THE POKEY CHRONICLES

Written by Trevor (ADLFIII)

Chapter 1 

This epic tail is not that of fiction, but one of a truth far beyond the reaches of mankind.  I Pokey wish only for my tail to be told, then I will be able to rest peacefully upon my deathbed.  For I have found that the riches and fame of the world are no longer exciting for me, it was getting there that was the adventure.  I can only hope that in the telling of my tail, I can partially relive my excitement, and perhaps even encourage those of you who have not had the enjoyment of such a journey the chance of your own. 

It all started simply enough, on a peaceful summer day in the lates of July, though the time of this story has no major points to it, but to further the beliefs of the actualities of it.  Gumby and I were working happily on the farm.  A cool sensuous breeze can to us from the south, that was my first clue that something wasn’t right, for there is no wind in a Claymation world.  I in my earlier and more pessimistic youth looked cautiously around for a sign of what it was.  I was truly surprised when I found nothing about.  Gumby hadn’t seemed to have noticed, he had been too busy working upon the farm to have noticed such an event.  I knew I should have said something to him, but I was to deeply involved with discovering its presence (If only I had said something at that time the whole catastrophe could have been evaded, but then I would have missed out on the greatest adventure of my life.).  It was a strange and unaccustomed thing to have happened, and I thought for sure that something was nearby.  I could sense its presence, almost a sixth sense for fear.  I was correct however, but I was nowhere near ready for what was about to unveil.

A giant shadow encased the barn faster then I could have told.  It circled precariously, and made no sound.  I looked upward again, as did my friend Gumby, but this time we both saw what it was, to our own terrifying truth.  IT was a giant bird, what I believed to have been a vulture of some sorts.  But this was not like any vulture I had seen before. It stood at over 5 fathoms in height, and a wingspan of 15.  It was a terrifying beast, at the least, and seemed even more frightening when we heard its call.  It screeched loud enough to shatter the windows in the barn, and hurt our ears with a terrible pain.  This was a well-planned attack on its part, for the noise hurt our heads so much we healed over in pain.  That is when it attacked.  It moved with such speed and agility it easily overtook us, and we were at its mercy.  It had us in its deadly clutch, Gumby in one hand and me in the other.  I was certain that it was the end, and then I blacked out.

Chapter 2

When I came to again I was still in the clutch of the giant beast.  Gumby was trying to struggle free.  I was in a terrible pain, and I could feel the claws drawing deeper into the pits of my stomach.  The only thing I could think of doing was to scream my lungs out.  I shouted at the bird at first, but realized it was a lost cause.  I knew I could do nothing to help, and it tormented me so.  All I could think to do was shout how hopeless it all was, and that is what I did.  Gumby looked at me with a disapproving glance, but I didn’t care, If these were to be the last moments of my life I would spend them complaining.  Gumby knew I would be of no use, so he decided to try something himself.  He reached desperately for his side pouch where he carried the seeds he was planting.  I was clueless of what he was trying to do, and sadly even less able to help.  He tried again to reach for the pouch, but still no luck.  I finally had an idea to help, even though it wasn’t sure to work.  I stopped my screams of pessimism for a second to tell Gumby my plan.  I saw a dark nimbostratus storm cloud, and thought if we could get the bird in there we could get it struck by lightening.  I told Gumby the plan, and he seemed glad that I finally was being useful.  I continued my proclamations of doom, much to Gumby’s annoyance, but he was to busy steering the vulture towards the cloud to care.  It wasn’t an easy task for him to undertake, because he had no leverage on the bird from its claw, but he still tried.  He somehow had managed to steer the bird to the cloud, something I am still puzzled about to this day, which I thought would have been impossible.  The bird was losing his sight in the cloud; the plan was working perfectly.  The downside to my plan was that I hadn’t realized that if lightning hit the bird it would hit us too.  I was now more fearful then ever.  My plan had backfired on me, and now I was going to die.  Gumby was unwavering with certainty, and seemed to have no fear in him at all.  I tried to tell him about the mistake I had made in my plan, but he either didn’t notice or didn’t care.  I thought for sure it would be then end, and then I passed out.

