s well-aimed arrow by; his head was smoking by Sara’s spell of flames. However, 
he was still breathing. As an imp, Omar was able to endure that for the time being, though he knew 
he would die within minutes. As Reem held him, bursting into tears, Sara came forth.

“Stay back, Reem.”
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“No, go away!” Reem shouted at her, “you killed him! Monsters, all of you are monsters!”
“Reem, I can help him.”
“You did enough!” Reem insisted.
“Please.” Sara pleaded her.
Reem didn’t believe that Sara wanted to help Omar, but she did as she said because he was 

going to die for certain if she kept holding onto him. Sara flew over to the chopped-off left arm, 
picked it up, then placed it where it once was connected. Sara raised her hands and they glowed 
bright like two miniaturized yellow suns. With no time to lose, Sara immediately went to the second 
stage as she hovered over Omar. The areas hovered over by the bright light were magically cured and 
returned as they once were. Reem’s eyes stopped shedding tears as she watched in disbelief. Within 
minutes, Omar was like he was never harmed.

“Omar!” Reem shouted as she rushed to him, but he didn’t reply.
“Give him some time.” Legend informed Reem, “He’s just been healed, he needs to rest.”
Reem nodded rapidly to Legend with joy, then turned towards Sara thanking her: “I … I –”
Reem was speechless, and didn’t know what to say, but worn-out Sara understood.
“No need … to thank … me, I … was only …” but then, Sara fell on the floor.
All together, Sara stopped talking, stopped flapping her wings, and fell on the ground.
“Sara!” Reem shouted with newfound fear.
“Don’t worry,” Legend said as he walked towards unconscious Sara, “she always blacks out 

when she saves a life.”
Legend picked Sara up and held her in his gentle hands while she rested. As Legend, Sebastian, 

Adam and Reem awaited their friends’ recoveries, Reem told them about Omar. She told them how 
she met him, and how he risked his life to save hers on more than one occasion. Once Omar woke up, 
Adam, Legend and Sebastian apologized sincerely for what they’ve done. Wanting to gain others’ 
approvals, Omar didn’t hold a grudge against them. When they were ready, they got up to exit the 
swamps and back into the woods. Sara wasn’t up at the time they moved, but Legend kept her resting 
comfortably in the warm palms of his hands.

“I guess now we continue to search for a way back home.” Reem said as she looked up into 
the starry blue night.

Adam didn’t reply, but smiled.
“What?” Reem asked Adam about his weird smirk.
“Do you really want to go back?” Adam teased her.

“What? Of course I do!”
Adam continued to smile.
“What?” She repeated the question with the same irritated look.

“How bad do you want it?” Adam teased some more.
“Adam, stop playing game!” Reem was onto him, “just  come out and tell  me what you’re 

hiding!”
“I found it, Reem,” Adam said calmly, hanging on to his smirk, “I found the mirror.”
Reem's serious face broke into an increasing smile as she heard the wonderful news.

“We can go back!” Adam told her as he held her from both sides of her two shoulders, “We 
can go back!”

Legend was lost while Adam and Reem were beaming with joy.
“Um,” Legend said to Sebastian as they watched joyful Adam and Reem beam, “am I missing 

something here?”
“Well, in short,” Sebastian filled Legend in, “they came from another world through a mirror, 
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wondered off for some reason, forgot where the mirror was, lost Reem, found the mirror, memorized 
its location but left in search for Reem, and now, finally, found Reem.”

“… Good sum-up.” Legend replied.
Adam and Reem, followed by Legend and Sebastian, along with Sara, headed to where the 

shack was. As the sun was up again, they found the shack. Rushing inside like children let lose by the 
final bell of school, they were content as they found the mirror in one piece, remaining undiscovered 
as they first came through it.  

As the two eager to crossover teenagers gazed upon the mirror, Sara woke up.
“Where .. are we?” Sara said rising up.
“The final stop.” Reem said, then came closer to her, and spoke to her aside, far from all the 

men, “Listen, I wanted to thank you for saving Omar. I know I’ve only known him for a few days, but 
he was nothing other than kind. He watched over me while I slept; he protected me while I fed. He’s a 
good boy and I wanted you to know that you did the right thing.”

“I had no doubt that I did the right thing, Reem, because he was your friend and you are 
good.”

“And also another thing, Sara, I know we’ve only spoken to each other a couple of times, and I 
wish I could stay longer to better know you, but since I’m leaving, can I ask just one favor of you? Can 
you please look after Omar? He has nobody in this world. He’s people are evil and because he is not, 
they want him dead. Can you please look after him in the way a friend would? I’m not asking you to 
make sure he has a roof over his head and food in his stomach, but be his friend. Be there for you 
when he needs you because he’s very sensitive and in need of friends like you and the others. I know 
he looks like a monster, but with time you’ll come to see that he is the sweetest being who walks this 
earth. So please, do this for him, do it for me, give him a chance to live.”

Sara nodded softly, then replied, “I promise.”
Reem and Sara joined the others whom have just said their goodbyes. Just before they left 

through the window, Legend stepped up.
“Wait,” he told Adam as he got out Adam’s cloths and boots, “here are your cloths back.”
“Legend!” Adam exclaimed, “You kept them!”
“I think you'll need them to go back.” Legend told him, “I don't know much about dimensional 

travelling, so I can't assume that objects from our world can travel as well.”
Not wanting to come out from the other side naked, Adam got out of his friends sight and 

undressed to put on his cloth. When he was ready, he stood by Reem, facing the mirror. They saw the 
reflection of the interior room of the old building back on Eastshine Lane. 

“It's been 9 days since we left.” Adam calculated the time they’ve been in this world, then 
joked smilingly, “You think anyone back home will still remember us?”

