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Chapter One: The Arrival
A literary work based on the historical accounts

Compiled in the 174th Cycle by Char-Melecthus

by Leviatux Grottak
Earth
August 13th of the year 1989
   The persistent pacing of his fraternal twin brother from 
room to room was beginning to grate on the nerves of Jon 

Holley as he sat at the kitchen table eating a warm slice 

of pizza. It was not like Jon to plunge headlong into worry 
over something as common as his parents arriving home late. 
His brother Jay, however, was a special breed of worry 
wart. 
   “Would you please stop moving Jay?” Jon pleaded. “It’s 
not even nine o’clock yet.”

   “I realize that,” Jay nervously responded. “It’s just—

they would normally call and let us know something, right? 
What if something bad happened during surgery? I wish they 

would just call.”
   “It’s a hip replacement Jay, not brain surgery. Besides,
grandpa’s a tough old bird. Just give them a little more 
time before you make headlines as the only seventeen year 
old in the county to suffer a heart attack.”
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   Jay’s anxious nature and smallish bladder finally forced 

him to retreat to the bathroom. Breathing a sigh, Jon had 
found himself sitting in peace for what seemed like the 
first time in hours. It enabled him to reflect on how he 

would apologize to his father for his defiant attitude 

earlier in the day.
   His father Dan had no intention of changing his mind 
when it came to his son’s higher education. 
   “Twenty-five thousand dollars Jon!” He bellowed. “I’m 
not taking a twenty five thousand dollar risk on a career 
drawing comics. We’ve been over this a hundred times—if you 
want to pursue a dream, I support you. But not before 
getting a real degree in something related to business.”
   “It’s illustration, Dad. It’s more than drawing comics, 
Mr. Oversimplify Everything.” Jon, sitting restlessly in 
the recliner, picked up a brochure from the table next to 
him. “The Art Institute is practically begging me to sign 
up at the end of this summer. I don’t want to waste my time 
and college funds on a business degree!”
   “Son, I love you. But there is no negotiating this, do 
you understand? This is the way it’s going to be!”   
   The pizza in Jon’s hand had gone cold now, but it didn’t 

bother him. He had lost his appetite. 
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   Soon, car headlights shone through the living room 
window. Snapping back into reality, Jon quickly yelled out 
to his brother. 
   “Jay! They’re here!”
   The sound of gravel crackling under the weight of car 
tires gave Jon an instant sense of relief. At last the 
evening could return to some level of normalcy for he and 
his brother.
   A moment later, the pounding of knuckles against the 
front door erased that sense of relief. His parents would
not be knocking, or using the front door for that matter.

   “Who is it?” he blurted out anxiously.
   “Is this the Holley residence?” a voice on the other 
side of the door inquired.

   Only then, did Jon take notice of the flashing red and 
blue lights near the periphery of the living room window.
His heart set to racing.
   Jon cautiously peered through the peephole of the front 
door. Two police officers with worrisome expressions stood 
like statues in the dim light of the front porch. 

   “Yeah, this is the place,” Jon nervously responded.

   “We need to speak with Jon and Jay Holley.”

   “About what?” 
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   “Look son, we need to speak with you and your brother. 

Your mother said you could be contacted here.”
   “I don’t understand,” said Jon, trying to mask a growing 

sense of fear.

   “Your parents were in an automobile accident,” the 

officer disclosed. “They’re stable, so don’t be fearing the 
worst. But we have been requested to provide transportation 
to the county hospital for you and your brother.”

   At that, Jon quickly unlocked and opened the front door. 

The officers entered the living room and proceeded to 

discuss the situation with Jon, who had become every bit as  

sick with worry as his brother was just moments earlier.

   “As I said, your parents are doing well—all things 

considered. They were struck by an oncoming vehicle while 

pulling out from a stop sign. The passenger side took the 

brunt of the collision, leaving your mother with some 

broken ribs and a broken right leg. Your father suffered a 

concussion and fractured skull. Thankfully for him there 

was very little swelling of the brain.”

   As the officers continued relaying information to Jon, 

he had begun to notice another light. One that was oddly 
bright and steadily increasing in luminosity. It landed 
squarely on Jon’s face, causing him to squint his eyes and 
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grimace in discomfort. 
   “Son, what’s the matter?” one of the officers asked, 

confused by Jon’s actions. 

   The intensity of the light was bewildering to Jon. He 
struggled to focus his vision on anything in the room. 

Even so, the officers appeared to be experiencing none 

of this.
   Very few seconds passed before the electricity service 
suddenly cut out, blanketing the house in darkness.
   “What in blue blazes?” one of the officers called out. 

They both hurriedly tried to find their flashlights.
   Jay barreled out of the bathroom, flipping light 

switches on and off.
   “What’s going on Jon?” he asked.

   “Jay—,“ was all Jon could mutter as he stood motionless 

in fear. 

