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11. THIS WILD HART
Opening Theme: ‘Number of the Beast’ by Iron Maiden – excerpt
“Ok guys,” Jimmy Hart said to his band mates, “We gonna try the Green Day cover again, ok?” “We’re ready,” said the drummer. Jimmy’s school band, aptly named ‘This Wild Hart’, was composed of four members. On vocals was Jimmy himself. On drums was an African-American boy by the name of Rupert Son. On the electric guitar was a Gothic looking girl called Melissa Machado. Finally, on the bass guitar was a mousy-haired boy named Donnie Ashton. As was tradition for many bands, the group name was printed on the central piece of Rupert’s drum kit.
The logo showed a dark red heart, a crack down the middle, the logo written over it in silver and white. This Wild Hart had been trying to make a name for themselves for a while but up to now they had barely made it past school concerts. “1, 2, 3, 4, GO!” Jimmy shouted and the band went into a cover of the band Green Day, who had started way back in the late 20TH century. Jimmy sung the words beautifully, none of the band realising that they were being watched from the door of the garage they were now playing in.

“Hear the sound of the falling rain
Coming down like an Armageddon flame
The shame
The ones who died without a name

“Hear the dogs howling out of key
To a hymn called ‘Faith and Misery’
And bleed, the company lost the war today

“I beg to dream and differ from the hollow lies
This is the dawning of the rest of our lives
On holiday

“Hear the drum pounding out of time
Another protestor has crossed the line
To find, the money's on the other side

“Can I get another Amen
There's a flag wrapped around the score of men
A gag, A plastic bag on a monument

“I beg to dream and differ from the hollow lies
This is the dawning of the rest of our lives
On holiday 

“Sieg Heil to the president gasman
Bombs away is your punishment
Pulverize the Eiffel Towers
Who criticize your government
Bang, bang goes the broken glass and
Kill all the fags that don't agree
Trials by fire, setting fire
Is not a way that's meant for me
Just cause, just cause, because we're outlaws yeah!

“I beg to dream and differ from the hollow lies
This is the dawning of the rest of our lives
I beg to dream and differ from the hollow lies
This is the dawning of the rest of our lives

This is our lives on holiday!”
“Oh very good,” a scratchy voice mocked. The band looked towards the door as a Gothic-looking boy with long, messy hair and leather clothing entered. “Very good,” he repeated, “For an outright copy.” “Any good band practises with covers,” Melissa frowned.  “Any wannabe band,” the Goth shrugged. “Who the Hell are you anyway?!” Donnie demanded. “My name is Gerard,” the Goth spoke calmly, “And I will your competition at the Summer Dance this weekend. And I will win the medal.” “Why is a Goth so eager to get something that’s gold?” Rupert asked sharply. “The medal will stand as a reminder of my achievement, no matter it’s colour,” Gerard replied matter-of-factly, “And I suggest that if you intend to win the competition…write something original.”
With that, Gerard left.

The four members of This Wild Hart looked at each other then shouted in unison, “WHAT A TOSSER!”

In her LPF quarters, Angel Arrow let out a contented sigh as the hot water of the shower graced her body, running down her skin and pooling in the crevice of her breasts, partially gathering around her nipples. Angel ran her hands through her pink hair, humming to herself. The rising steam was like a warm blanket around her though to her secret embarrassment, she pretended this warmth came from something else…something, or someone. “J…” she muttered then opened her eyes, shutting off the shower and stepped out, her breasts bouncing against her slightly as she made the slight step onto the bathroom floor. Quickly, she wrapped a pink towel around herself and left the bathroom, taking a seat at the dressing table. She picked up a comb and began to run it through her silky hair. Cellotaped to her mirror was a ticket to the Summer Dance at Lunarbridge Hall. The Hall was in the centre of the moon’s capital city and extravagant as any Earthen royal theatre.

The thoughts of what happened about a month ago had been washed from her mind. From what she knew, Maria was back on her feet but temporarily unfit to pilot Lycan again. Peter was his usual self, painting in his ‘unique’ way. Jimmy had been practising non-stop for the musical competition that would take place at the party. “I hope nothing bad happens…” she muttered. She rolled the thoughts of James ‘Jimmy’ Hart over in her mind for several moments, still absent-mindedly combing her hair. She continued humming for several moments.