“Nothing we can't handle.” Reem replied smiling back at Adam.
Reem grabbed a hold of Adam's hand. Adam didn’t mind. In their other hand, they reached 

out to touch the surface of the myrtle mirror. It turned watery and waves arose from their touch. It 
was working. All they had to do was go through and this world would be a memory of the past.

However, just before Adam and Reem proceeded, a dark dimensional gateway opened right 
behind them. All of the six voyagers’ attention was taken by the sudden appearance of another imp. 
He was a royal one wearing a dark cape and an unpleasant look.

“There you are, Omar.” He said with an unsettling voice.
“Prince Verse?!” Both Omar and Reem exclaimed with fear.
“What a bad boy you’ve been,” Verse said, “You're coming back with me, traitor!”
As the prince of darkness reached out to grab Omar, Reem jumped in front of him, stretching 
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out her arms in defense of her friend.
“If you want him,” Reem threatened Verse, “you'll have to get pass me first!”
“…  You,  it’s  you!”  Verse  exclaimed  as  he  remembered  Reem,  “You're  the  prisoner  who 

escaped my realm! You’re coming back with me as well.”
Just before Verse could touch her, Legend jumped from the side and snatched her from his 

sight. As Verse turned towards her, Sebastian jumped right in his face with his sword. Verse’s face was 
cut, but the cut was a scratch compared to the scar he had. Verse became angry and shot a dark 
energy ball towards Sebastian. The warrior evaded, sliding next to his friends. Omar was shielded by 
all five of them.

“Fine, you can all die!” Verse cursed them as he powered up a huge dark ball and released it 
with hatred towards the six.

Verse attacked, but his attack never made it through. It was blocked by a forcefield created by 
Sara.

“Curse!” Verse said furiously, “Damn you, pixie!”
“Everyone, attack!” Legend shouted.
Knowing that Sara won’t endure much of Verse’s attacks, Legend gave the order to attack the 

dark prince in defense of Omar and Reem. Once the order was given and the forcefield was out, 
Legend, Sebastian, Sara, Omar, Adam and Reem all jumped towards the prince giving it all they’ve got. 
Realizing he was out numbered, the prince focused on evading their attacks while he made his way 
towards Omar unnoticeably. Once he was close, Verse grabbed a hold of Omar with a firm grip. Omar 
dropped his orb onto the floor as struggled with both hands to get loose. Within a second, Verse 
vanished along with Omar through a fast-opened portal.

“No!” Reem shouted as she fell on her knees, looking at Omar’s orb.
Suddenly, everything was quiet. Everyone stopped moving.
Adam took a few steps towards Reem and said: “It's gonna be alright, Reem.”
“No it's not going to be fine! They're gonna kill him, they're gonna kill him because he helped 

me escape! If it wasn't for him I'd be –” Reem didn’t continue the sentence since she was more 
worried about Omar than herself.

“It’s okay, guys, go home.” Legend said, “We'll find a way to help him.”
Sebastian and Sara nodded in agreement.
“No!” Reem replied shouting, shocking everyone’s expectations, “I'm not leaving until I make 

sure Omar is safe!”
Adam was going to open his mouth in disagreement, but then he saw Reem look at him. She 

gave him the 'I-don't-care-if-you-leave-without-me' look, while in fact, she did care.
Adam sighed, then said: “I guess returning home will have to wait.”

Chapter 19: For truth, beauty and the good.

“Hang in there, Omar, We’re coming for you.” Reem said as she looked at Omar’s orb.
Using her magic, Sara managed to reopen the dimensional gateway that the prince took. It 

would lead to the same location to where Verse arrived. Legend, Sebastian and Sara weren’t asked to 
risk their lives in accompanying Reem on this somewhat suicidal mission, but they offered to come 
and help. They saw Adam as one of them, and if he was going to put off everything he had worked for 
just for rescuing an imp, then they were going to do the same. Thanks to Adam and Reem, Legend, 
Sebastian and Sara saw Omar as one of them.

The four jumped in, one by one, then Sara joined in after them before the portal closed. They 
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penetrate  into  the  underworld’s  system  without  much  difficulties  since  the  portal  was  directly 
reanimated using traces of Verse’s earlier portal. Legend, Sebastian, Sara, Adam and Reem all arrived 
safely in the dark gloomy realm. It was just the same as Reem left it the last time. They were in a 
hallway, that much they knew. They looked towards the end of the hall, but saw nothing other than 
crossroads with other pathways. They turned around and looked at the other end and saw an imp 
leaving.

“Hey! You there!” Adam shouted to get his attention before he leaves, “Stop!”
It worked. The imp stopped and turned around. Upon seeing intruders,  the imp called his 

friends as they ran towards the five. Adam realized the mistake he made. When he shouted at the 
imp, he thought he was Verse, not one of the guards. Not wanting to fight, the five turned around and 
began running in the other direction. However, guards came from that direction as well. With no 
other choice, Legend, Adam, Sebastian and Sara prepared for a fight.

“You guys hold them off,” Reem told them, “I'll go get Omar.”
“What? Wait!” Adam shouted as he came up with a plan, “I'm coming with you!”
“They need you here, Adam.” Reem said in reference to their friends.
Adam didn't reply, but had an unsettling feeling about Reem's plan.
 “Don’t worry,” Reem added as she climbed up into an air vent after opening it, “I think I have 

an idea where Omar might be.”
“And Verse?”
“I don't think he'll be with Omar right now.”
One of Reem and Omar’s conversation while they traveled together was about why Reem was 

thrown in prison instead of immediately put to death. The answer to that was that imps didn’t rush 
any decision concerning any prisoner. They awaited a high-ranking officer or the Master’s final word 
on the matter. Reem hoped that that law applied on Omar.