   The unexplainable light had engulfed him. He could see 
nothing in any direction but a stunning white glow. It was 
a glow so intense, that Jon had no choice but to 

reluctantly close his eyes.
#
   Jon opened his eyes after what seemed like only a moment 
later. But instead of the unnaturally bright glow, his eyes 
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were fixed on the familiar hues of a cloudless sky. 
   At first, it did not seem out of the ordinary. Jon often 
scaled the hillside behind his home, at the top of which 
there waited a vast field for him to lie down in and enjoy 
that same inspiring view. 
   When he finally realized the peculiarity of what was 
happening, he abruptly folded himself upward from the 

ground where he lay. All around him, across miles of 

flowing blue weeds that filled his unbelieving eyes, there 
laid thousands of strange looking humanoid beings. Like 
Jon, they appeared to be in a state of confusion.
   “What is happening!!!” screamed one of the beings, only 
inches from Jon’s face. It gave him a tremendous fright, 

but only for a brief moment. The puzzlement and distress he 

felt was not easily overcome.
   These beings were not unlike humans, yet they were 
distinctly different in some ways. Quickly evident was the 
unusual head shape; being overly wide around the cranium, 
but otherwise humanlike. The hands and feet of the beings 
also displayed a striking difference. Covering over, or 
perhaps in place of, hands and feet were some metallic, 
tubular, disk shaped structures. As for the ears—they 
almost seemed cylindrical and displayed an appearance more 
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like that of small electronic devices than anything 
organic. And while the skin worn by the beings exhibited 
human qualities, it had an unusual pinkish-grey tone. 
Finally, despite seeming very similar in mechanics, their 
eyes were noticeably larger and unnerving to behold. The 

absence of eyelids made the feeling doubly powerful.
   “This is a dream,” Jon thought to himself, his 
adrenaline rushing furiously. “None of this is real. Jay, 
wake me up!”
   The voices of the beings, as they increasingly called 
out in concern and fright, drowned out Jon’s. These voices 

were audibly identical to humans, and they were clearly 
producing human languages.

   Bodies whizzed by Jon in a flurry of pandemonium. To 

sit idly, attempting to make some kind of sense out of 

what had transpired so far, was all he could manage to do.
   Amidst the tumult, one of the alien strangers struck 
Jon as it was rushing through the crowd, causing it to fall 
to the ground. It lifted its eyes to meet Jon’s as it 

shrugged off the collision.
   “Sorry bro,” it said apologetically. “You need to get 

moving if you don’t want to end up dead in this mess man.”
   “How do you know English?” Jon asked, trying to gain 
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some kind of understanding of what was happening.
   “Dude, you need to come with me. This is not the best 

place to try and figure this stuff out, ya know?” The being 
reached out with its oddly formed hands and lifted Jon to 
his feet.
   “What are you?” asked Jon as he gained his balance.

   “What am I? How should I know!” it replied in 

frustration. “I’m the same thing you are!”

   This prompted Jon to peer down at his own hands. They 
were no longer human. Instead, they bore the very same 

tubular disk qualities of his new acquaintance. Jon quickly 

glanced up at the being with a look of intense fear.
   “Come with me man! Let’s move!” it exclaimed.

   Jon followed the stranger, forcing his way through the 

seemingly endless collection of bodies, in a state of 
panic. He found it difficult to adapt to the unusual shape 
of his new feet—falling several times.
   After covering a good distance, something captured Jon’s 
attention that demanded he stop. Out of the corner of his 

eye, he caught a glimpse of a child. She was struggling to 

get to her feet, before collapsing into the soft blue 

weeds. There, she cried in terror. At that moment, Jon 
began to realize how grave a situation he was in.
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   “They’re us,” said the stranger as he approached Jon’s 

position. “All of these people, stuffed into freaky little 

puppet bodies. It’s everyone for themselves man. People are 
running around—getting hurt. The kid will just slow us 
down.” 

   Jon stood silently, unable to look away. The stranger 
then tapped Jon on the back. 
   “Let her go,” he commanded.
   Jon remained unmoved, as his thoughts turned to his 
parents and brother. Throughout his short life, he rarely 
gave consideration to the possibility that it would not 
always be a continuing pattern of what had been. The idea 
of what he may have now lost, drove him to reach down and 
pick up the child. 
   He nestled her snuggly against his chest. The warmth of 

the two of them holding together tightly, provided a 

welcome sense of the familiar.
   The stranger shook his head, then set to running once 

more—Jon following closely behind. 
#

   After having finally broken through the aggregation of

former humans, the three of them trekked for most of the

daylight hours. When exhaustion had overtaken their new
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bodies, Jon and his cohort decided to rest near a sparkling 

green stream that flowed through a swath of the ground 
beneath the cover of a heavily wooded area.

   “My name’s Oliver,” the weary stranger proclaimed to 

Jon. “Oliver Pendleton—though I guess whoever or whatever

caused this Twilight Zone swaparoo thinks I should be

called Prohvos Inayshus.”

   “What do you mean?” Jon inquired.

   “The gibberish that’s written in that space in my right

hand—or whatever the heck it’s called. Prohvos Inayshus and 
a bunch of random numbers were printed in there. Did you 

check yours?” 
   “I don’t even know what you’re talking about,” Jon 

declared, clearly puzzled. “What space?”
   “Use your left donut hand thingy to tap on the top of 

your right one—then you’ll see, dude.”

