The Young Lord

Chapter 1: Intro.


The people within this story are real, so are some of these places. Now I do not own these places or people, but I did ask most of them if they wanted to be in it. So they are and I didn't have to change their names. They are all my friends, and this is off of my life. How’s that for a copyright! MY LIFE! Oh yea, some bands are in here due to they’re absolute ass kicking in music. I'm sure they wouldn't mind that kind of appreciation

**************************************************************************************


A great howl of furious wind blew against a young child's window. A clap of thunder unfolded in the distance as clouds ate away the light from the moon. A lightning bolt struck in the distance and was followed by thunder. The wind blew trees in the dark night and the rain beat down on the child's window. Another smash of lightning came up and awoke the child. Sweat ran down the boy's young face as he looked into the darkness of his room from his bed. His eyes were wide open from the crash of thunder and he slowly moved his eyes to the side as he noticed something move. He turned quickly to see a pale figure cloaked in dark robes and a hood over it's face. It was child, a floating child in the middle of his room.

"Wh..who are you.??" The boy said with a hint of panic in his voice.

"Young lord...... Sleep now..." The boy looked confused and he than felt a great weight fall upon his eyes, he fought to stay up, but the weight was to great and he fell back to his pillow fast asleep.


As the boy slept he dreamed of a odd planet. A great lush forest planet. He was observing the planet from above. Where was he? The boy thought. Than he unwilling fell to the planet not able to see the rest of his body he tumbled. He felt himself land gently on a pile of lush leaves. The place was warm and damp, and it felt welcoming. The boy felt himself walking toward something in the forest. A figure flashed before his eyes and he jumped back. Another figure dashed past him and than one stopped in front of him. It was a boy, a elf. He could tell by the ears and the pale complication.

"Welcome home, young lord." The Elven boy smiled and bowed his head. As he did he vanished and the boy felt himself being lifted up into the air, but when he looked down he saw nothing. What was going on? He thought, but he didn't worry. He looked up to see an oddly colored sky, a light violet sky with a blue sun. A figure appeared above the boy. This time a girl dressed in the forest's greenery. She looked like a elf, but also looked like a flower.

"Patrick..." The flower girl said softly smiling down at him. "Welcome to Aloria, the Elven, Esper planet... Gaea welcomes...you" Pat, the young boy. Looked confused, but also looked like he knew the girl and the name Aloria. He did know the name Aloria, deep in his mind, in the conscious mind where reality was. The name Aloria was from his story, the story of the Esper, human war. Had his dreams taken a weird twist to his story? He couldn't decide, it all felt very real and very alive.

"Thinking are we Patrick? You have done that enough, it is time to live Patrick. Its morning Patrick..awake and have a fun day... Gaea is watching you..." Patrick's view died and it all went black than a bright white light beamed out from the center and Pat was sucked into it. He awoke to the sound of the wind blowing softly and birds chirping.

"Woah..." Pat held his head and sat up in his bed than out of paranoia turned to the side to see if the pale child was still there. There was nothing, but the sight of his windows and the bright sun beaming down on his small figure.

"Alright...only a freaky dream..." Something snapped in Pat's head, he remembered something. "OH crap! Randy! ACK!!!" Pat turned to his alarm clock to see it was 8:25am. a Monday morning in the summer of 1996.


Pat leapt to his feet quickly. His long pajamas fell down and were far to big for him. They covered his feet completely and the sleeves were far to large. Pat almost tripped over the bagginess of them as he went to his dresser. He took out his long black T-shirt that had a moogle on it from Final Fantasy 3. He than slipped off his pajama pants and put on his long tan shorts that was lightweight and went down to his shins. The T-shirt sleeves went past his elbow and stopped a little bit of one inch away from his elbow. 


Pat looked about his room noticing it was still a mess and his legos were still scattered having mini wars all over. Pat sighed, leapt over the legos, dashed past his shelves, and out the door into a small hall with one door on the left. One door in front of Pat's room except to the right a little, and than one door to the right at the end of the hall where it turned to the right again and than down another small hall to the stairs. Pat growled and took the easy way down, he dashed to the stairs and braced himself for a mighty jump. Pat let out a yell and leapt down the large staircase landing on a planned pile of blankets. He landed on his butt. When he landed he growled and looked under the pile. Someone had removed the extra pillows.

"Bastards.." Pat mumbled and stood up and walked to the right into the family room. He walked to the right again through a doorway sort of thing carved out of the wall and came into the kitchen. He looked at the time and cursed. His best friend Randy would be arriving for a wake up call any time now. Pat sighed and walked over to the refrigerator and picked out a orange he had waiting for him. He began peeling the orange with a knife he pulled from a strainer near the sink. As Pat bit into the luscious orange he heard the door bell go off. He cursed again as the orange squirted its juice onto hi cheek. Pat walked over to the two small stairs that led down into the living room and turned to the right walking down a somewhat long hall that broke off into another hall to the left that led into the pantry, laundry room, garage. He saw Randy's backward baseball cap as he walked. 


