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Ancient Ties 
By: Gabriel McKnight

Prologue: Earth, North American Continent, Aldean Colony of Corinthia; Year: 6 B.C.

 Ardarvi Ayersoth`e stared down at his newly born infant son, which his black haired-
green eyed human wife held in her arms. He stared down at the baby’s face and noticed 
the boy’s brown eyes and slightly tanned skin tone. Behind him, the door opened as the 
seer came in. Ardarvi turned and looked at the wizened old human; whom was garbed in 
grey-blue robes and wore his hair long. His tan skin had age spots and wrinkles that 
creased and looked like flowing rivers. The seer walked up to the baby and took it from 
the mother, gently.  The seer then raised the baby above his head.
“This child of Aldean and Human blood is destined to be a great champion, even 
greater then you; Lord Knight Ardarvi of the Ayersoth`e clan. I foresee that he will 
become a Galactic Guardian who will bring light to the darkness of many worlds” the 
seer said as he stared into the star-field iris of the baby boy. He then gently set the baby 
into the mother’s outstretched arms. The seer bowed to the Aldean Lord, then left.
                        Ardarvi peered at the boy’s ears, and noted that one was barely pointed 
while the other was not. So, I am fated to have a child of destiny. Then again, this child 
doesn’t even look like an Aldean; yet he will be a champion of our people? Ardarvi 
thought as he watched his wife coo at the baby. His wife turned to him and smiled.
                                     “So, have you decided upon a name for him?” She asked. Ardarvi 

looked down at his sheathed sword on his belt, and then looked at the baby. You will live 
by the sword and you will die by the sword, that is the fate of the Ayersoth`e line, to serve 
the lords of the Argadon line, Ardarvi thought.
                                                  “Yes, I have thought of a name for him. Although he is 
Human, he will be given an Aldean name. His name will be Altrui`se`Kal`duran” said 
Ardarvi. His wife looked at him in confusion. Ardarvi chuckled.
                                                        
“What’s so funny? Yes, I barely understand Aldean, 

since it is a mix of two different ancient languages unknown to humans, but please tell 

me what his name means?” she asked.

                                                                           “His name really doesn’t mean anything. 
Truly though, I named him after the great Knight Altrui`se`Kal`duran Aui`itle`uiw`ma, 
who served my people in the Great Shi’ado War, over thirty thousand years ago on 
Aldea. Our family’s bloodline is from his children’s. Although his name is hard to 
pronounce for you my love, you can call him Kal for short” Ardarvi said as he moved 
beside his wife; leaned his head down towards hers and kissed her. His wife smiled as her 

tongue played on his. With one free hand, she grabbed the wool collar of his white shirt 

and pulled his mouth closer to hers.

Chapter 1: Earth, Kingdom of Corinthia; Year: 6 A.D.
                                                                                         Twelve year old Kal Ayer`sothe 
quickly moved past the crowd in the market, trying to catch a glimpse of Prince Farland; 
who was riding his white horse, making his way to his Castle. Prince Farland’s reddish-
brown hair flowed in the breeze. Kal stared at the Aldean noble behind Farland, a lad 
with blonde hair. Kal squeezed past a heavy set blacksmith with brown hair, pointed ears 
and covered in soot; and tried to get another peek at the almost adult-aged lad riding close 
to Prince Farland. Who’s that? Kal thought.
                                                                                                         “That my friend, is Jen 

Argadon, a future Corinthian Knight for this obtuse Prince” said a voice behind him. Kal 

turned and looked up into the green-blue eyes of an Aldean lad, garbed in black leather 

boots, black pants and a white cloth shirt with a leather merchant’s jacket on top of it. 

The lad had long black flowing hair which reminded Kal of his father’s. The lad looked 

at him and gave him a wry grin.

  








“Well that answers 

one question, now another question. Who might you be?” Kal asked the lad.
                                                                                                                         “My name is 
Tavra, I am the son of Tav Arien; the shopkeeper. It’s nice to meet you, 

Altrui`se`Kal`duran Ayersoth`e. Your mother preferably calls you Kal and I would also if 

that is permitted?” Tavra asked. Kal grinned, and then shrugged at the merchant kid.
                                                                                                                                “Sure. I 
really don’t mind being friends with the son of the most notorious merchant in all of 
Corinthia. So, how old are you Tavra, and are you going to follow in the footsteps of your 

father, or are you going to join the Corinthian Civilian Guard when you turn of age?” Kal 

asked.
                                                                                                                                     “Well, 
I was born in 8 B.C.; so that makes me fourteen years old, two years your senior. So tell 

me Kal, since you are of the Ayersoth`e line, have you been trained in the art of the 

sword yet?” Tavra asked. Kal stared into Tavra’s eyes, and noticed that centered in his 

iris was a star-field glow. Oh, then again, Tavra is a full Aldean while I’m a half-breed. I 
wonder if I’ll ever be able to look like a full-breed? Kal thought. He then shrugged.
“Not as much as I like. I think my father is afraid for me; that if I become a strong 
swordsman, that Prince Farland will take me away and train me to become a one man 
army or something like that. Oh well, I can’t wait until I’m old enough to drink, then it’s 
Ale and Sake for me!” Kal said simply. Tavra laughed, then looked up at the sun.
        “It’s been fun talking to you Kal, but I’ve got to run. My father needs me. I’ll see 

you around! Let’s hang out some time, definite!” Tavra said as he turned around and 

waved goodbye to Kal. Kal looked at Tavra’s retreating form. That kid is definitely odd, 

oh well, Kal thought as he made his way to the castle; to home.

A Few Minutes Later

                    Tavra made his way to the tree-line on the outskirts of town that led into the 
Mularian hills. As soon as he reached the top of the first hill, he sat his back against a Fir-
Tree and stared down at the town below him. Kal seems pretty good natured, untouched 
and uncorrupted by evil. He could be useful to me in my campaign to overthrow Prince 
Farland. After all, Kal is my cousin on my mother’s side of the family Tavra thought to 

himself.
                               “So, I see you have met Kal Ayersoth`e; huh Gabriel Argadon?” said 
a very familiar voice coming from everywhere and nowhere. Gabriel gave a wry grin. 
You truly are amazing, Master. You are a Guardian, who was born on Aldea, and now 
you are training me; the rightful Prince of Aldea. You are omniscient, so you know what 
Kal’s destiny is, you even know my destiny, Gabriel thought. Suddenly, there was a burst 
of blinding light to the right side of him. Gabriel turned and looked up as Tav Arien 
materialized right beside him, garbed in a suit of white armor with gold trim. Tav Arien’s 
long blonde hair flowed in the wind, his pointed ears twitching; his green eyes staring off 
into the distance.
                                      “Of course, however in due time, you will understand what a 
huge responsibility you will have, how many lives and souls depend upon you as you 
vanquish evil.” Stated Tav Arien as he continued to stare off into the distance. Then 
again Gabriel, everything that I learned, I learned from you when you came to Aldea as 
an Ancient Guardian, then as a Guardian you took me and Kal as both of your 
apprentices. Soon enough you will realize that time has no meaning, my Prince. Tav 

thought as he used his spiritual eyes to fixate themselves on Kal as he made his way to 

Farland’s Castle.
Chapter 2: Earth, North American Continent, Kingdom of Corinthia; Year 7 A.D.