   Deciding to follow Oliver’s unusual instructions, Jon 

tapped on the top of what used to be his right hand. A 

buzzing sound began emanating from within the metal shell.

Soon, a click signaled the opening of a tiny, hidden,
circular lid. This revealed a hollowed out compartment. As 
Oliver had described, there was indeed something printed at 
the bottom of this compartment. However, it was not in any 
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language that Jon had ever encountered. In fact, it did not 
appear to be human at all. 
   Even so, Jon could decipher the language therein with 
ease. Nothing resembling a name appeared to be shown. Only 
Unit Number 878733 and a word representing the human 
equivalent of dispose were present.
   “So what’s your handle, bro?” Oliver quipped.

   “There is no name,” Jon replied with a look of 

confusion. “Just call me Jon.”
   Oliver kicked a rock into the stream below.

  “Oh well. Who wants to be called by their alien slave 
name anyway?”

   At that, Jon let slip a bit of laughter. 
   “Is that what you think—that we’re to be the slaves of 
aliens?”
   “There’s no better explanation man,” Oliver responded. 

“Why else would you kidnap a bazillion people and stick 

‘em in little puppet bodies?”
   “For our sakes, I hope you’re wrong,” said Jon as he 

wrapped his right arm around the child. He held her firmly 

against his side as they sat together on a large rock.
   “What about her?” Oliver inquired. “What do you suppose 

her story is?”
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   “She’s not talking right now,” Jon responded. “And I’m 
not going to push for any information until she’s ready to 
offer it.” The child looked upward into Jon’s eyes. “I’m 

gonna take care of you kid,” he uttered softly. “It will be 
alright—we’ll find our families.”
   Jon then gazed up at the canopy of leaves that were 
preventing the sun from beating down upon them. 
   “These trees—they’re incredible,” he noted in awe. “Some 
of those leaves are twice the size of us!”
   “It’s crazy,” agreed Oliver. “And what is with all the 
blue? It’s hard to get used to.”

   As the two of them stared upward in amazement, a flash 

of yellow sailed across their field of vision. It was a 

massive, bird-like creature—it’s bright green beak emitting 
an occasional screech that deafened the listener. It glided 
downward, flapping its wings as it perched upon a bizarrely 
shaped object jutting upward from the stream ahead.
“Woah,” Oliver uttered in astonishment. “Grab a rock! We
could have ourselves some giant, yellow, chicken for dinner 

tonight dude!”

   Jon, visibly amused, shook his head.
   Then Oliver began shouting excitedly,”No freakin’ way 

man!” 
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   “What? What’s the matter?” Jon asked as he looked around 

frantically.
   Oliver pointed toward the bird, flipping one of his 
metal, disk shaped hands up and down. 
   “That’s a car!”

   “No—I’m pretty sure it’s an animal,” Jon stated in 

perplexity.

   “Not the big chicken Jonny-boy! The thing it’s sitting 
on—it’s the back end of a car!”
   The three of them left their area of rest and marched 

purposefully alongside the stream toward the alleged car.
The creature that had roosted atop the object flew quickly 
in the other direction as they approached.

   “A 1987 Buick Grand National,” Oliver announced with a 

look of glee. “Oh man—the only car worth owning that year.”
   “It makes no sense,” Jon proposed, wrapping his arm 

around the little girl. “Half of the car is buried in the 
middle of a stream. What isn’t buried is rusted and 
weathered as though it’s been here for decades.” 

   Oliver paid only minimal attention to Jon’s 
observations. 
   “The trunk! Maybe there’s something useful in 

it!” Oliver howled, trying to determine the best way to 
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scale the surface of the wreck.
   “How do you plan on getting the trunk lid to open?” Jon 

said doubtingly.

   Oliver raised his arms into the air and said, “I’m just 
going to hammer it open with these metal donut hands. Might 
as well take advantage of our condition, right bro?”

   No sooner had Oliver offered this solution, when a deep, 

authoritative voice called out from a distance, saying, 

“You’re about forty cycles too late, my friends.”

   Jon and Oliver squinted their eyes and twirled their 

heads left and right, but could see nobody in the area.

   “Who’s there?” probed Oliver.

   There was a short moment of silence before the voice 

was heard once again.

    “I am Halcionn Yosa.” 
   The three of them jumped in fright as the owner of the 
voice spoke from directly behind them.

   When they had turned to acknowledge the stranger’s 

presence, they were surprised to see a tall figure cloaked 

in a long, black robe. The face was partially hidden by a 

hood that blanketed the figure’s head. The mysterious 

stranger lifted the hood away, revealing a man with similar 
features to theirs. His head was bald, as though it had 
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been recently shaved. His face was sporting a full black 

goatee, and a blue patch fashioned from metal covered his 

right eye.
   “What’s your problem man?” Oliver said in anger. “Why 

couldn’t you just greet us like a normal person?”
   “Stow it Oliver,” Jon quickly instructed, fearful of 

what the stranger’s reaction might be.