That weekend, at the Lunarbridge Hall, everything was done with glory. The room was done in creamy white and gold, the chandelier shining brightly. A few tables were laid out neatly with various food and drink on them. The green-and-gold curtains of the stage were drawn. And in the very centre was the circular dance platform. Angel, Maria, Peter and many other LPF officials were dressed elegantly, Jason Marlon and Alison Kane dancing together to the quiet background music, Beethoven’s 5TH.
“Those two are meant for each other,” Peter smirked, taking note of the smiles on the faces of Jason and Alison. “It’ll never work,” Maria replied, “Alison spends way too much of her free time upgrading the Destinizers to have a relationship.” “You never know Maria,” Cyan smiled from nearby, “Anyone could get into a relationship.” “Says you,” Maria sighed. Angel was sat beside the older girl, “Maria…do you think Jimmy will like me like this?” Maria raised an eyebrow, “You have a thing for Pilot Hart? He’s such an idiot!” “So he’s not the smartest guy around,” Angel shrugged, looking away to hide her blush, “But he has…a compassionate side.” Maria sweatdropped, dumbfounded, “Wha…”
Backstage, This Wild Hart were making final adjustments to their instruments as Gerard approached them, dressed in a net vest and black tight jeans. “Hey, good luck out there Gerard,” Jimmy said. “Luck’s for wannabes,” the Goth smirked, “Good luck to you to.” As Gerard prepared to go to the stage, Jimmy raised his middle finger at him.
Outside the curtain, the master of ceremonies had arrived on stage, “Ladies and gentlemen! We have a very special treat for you tonight! A competition between rivalling artists! The winner will be awarded a golden medal…shaped, of all things, in the form of a guitar! Now let us bring out the first contestant…GERARD!”

The announcer left the stage as the curtains parted, revealing a Gothic boy knelt down, gripping the microphone tightly as dark blue light flooded the area. Gerard looked up, smiling darkly at the audience before bringing the microphone to his lips and standing, “Good day my friends…” The back-up band started playing a long, melodious melody as Gerard began to sing.
“I never thought life would be so hard

Now my heart is made of stone

Not completely coz it hurts

Like something is piercing it

Piercing my flesh and my soul

“The whole purpose of being

Someone cheerful and good

Vanished a long time ago

“No, I don’t believe in happiness

Has a meaning that’s too vague

Too far away from me

So far I can never reach

“Who will be my saviour?

My guiding light, my love

I don’t believe in them either

Too hurt

Too numb

Too far away from me

“No, I don’t believe in happiness

It vanished so long ago

I never fully understood it

Now it’s too late and it was never too soon

I was never in time

“No, happiness it’s not for me

Maybe it never was

But I have a memory in my heart

The look in your face

The touch of your lips

Something that vanished

And will never be.

“No, I don’t believe in happiness.”

Jimmy watched from offstage, growling at the cheering audience. He noticed Angel smiling widely and muttered, “…He’s getting her attention…I’ll show that would-be Antichrist. You ready guys?” “YEAH!” Rupert, Donnie and Melissa cried in unison. A minute or two later, they had set their instruments up behind the closed curtains. The master of ceremonies was once more on the stage, “Well that was great wasn’t it ladies and gentlemen? Our cheer-metre reached a full 9 with that one! Now let’s bring out the second competitor – the band This Wild Hart!” He left the stage again as the curtains once more parted, showing the band, prepared to beat their rival.
“1! 2! 3! 4!” Jimmy shouted as the band began playing a loud, powerful tune and Jimmy began to sing.

“I walked through the darkest night

I was searching for something

Searching for someone

I felt lost and dead
I had no heart, no feelings

No worries, I was empty

Nothing inside of me

“I was walking through the darkest night

I was searching for something

And I found you

I found myself in your eyes

Your bright spirit lit my life

My heart was full of love for you

And not bleeding anymore

“You are my life, you are my soul

You are my breath, you are my whole

You are my heart, you are my soul

You are my moon, you are my world

“The brightest love could never be

So strong and powerful

The darkest love belongs to us

More painful and intense

More strange and different

More loving and caring

Everything we need

“You are my life, you are my soul

You are my breath, you are my whole

You are my heart, you are my soul

You are my moon, you are my world!”
A blast of sparks went up on the stage as the crowd went wild. Angel stood up, walking towards the stage. Jimmy leapt off, landing an inch from her. All eyes fell on the two teens as they stared at each other. “Come on everybody!” the master of ceremonies cried, “Ladies and gentlemen! The winner is decided! The cheer-metre has just reached a 10 and we have no other choice then to award the prize…to This Wild Hart!” Another cheer went up.
“You were brilliant,” Angel whispered, staring up into Jimmy’s eyes. “Thanks,” the American smiled, “You…um…you look good.” “Thank you,” Angel smiled back. Jimmy hadn’t realised up to now that his arms had snaked around the girl’s waist, pulling her close. Both found themselves lost in each other’s gaze, whispering.
“Jimmy…”

“Angel…”

Their eyes closed as the gap between them began to close. This continued until, at long last, Jimmy Hart and Angel Arrow shared their first kiss. As the background music began once more, most of the others there were immediately on the dance platform, couples looking at each other as they twirled. Of course it would have been perfect if Maria and Peter had any sort of dancing capability, for they were constantly tripping and nearly fell over each other. But despite all this, their lips still together, Jimmy and Angel had found their bliss in each other.
 
Closing Theme: ‘Solitary Man’ by HIM

Next time on Destinizer…
Now it has happened, Jimmy and Angel have found love but the war between the LPF and GWG wages on. Can the Destinizers face new and deadly foes? Can the evil of the GWG ever be silenced? And who are these new allies arising from the Earth?

To find out, tune into the second season of Destinizer!