                                                 “Come on Kal, you can take him!” Gabriel cheered as he 
watched Kal in combat with a well skilled black painted – armored clad Knight; from the 
safety of the spectator’s box in the fighting arena. Kal ducked as the Knight swung his 
sword in a horizontal slash. Kal brought up his two handed broadsword, then jumped up 
into the air, bring his sword crashing down on the helmet of the Knight. The sword 
bounced of the helmet. The Knight swung his sword horizontally and hit Kal’s armor; 
knocking Kal backwards.





Kal quickly got up to his feet, barely avoiding 
another slash by the Knight. He looked around at the arena, and then spotted his parents, 
sitting by Prince Farland. He waved at them, then saw them point in the direction behind 
him. Kal turned and barely parried the Knight’s thrust. Kal looked down at his grey 

armor, then sighed. My Knight training is almost complete. All I have to do is beat this 
Knight and I’ll be elevated from a Page to a full First-Class Knight. My parents are 
watching, so I’d better win, Kal thought.
                                                                   Kal stared into the face-shield of the Knight’s 
helmet, and saw cobalt blue eyes staring at him. Kal brought his sword and shield up, 
then shrugged. Oh well, here goes nothing. If I especially win this, Tavra said he’d sneak 
me a bottle of his father’s Sake. There is no way I want to loose now! Kal thought as he 
charged the Knight. The Knight swung his broadsword horizontally. Kal jumped, 
somersaulted in midair, and then landed right behind the Knight.
                                                                             Kal grinned, then slashed the leather 
strap that held the plate torso armor together. The torso armor suddenly fell off as the 
strap holding it on snapped apart. The Knight turned around and swung his sword in a 
vertical slash. Kal quickly brought the pommel of his sword and hit the Knight’s stomach 
as hard as he could with it. The Knight groaned, then fell to the ground, unconscious. The 
arena erupted into a cheering frenzy. Kal turned around and bowed to Prince Farland as 
Farland clapped.
A Few Hours Later

                                                                    “…And so the damsel strut in front of me….I 
called for a girl, because there is no one here beside me….” Kal sang drunkenly as 
Gabriel helped carry him from Tav Arien’s Bar/shop towards Kal’s home; in the 
Corinthian Royal Castle. Gabriel looked at Kal’s red cheeks, and then sighed. Somehow, I 
knew this would happen. Only an idiot would try to down a whole bottle of Sake in one 
sitting. Then again Kal isn’t exactly so smart, Gabriel thought as he helped direct Kal 
towards the Castle.
                                                                                     They walked up the road, towards 
Highgal Castle; the home of the Royal Family of the Kingdom of Corinthia. The Castle 
stood high on a large grassy hill; the Kruishka mountain range behind it. Gabriel looked 
up at the spiraling towers that seemed to stretch on forever in the sky, reaching up and up 
as if to bridge the gap between the Earth and the heavens. The Corinthian Guard stationed 
on the walls stared down at the Knight and the Merchant making their way towards the 
Castle. The gate opened, allowing them in. Gabriel made his way into the Castle slowly 

as he helped support the drunken Kal.
Chapter 3: Earth, North American Continent, Kingdom of Corinthia; Year 14 A.D.

                                                                                                    “Are you sure you saw the 
thieves going in this direction” asked Kal. Tavra hunkered down behind the bush; garbed 
in a brown tunic, black pants, brown hooded cape, brown utility belt, with an iron sword 
sheathed on his back. He put his finger to his lips. Kal remained silent for a few minutes. 
Suddenly, a figure with a green cloak with gold trim rode past the bush they were hiding 
behind and into the forest. Tavra got up and turned to Kal.
                                                                                                      “Someone with a 
gold trimmed cloak, riding into the Thieves’ Forest; which that isn’t common. Well there 
is only one person who would have a flare for such gold in this Kingdom of Corinthia; 
Prince Farland” Tavra said. Kal shook his head.

                                                                                                                        “Tavra, there 
you go with your conspiracies again. I am a Knight; I am loyal to my Lord. You are a 
Merchant; know your place. I came with you in order to investigate the sightings of the 
Dream Walker and find the Thief’s Guild” Kal said as he unsheathed his iron sword and 
pointed it towards Tavra.
                                                                                                                               “Ok I get 
it, but if that person who was heading towards the fortress of the Thieves Guild is Prince 
Farland, what are you going to do?” Tavra asked. Kal sheathed his sword and scratched 
his head.
                                                                                                                                     “Well, 
if it is Prince Farland, I hope that he has come there personally to slay them. If not, then it 
is my duty as a Corinthian Knight to administer truth and justice as I see fit” Kal said; his 
ears twitching in the soft cool breeze. Tavra looked at him oddly for a couple of seconds.
“What?” Kal asked Tavra just shook his head. Sometimes he reminds me of my cousin, 
Jen Argadon. However, he’s more of a simpleton. Oh well, we can’t all be perfect. 
Truthfully though, I , as Gabriel Argadon; am an Ancient Guardian now. Why should I 
disguise myself in front of Kal? Oh, right, he still thinks I’m a Merchant, guess I’ll settle 
his doubts about that as well Tavra thought.
A Few Second Later

“Kal, before you go crusading off, I have to talk to you about my rank” stated 
Tavra. Kal, just about to swing off in the direction where the hooded figure had gone; 
turned around at the sound of Tavra’s voice.  I hope this isn’t a lecture. He always 
lectures me, even for a friend, Kal thought.

             “Ok, you have my attention, what do you want to tell me?” Kal asked as 
he reached into his armor, pulled out a flask of Sake and took a drink. Tavra grabbed his 
shirt with one hand and tore it off, revealing black painted chest armor with the Aldean 
Royal Family crest; centered on his chest armor. On his shoulder armor, were gold 
crosses centered in gold circles. He then grabbed his pants and tore it, revealing black 
painted thigh and leg armor underneath. Kal stared at him, in shock. 
                                   “What the….who are you? Kal asked; incredulously. Tavra gave a 
wry grin.

                                                 “I am a Knight, such as yourself. I have been a Knight in 
the Corinthian Army for a few years now” said Tavra simply.