   “You three are of the group that arrived today, are you 
not?”

   “That’s right,” Oliver snapped. “It’s been freaky enough 

already, so we could really do without having weird monk 

dudes scaring us from behind!”

   The man called Halcionn stepped aside a few feet before 

revealing a sword from within his robe. He then pointed it 

downward toward the carcass of a small, reptilian creature. 
   “You would have preferred to be poisoned by the 

occonae?” he questioned, giving Oliver a snarky glance. 

   He then turned his attention to the little girl as she 

clung to Jon’s waist. 
   “There are far more dangerous predators roaming these 
woods. And if you cross paths with bandits while in such 
pristine clothing, they will not hesitate to attack. I 
suggest you all follow me to a safer location.”
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   As Halcionn began to walk away, Jon called out to him. 

   “We’re not the first, are we? I mean, there have been 

others.”
   Halcionn turned to address Jon directly. “Very astute,” 

he observed. “Indeed, your group is not the first. Four 
others have preceded yours during the past forty-one years—
called cycles now by the populace.”
   “Wait a minute,” Oliver interrupted. “I think that if 

thousands of people had disappeared from Earth every decade 
or so for the past forty years, someone would have 

noticed.”
   “You do not understand,” said Halcionn. “There was but 
one disappearance—forty-one years ago—in the Earth year 
1989. You—and those who arrived with you—had not been 
reunited with the rest of the unlucky souls—until now.”
   Jon hung his head in disbelief, trying to grasp the 

enormity of what he had just been made aware of. All that 

he had known, prior to this day, had become the long lost 

history of another world. He felt like a book from which 

all the pages before the present had been ripped away, 

leaving only the blank pages beyond it.
   “If that’s true,” said Oliver, “then where have we been 

all this time?”
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   Halcionn turned toward the setting sun and began to 

walk. 
   “Of that, no one is certain.”

#
   As Oliver, Jon, and the little girl followed Halcionn 
through the thick woods and over the rocky passes of 
several steep hills, the three of them dealt with the 
emotional turmoil of the day’s events in near silence. They 
had become so lost within their own thoughts, that they 
remembered very little of how they had gotten to where they 
were.
   As they reached the crest of the final hill, the light 
from fires and candles united to produce a bright orange 
glow from the valley below them. There, a massive village 

crafted from an amalgamation of brick, stone, wood, and 

metal laid before them. Thousands of citizens were 

wandering the dirt and stone paths, attending to their 

business. A nearby trio of musicians was belting out dulcet 
tunes to the delight of many listeners. Children were 
laughing while they scurried around on a makeshift 
playground. It was a welcome sight for the lot of them. 
Halcionn stretched out his hand toward the valley. 
   “This is the village of Meylour; home of the largest 
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independent colony on Elric. Here you can procure a warm 
bed and food to satisfy you this evening. At dawn, a 

council of village elders will want to vet you for 

inclusion in the community. If you are judged acceptable—

and agree to providing labor—you will be assigned living 
quarters and a ration of food and hygiene products.”

   Jon was stupefied. 
   “Halcionn, where did all of this come from? The building 
materials, the food, clothes—” 

   “Most of what you see before you was built over many 
years. The remains of earthly structures and objects 
that had also made the journey here provided a ready source 

of materials. It has been suggested that this was 
unintentional on the part of whatever force is responsible. 
But, that is just one of many theories regarding that 
force. Those daring enough to journey outside of the safety 
of charted trails are well rewarded and respected if they 
provide a village with newly discovered earthly goods and 
treasures. Of course, there are those who would tempt fate 
in such a way for their own personal gain. Underground 
markets are rife with many earthly prizes—none of which 
come cheaply.
   Halcionn then ushered them down the hill toward the 
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village. He said to them, “I know that you have a myriad of 
questions. They will be answered in due time. For now, 
let’s fill our stomachs with fine water and a can of franks 
and beans.”

   Oliver cringed in disgust. 
   “Gnarly! Who would eat a forty-some year old can of 
beans and weenies?” 
   “On the contrary, they are considered to be a rare 

delicacy,” Halcionn divulged. “Especially when followed by 
a well aged Twinkie.” He flashed a playful smile, as the 
four continued on into the village.
#

   The stroll among the denizens of the village was both 

surreal and comforting to Jon. He had become increasingly 

concerned for the welfare of the little girl traveling with 

him. But now his fear that he could not provide her with 

food, shelter, and protection was no longer weighing so 

heavily on him. Feeling more relaxed, he did his best to 
appear stalwart to her.

   “So—Halcionn—how exactly are we going to eat or drink 
anything?” Oliver asked, banging his new metallic hands 
together.

   “Yes, of course,” Halcionn responded. He then elevated 
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his own hands in front of his companions before saying, “Do 
not be alarmed. They can be somewhat disturbing to behold 
at first.” 