Randy was a smaller kind of kid, he had a Hispanic colored skin and brown eyes. His hair jet black and was thin, combed nicely as it dropped down in the front and somewhat on the sides. He was ten years old, the same as Pat and they had been friends since kindergarten. Randy was a smart kid that got into a lot of trouble most the times. Randy was more of on the speed tactics for fighting; he couldn't do a lot of damage in one hit, but he could do a lot in a fast attack of several hits.

Pat opened the door to see Randy waiting impatiently. "What the hell took you so long!?"

Pat glared down at Randy, "I just woke up damnit!" Randy let out a evil chuckle.

"I know! You gonna let me in or stand there pissed off?" Pat stepped aside and his smaller friend walked into the house.

"Where your parents? They're usually up by now." Randy said strolling into the kitchen. Pat sighed and followed.

"They're gone for two weeks. Went on a vacation and I didn't wanna' go." Pat said in a melo tone.

"Fun stuff, so shall we go wake the others for the game today?" Pat shrugged and replied, "Yea in a bit, I gotta’ take a shower and all that stuff.... You should go to the fort and set up a few traps for capture the flag." Randy nodded a bit while rummaging through the refrigerator.

"Hey where the hells the soda!?" Pat pointed to the garage and Randy scurried off into the garage and got himself a soda.

"Alright man, I'll go work on the fort while you prepare for battle." Randy snickered and Pat merely chuckled shaking his head.

"SO is it gonna be all out battle again?" Randy shook his head. "Yea man last time was the shit, to bad my sister got in the way…dumb bitch." Pat laughed at the comment.

"Yah plus this forest has more land to cover... how many people we got on our team and how many against?" Randy sipped his soda and replied, "We got twelve tough ass guys on our team ready for our orders and thirteen somewhat scary lookin' guys ready to whoop us."

Pat sighed, "So we using the old weaponry?" Randy nodded with a demonic smirk on his face, "All sharpened and tied back together, everything is set up except for our base and our sleeping partners." Pat smiled and took another piece of his orange finishing it off.

"Alright get goin'. I'll be out in twenty minutes, gotta’ find my battle clothes." Randy set his soda down and leapt down the two stairs and ran out the door.

"This should be fun..." Pat mumbled walking to the stairs from the family room.

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------


Pat got ready and left his hair in a somewhat long mess. He put on his long black T-shirt that was somewhat quilted but was lightweight. He had taken a paintball shot 15ft away and didn't feel it hit with the shirt on. He than put on his long blue jean shorts that went to his shins. These weren't any special type of shorts, just lightweight and made him look cool. Pat stepped over more of his legos and got a pair of clean socks fresh out of the drier. While putting them on he spotted his small wrist guards that were made out of a light metal and cloth. He looked about to see if he was missing anything. All he could thing of that was missing was his well made wooden practice sword with a small string of rope around it's hilt that could be tied to the side of it's user.


Pat put on his shoes quickly and ran down the stairs. His odd blonde hair bounced up and down as he jumped. Pat wondered if he should use his shin guards, but decided against it. He ran to the living room and walked past two sofas, one blue the other a cream colored white. He went to the screen door that was next to a large screened TV, which rested to the right of the fireplace. Pat opened the screen door gently and walked onto the deck searching for his wooden blade. He saw the sword resting where he had left it last time he battled, blood covered and imbedded into the sand from when he collapsed. Pat sighed and dashed to get his sword. As he dashed into the sand, it got kicked up and flew away from the sword. Pat lifted up the loyal well-crafted sword in front of him. Only if it were a true sword he thought.


The blade was sand covered near the handle and made it very hard to hold, but Pat didn't mind he was accustomed to the playful dirt. Pat noticed his bike still dry and safe under the house's roof at the side of the house. He ran to it and rubbed his hand on the seat to check if it was wet at all. Spotless and dry; Pat smiled at this and hopped onto his bike that was a silver color with blue handles. The bike was fast and missing breaks due to a bad break job by one of Pat's friends, but it still worked well. Pat pushed off with the bike and sped off of the sidewalk and down his large black top hill and than ran over a stick as he ran into a large field of grass that was his front yard. Pat speeding down the hill still was coming to a straight path up hill past a few houses, some houses held his best friends. Pat noticed one of his friends just waking up whom was to be in the battle. He pulled into the gravel driveway to greet his friend.

"Hey' Ian!" Ian turned around holding his glass with orange juice.