                                                            “But, that doesn’t explain the gold crosses with the 
gold circles enclosing them, now does it?” Kal asked. Tavra shrugged.

                                                          “Well, you certainly are a lot smarter then 
you let others perceive. Those emblems on my shoulder armor are crests to where my 

loyalties lie; with Christ, with the Most High God” Tavra said.
                                                                                   “Oh, so why didn’t you correct me 

when I kept on calling you a merchant?” Kal asked. Ok, that explains the crests, he must 
be a part of a class of Knights that serve God, Kal thought as he made a fist and pounded 

his fist into the gloved palm of his other hand.

                                                                                               “Simple, you are my friend 

and I wouldn’t want the fact that I am also a Knight to bother you from your duties of 

administering justice throughout the land” Tavra said. Tavra then reached into his bag 

and withdrew a black cape. He put the cape on. It billowed in the breeze.

                                                                                                                    “Well since we 

came here to squash the Thief’s Guild, let’s get back on our quest then!” Kal said with a 

grin.

                                                                                                                            “Sure, let’s 
go; my friend” said Tavra. With that, the two Corinthian Knights made their way deeper 
into the forest.

Chapter 4: Earth, North American Continent, Kingdom of Corinthia; Year 14 A.D.

                                                                                                                       You 
know, it would be a lot easier to sneak up to a fortress if we weren’t so heavily clad in 
armor; Kal thought as he crouched on his hands and knees; trying to move stealthily 
behind the bush that hid him from the eyesight of the guards patrolling the stone walls of 
the hidden fortress in the forsaken forest. Kal looked up and noticed that Tavra had snuck 
past the guards on the wall and had entered the fortress through a storm drain. Kal 
crawled through the mud, inching his way ever slowly past the guards on patrol. Kal 
sighed as he made it past the wall. He quickly got up to his feet and looked down at his 
armor. 

His white armor was covered in mud. Kal sighed, then grabbed the storm drain and lifted 
it, revealing a pitch black shaft. Kal lowered himself into the storm drain and dropped to 
the cobble stoned floor with a loud thud. All around him was darkness.
“Tavra?” Kal called out loud. Only silence answered him. Figures as such, 
getting lost in the basement of a fortress inhabited by blood thirsty thieves and God 
knows what…Kal thought. Ahead of him, Kal could see a rectangle of light. Kal headed 
towards it, moving slowly through the darkness, trying not to make a sound with his body 
armor.
A Few Minutes Later

               Kal crouched behind the wall and looked down from the balcony 
overlooking the main hall of the fortress. He held his breath as he saw Prince Farland 
talking to the leader of the thieves, a man with garbed in a purple tunic with brown 
leather armor underneath. Kal stared at the man, and shivered. Something  doesn’t feel 
right about that man, Kal thought. Kal then looked up and noticed Tavra on the rafters 
above them. Tavra put his finger to his lips, his meaning clear. Kal nodded then looked 
down and listened in on the conversation.
              “ Thanks to you Vairsh, Sorcerer and leader of the Thief’s Guild; I am 
able to keep my crown. However, I need to ask one more thing of you” Prince Farland 
asked. Vairsh moved one of his hands, as if readying a spell.

                                           “What is it, my Prince. We of the Thief’s Guild keep you in 
power by assassinating anyone in your way and looting merchant shipments every once 
in a while. With what you pay us, we will honor any request you make of us” said the 
sorcerer.

                                                         “I want you to find this Dream Walker, and kill him. 
He is a menace. Some say he is the incarnation of one of the royal family of the Kingdom 
of Aldea; whom is bent on killing me and taking the crown for himself. Some say he is a 
spirit, coming and attacking all those who do evil in the name of the most High God” said 
Prince Farland. Vairsh lowered his hand, back to his side.
                                                               “As you wish my Lord. However dealing with this 
rogue Knight is going to be tough enough. So, we will require extra pay from you” 

Vairsh said as he suddenly brought his hand up and pointed his fingers up at the rafters. 
Lighting shot out of his hand and lanced towards the rafters. Kal balked as Tavra came 
crashing down into the hall from the ceiling. Tavra lay on the floor, unconscious. 
                                                                         Prince Farland looked Tavra over. He then 

turned to Vairsh. Vairsh grinned toothily.

                                                                                    “So let me guess, this Knight is the 

Dream Walker? If so or not, how could you tell he was there spying on us?” Prince 

Farland asked. Kal unsheathed his sword, ready for battle.

                                                                                             “Let’s just say with my magic, 

I can sense auras. This person’s aura is very strong, however; since he saw us together, he 

must die” Vairsh said as he moved towards the unconscious form of Tavra.

A Few Seconds Later

                                                                                                         Kal jumped off of the 
balcony, landing on the wooden table; that was centered in the hall. He whirled around, 
sword flashing in the candle light as he moved swiftly from the opposite end of the room 
to where Tavra’s body lay on the ground. A thief jumped at him from a tunnel entrance 
into the hall from his left. Kal twirled and swung his sword in a horizontal slash, slashing 
in between the thief’s leather chest armor and his pants. The thief’s lower torso fell to the 
ground, his upper torso joining it a moment later. Kal then turned his attention on Vairsh 
and Prince Farland. Prince Farland gawked at him.
                                                                                                               “What the hell are 
you doing here; Sir Altrui`se`Kal`duran Ayersoth`e?” Prince Farland asked., backing up 
to the stone wall behind him as he drew his short sword. What do you think I’m doing 
here, you corrupt Prince. Tavra was right; you don’t deserve to rule this Kingdom, Kal 
thought as he brought his sword up in a defensive stance and turned towards Vairsh.

                                                                                                                      “Well Sorcerer, 
it looks like we have a duel on our hands. Why don’t you grab a sword and fight me 
honorably?” Kal asked. Vairsh looked at him, and laughed.

                                                                                                                              “You’re a 
fool; Sir Ayersoth`e. Why would I lower myself to your weak level when I can slay you 
so…so…easily” Vairsh said as he brought his hand up, fingers pointed at Kal. Damn, this 
isn’t good, Kal thought. Kal backed up to try and protect Tavra’s unconscious body from 
Vairsh’s attack.
                                                                                                                                     “You 
could slay him easily, but you’d have through me first” said a deep voice, echoing in the 
hall, coming from everywhere and nowhere. Suddenly,  a hooded figure, garbed in black 
armor, with a black cloak appeared on the balcony overlooking the room. The hood 
covered the figure’s face. Centered on the figure’s chest armor; was a golden cross inside 
a circle. The figure jumped off the balcony and floated down to the ground. Kal looked at 
the figure in shock.