“You’re not leaving!” Adam insisted, “I'm not losing you again.”
“You won't.”  Reem told  Adam as  she  looked down at  Adam from the vent,  “I  know this 

section, nothing but prison cells. I'll get Omar and come back in a sec.”
After that, Reem, with Omar’s orb in hand, closed the vent and disappeared from their sight.

 “... Be careful.”
Although Adam wanted to go with Reem and protect her,  he also wanted to stand by his 

friends. From the large number of imps heading their way, Legend, Sebastian and Sara needed all the 
help they could get. As the four got ready to fight, Adam smiled slyly.

“This should be a piece of cake,” Adam said enthusiastically, “just like yesterday, right guys?”
Seeing the enemy troops charging, Adam compared this fight with the their previous battle. He 

had a good feeling about the results as the imps were smaller physically than the trolls.  Legend, 
Sebastian  and  Sara  didn’t  reply,  but  shared  their  uneased look  with  Adam.  They  didn’t  wish  to 
discourage Adam, but they knew that the imps were nothing like the trolls. The trolls were strong 
opponents, but no different than the other fairies they've encountered. The imps, on the other hand, 
were  devilish  and evil.  They  used their  mysterious  orbs  to  cheat  in  battle  and  always  came out 
victorious.

“This is it, friends.” Legend said, knowing that the odds are against them, “I’m all fore surviving 
this, but if we die, then we die standing for what’s right. For what’s it worth, this journey has been 
meaningful, and I wouldn’t have it any other way. Sara the pixie, Adam the human, Sebastien the 
hobbit, you are all warriors at heart, and no one can take that from you, not even death.”

Upon hearing Legend's last words, Adam, Sara and Sebastian’s fears went away. They believed 
in what they were standing for. It wasn't about Omar or Reem, but about standing up for what's right. 
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As the seconds flew by, the two armies clashed from both way onto the four as they engaged in lethal 
free-styled combat.

With no weapons but full of passion, Adam jumped onto the imp in front of him like a monkey 
jumping from a tree. Once onto his opponent, Adam wrapped his arms and legs around him while 
biting  his  head off.  It  was  barbaric,  inhuman,  creative  and effective.  Sebastian,  holding  onto  his 
trusted hero's  sword,  maintain  his  old  style  and battle  tactics.  He evaded attacks  steadily,  while 
searching for an opening to thrust his wooden sword into the enemy's stomach. Once he was fatally 
stabbed, Sebastian would move onto another. Being the most effective, Sara casted fiery spells. All 
the foes who came across her were burnt to death, infecting others who come in touch with them.

“Come here you little witch!” An imp shouted at Sara as he followed her around.
Since Sara was killing dozens by the minute, she became the focus of the best. Sara tried to 

burn the imp, but he was better than the rest; he managed to successfully evade all of her magical 
spells. With fear of getting killed, Sara flew away from her opponent, improvising as she thought of a 
plan. However, due to the fact that the hallway was very crowded and the roof wasn't far away, Sara 
had no way to go. The imp smiled as fate smiled upon him; he lifted up his cyan orb as it glowed. 
Then, a pixie-size fire-breathing dragon was emitted from the orb. The dragon flew right towards Sara 
as it opened its mouth to exhale fire. However, before Sara was ironically burnt alive, the dragon was 
stroke by an arrow coming from behind. As the dragon evaporated before Sara's eyes, Legend was 
seen holding his longbow.

Legend managed to save Sara, but he wasn't sure if  it was enough. So far, everything was 
going fine. The four are still alive and imps are dying by the second. However, Legend realized the 
potential  threat  they  were  in.  if  this  unnecessary  battle  was  to  continue,  the  results  might  be 
devastating. For one reason, the imps were only doing their job. They didn't want or have to fight the 
four as long as they get Omar back. Another fearful point of view was the fact that the imps had much 
stronger forces such as the orb. The unlimited powers of the cyan orb were unmatchable when it 
came to swords and arrows. Imps are more powerful when it came to fighting, and that was what was 
on Legend's mind as he fought.

Beginning to become exhausted, Legend, Adam and Sebastian grouped up as Sara used all her 
might in casting protective forcefield around her and her three friends. Naturally, the imps raised 
their orbs as they radiated cyan. They were trying to penetrate the forcefield.

“Can’t … hold on .. much longer!” Sara said with closed eyes and extreme concentration.
“Hang on, Sara!” Legend encouraged Sara as he saw her sweating from exhaustion, “Reem and 

Omar are on the way, I can feel it! Just hang on a little longer!”
Meanwhile, at the prison cells not far away, Reem was making her way across the hallway. She 

walked with open eyes in a haste, but quietly as not to attract attention.  She peaked into every 
chamber on her left, searching for the kidnapped prisoner. To everyone's good fortune, she found 
him in no time. He was sitting on the ground looking miserably pessimistic. 

“I'll let you out on good behavior!” Reem said smiling as she alerted Omar of her presence.
“Reem!” Omar shouted as he sprung off the ground with a wide smile across his face, “You 

came back for me?”
“You would’ve done the same thing, … actually you did.” She replied smiling as she handed 

him over his orb. “Come on, we don’t have much time!”
“Reem …” Omar exclaimed emotionally as he spaced out.
Reem opened the way for Omar to escape. However, Omar was too emotionally to move.
“What's a matter?” Reem said, worried.
“You could've returned home,” Omar said, knowing how much she wanted to go home since 
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she couldn't stop talking about it, “but you risked your life to come here! You had no reason to come 
here again after the way my people treated you, but you came for me!”