   Within mere seconds, the metallic, tubular shells of 

Halcionn’s hands separated in the middle. Steamy bursts 
propelled outward from within the shells before they each 

retracted backward toward Halcionn’s wrists. This revealed 
three long, flexible fingers on each hand—one of which 
acted as a thumb. The bone and muscle structure did not 
seem all that different from a human hand. 

   “Totally E.T. man!” Oliver declared.   

   Jon was aghast at first.

   “How do you get them to open?” he inquired.

   “It requires concentration. The thought of them opening 

will trigger a signal that is sent along a synthetic nerve 
in the arm. This disengages the protective disks.” 

   Before Jon could even test this process, Oliver had 

already opened his own.

   “This is just too freaky Jonny-boy! Check it out!”

   “Don’t be discouraged Jon,” offered Halcionn. “Not 

everyone can master it so quickly.”
   As Jon struggled with the seemingly simple process, the 
four of them once again proceeded along the paths of 
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Meylour toward the eatery. At one point, Jon let 
frustration overcome him as he pounded his forehead with 
his right hand. Witnessing what Jon had done, his young 

female ward let out a momentary giggle before composing 
herself in an effort to hide the outburst. When Jon saw 

this, he could not help but smile.  The little girl slowly 

peered up at him as they walked.
   “I’m Emilee,” she whispered.
   Jon’s eyes opened wide in surprise. 

   “Emilee,” he said, nodding his head. “It’s a beautiful 

name.”

   At last, the quartet arrived at the village eatery. 

Halcionn purchased meals for each of them with an oddly 

decorated gold currency. They gathered around an empty 
circular table surrounded by five mismatched wooden chairs 
on the dusty plot of land designated as the dining area. 
The long day’s journey had exhausted them all. Jon, who was 
feeling especially fatigued, was contemplating taking a nap 
right there on the table.

   “What about you, young Oliver?” said Halcionn. “Where 
were you from on Earth?”
   Oliver was distracted by the odd construction of the 

eatery. More specifically, the proprietor’s quarters—
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fashioned from the storage tank of a fallen water tower 
that had somehow been torn open on one side. 
   “What—what’d you say man?” he muttered.

   “He asked where you were from on Earth,” Jon explained.

   “Oh, right—sorry man. Well, I didn’t really have a 
permanent place I called home. I was kinda living at my 
Grandma’s part of the time, and at my Uncle Mac’s the other 
part. Both of them lived in Virginia.”
   “And what of your parents?” Halcionn asked.

   “I never knew my real parents. They put me up for 
adoption at birth. And—I guess—I never really wanted to 
find out who they were. If they couldn’t be bothered to 
make an effort for me, I wasn’t about to make one for them—
ya know? So, I lived with my adopted parents until I was 

fourteen. Then I moved out. There was a lot of verbal abuse 
and stuff—I had just had enough.”

   Halcionn placed his hand on Oliver’s shoulder. 
   “I am greatly sorry to hear this Oliver,” he said in a 
comforting tone.
   “I want mommy and daddy,” Emilee barked suddenly.

   Jon, wearing a look of helplessness, turned his 
attention to Halcionn. 

   “Little one—,” Halcionn began, “if your parents have 
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also been stolen away to Elric, their names may be listed 
on the Wall Commemorātus.” 
   Then Halcionn began addressing Jon. 
   “The majority of people that arrive on Elric have 
managed to first make their way to the Kingdom of Udal, 
where this wall is located. It is the closest colony to The 
Great Plains, where every arrival event to date has 
occurred. On the Wall Commemorātus is a list of the Earthly 
and Elricite names of all citizens of the Kingdom. Perhaps 
her family will be listed among them.”
   Jon straightened up in his chair, his curiosity piqued.

   “How do we get there?” he asked.

   Halcionn reached into his robe, pulling out a worn, 
leathery purse. He flipped open the top of it, unveiling a 
rolled section of parchment.
   “This is a map of all known colonies and trails on 

Elric,” he revealed.
   “Woah—it’s like a treasure map in some movie!” Oliver 

exclaimed.

   Then, Halcionn unrolled the parchment on the table. He 

placed one of his fingers upon a large gold colored symbol.  

   “This is Udal’s Kingdom—approximately three days journey 
from Meylour. When we have settled your affairs with the 
Grate / DigiChars / 24

village immigration council in the morning, we can begin 
preparations.”

   Jon slowly sat back in his chair and took a deep breath. 
Looking over at Emilee, he imagined the joy that a reunion 
with her parents would bring to her, and to himself.
   Having finished their meals, they left the eatery and 

traveled a short distance to a place called Hormune’s. It 

was the most unusual lodging the three young newcomers had 
ever seen. Around a massive tree with purple foliage sat 
ten diminutive huts built from rough, hand hewn timber.
   “I will return in the morning,” Halcionn said. “Do not 
be anxious. The meeting with the elders is merely a 
formality; a process designed to determine your skill set 
and value system—insuring a smooth transition into Meylour 
society.”
   Before retiring to the hut, Jon stood by and observed 

Halcionn assisting Emilee with operating the protective 

shells on her hands. He was gentle and patient with her—

much like a good father.