“Dream Walker, I figured you would show up soon. You only seem to show up when an 

injustice is happening” Vairsh said with a smirk. Prince Farland stared at Dream Walker. 
Dream Walker raised his hand and pointed it at Prince Farland. Suddenly, Prince Farland 

was hit by an invisible gust of wind and was sent flying onto the wooden table. Kal shook 

his head. There is no way someone can be this powerful, Kal thought. Dream Walker 

then turned towards Vairsh. Vairsh brought his hand up and pointed his fingers at Dream 

Walker.
Lighting shot out of his hand and lanced towards Dream Walker. The lightning 
struck him, and passed through Dream Walker; as if he was a ghost. It then lanced right 
at Kal. Damn I knew I should have stayed at the Inn and had some Sake, Kal thought as 
he ducked. The lightning barely missed him. He looked up and saw Vairsh drop 
something to the ground. 

             Suddenly, a cloud of black smoke appeared and enveloped Vairsh. The 
smoke cleared, revealing nothing. Vairsh had vanished. Kal turned around and stared at 
both Dream Walker and Prince Farland. Prince Farland took one look at Dream Walker, 
then ran into the tunnel; running for his life. Kal got up and brought his sword to bear on 
Dream Walker.

                                    “Dream Walker; you’re a menace to this Kingdom. If it hadn’t 
been for you, we Corinthian Knights wouldn’t of gone searching for the Thieves Guild in 
the forsaken forest. I thank you for saving me and my friend though. But now I must slay 
you as well” Kal said. Dream Walker looked at him, as if seeing him for the first time.

                                                 “Kal, if I were you, I’d take care of your friend” stated 
Dream Walker. With that, he vanished in a plume of white smoke. Kal turned towards 
Tavra. Tavra opened his eyes slowly.

                                                            “Man, that’s the last time I hide in the rafters” 
Tavra said as he got up slowly. He grabbed the side of he chest. Well thanks to that blow 
knocking me out, I was able to use my telepathy and telekinesis to become Dream Walker 
and fight to my heart’s content. At least now with Kal witnessing Prince Farland’s 
corruption, I can legally take the Kingdom as mine Gabriel thought to himself as he 

grimaced in pain. Kal looked at him.
                                                                         “Are you ok?” Kal asked in concern. Tavra 

nodded.

                                                                                “Yeah I’m fine, but we both won’t be if 

we don’t get out of here soon. Let’s head towards the castle and oust Prince Farland” 

Tavra said with a wry grin. Kal scratched his head.

                                                                                             “Uh, wouldn’t we need 

someone of royal or noble blood to oust Prince Farland?” Kal asked.

                                                                                                        “Well you’re right, but I 

think now is the time for the Prince of Aldea to return. He’s already here, we just have to 

follow him” Tavra said. Kal looked at him, bewildered. Wait, there is the Prince here, 
already? Kal thought.

                                                                                                               “So, where is this 

Prince, and who is he?” Kal asked. Tavra laughed ruefully.

                                                                                                                          “Well that’s 

kind of a long story, but he is the one who sent me on this quest with you, so he should be 
at the castle at the time of our arrival” Tavra said. Kal nodded, then made his way 
towards the tunnel; Tavra following right behind him.

Chapter 5: Earth, North American Continent, Kingdom of Corinthia; Year 130 A.D.

                                                                                                                                 Kal rode 
on horseback up the mountain pass in the M’darmulan mountain range. Kal pulled on the 
reins sharply. His quarter horse reared up as it stopped. Kal looked up at the blue sky and 
sighed. He took off his helmet, allowing his long black hair to sway in the breeze. 

                                                                                                                                       It’s 
been over a hundred years since Gabriel Argadon took the throne of the Kingdom of 
Corinthia; and ten years since we have battled the Empire of Draconia back to their 
Island Empire. Prince Gabriel Argadon and Captain Leif Cloud are now campaigning 
near the Empire’s capitol city; so why am I here patrolling the kingdom when I can go 
help them fight? Kal thought as he reached into a pouch on his saddle and took out a 
canteen and took a sip of water.
Ahead of him, near the mountain’s peak; was a tower made of limestone; the Watcher’s 
Keep that looked over the Kingdom of Corinthia. Suddenly, white light appeared and 
engulfed the tower. Kal stared from his mount; bewildered. What the devil is going on? 
Kal thought. Kal put the canteen away and dismounted from his horse. He then made his 
way towards the entrance of the tower.
A Few Minutes Later

Kal climbed down the steps, towards the basement of the tower. As Kal neared 
the bottom of the tower, he put his back to the wall and peered into the basement. White 
light emanated from it’s center. A giant glass orb stood on a stone pedestal. An Angel, 
with long white feathery wings, with long blonde hair; garbed in white armor, stood next 
to the orb, his back turned towards the exit of the basement. Kal looked at the orb and 
watched as Gabriel fought against the Draconian Emperor; Emperor Draconis.
       The Angel, sensing his presence; turned around and stared directly into Kal’s 
eyes. Bah, I always get myself into some sort of a mess. Why is an Angel doing here in the 
first place? Kal thought as he stared back at the Angel. White light emanated from the 
Angel. The Angel, then spoke.
               “Kal Ayersoth`e, I sensed your presence a long time ago. Why have you 
come here, to the Watcher’s Keep?” the Angel asked in a melodious voice. Kal gave a 
wry grin.

                                    “I could ask you the same thing. Who are you?” Kal asked. Kal 
then noticed for the first time, a crest on the Angel’s shoulder armor. The crest was an 
golden cross within a golden circle. What the hell!? I’ve seen this crest before. Gabriel 
Argadon has this crest; why does this Angel have one as well? Kal thought. The Angel, 
as if reading his mind, spoke.

                            “Gabriel Argadon has this crest, because he is a Guardian. I am 
a Galactic Guardian. I am of a sect of Warrior Angels; Paladin Angels who’s main duty is 
to wipe out evil and protect God’s children from evil” the Angel responded. Kal’s eyes 
widened.
                                                “What the…so Gabriel is an Angel as well!? All I can see 
is white light emanating off of you, hiding your true appearance from me. Show me who 
you are” Kal said. The Angel smiled warmly. Suddenly, it’s wings withdrew into it’s 
back. The white light vanished, revealing Tav Arien; garbed head to toe in white armor. 

                                                            “Gabriel Argadon isn’t really an Angel yet; he is 
still mortal. If I were you, I would continue to watch what Gabriel is doing, his actions 
will change the way you see things” Tav Arien said. Kal then turned back to the Orb and 
watched as Gabriel stretched out his hand towards Emperor Draconis. A beam of 
yellowish-red energy lanced out and struck the Emperor. Emperor Draconis turned into a 
pile of smoldering ash. Suddenly, the ground below Kal’s feet began to quake.
“What is happening!?” Kal asked. Tav Arien sighed and looked at Kal sadly.