“Hey,” Reem winked while she said: “your world is my world and my fight is your fight!” Reem 
said, reciting Justin Bieber’s ‘One Time’.

This time, Reem took Omar’s hand and ran leading the way. This time, she was going to get 
him out. As the two escaped, they were unexpectedly blocked by the sudden appearance of non 
other than Prince Verse.

“Running away again, are we?” Verse said as he looked at his previous prisoners.
Omar stepped forth, protecting Reem.
“No Omar, he'll kill you!” Reem exclaimed.
Omar  ignored  Reem.  He  acted  tough  although  he  was  more  sensitive  than  Sara  if  that's 

possible.  Omar acted tough to protect Reem at all  cost,  because if  he didn't,  no one else would. 
Throughout his adventure with Reem, he learned valuable lessons from her, one of which was the fact 
that she wasn't a fighter. Every time they were in trouble, all she could do was scream. Although 16, 
Reem excelled in screaming out load like a frightened little girl. Occasionally, if she was cornered and 
was fallen on the ground, she would start kicking the threatening creature away. Since Reem was a 
screamer and not a fighter, this was one battle she should not be in.

“Do you want to make me laugh?” Verse mocked Omar as he said it with a serious look.
Verse is not only the prince, but also a trained fighter and the top of his class, while Omar 

hasn't even finished his first year's training. Verse took out his orb with his right hand, Omar did the 
same. With no preparation or small talk, the two imps jumped at each other with their orbs in hand. 
Their radiating orbs acted as energized fists, tripling the damage done by the ordinary fist. In their 
fistfight, every punch counted. None of them used any projectile attacks since they both knew that 
they  are  completely  ineffective  against  imps  with  orbs.  Their  orbs  can  shield  them  easily,  but 
energized fists was a different matter. So it was only natural that both of them battled using the same 
technique.

Verse dodged most of Omar's attacks like a pro, and with every evade, he landed another. 
Unlike Omar, Verse was patient and precise, the qualities which makes any student top in his or her 
class. With injuries on every part of his body, Omar was slowly losing consciousness and the ability to 
strike. Reem noticed this and saw what was going to happen.

Reem couldn't sit back and wait for Verse to end Omar's life, so she began to brainstorm of 
ways  how  she  could  help.  In  no  time,  Reem  cleverly  decided  to  use  the  environment  to  her 
advantage. She awaited her chance for the right moment, then charged with all her strength towards 
Verse, taking him down on the floor. She quickly got up and pressed the button. Without noticing 
what happened, Verse was locked in a cell.

“Doesn't feel too good, huh?” Reem taunted Verse who was behind bars.
“Escape now, human,” Verse threatened, “because when I get out, I will come to you and kill 

you, even if it meant me crossing to your world.”
Reem's eyes opened when she heard what Verse said. He shocked her hard when he called her 

human, but what scared her more was the fact that he knew about the mirror. He knew out Earth, 
and  knew how to  get  through  to  the  other  world.  Reem was  frightened because  she  knew her 
homeland wasn’t ready for the nightmares she’s seen. Fearful of the prisoner, Reem took a few steps 
backwards. She stumbled her way bumping into the barely breathing Omar.

“Omar!” Reem exclaimed as she turned around seeing her friend, “Are you alright?”
“I'm fine.” Omar told her as blood fell on the ground from multiple limbs.
With Omar leaning on Reem, the two made their way out in search of the others. To Reem, 
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their mission was complete, but to Omar, it was a whole different story. As the two escaped, Omar 
looked back at the untouched and unharmed Verse. Omar him looked at him despising him; Omar 
looked at him with the intention of becoming stronger, and one day, return to defeat Verse.

The six  united once again;  Legend and the others were seen running down a hallway but 
stopped when hearing Reem’s holler. The closer Reem, along with Omar, got to her friends, the more 
she saw how they were hardly running. They were severely wounded. Legend was bleeding from his 
forehead and both hands; Sebasitan’s right shoulder was soaking his shirt; Sara was out, carried by 
Legend’s bleeding palm. However, what Reem was moved by the most was Adam. Other than having 
many bruises, Adam’s left eye was injured gravely that he became blind through it.

“Don’t worry, everyone,” Reem told them, “Once Omar is fine, I’m sure he could heal all of you 
again.”

“We’re just grateful that we’re still alive.” Adam told her, not believing the news himself. 
“We managed to escape while Sara created a wall blocking the guards.” Legend explained, “It's 

a shame we didn't think of that sooner so she wouldn't be worn out right now.”
“True.” Sebastian added, “With Sara out, I’m afraid we can't secure a way out.”

“I can do it!” Omar interrupted as his spirit jumped to the opportunity.
“Omar,” Reem said concerned, “are you sure you can in this condition?”
“You can trust me,” Omar replied to his friends as he struggled to raise a thumbs up, “I'll get us 

out of here, and not only that, but I'll try directing the destination of the gateway towards the shack 
we were in before Verse came along.”

Omar was willing to use the last of his strength in doing so. Like all magical faeries, using one’s 
extreme powers while completely worn out would result in physical collapsing. However, Omar didn’t 
care. That was the least he could do after everything Reem has done. Omar, with his left arm still 
wrapped around Reem’s neck, lifted his orb with his right hand. As it glowed, a beam of red light came 
from the westside, knocking down Omar’s orb from his hand.

“Think you can just walk in then escape?” A voice came from the same direction of the beam.
As Legend and the others were alerted, they knew a battle was going to began. This time, 

escaping didn’t appear as a safe or wise choice. The figure of the voice approached from the darkness. 
Still  vague, Legend childishly hoped it to be someone inferior. The voice wasn’t that of Verse, but 
someone  much  more  sinister.  As  the  dark  figure  emerged,  Legend’s  eyes  met  with  the  lord  of 
darkness,  the  master  of  this  evil  realm,  Prince  Verse’s  father  and  Legend’s  soon  to  be  worst 
nightmare, Master Shr.