"Hey Pat, let me guess. Ready for the big game?" Pat smiled and nodded anxiously.

"You comin' man? We could use your strat's." Ian smiled at the complement and brushed the back of his morning hair.

"Yea I'll be by the woods in an hour. Whens it start?" Pat crossed his eyes thinking.

"Around 12:00 I think... Oh well I gotta’ go. Randy is waitin’ at the fort. Later Ian!" Pat turned his bike around and rode off standing up for more speed. Ian just turned around on his small porch to go into his house for breakfast.


Ian was about the same size of Pat and had small army type of haircut except a little longer than usually army-style hair cut. He was a very smart kid and was into war a lot. Ian was also very good at strategies and usually made up their plans. Ian was a skinny kind of kid that wasn't much of a fighter, but could kick some ones ass if he really tried. Pat and Ian actually met up in a fight. Pat had accidentally said the wrong thing to some kid and that kid got a whole bunch of his friends, twenty for a estimate and came at Pat. All on a recess when the teachers weren't watching they went after Pat trying to beat him down. Pat with his violent past and lust for battle took on the weak kids with ease and joy. They had piled up on top of Pat kicking and punching him, finally when he couldn't take anymore he grabbed the main puncher by the throat that happened to be Ian. He threw Ian into the others and stood up throwing the others off. Pat's mouth was foaming and he had now gone out of control and started beating on kids with all his strength. One kid ended up with a broken arm and another thrown into a wall. The consequences for doing that were very bad for Pat and he never got into another fight in school, well at least no fighting unless a kid brought on himself. Pat now only fights with friends who know his just playing around and would never seriously hurt them he was just to nice to be that vicious.

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------


An eerie shadow passed over Pat as he rode to the woods. Pat looked up and as he did he hit a rock with his bike and flew off into a ditch near the road. Pat laid down badly hurt atop the dried out grass that was within the ditch. His foot twitched as his body was tangled on the bike. Pat laid down still besides his twitching foot, his eyes closed and head slipped to the side resting on a rock. He had taken a bad spill and was now venturing into his imagination. Images flashed before Pat's eyes so quickly that they only left behind small trails of their light. He could see another figure. The figure was behind the others that were moving to fast to see. It was the young boy from his dream. He was colored now and looked like a noble child. No, wait Pat could see him more clearly now. It was an Elven child with a long black sword on his back dressed down with tan cloaks and black shorts. He was wearing a white t-shirt with a green surcoat over it. His hair was messy and wasn't thick.


The dream Elf child held out his hand toward Pat and a white orb that radiated a kind of calmness formed in his palm. The boy cocked his head at Pat and smiled slightly. Pat looked up at the Elven boy in amazement still unable to move his body mentally and physically. The Elven child knelt down to Pat and slowly set the white orb atop his forehead. The orb radiated the feeling more now and it slowly phased into Pat's skull. Pat trembled a bit and closed his eyes within his dream. He could still see the orb within the darkness of his mind. It was so bright, so warm that it seemed to be a living thing. Than out of no where the orb shattered like glass and fell in small diamond cut pieces over the darkness. Than Pat's vision went completely white and he opened his eyes in reality.


Pat shook his head as he awoke and looked down at his crippled form tangled in his bike. A new sense of strength grew upon Pat and he slowly lifted the bike off of his body. Pat put the bike down to the left of him. The sun beamed down brightly on him and as it did he looked up into the burning sphere in the sky to see the face of the Elven boy who was in his vision. Pat growled and slowly started to get up. He saw blood over his leg, but there were no cuts. Pat whipped the blood from his leg and sighed. He turned to kick his bike and than he slowly lifted it back up. Pat looked forward to the way he was heading. He saw the canopy of the forest he was heading too over the hill. He smiled slightly and got back on his bike thinking nothing of the vision or the odd white orb that had some how awakened him.


Pat slowly started to peddle than went faster as he grew closer to the forest. As he rode cars passed him by extremely fast and only seemed as streaks of light. Pat looked up from his head being down and saw Randy awaiting atop a branch that reached out of the woods. He smiled and sped up turning right and going up a small hill than into a field of tall grass. Pat followed the path that he and his friends had carved within the field many times. He went slower now and was completely hidden within the field. He turned some  more and ran into a circular area that was carved out from the grass. He saw Randy's bike there and came to a stop. Pat put his bike down next to Randy's and knelt down a bit.


The grass was cool and wet from the morning. Pat took out his wooden sword and stood up slowly. Pat started down another smaller path that sprang out from the other side of the circular parking area.  He walked slowly knowing Randy was watching him from above in his treetop hiding area. Pat came to the end of the tall grass field and saw tangles of tree veins carved into a gateway. Pat looked down to see that thorn bushes had been growing as some sort of guarding creature. Pat smiled and stepped over the sharp thorns and walked into the dark lush forest.