                                                                         “It has begun. When Gabriel destroyed 
Emperor Draconis, he caused Draconis’s spell to activate. If the Emperor were struck 
down; the Empire of Draconia, as well as the Kingdoms of Aldea and Corinthia would 
plunge into the ocean, forever lost.” Tav said sadly. White feathery wings sprouted out of 
his back. White light appeared, and then engulfed him. Tav Arien floated into the air.
                                                                                 “Isn’t there anything we can do to save 
Corinthia?” Kal asked. Tav nodded.

                                                                                              “Guardian Barrier” shouted 
Tav as he brought his hand up and made a cross in the air above him with his fingers. 
Suddenly, static white energy formed around them in a bubble; then spread out in the 
room and vanishing into the wall. The orb began to pulse as scenes of the water crashing 
down into Corinthia flashed in the center of the orb. Kal watched as the energy bubble 
spread out and encompassed the Kingdom of Corinthia; except the M’darmulan mountain 
range. The waves pummeled the barrier, but did not pass through it. Corinthia was 
plunged into darkness as the water covered the barrier as Corinthia sank into the ocean.

                                                                                                               Kal rubbed his eyes 
as they began to brim with tears. He turned to Tav Arien and unsheathed his sword. He 
brought it to bear on the Angel. Tav Arien looked at him and shook his head.

                                                                                                                          “Kal, what 
would trying to kill me in your grief accomplish? If you want to be angry and hateful 
towards someone, be angry at Lucifer” Tav said. He then brought his hand up towards 
Kal and pointed it at him.

                                                                                                                                  “Bind” 
said Tav. White energy appeared on the ground near Kal’s feet and began to wrap itself 
around him. Kal squirmed, trying to break free.
                                                                                                                                   “Let me 
go damn you; become flesh so you can fight me” Kal said between sobs. Tav Arien 
shook his head.

                                                                                                                                       “Kal, 
it was divine intervention that brought you here to me. You were spared from the flood 
and the battle to serve the Most High God. Until it is time for you to reawaken, I will seal 
you in a dreamless sleep” said Tav.  He then brought his hand up.
“Spiritus Angleti Arvunet’lemenous. Bind this body, bind this soul to a dreamless sleep” 
Tav said in a melodious voice. Suddenly there was a flash of light. The energy that bound 
Kal was gone. Kal then froze as blue crystals began to form around him, engulfing him. 

The crystal moved up his body from his legs, reaching his chest; then shoulder and 

covered his head. All Kal could see was a blinding flash of light, then nothing.
Chapter 6:  City of Chicago; United States of America; Year: 1961A.D.
The alley was deserted, except for a small boy. A shadow crept along the wall, 

then began to form into a hooded figure of nothing but shadows. Red eyes flashed 

underneath the hood. The creature of darkness rasped as it used it’s senses to track down 

it’s prey. It then moved in a blur of motion, heading towards the end of the alley. Ahead 

of it was the human child, with short cropped black hair, green eyes; garbed in blue 

trousers and a yellow shirt. The child continued his way to the candy store, just up ahead 

at the end of the alley.

The Shadow Wraith moved closer and closer to it’s intended target.  It  

stared at the child, then laughed in wicked amusement as it saw the child’s aura. A green 

aura, double the size of the child surrounded him. Good, this boy will be a perfect vessel 
for me. While inside him I will devour his will and he will serve Lord Lucifer well it 

thought. Suddenly, right behind the boy; stood a figure garbed in a white tunic with a 

white hood with white trim. Red hair can be seen under the hood, hiding the person’s 

face. The figure reached up with his hand and brushed his hair out of his face, revealing 

green eyes.

                             “Hmmm…a Shadow Wraith, huh? I thought I sensed something 

powerful stalking this child. You are evil; you are an abomination to the Most High God. 

My name is Eric Ryuse, you will die by my blade” Eric says as he draws his sword. A 

white aura suddenly surrounds both him and his blade. A pair of white wings sprouts out 

of his back and unfurl.  The Shadow Wraith stops moving, then stared blankly at the 

Guardian and laughed.

             
“A mere Guardian seeks to stop me!? Preposterous, you will 

die…so…so easily.” The Shadow Wraith said as a blade of dark energy appears in it’s 

right hand. With that, it moves in a blur of motion, charging the Paladin Angel whom 

would dare stop it from it’s mission. Eric quickly brought up his sword and blocked the 

Wraith’s horizontal slash. He then swung his sword in a vertical slash; aiming for the 

Shadow Wraith’s heart. The Wraith blocked him, then moved to the side and raised it’s 
left hand at him.

                              “Bind” It shrieked. Suddenly, shadows spread out from the 

Wraith and snake their ways towards the Guardian. It’s going to bind me, then all it has 

to do is perform Angelic Execution on me and it’s all over. Oh well, guess it’s time to use 

my powers; Eric thought as he watched the shadows snaked towards him. He quickly 
brought up one hand, palm pointed at the Shadow Wraith.

                                                        “Holy Retribution!” Eric shouted. A beam of white 

energy shot out of his hand and lanced towards the Wraith. The shadows vanished as the 

beam passed right through them, incinerating them with it’s holy light, it’s spiritual 

energy. Then, it struck the Shadow Wraith. The Shadow Wraith shrieked as the white 

energy consumed it. Eric watched as the Shadow Wraith turned into ashes. He then 

turned his attention on the child and watched the child cross the street and head into the 
candy store, oblivious to what transpired in another dimension.

                                                                    The aura around Eric’s sword vanished. Eric 

closed his eyes and concentrated. His wings folded back and retracted into his back; the 
aura surrounding him vanished. He then vanished in a burst of white light.

Chapter 7
                                                                 Eric appeared in a burst of white light. 

All around him were domed buildings of the finest grey stones. Each building had 

intricate stained glass windows. Everything was bathed in white light. Eric looked down 

at the wispy mist which had encompassed his feet. The ground here was nothing more 

then clouds. Eric looked around him at all of the Angels moving to and fro, going about 

their tasks. Eric walked to the edge of the cloud and stared down at the crystal sea. Above 

him in the sky; flew winged Cherubim. 

                                                                                          Eric made his way to the large 

gothic-like fortress. In front of the door stood two warrior Angels, each garbed in white 

armor. Gold crosses gleamed on the shoulder and chest armor. Eric walked towards the 

large wooden door. Suddenly, the door opened in front of him. The Angels nodded to him 

and he made his way inside. He passed the atrium and walked down the hall towards the 

Hall of Warriors, to report to his next assignment.