“Whoever you are,” Legend told him naïvely, not knowing who he was, “We don’t wish to kill 
anyone. Just let us leave and we’ll never come back.”

“Such amusing words.” Master Shr smiled on Legend’s heartful choice of words, “so you’re 
supposed to be the legendary elf whose going to take me down? What a joke.”

Legend was confused. He didn’t understand what his adversary was saying. However, Legend 
did understand one thing, and that was this was one imp who wasn’t going to let them leave. Legend 
didn’t wish to fight, but if he was to get his friends out to safety, he had no other choice. Seeing his 
team wounded, he decided to step up.

“I’m fighting too.” Adam stepped up as well.
“No Adam, this one seems far too dangerous for you to fight using only your fists.”
“Then I guess I’m qualified.” Sebastian stepped up as well, drawing out his sword.
“Thanks Sebastian, but I must ask you to stay back as well.” Legend told him, “I need both of 

you to protect the others. If the three of us die, they will suffer the same fate as well.”
“Fine.” Sebastian said as he backed off, then added: “Glory hogger!”
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Sebastian and Adam stepped back as they themselves were injured more than Legend. They 
also did so because they knew Legend was right. Sara was out cold, placed on the ground to rest next 
to  the somewhat paralyzed Omar.  Reem was sitting next to  him.  As the five became spectators, 
Legend walked up to the villain.

“You want a fight? You got one.” Legend told Master Shr.
“How dramatic.” Shr replied.
The master didn’t delay his victory a minute longer, he lifted up his orb and shot a laser beam 

at Legend. Within that same second, Legend jumped off the ground, reloaded his longbow in midair 
and shot  at  the master.  Master  Shr evaded swiftly  as  Legend did.  Master  Shr shot another laser 
without warning, and Legend evaded once again, replying with precise targeting and firing a speeding 
arrow. The two repeated the process several times, showing each other that they were somewhat 
equal. The dark master smiled as he understood that the prophesized elf wasn’t to be taken lightly 
because of his young age or his naïve attitude. Not wanting to die, the master made an unexpected 
decision.

“I changed my mind,” he simply said, “you may go.”
Legend was shocked just like the rest of his team. He couldn’t believe his ears and suspected 

his opponent to be deceiving them. However, upon seeing his opponent leave, Legend was starting to 
believe him.

“Don’t worry, elf, we will meet again.” Master Shr commented as he turned around to walk his 
way out of the arena.

Legend didn’t want to risk anything, so he grabbed his friends to leave. Omar opened the 
portal as promised and the six leaved instantly.

Master Shr stopped walking once the six left his realm. He turned around with a wicked smile.
“Master,” an imp exclaimed as he came running from a dark corner in which he was hiding, 

“the two human children are going to return home! And there’s a big possibility that they will destroy 
the myrtle mirror. If they didn’t, there’s a bigger possibility that the elf will to the myrtle mirror of this 
world! Oh master, I fear that we no longer have a way to reach their world!”

The dark lord kept silent.
“Master,” the imp servant continued, “your plan is ruined!”
“My plan is going accordingly to my expectations!”
The imp servant didn’t understand what he meant, so he kept silence with a puzzled look.
“I asked you to lure the human naïve girl to this world so that the boy would follow.” Master 

Shr recapped, “Then I told you to kidnap the girl so that the boy, again, would follow. The boy's role in 
all of this was to flush out the elf who wishes to destroy me. I’ve tested the elf and now I now he’s the 
one. Now that I know who he is, the human children are of no importance.”

“Clever, master! Indeed, you are smart!”
“Leave me now, I have work to do.” Master Shr said as he was annoyed by the pestering of 

the servant imp.
“Yes, master.”
The dark lord got what he wanted; he knew Legend was his biggest threat as the prophecy 

claims.  Legend  was  the  only  one  he  met  who  could  avoid  his  laser  beam  so  easily  while 
counterattacking.  His  talents  of  battling  was  similar  to  his,  which  made  him  the  one  he’s  been 
searching for ever since he became master. Master Shr, as well as Legend, knew that this isn’t the 
end, but only the beginning.

Chapter 20: End of the journey
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As promised by Omar, the six returned back to the shack. Once there, Omar collapsed from 
exhaustion and fell on the ground. Adam and Reem wanted to return home, but refused to go before 
Omar and Sara regained consciousness. Adam and Reem wanted to say goodbye to each and every 
one of their friends. Adam and Reem were tired, but didn’t wish to spend their last minutes in this 
world sleeping, so they waited along side with Legend and Sebastian for the others to wake up.

“We're … alive?” Sara asked surprised as she came through.
Omar and Sara woke up in a few hours while the four were talking. Both Sara and Omar were 

alright other than the bruises they had like everyone else. They weren’t worried about their injuries as 
they would heal with time.

Upon  making  sure  everyone  was  a-okay,  Adam  and  Reem  got  up.  They  were  ready  to 
departure. Both of them thanked Sara so much for everything she’s done. If it weren’t for Sara, Omar 
would have died in the Wetlands; if it weren’t for Sara, they would’ve never found a way into the 
Underworld and rescue Omar in time.

When it came time to saying goodbye to Omar, Adam didn’t say much as he barly knows him. 
However, when Reem stepped up to say goodbye, she didn’t know how to began, and neither did 
Omar. The two were taken by words as they just stared at each other for the last time. With nothing 
to say, Reem started to tilt her head towards the other way.

“Thank you,” Omar broke the silence before Reem looked completely away from him, “for 
saving my life, I mean.”