   “Why are you doing this for us?” Jon asked in humility. 
He noticed a somber expression fall upon Halcionn’s face.

   “There is a war taking place,” Halcionn declared. “It is 
a war for the hearts and minds of everyone on Elric. 
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Desperate situations have lead good and decent people to 
make detrimental choices. I am part of a movement that 
seeks to free those in bondage to those choices. What I do 
for you and the others, I do to insure that such 

intervention is not necessary.”

   “Okay,” Jon replied. “I don’t understand any of what you 
just said, but I’m going to thank you all the same.”

   Halcionn grabbed Jon’s left arm firmly.

   “All in due time Jon. You will understand soon enough. 
For now, get some rest.”
   Jon nodded his head and walked to the hut with Emilee.
   Once inside, the two were greeted by most of the 
familiar amenities of an Earthly lodging—the most welcome 
of which was the four cots placed at each corner.

   As Jon and Emilee prepared for a long deserved sleep, 

Oliver was lying snug in his cot, reading a book that he 
had found under the night table next to him. He turned his 
attention away from the candlelit pages for a moment. When 
his eyesight had adjusted to the darkness of the hut, he 
observed his new friends kneeling at the foot of the other 
cot in the room. He could hear Jon softly speaking the 
words of a prayer, with Emilee dutifully repeating each 
one. When they had finished, Jon lifted Emilee onto the 
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cot, and pulled a quilt sewn from portions of various 
mismatched fabrics up to her neck. He sat quietly by her 
until she had drifted to sleep. Then Jon unfurled a similar 
quilt onto the wooden floor next to Emilee. He curled 
himself into the quilt—squirming to and fro in an effort to 

find a comfortable position. When Jon had stopped moving, 

Oliver returned to his reading—noticing that his eyes had 

moistened to the point that it was difficult for him to 

clearly view the words on the page.
#

   When the rising sun had appeared over the hills and 
began to shine down on the valley below, Halcionn Yosa 
arrived at the hut in which Jon, Emilee, and Oliver had 
spent the evening. After repeatedly knocking on the door to 
the hut, Halcionn abruptly entered it.
   “Wake up!” he yelled firmly.

   Jon and Emilee began to stir, but Oliver remained 
motionless in his cot—undisturbed by Halcionn’s piercing 

shout.
   “Halcionn—“ Jon muttered, “is it morning already?”

   “Indeed it is,” Halcionn replied. “Now, wipe the drool 
from your face and collect yourself. The village elders are 
in council as we speak.”
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   As Jon and Emilee sluggishly rose to their feet, 
Halcionn tossed a small sack of unusual looking orange 
vegetables at Oliver—which landed perfectly on his head.
   “Ow! Wha—what the heck man!” said Oliver.
   “The three of you eat those modrizas,” Halcionn 

instructed. “They are highly nutritious, and the flavor is 
similar to that of potatoes.”
   “You really need to quit with the obnoxious intros 

dude,” said Oliver, feeling quite annoyed.
   As they prepared to leave, Halcionn proceeded to hand 
out a single typewritten form to each of them and said, 

“This is the application form that you need to have filled 
out prior to your appearance before the council.”

   At the top of the form, the words DigiChar Immigration 
Application were printed in English.

   “What does DigiChar mean?” Jon asked, cocking his head 

to one side.
   “It’s the term that is used to classify us,” replied 

Halcionn. “On Earth, we were human—on Elric, we are 
DigiChars. It is a shortening of the Elricite name, Digicor 
Charigoss. Charigoss was instrumental in establishing the 
first colony on Elric; persuading a great number of us to 
band together as a unit in hopes of increasing our odds of 
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survival. In the midst of panic and disarray, he guided 

many of us to peace and order. He was a great man.”
   “You speak of him as though he is gone,” observed Jon. 
“Did he die?” 

   Halcionn slowly made his way over to the lone window of 
the hut, and gazed up into the sky—remaining silent for a 
brief time. He then breathed deeply outward, before 

refocusing his attention on Jon.
   “He—he was betrayed.”

   Oliver was sitting on his cot, perusing the form.

   “This form is asking for our Elricite name,” he said. 
“Is that the alien slave name that’s printed in that little 
space in our donut hand shell thing?”
   “Uh—“ Halcionn stuttered, shaking his head as he put his 

right palm to his face. “Yes—I think.”

   “What’s Jonny-boy gonna do then?” asked Oliver. “He 

don’t have a slave name.”

    At this, Halcionn quickly raised his head. An 

expression of deadly seriousness swept over his face.

   “Jon, open the compartment,” He commanded, as he rushed 

to Jon’s side.

   “Okay,” Jon said, tapping his right hand’s protective 

shell with his left.
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   When the small lid atop the shell opened, revealing the 

words inside, Halcionn quickly closed the lid and rushed to 

the door of the hut. 

   “We should leave—now!” he demanded, opening the hut door 

and directing the three outside with a circular hand 

motion.
   “Wait, wait, wait!” Jon exclaimed. “Settle down for a 

second and explain to us what’s going on. You’re getting us 

a little worried.”