A Few Seconds Later

                                                                                        Eric entered the Hall of 

Records. Eric looked around him. The ceiling stood 100 feet off of the ground, supported 

by pillars with intricate carvings of Angels battling Demons. To one side of the room was 

a dais with white carpeting. A podium of white wood with a golden cross on it’s center 

stood on top of the dais. The podium stood 50 feet tall. A fair skinned Seraphim, with 

four white wings and blond hair, garbed in a white tunic stood stationed behind the 

pulpit. In the center of the room was a large orb. Eric looked up at the Seraphim and 

spoke.

                                                                                                 “What is my next 

task?” Eric asked. The Seraphim stared down at Eric, fixating him with it’s white eyes. It 

then spoke.

                                                                                                           “You take too 

much pleasure in the deaths of the creatures of darkness you are sent to destroy. Since 

this is the case, you will be assigned with the job of guarding a child; of who will do a 

great work for the Lord on high” it said. Eric looked at it, incredulous.

                                                                                                                      “What!? 

I am a Guardian, I am a Demon Hunter, why task me with such a mundane task?” asked 

Eric. The Seraphim sighed, then spoke, it’s voice echoing across the expanse of the hall.

        “No task is trivial, ever. Everything who is created serves the Lord’s purpose. The 

Lord is in control, our destinies are bound to his desire, and nothing can change that. 

Remember, even you were a mortal once” it said in a melodious voice.

  “Yes, I remember all right, I remember getting mauled to death by a Lion in the 

Gladiatorial Arena in Rome during the great Christian persecution by Diocletian. It’s 

been thousands of years since then and now I serve the Lord as one of his warrior 

Angels” said Eric, exasperated. 

 
       “Indeed, but as a Guardian, our main duty is to wipe out the Dark Army; 

also known as the Army of Darkness. Also our job is to protect those of whom Satan 

would destroy or covet. So, would you rather forfeit this mission and be a regular Angel, 

or would you be an warrior Paladin of whom combats Lucifer and his Dark Army?” the 

Seraphim asked.

“Fine, I’ll take this mission. If Satan sends his legions after whom I am 

to protect, I will vanquish them. So, who is the person I am to protect, what timeline, 

what place?” Eric asked. The Seraph simply pointed towards the orb that stood on a white 

stone slab. Around the orb, were instruments with a dazzling display of buttons. 

                            Suddenly, an image formed in the center of the orb. A ten year 

old human boy with brown hair, brown eyes, garbed in a New York Yankees shirt , blue 

jeans and a pair of red sneakers filled the orb. Eric cocked his head.

                                                          “What is this boy’s destiny?” Eric asked. The Seraph 

smiled warmly, then spoke.

                                                           “He will be a great activist for truth and 

justice. He will save thousands if not millions of souls from Lucifer. To that end he will 

be targeted constantly by the Army of Darkness. It is your duty, Galactic Guardian Eric 

Ryuse to defend him”, said the Seraphim. Eric nodded.

                                                                   “Ok, I will defend this child and deliver 

him from evil” Eric said simply.  The Seraphim nodded, then touched a control on 

the podium. Suddenly, white energy appeared and engulfed the orb. Then, it began to 

flash, faster and faster. A vortex appeared in the center of the orb. Eric sighed as he was 

sucked into it; sent to another time, to another place.

Chapter 8: Earth; United States of America, Columbus, Ohio, Year:1954

                                                                                        Eric floated above a stack of hay 

bales, which stood twelve feet tall, reaching the ceiling of the lowly lit barn. Below the 

hay bales, squatted a boy of ten years with brown hair, brown eyes, garbed in a New 

York Yankees shirt, blue jeans and a pair of red sneakers. Ah, the boy I have to protect; 

Eric thought. Eric looked around him, and noticed a women with red hair, in blue 

coveralls with a black cowboy hat; standing in the entrance of the barn.

                                                                                                “Benjamin, honey; please 

don’t play near the hay bales” the women asked her son. Eric watched as the boy looked 

up at his mother, and ignored her. Suddenly, Eric’s senses tingled as he felt a vibration of 

darkness; of evil. He turned around and saw a being of shadows near the back of the stack 

of hay bales. Then the ground began to quake.

                                                                                                                        Six hay bales 

tumbled down, falling towards the boy. Eric moved in a blur of motion, his wings 

sprouted out of his back, a white aura suddenly appeared and engulfed him. Benjamin 

ducked and moved instinctively into the fetal position. Eric stood over the boy.

                                                                                                                                “Barrier” 

shouted Eric. A barrier of white spiritual energy engulfed and enclosed them in a bubble. 

The hay bales bounced off the barrier and landed on the dirt floor of the barn. Eric closed 

his eyes, the barrier surrounding them vanished. Benjamin got up and ran to his mother. 

She embraced him, then they both walked out of the barn; yet both oblivious to what had 

happened in the spiritual realm.

Eric unsheathed his sword and turned around. The Shadow Wraith that had tried to end 

the boy’s life stood a couple of feet away from him. The Shadow Wraith glared at him. 

Eric brought his sword to bear on the Shadow Wraith.

          “Damn you Guardian, you have interfered in our affairs for the last time” the 

Shadow Wraith said as it brought it’s hand up, palm pointed at Eric. Well this one seems 
to really want me dead, guess I can’t oblige it, but I can defeat it though, Eric thought as 

he readied himself for what he knew was coming.

                    “Angelic Execution” shouted the Shadow Wraith. Reddish Nadion energy in 

the form of lightning shot out of the Wraith’s hand and lanced towards Eric. Eric ducked 

and rolled as the energy reached him. It passed over his head, barely missing him. Eric 

brought his sword up.

                                   “Holy Fire” Eric said. Suddenly red flames appeared and engulfed 

his sword. Eric jumped into the air and slashed vertically at the Shadow Wraith. The 

Wraith screamed as the blade struck him. Fire engulfed the Shadow Wraith. The holy 

energy began to eat the darkness that was the Shadow Wraith. Eric watched as the 

Shadow Wraith was consumed. The fire died down, revealing a pile of ash. The ash blew 

away in an invisible wind. The fire around his sword vanished. Eric sheathed it, then 

headed towards the child in which he was sworn to protect.

Chapter 9: Earth; United States of America, Ohio State University, Year:1964

                                    Eric stood next to the door of the auditorium and watched as 

Benjamin Wilkins was fulfilling his destiny. He listened as Benjamin gave a speech about 

basic human rights which were in the United States constitution in which were not 

allowed to people of different skin throughout the south and some of the north of the 

United States. He then began talking about how they should help those people combat the 

racist laws that were holding them back from even being real Americans.  Most of the 

students nodded their heads in agreement with him. Well at least these Humans finally 
are understanding that all of them are the same, the same red blood, the same Human 
condition, although they speak different dialects and have different skin tones; all of them 
are Human, Eric thought as he smiled. Suddenly he felt a vibration of darkness above 

Benjamin.