“Oh, you mean your battle with Verse? Nah, don’t mention it.” Reem acted casually.
“No, I meant waking me up.” Omar reminded her, “Before you came along, I had a feeling that 

I didn’t fit with my people. I knew that someday I would become an adult who would either change 
and become like the other mindless minions of the master, or show my true colors and be put to 
execution for being different. So thank you, Reem, for getting me out of that pithole. I would’ve never 
been able to escape without you …”

“… Omar.” Reem exclaimed softly, touched by Omar’s deep words.
“Reem, I made my mind. I want to come with you!” Omar told Reem his true feelings.
“Omar.” Reem said sadly, knowing that he won’t be treated as he ought to be if he did come, 

“You can't, Omar, this is where you belong.”
“But what about ‘my world is your world?’ What about what we’ve been through together? 

Doesn’t it matter?”
“It does, Omar, and I will never forget you, but your place is here as mine’s there.” Reem said 

wisely, pointing at the reflection in the mirror. When she saw Omar become depressed, she added: 
“Omar, remember when you once asked me if  you’ll  do good in this world? That you wanted to 
escape your traditions of being a subject of evil? In this world, you have that chance. Everyone sees 
you as a devil, but you can prove them wrong. Do what’s right and pursue your dream, show them 
that imps are not born evil, but their society is. Don’t you see, Omar? It’s your destiny in this world to 
change everyone’s  view, today you’ve changed Legend’s,  Sara’s  and Sebastian’s  view of  you,  but 
tomorrow, I know you’ll make everyone realize that. Omar, you owe it to your self to Omar remain 
good and shine bright on all the dark corners of this world just like you did on me. You think I saved 
you? You’re wrong, you saved me, Omar.”

“Reem.” Omar exclaimed softly, touched by Reem’s deep words.
“Omar, I know from the bottom of my heart that you will do wonders if you set your heart to 

it.”
After Reem said her final goodbyes to Omar, she leaned over and kissed Omar on his right 
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cheek. Adam looked away as he carried a jealous look.  Wanting to get Reem out of Omar’s face 
before she changes her mind and stay, Adam walked up to Sebastian to get over with the goodbyes.

“Bye, Seb.” Adam said casually as he headed towards Legend.
“That’s it?” Sebastian interrupted him, “After all we’ve been through, that’s all you could think 

of saying?”
Adam stopped, then sighed. He knew he had to spill out all of the meaningful thoughts just like 

Reem did. Because if he didn’t, he might never have the chance ever again. Adam returned back to 
Sebastian and looked him in his eyes. Sebastian appeared angry at Adam, but then again, he always 
looked like that to Adam.

“I know we had our share of differences,” Adam told him, “but the truth is … the truth is 
whenever you lecture me, I benefit.” Adam told him the truth.

Adam was accepting Sebastian and Legend to laugh, but when they didn’t, Adam noticed that 
Sebastian’s frown was turning into a slight smile. Right then, Adam knew that in their final moment 
together, Sebastian was accepting a proper farewell.

“The truth is Sebastian, your speeches galvanized me into find solutions. The truth is,  if  it 
wasn’t for you, Sebastian, I wouldn’t have made it this far.” Upon seeing Sebastian smiled for the first 
time, Adam decided to go deeper, “I know Rosemary’s death hurts, but be brave. Forgive the cliché, 
but  you  really  have  to  be  brave.  If  not  for  yourself,  then  for  your  friends,  for  your  people,  for 
Rosemary.”

“When did you become so wise?” Sebastian asked, laughing at him.
“Thank you for everything, Sebastian, I will never forget you.” Adam said honestly.
“Kind words, Adam. Here, this is to remember me by.” Sebastian gave him his wooden sword.
“Thank you, this means so much to me.”
“By having this hero's sword, you are now a hero in the eyes of the Hobbits of the Hidden 

Village.” Sebastian told him, then stepped aside.
Adam nodded in agreement, then moved to Legend.
“And you, Legend, you are one heck of a friend, and true leader. Before I met you, we were 

lost. Sebastian and I fought for leadership throughout most of our travel. We were too selfish and 
stubborn to listen and make the right choices, but you, you were natural born leader. Thanks for 
twisting my arm when I wasn’t seeing straight.”

“The next thing you’ll be saying I’m like the father you never had!” Legend interrupted.
“No, more like, a cooler brother I never had.”
With that, Adam opened his arms and gave Legend a hug. Legend was shocked; he wasn’t 

expecting this sentimental side from Adam.
“This time, I mean it.” Adam added, referring to his previous unjustifiable hug.
“Funny.” Legend added, “I tagged along to better study you, but it turns out that you studied 

us more.”
“Thank you for everything, Legend, I’m really gonna miss you.” Adam said his final goodbyes.
“No young warrior,” Legend told Adam, “it is I who should be thanking you. I learned a lot from 

you. Since you were the only human I’ve ever met, I thought you were lifeless, living an idle existence 
like the animals. However, from the way you surrounded yourself with a number of friends of this 
strange land, I  could see that there is more to humans than meets the eyes. I  once called you a 
weakling, but you have proven to me that you are no such things. I apologize for underestimating 
you.”

Adam replied with a smile  and a slight nod. Like Sebastian,  Legend wanted Adam to take 
something home with him to remember him by. Legend took off his quiver, then untied a wrapped 
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item from it and gave it to Adam.
“It is for loyalty, courage and bravery.” Legend told Adam.
Adam accepted the mysterious item. Adam opened it up and found something that made his 

warm smile turn into puzzling look.
“It’s a fish stick!” Adam said heartlessly.
“So?” Legend was puzzled by the way Adam said it.
Still, Adam excepted the gift and added smilingly: “You know, I’m really gonna miss that sick 

sense of humor of yours.”
“What  sick  sense  of  humor?”  Legend  replied  cluelessly,  then  added  seriously,  “seriously 

though, this will be the last time we see you,” Legend referred to both Adam and Reem, “because 
after you walk through, we will destroy this magical mirror. I believe it is best that such unknown 
force should not be messed with. And I suggest that you do the same with the mirror in your world.”