   “Yeah,“ agreed Oliver. “What about the council and 

getting us settled in with the village?”
   Halcionn dropped his hand and shook his head, saying, 

“We must change course my friends. This is not the time to 

discuss it. When we have put some distance between us and 
the village, I assure you I will explain everything.”

   Jon picked up Emilee before grabbing the patchwork quilt 

she had been covered with during the night. He followed 

Oliver and Halcionn out the door of the hut, feeling 

irritated by the thought of returning to the lands outside 

of Meylour.

#

   Halcionn lead the others through the busy walkways of 

Meylour, until he made an abrupt change in direction down a 
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path that had become nearly invisible from its lack of use. 

The bustling sounds of the village were becoming quickly 

distant and being replaced by those of the forest. As they 
journeyed further, the towering walls of a cliff could be 

seen surrounding a small clearing. Once they were upon it, 

the unmistakable characteristics of a graveyard came into 

view. 
   For Jon, The desperation of a life lived on Elric had 
never been more apparent than there. While it was obvious 
that there were a great many graves, only a few remained 
marked. The others had most likely been looted for whatever 
material may have been used as headstones. Those that 

were not desecrated were mostly small rocks with 

dedications and dates carved into them. 
   Halcionn continued through the graves to the base of the 

cliff. He unleashed his hands from within their protective 

shells and grabbed the side of what appeared to be a 

massive rock, nearly the height of Emilee. To Jon, Oliver, 

and Emilee’s surprise, Halcionn moved the rock with ease. 

Hidden behind it, was a large hole in the cliff.
   “You’re running up quite a tab of things requiring an 

explanation, Halcionn,” Jon declared, obviously bristled.
   “Yeah—what’s going on, man?” Oliver added. 
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   Halcionn stepped into the darkness of the hole, going 
forward a few feet. He reached to his left, where a 
recessed area in the cliff wall held an oil lamp and some 
matches. After striking a match against the gritty wall of 
the cliff, he ignited the lamp and returned to the entrance 
of the hole.
   “Jon—“ he began, “the body you inhabit—it is… 

different.”

   “Okay,” Jon replied. “Like—how?”

   “Well, it is difficult to say for certain. Some would 

describe it as defective, or perhaps faulty. In truth, 

however, it is unbound.” 
   “Riiight,” Jon uttered mockingly.
   “The force—“ Halcionn continued, “the aliens, deities, 
whatever your flavor—they are not perfect. They have made—
and apparently are still making—mistakes. You are possibly 

the grandest of those mistakes.”

   Halcionn motioned for the three young DigiChars to 

continue into the hole with him. As they cautiously crept 
downward into the hole, Jon could see the underside of the 

rock that Halcionn had moved so effortlessly. It had been 

carved from the inside, giving only the impression of 

solidity on it’s exterior. As they walked, Halcionn 
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returned to his explanation.

   “You see, you were not meant to be here—not in your 
current body anyway. You were meant to be restricted to the 

same agility, speed, strength, durability, and mental 

capacity as the rest of us. But you are not.”
   Oliver let out a guffaw, though he had tried to refrain 

from it.

   “You think Jon’s some kind of superhero?” he asked. 

“C’mon man! He’s a swell guy and all but—“

   “Not at all,” Halcionn hastily responded. “In fact, we 

are all capable of being so exceptional. Jon, however, is 

not restricted from it. His body is an anomaly—meant to be 
repaired, or destroyed. And because of this, he could 

potentially be in great danger.”
   “And why is that?” Jon inquired, still quite unconvinced 
of Halcionn’s story.
   “Because there was another like you—another anomaly. One 

that existed several cycles past. One that took the lives 

of hundreds of good people. Misguided, yes—but good people 

just the same. His name is loathed by all, and his power is 

considered too dangerous to be in any DigiChar’s hands. If 

you were found to be unbound—as he—your life would be spent 

running from bounty hunters and armies. No person would 
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dare provide you with help of any kind, lest they risk 

being branded an accomplice to the world’s most dangerous 

man.”

   Jon stubbornly fought giving in to believing such a 

tale—but it did little to quell the growing anxiety he 

felt. Now, all he desired was to be back on Earth, at his 

parents’ bedside. It was all tremendously unfair in his 

mind. 

   The foursome soon reached the bottom of the cavern they 
had been traversing. They entered a small room that was 
filled with books, paintings, and various trinkets. Upon 
the wet, rocky floor laid an immaculate Persian rug—damp 
and soiled. To one side, there sat a bookcase. It appeared 
to be cobbled together from several different planks of 
finished wood. On the uppermost shelf there sat an odd 
looking device. The white of its surface sparkled when the 
light of the lamp struck it. Its shape was that of a 
mushroom; round on top, with a small, cylindrical base. It 
appeared to be immaculate considering the conditions in 

which it had been stored.  
   Halcionn took the device off the shelf and approached 

Jon, saying, “I am going to place this into the circular 

slot of your right hand’s protective shell. You may feel 
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pertinent information, but do not be alarmed. It is only 

momentary, and does not cause any physical harm… that we 
know of.”