                                           One Demon with red skin, black hair, red horns; garbed in 

black armor from shoulder to two stood on the catwalk above the stage where Benjamin 

was giving his speech. The Demon unsheathed it’s sword and brought the deviant sword 

up towards  the chains that attached the catwalk to the ceiling. Eric took one look at the 

Demon and quickly unsheathed his sword. He was about to float up to the demon and 

slay it; when suddenly he felt a powerful demonic aura somewhere towards the back of 

the stage. 

A Few Second Later

                                                  A black-feathered winged fallen Angel, with turquoise 

shoulder length hair, pale skin, cobalt-blue-white eyes, garbed in black armored boots, 

black pants, black chain mail armor, black dragon gauntlets and black shoulder armor 

with a black cape walked out from the shadows of the back of the stage. A pitch-black 

aura surrounded him. The Fallen Angel looked up at the Demon above the boy, then 

sneered in contempt. He raised his right hand up at the demon, palm pointed at it.

                                                       “Dragon Blast” the Fallen Angel said. Suddenly a 

beam of silver energy shot out of his hand and lanced at the Demon. The Demon looked 

down as the beam struck it. The Demon disintegrated. The Fallen Angel turned his 

attention on the boy in front of him. He unsheathed a long, black colored katana and 

moved towards the boy, bringing the katana to bear on him. Eric jumped into the air, his 

wings sprout out of his back, a white aura appeared and surrounded him. Just as the 

Fallen Angel’s blade is about to strike Benjamin, Eric’s blade jutted out and parried the 

blow. The Fallen Angel looked at him, unperturbed.

                                                                     “Galactic Guardian, get out of my way or you 

will die” The Fallen Angel said coldly. Eric brought his sword up and put himself  in 

front of the Fallen Angel’s target.

                                                                                       “No, he is my ward; I will protect 

him from the Army of Darkness, I will protect him from even you. Who are you 

anyways?” Eric asked. The Demon stared at him coldly.

                                                                                                “I am Demon Eater. You 

have courage to stand up to me, however you will pay for this with your life” Demon 

Eater said coldly as he made a hand gesture at Eric. Suddenly, a huge gust of wind 

appeared out of nowhere and sent Eric flying back into the wall. The wall began to crack. 

Damn….this is no ordinary Demon I’m going against, Eric thought as he jumped off of 

the wall and flew in a blur of motion towards the Demon. He brought his sword down in 

vertical slash, aiming at the Demon’s neck.

                                                                                                   Demon Eater brought up 

his hand and caught the blade. He then threw the sword and it’s owner into the wall of the 

stage. The wall crumbled apart. The students began to flee the room, however, Benjamin 

looked around him, dumbfounded at the auditorium crumbling apart around him; as if 

unseen forces were at work.

                                                                                                               Eric pulled himself 

out of the rubble that use to be the wall. He brought his hand up and pointed it at Demon 

Eater.

                                                                                                                            “Arrows of 

Light” Eric shouted. Suddenly an array appeared in the air above Eric’s hand. Twelve 

arrows of white spiritual energy shot out of the array and lanced towards Demon Eater. 

Demon Eater then made a grasping gesture with his hand. The arrows continued to lance 

towards him, then bounced off of a red colored barrier that appeared out of nowhere, that 

encompassed Demon Eater. Demon Eater raised his palm towards Eric.

                                                                                                                                  “Dragon 

Blast” said Demon Eater, coldly. A beam of silver energy shot out of his palm and lanced 

towards Eric. Eric dodged the blast as he moved in a blur of motion, appearing right 

behind Demon Eater. He brought his sword down in a vertical slash that would cleave the 

fallen Angel in two. Then the sword struck Demon Eater, and  bounced off of his armor. 

Demon Eater turned around, then grabbed Eric by his throat.

“Now, die” Demon Eater said coldly as he began to squeeze. Eric struggled against his 

grasp, and brought one of his hands up, about to cast Holy Lightning that would kill them 

both. Demon Eater stared at him, reading his mind. He then threw Eric away from him. 

Eric crashed into the metal chairs in front of the stage. He turned towards the direction of 

Demon Eater. Demon Eater was gone.

            This Demon is definitely not like any of the Demons I’ve come across, he’s 
definitely highly intelligent enough to leave, knowing what Holy Lightning would do to 
him. Anyways my mission is over, Benjamin got to begin what the Lord planned for him; 

Eric thought as he vanished in a blast of white light.

Chapter 10
                 Eric walked into the Hall of Warriors. He turned to the Podium towering over 

him, expecting to see the Seraphim, but instead, the hall was empty. The large wooden 

doors opened behind him. Eric turned around and saw a Guardian with blonde hair 

shoulder length hair, green eyes; garbed in white armor with gold trim, with a white cape. 

The Guardian smiled at him, then spoke.

                        “Galactic Guardian Eric Ryuse I presume?” the Guardian asked. Eric 

shrugged.

                                         “Who needs to know?” he asked. The Guardian smiled warmly 

at him, then spoke.

                                                     “My name is Tav Arien. I have been watching  your 

mission and your encounter with Demon Eater. If you hadn’t tried to destroy both 

yourself and him, by having the Holy Thunder hitting you both and completely 

obliterating both of you from space, time and all of creation; he would have most likely 

destroyed you” Tav said simply. Eric looked at him, incredulous.

                                                            “I have never fought a demon as powerful as him 

before. What is he?” Eric asked. Tav Arien sighed, then spoke.

                                                                  “He is a Shi’ado Lord; the son of King Gabriel 

Argadon of the Kingdom of Aldea and the son of the eldest daughter of Emperor 

Draconis of the Draconian Empire. He is an heir to the Aldean Throne, however he was 

banished with his Father when Gabriel accidentally sunk the Kingdoms of Corinthia, 

Aldea and the Draconian Empire on Earth during the Corinthian-Draconian War in the 

first century A.D. He joined the Army of Darkness and served Lucifer for some time until 

he became Lucifer’s right hand Legion Commander. He left Lucifer in disgust because he 

considered Lucifer weak and has been fighting the Army of Darkness ever since. He has 

been steadily growing in power and is considered as powerful as the Shi’ado Lord and 

Shi’ado Prince; Lord Vahloren” Tav Arien stated.

                                                                          “If he is an enemy of the Army of 

Darkness, then why was he trying to kill my ward?” Eric asked.