Adam didn't reply, but nodded in agreement seeing that it was wise. Reem was sad because 
there wouldn't be any way she could ever see her friends again, but at the same time she was glad 
because Verse, his father, and the other evil people in this world won't be able to get to earth. Reem 
believed destroying the myrtle mirror was for the best.

“You know that they're gonna come after you.” Reem said to Legend, referring to all four of 
them.

“I know,” Legend replied, “but that's our fight, and we’ll be ready. Everyone has his own fights 
in life, this is ours, and you will have your own. You needn’t worry about us, we can handle our own. 
As long as we stick together, no one can harm us. And I won't worry about you, because I know you 
will overcome your challenges as long as you believe. Good luck on your voyage in life, young friends.”

Adam  and  Reem  smiled,  then  looked  at  their  friends  before  they  went.  They  wanted  to 
remember them as they were. Sebastian standing strong, Sara flying next to him, smiling her cheesy 
smile, Omar holding his faith as he stood by he new friends, and Legend, a loyal leader that would go 
the distance to protecting what he believes in. The four of them represented hope for this cruel 
world,  hope  of  possible  peace  between  tribes,  hope  for  a  life  of  freedom  and  choice  in  a 
predetermined world.

Adam and Reem turned around facing the myrtle  mirror,  ready to walk  through. The two 
looked at each other, believing in each other. They smiled, held hands, closed their eyes, then ran into 
the mirror. Within a second, they opened their eyes and saw the gray environment. They had arrived 
back into the dilapidated room in the evicted building, back into their own world.

Adam and Reem turned around, looked back into the mirror, and saw their friends instead of 
their own reflections. They didn't understand the myrtle mirror and how it worked, but then again, 
they didn't understand much of the faeries' world either.

Adam handed his wooden sword and his fish stick to Reem, then picked up a rock from the 
ground with the intention of destroying it. As he aimed, he looked one last time at the mirror.

“You know,” Reem said, “I bet millions of scientists would like to study this mirror.”
“And we can become rich and famous. But you know this has to be done.”
“Agreed.” Reem said smiling, supporting Adam.
Although Adam and Reem weren't really planning on selling it, they did think about keeping it 

to themselves. They didn't want to close the door to the other world; they knew that they would miss 
their friends. However, if they didn’t destroy it, the chances of someone using it is extremely high. 
And if anyone travels from one side to the other, there's no telling what might happen.

With the rock aimed at the center of the mirror, Adam threw it hard, smashing the mirror into 
little pieces. The shards fell on the ground. Reem picked one up, seeing Legend, Sebastien, Sara and 
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Omar's reflection fade. Soon, the shard, along with the others, reflected only what they saw. The 
myrtle mirror had lost its magic and connection with the other world.

After destroying the mirror, Reem handed Adam’s gifts back to him. The two got out of the 
building which was just about to be demolished. Once they were out in the beautiful clear blue sky, 
they  rushed towards  their  homes to see everyone again  after  such a  long  time.  As  they  rushed 
through the streets,  everyone in the neighborhood looked suspiciously  at  Adam and Reem. They 
haven’t  seen them in  a  long time and the two suddenly  appeared out  of  nowhere,  playing as  if 
nothing was wrong.

They arrived at their homes in no time. However, before they rushed in, they stood in their 
places, staring at their houses. Each one of them wanted to see their parents eagerly but didn’t want 
to  devide.  Living  in  the  other  world  for  such  a  long  time,  they  learned  that  parting  meant  the 
possibility  of never seeing one another ever again.  That was one disadvantage they needed help 
getting over. As the two looked at each other, Adam made the first move.

“My dad's in some other country,” Adam said, “and mom's probably hanging out with her 
friends. Let’s go to your place.”

Reem, along with Adam, rushed into Reem’s house.
“Daddy! I'm home!” Reem shouted as she rushed into her father’s study.
Adam looked in the kitchen for something to drink.
“Daddy?” Reem shouted as she ran up to her father’s bedroom.
“Mr. Affleck?” Adam called out, aiding in Reem’s search.
After a few seconds, Reem came down lifelessly.
“I’ve searched in every room.” She told him, “No one’s there.”
Adam didn’t say anything, but shared her grievance. Adam and Reem were glad to be home, 

but were a little gloomy. It was clear to them that no one really cared about them. They were gone for 
over a week and now that they’ve returned, it was as if they were never really here before.

“Maybe we should've stayed there.” Adam said boldly, referring to the other world.
“… Yeah.” Reem agreed.
They  were  having  doubts  of  coming  here  again.  Apparently,  they  were  more  loved  and 

welcomed there. It was always lively in that world. They thought perhaps it wasn't coincidental that 
they ended up in the other world, but it fateful.

With no other plans, they decided to go to Adam's place. Although they weren’t expecting 
anyone to be there, they just wanted a place to rest. Reem’s place looked empty; it was painful to 
stay in it. Adam entered through the backdoor since he knew nobody locks it. Adam placed his items 
on a counter and decided to pick them up later. As Adam and Reem made their way in, they hear 
sounds coming from the dining room. The two walked with caution towards the source until their 
eyes met it. It was Gigi, crying.