Only a little light shined in from the top of the canopy and made little spots on the ground glow from the sun's light.  The ground was littered with leaves and grass, but mainly dirt with twigs. The trees were twisted and thriving with life. Pat kept on the trail that was carved out of tall green plants that probably didn't have a name other than plant life. He looked about to see off in the distance a small clearing that was circular and around one of the larger trees in the woods. Pat stopped suddenly as the path came to a great ravine like a small canyon carved from a small stream from the fresh water spring at the end of the woods. Pat looked down the small canyon to see that it was lined with pointed sticks and thorns that lined around the stream, but didn't block it. Pat smiled cheerfully. Randy had been busy with the traps and safe guards for the woods. This was important for the game today. Pat looked to the side to see a large log that had been cut in half so you could walk across it easily. He made his way across the log to come to the other half of the woods that was filled with tall brush and skinny trees. Pat looked about for a path, but noticed there was none. He sighed and started forward to the left. Pat came across a separation of the stream that carved the small canyon like ravine. It had done the same in this separation except it was wider and not as deep. Pat looked down again to notice that it was not littered with traps or hazards. Pat leapt down into the ravine and landed in some pretty thick mud. He sighed and lifted his feet out of the mud to look around at the walls of the ravine. The roots of near by trees were surging right through the walls and arching down ward toward the stream. The water ran a bit dry in this area from the mud, but there were some large rocks placed by Randy so you could walk on them. Pat lifted his foot onto one of the near by rocks and started down the muddy stream walking on the rocks. The water started to flow clear now as he turn more left. The ravine walls had turned into a steep slope now that had a path carved in it to the right. Pat stepped on the last rock and stepped back onto the solid ground looking up. He noticed a barb wire string tied along a tree root. He smiled and stepped over the root only to trip on the slope. He growled and quickly caught himself on a branch that was growing out of a bush and pulled up. With the help of the branch he made his way up the slope.


Pat noticed that the slope led to a very thin area of land. If these streams were oceans than what he was standing on would be a peninsula. Pat carefully walked on the land and came into a large cut out of land that was covered in thick brush with leaves to conceal you in. The leaves covered both sides and a small path wavered through the brush down hill a bit. Pat walked slowly through the path and walked down hill still gripping his sword. Pat came to the end of the path and the brush. He stood atop gravel and wet soil that had been piled here from the creek. Pat looked over to the other side of the creek to see Randy waiting patiently gripping a wooden staff. Pat smiled and walked over the stones and hoped over the stream to a slim part of land again. Pat strafed slowly to the left face toward the dirt cliff. He stopped strafed as he saw a small up hill path that led to their tree fort. Pat climbed up the path and sat down on a log that rested to the left of the end of the up hill trail. Pat let out a sigh and whipped sweat from his forehead than looked up at Randy.

"Make it hard enough Randy?" Randy smiled and chuckled.

"Nope! You only went through a slim part of it. The others won't know how to get here since the only entrance to the woods is through that gate. They might take the long dangerous path that’s up hill and not the hard short way you took. Any who, the base is all set and the traps have been set. I've set up a slight bridge on the other side of the tube (You know those metal tubes that run under streets and have water in em')."

"Cool, so what time is it. I fell and I think I was out for a while.." Randy looked at Pat oddly.

"I know I saw you fall. You cut your leg from what I saw. But any who its 11:43. We should get ready." Pat nodded slightly and looked down at his knee. There was supposed to be a cut there from what Randy said, he thought. But there was nothing, nothing, but blood from no where. Maybe that white ball in his mind had something to do with it. Pat sighed and set aside the thought. Randy was already out of the woods when Pat snapped out of his deep thought. He was pretty fast and was probably on his way to get the team up and ready. It was time for fun Pat thought and examined his knee.

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

=====================================Characters!===============================

Dan: The strongest out of the main characters. Dan was Pat's second best friend was always there. He was a giant for his age. He stood at least 5'6 at age ten and was built up. He did a lot of sports and was into a few things that Pat and his odd friends did. Dan had a tan skin and was pretty thin, mainly muscle. He had dark black hair that was shaved down to practically nothing for wrestling. He dressed like any normal jock would.

Ian: You should already know about if you read the paragraph.

Randy: You should already know.

Jake: Second strongest if not equals in strength to Dan. Jake was heavier and a bit taller than Dan. Though Jake was a bit fat that only added to his hits. He to had dark black hair and shaved for wrestling. Jake was very pale and was trying to go for a gothic look. He wore mainly black clothes or dark clothes. Jake was also into a lot of things Pat was into and was a jerk most the times, but cool a lot of the other times.