                                                                                “Well, the boy you were protecting has 

extremely high amounts of life force energy on which he feeds. If  Shi’ado devours 

energy, the more powerful they become. Demon Eater is corrupted by his own nature, 

evil and cunning he is. He will not stop, just like Lord Vahloren to become the most 

powerful warrior in all of the universes. However he is destined to fight a future Guardian 

Apprentice, Kal Duran whom will defeat him.

                                                                                          “Since the Seraphim that gives 

out the missions isn’t here, I guess that means you will be giving me my next mission. 

So, is my next mission to guard another person?” Eric asked. Tav smirked.

                                                                                                         “You could say that, but 

your mission will entail much more then simply guarding. Here is your assignment” Tav 

Arien said as he tossed a white papered scroll at Eric. Eric reached up and grabbed the 

scroll as it came into contact with his fingers. He sighed, opened it and began to read.

“Hmm, so I am to descend, change my form to an Aldean Fairy, change my name to Ari, 

guard and help Kal Duran with his training when he becomes a Guardian Apprentice; 

without revealing my true identity to him unless I save him from an unknown variable 

that will destroy his destiny; right?” Eric asked.

                                                                                                                            “Correct, as 

per the instructions of your orders, you will be placed on the Relon Continent of the 

Planet of Aldea during the Second Holy War, in which time Kal Duran will begin his 

training under a Galactic Guardian” Tav said as he made a brushing motion with his 

hand. The giant orb began to pulsate with energy. Eric looked up at the orb as images 

began to flash. An image formed of a dark forest with blue sun rays streaming in to 

illuminate the forest floor. Giant brown mushrooms dotted the forest floor, towering over 

the grass. 

                                                                                                                                         Eric 

put the scroll into the folds of his robe as white light suddenly appeared and engulfed 

him. All Eric could see was blinding white light. Eric then vanished in a burst of white 
light; his mission, to protect and guide the fledgling Guardian Apprentice.

Chapter 11: Earth, North American Continent, Alaska, Watcher’s Keep; Year 2001 A.D.

Kal opened his eyes, slowly. The room was dark. He looked around through the 
crystal that held him; the walls were covered in moss. Suddenly, a door opened; 
somewhere above him. He listened intently as he heard footsteps making their way down 
the stone steps of the tower. He looked through the blue hued crystal as a man with black 
hair, garbed in a brown robe with a brown hood made his way into the basement. Kal 
looked at the man’s pointed ears and blue-green eyes; recognizing who it was. Kal 
sneered at Gabriel .Gabriel Argadon, the butcher of his people came into view.
 Gabriel turned to him. He then made a gesture with his hand. Kal watched as the 
crystal in front of him began to crack. The crystal cracked around Kal, then burst into a 
million pieces. Kal fell to the floor, and got to his feet. He unsheathed his sword and 
jumped into the air, bringing his sword crashing down at Gabriel. Gabriel just stood 
there. Then the sword struck Gabriel and passed right through him. Kal got up and stared 
at his cousin.

                “How in the hell didn’t that kill you let alone harm you?! Why are you 
here; murderer?” Kal asked Gabriel, incredulous. Gabriel looked at Kal sadly.

                           “It passed through me, because I am a being of energy. I died in 
the year of our Lord; 2005. I died protecting the Prince of Aldea from a Shi’ado Lord. I 
am a full Guardian now. I have been a Galactic Guardian for thousands upon thousands 
of years, trying to do penance for my sin, for my arrogance that cost us our family, our 
kingdom” Gabriel said with a sad smile. Kal glared at his cousin.

                                                   “If you are a being of energy, a spirit, let alone an Angel; 
why can I still see you?” Kal asked angrily. Kal then sheathed his sword; useless in this 
fight.

                                                                     “You can see me; Kal, because you are an 
Aldean. You have a lot of spiritual energy; you can see into the Spiritual Realm. You can 
see Angels, Demons and Spirits. The Lord brought you to this tower to save you until it 
was time for you to serve Him” Gabriel said simply. Kal stared at his cousin, his anger 
beginning to cool.
                                                                               “Why does the Lord want me to serve? 
For what purpose would I, a Corinthian Knight be of use to the Lord?” Kal asked.

                                                                                             “You are to become a Galactic 
Guardian, like Tav Arien. You are already a proven warrior. You are to become a Paladin 
Angel. However, the training can take thousands upon thousands of years. You will be 
faced with many hardships and endure many trials. You are destined to be the strongest 
of us. Would you train and become a Guardian; or leave the Universe to Lucifer and his 
designs?” Gabriel asked. 

                                                                                                        If I became a Guardian, 
I would not be so proud and fool hardy as you, cousin.  If I do become a Guardian, I will 

not take a single life unless it is a creature of evil that is above redemption. I know that it 
wasn’t entirely your fault for what happened. I may forgive you someday for it. However; 
if what Tav said is true, then the real person responsible for what happened to our 
kingdom is Lucifer…Kal thought. He stared into his cousin’s eyes for a few minutes; then 
spoke.
                                                                                                                     “Alright, I will 
train to become a Galactic Guardian. If I become one, then I will become better then you 
so I won’t make the same mistake  you have” Kal said, glaring as his cousin. Gabriel 
nodded.

                                                                                                                              “Then, 
Guardian Apprentice, let us begin your training” Gabriel said. Kal shivered as a cold 
wind suddenly filled the entire room. Gabriel turned towards a tapestry on the wall. Kal 
turned to look at the tapestry. Suddenly a purplish-black vortex appeared in front of the 
tapestry. What the hell is that? Kal thought. Gabriel then entered the vortex.

Oh well, I always get myself into situations over my head. Guess it’s fate after all, Kal 
thought as he followed his cousin into the vortex.

Epilogue: Planet of Aldea; Relon Continent; Year: 3749 B.C.

 Kal exited the vortex. Kal looked around him. He was standing on a plain; the 

green grass swaying in the breeze. To one side of him, lay a dark forest, to another side of 
him; lay the ocean. Everything around him was blue tinged. Kal looked up at the sun; the 
sun was blue. Where are we? Kal thought. Gabriel looked at him and smiled.

        “To begin your training, we must first go to the source of our Aldean soul. 
We are on the planet of Aldea; sometime during the Second Holy War. Oh by the way, 
please remove your Power Ring; you won’t need it for these first few stretches of your 
training” Gabriel stated. Kal grabbed his ring on his index finger and pulled as hard as he 
could. The ring came off, Kal put it in a leather pouch on his belt. Gabriel started walking 
in the direction of the forest. 

                           Kal sighed, grabbed the handle on his sword and followed his cousin 
into the unknown. Up in the sky above them, flew a silver scaled Dragon. Kal looked up 
in wonder, then continued to follow his cousin deep into the foreboding forest.

To Be Continued In Guardian Apprentice…