“Mom?” Adam asked worried, “What's wrong?
“Adam?” Gigi said as she turned around in disbelief, “Adam!” She exclaimed as she sprung off 

the  chair  and  raced  towards  Adam,  not  believing  her  eyes:  “Oh Adam!  Where were  you?  What 
happened to you? Look at you!” She said flabbergasted.

Adam and Reem were much tanner than the last time she saw them. This happened because 
they walked a lot under the hot sun while crossing the desert. Moreover, their broses and dirty torn 
cloth could be seen clearly.

“I'm okay, mom, really.” Adam said smiling, glad that she cared about him.
“Okay? There’s blood all over you! And what happened to your eye?” she referred to his left 

eye, “Where were you, I was worried sick!” Gigi asked again as she didn’t recive an answer the first 
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time.
“Sorry mom, I left with Reem to a –”
“To a strange side of Eastshine.” Reem butted in as she saw Adam was getting cornered, “We 

got lost and wandered off. It’s my fault, I pushed him into venturing off.
Reem protected Adam by taking the blame. Although they’re excuse wasn't original, it flew. 

Gigi was just happy that Adam was back.
“Did you eat anything? Did you sleep well?” She asked rapidly as she examined Adam roughly.
As Gigi showed her never-before-seen motherly side, Reem's father, Walt, was seen through 

the window crossing the front lawn.
“Daddy!” Reem exclaimed as she ran through the front door.
Upon seeing his daughter, Walt dropped his business suitcase on the grass and opened his 

arms in embracing his daughter. Walt was at work, but left immediately once he received a call from 
one of the neighbors that his daughter was seen on Eastshine Lane.

“Daddy!” Reem hugged her father tightly, glad that he cared after all.
“What happened, baby, where were you all this time?” Walt said as his eyes teared.
“It's a long story, daddy, but don't worry, I was with friends.”
“You should've called!” Walt scoulded as he cried, then held his daughter tight again.
Walt thought that she was fine all the time, enjoying herself and the company of her friends. 

He didn’t suspect for one second that she was in any real danger once he saw her again. However, 
while she was gone, he believed that she was kidnapped.

Reem told him the same story as Adam's. He became angry at Reem and grounded her for a 
month. With that, she would only have six weeks before summer break ends and school starts, but 
Reem smiled anyways.

“You think I'm joking, young lady?” Walt asked her.
“No, daddy.” Reem replied, still smiling.
Walt, as well as Gigi, were surprised by how much their spoiled and selfish kids have changed. 

They've only been gone for 9 days, but whatever they’ve been doing during that time had changed 
them. It wasn’t just about the physical aspects, but also the way how they talked and acted. They've 
grown a lot and weren't the self-centered brats they were before they disappeared.

After that, Gigi took Adam to the doctor regarding his left eye. The doctor’s final word was 
destructive to Gigi, but to Adam it was acceptable. Adam’s left eye was injured so gravely that it 
would remain that way, but after cleaning up, Adam wore an eyepatch over it.

Adam's father flew in shortly after he'd heard about his son being found. Reem's mother came 
as quickly as she heard as well. Apparently, while the kids were gone, they were reported missing and 
the police, along with their parents, tried finding them day and night. They haven’t given up until 
recently two days ago. Their search ceased after one week, however, their parents haven’t given up 
the entire time, and that’s why Walt’s work results were decreasing while Gigi spent all of her time in 
her house crying.

Adam and Reem weren't sure how their lives were going to be from this point and forward, or 
how their relationship with each other was going to turn out, but one thing's for certain, it wasn't 
going to return to how it once was. The ignorant bully Adam and the lazy superficial Reem were no 
more .

Adam and Reem learned many new things during their adventure. Friendship, trust and loyalty 
are some of the highest values they must hold onto. The other four heroes also learned new things. 
They understood from their friendship with Omar that one shouldn’t hate a tribe because of their 
culture and heritage. Some individuals are good people deep down inside. They learned from Sara 
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that one must keep on fighting for what he believes in. Because if that faith dies, a life of joy will 
vanish as well. Legend, Sebastian, Sara, Omar, Adam and Reem also learned that they weren’t the 
only creatures in the world, but there are others. Intelligent creatures leading their own vivacious life 
beyond the reality they live in.

Fin~ ~
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Beyond this world lies a hidden world; A WORLD OF MAGIC & THE BATTLE FOR HOPE

Adam and Reem are everyday kids living their normal lives. However, when they Adam and Reem are everyday kids living their normal lives. However, when they 
discovered a certain mirror, they are sucked into a parallel world. A world ran by magic instead ofdiscovered a certain mirror, they are sucked into a parallel world. A world ran by magic instead of  

technology, based on legends instead of theories, and dominated by faeries instead of humans. How willtechnology, based on legends instead of theories, and dominated by faeries instead of humans. How will  
they adapt? What dangers will they encounter? Will they ever be able to return home? Join them as theythey adapt? What dangers will they encounter? Will they ever be able to return home? Join them as they  
journey throughout the realms of folklore: a journey of self discovery; a journey of trust and friendship;journey throughout the realms of folklore: a journey of self discovery; a journey of trust and friendship;  

a journey beyond the myrtle mirror. a journey beyond the myrtle mirror. 

Over 50 thousand words!  Over 50 thousand words!  Over 50 thousand words!
-Exceeding approximately 57 thousand words, “Journeying Beyond the Myrtle Mirror” unintentionally became the 

first novel ever written by yours truly. Started in 2008, it was planned as a novella like my other works, however, with the 
strong flow of inspiration, I couldn't hold anything back. I unleashed my fingers on the keyboard and the result was this 
2010 colorful novel. Over 50 thousand words and I'm speechless! Enjoy. -Yousef A. Mustafa-Yousef A. Mustafa
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