   “Wait—what?” Jon mumbled, realizing too late what 

Halcionn had said. He had already placed the device in 

Jon’s hand.

   At first, Jon could feel a mild tingle rush through his 
body. The very bottom of the base of the strange gadget 
split into four sections, extending outward and then 
upward—locking itself to the outer shell of Jon’s hand. 
Soon, the round top of it performed a similar action; 
splitting into four sections before spreading outward and 
down. Inside the device was an intricate array of wires and 
machinery, on top of which there sat a dome shaped lens of 
some sort. 
   Emilee was becoming troubled by what was happening. She 
darted to Jon’s side and gripped his left arm as tight as 
she could. 

   “It’s alright,” Jon said to her. “I feel fine.”

   Suddenly Jon realized he no longer had any control of 
his movement. No matter how hard he tried, he could not 
even open his mouth to speak. His right arm elevated 
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itself, holding the device directly in front of him. Then, 
a tremendous shock coursed through his entire body. Painful 
as it was, he could not speak or move to alert his friends 
of what was happening. When the shock had ceased, the lens 
within the device began to cast a bright blue light up to 
the ceiling of the room. 
   Oliver took several steps back from Jon. He was becoming 
concerned that something disastrous was about to happen. 

   “Dude—“ he said, addressing Halcionn, “I’m gettin’ a 
little weirded out here.”

   “There is nothing to fear,” Halcionn assured him. “This 

unique machine merely provides data.”

   The blue light being emitted from the lens soon split 
itself into four. Each of the beams now positioned 
themselves in a square formation. Within this square, a 
blue three dimensional image appeared—the image of a cube. 
Each side of the cube began scrolling information in a 
unfamiliar language. It was the same language that had been 
printed in the protective shell of each DigiChar’s right 

hand.
   Each of them could decipher the unusual language being 
scrolled with little problem. It read, Unit 878733: Hols 

Lonblad; Inspection Log 030710 – Bio Limiter Module 
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Malfunction; Restore Process: Shutdown/Dispose; Cyzolon 
18 Facility. This information passed over the surfaces of 
the cube three times, before the lens quickly shut off. The 

open sections of the device unlocked themselves and 

returned to their original position.
   Jon once again had control of his body. He slumped 
forward, taking several deep breaths. Halcionn retrieved 

the device from Jon’s hand and returned it to the shelf. 

   “What does it mean?” Jon asked in between his gasps for 

air. 
   Halcionn took Jon’s right arm over his shoulder and 

guided him to a decaying chair. 

   “It is the same diagnosis given to the offender I 
mentioned earlier. You are special, Jon. Very special—very 
powerful.”

   “Where did that spooky voodoo machine come from, man?” 
said Oliver.

   “Preparations for an arrival had been made well in 
advance of our first steps on Elric. The force that brought 
all of us here had already begun transporting highly 
advanced technological equipment and supplies. The device 
is but one of many that has been found.”

   Halcionn took the oil lamp and began directing his 
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bewildered friends to ascend the dreary hole leading to the 

graveyard. He reached down and grabbed a large brown 

satchel from the ground, flinging it over his shoulder 

before following the others out.
   “A massive fortress had even been built,” he continued. 

“Its architecture and material are quite unlike anything we 
have ever seen. It is now the heart of Obmah Udal’s 
Kingdom. Only the King, his advisors, and his Ultraguard  
are permitted to roam it freely.” 
   Having returned to the entrance of the hole, Halcionn 

moved the deceiving rock back into position over it. 

   “What can I do?” Jon asked. “I’m not leaving Emilee.”
   “When we have investigated the Wall Commemorātus in 

search of Emilee’s parents, we should head for Raegorne. 
The village there is merely a front for the movement I 

spoke to you about in Meylour. Maintaining secrecy 

regarding your condition would be much easier from the 

safety of our hidden facility there—at least until a 

solution presents itself.”

   “And you said this King Whachamacallit’s place is like, 

three days from here?” asked Oliver.

   “Yes,” Halcionn replied. “It can be reached sooner, but 

only if we travel some by night. However, I don’t believe 
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that would be wise. With the arrival of all the new people 


on Elric, bandits and raiders will be out in full force—and 

they prefer the cover of night. It’s best that we set up a 
secure camp before dusk each day of the trip.”

   “Is that what’s in the pack?” said Jon, tapping on the 

satchel that Halcionn brought with him.

   “Indeed it is. It contains all that we will need to 

reach the Kingdom. Once there, we can replenish our 

supplies at the marketplace.”

   “I like this plan,” approved Oliver.

   “What if we run into those bandits you talked about?” 

Jon asked.

   “It is a risk one takes any time he or she sets foot 

outside a village. Even so, my swordsmanship is sufficient 

to ward off two or three—assuming they are not carrying 

firearms.”

   “Wow! That’s… reassuring,” Jon grumbled sarcastically.
   Halcionn placed the satchel over his other shoulder, and 

said, “That, my friend, is life on Elric.”