Chapter 3

I came to again instantly.  We were still in the cloud and Gumby seemed as certain as ever.  I thought he might have had another idea, for often he takes an idea of mine and changes it slightly, then takes credit for it.  I was certain he was doing so, but I was too frightened at the moment to care.  I then found out what he was thinking.  In the cloud’s thick blindingness, the bird had loosened its grips upon us, and Gumby was using this to his advantage.  As he was earlier reaching for his side bag, so was he now.  He was almost to it, and then he was there.  All along he hadn’t been thinking of striking down the bird with lightening.  He had really been trying to reach his elusive side pouch.  I was still uncertain of why he had wanted to reach the seeds within, for the bird was too large for with to even notice them.  I then caught a glimpse of what he was pulling out, and then it all made sense.  He was reaching for his tape player, and I was sure of what was inside.  He fully removed it from his side pouch, and was able to push play.  He did so, and the overpowering music of Indiana Jones flowed forth from it.  The music was almost enchanting, and seemed to have given rejuvenating strength to Gumby.  He reached for his side pouch again, and this time pulled forth a bullwhip, an outfit of clothes, and a fedora.  His put his new clothes on, somehow easily overpowering the giant beast long enough to put it on.  He withdrew his bullwhip, and unrolled it with the same grace of Jones himself.  His was quick to action, and quicker to his impersonation.  He started imitating Jones, but accidentally did a Sean Connery as James Bond, so he decided not to speak.  He tried to untangle himself from the vulture’s clutch, but no luck.  He had another Idea though.  He checked to see if his whip was long enough, but wasn’t sure.  He hoped that it would work, and he hit the bird in the eye with his whip.  The beast gave another deafening screech, and dropped Gumby like underwear in an orgy.  Gumby threw the whip again, and caught it around the beast’s neck.  As for me the bird dropped me too, unfortunately though I had no whip, and instead of catching around the bird’s neck, I just fell, fell, fell, right into a spearhead.  I was certain it was the end, and then I blacked out.

Chapter 4

I tried to remember what had happened, but I wasn’t sure.  I thought it could have all been a dream, It seemed like one, and I wouldn’t have been surprised if it were.  I was sure it must have been one, so I sat up in my bed, but then I realized I wasn’t in my bed.  I looked to see where I was, and all I could see was a fluffy white ground.  I looked to where down should be, and at my stomach.  Apparently I wasn’t dreaming, and I had the spear to prove it.  I was impaled in the stomach, and halfway down the shaft of a spear.  There would have been blood all over the place, except I am made of clay, and have no blood.  None the less it was still a gruesome site and painful too.  I decided to rock back and forth until I fell onto the ground.  It was a long and tedious process, but it was finally over with.  I hit the ground with a light thud, and it wasn’t anywhere near as painful as I though it would be.  The ground gave way a little as I stood, which puzzled me more.  I had other things to deal with first though, like a nagging stomachache.  I removed the spear from my body, and my skin healed up (Its nice being made of clay).  Now that that was over with, I decided to look at the ground again.  Apparently, unlike I thought, I never touched the ground.  I was on a cloud, a nice fluffy white cloud.  I would have stayed there and taken a nap, that is until I decided to look around.  I don’t know why I didn’t notice this before, but the entire area in which I was appeared to have been a battlefield of some sorts.  There were tons of bodies all over the place, it just disgusted me.  “What could have done this?” I wondered.  It was the worst looking mess I had ever seen in my life.  I decided to look farther away, so I didn’t need to see all the death surrounding me.  In the far distance to my left I saw what appeared to be a castle.  I decided to walk towards it, and get out of the putrid area in which I was.  I started walking towards it, and with each step I took I was even more certain of what I saw, and I could see more.  I saw people outside of the castle.  My excitement was immense.  I had thought everyone had died in the battle that had taken place before, and I was afraid I was the only one left (for you see in my youth I didn’t deal well with loneliness, and would get frightened when alone too long.).  I was so over run with joy that I started dashing towards them with full force.  I didn’t know what I was doing, but I was happy to see real, live people.  I didn’t think about who they might be, for all I knew they were the ones who had killed the people behind me.  But I didn’t care.  I ran to them in full force, almost falling twice.  The ground had a springiness to it that made it seem as if I were flying towards them.  I ran faster and faster, until I hit the wall.  It hurt so much that I was overcome by the pain, and didn’t realize that all of them were looking at me.  For what I didn’t know was that I had interrupted them in the middle of a ritualistic sacrifice, and now they were angry.  As I came to I looked about.  I now realized that the people weren’t people at all, but giants.  As I took a close look at them I saw that they didn’t really look friendly.  I noticed that one had a scar across his face, slashing from his right eye to his left cheek.  There was another who looked like his entire body was covered by strange markings and tattoos.  Then I realized that the group of roughians was crowding around me.  They fully encircled me.  I would have said there were about eight of them all around me, looking down from up there.  They started chanting something in a rhythmic melody.  It was hard to understand precisely what it was that they were saying.  I believe it sounded like “Lamasak”.  I wasn’t sure what it meant, I only could assume that it wasn’t good.  I tried to stand up and apologize for my intervention, but they didn’t seem to care what I said.  They continued with their rhythmic chantings, “Lamasak, Lamasak, Lamasak”.  It didn’t seem to matter what I said, they couldn’t understand me, and they didn’t seem the type to care even if they could.  I knew that the end was near.  Suddenly one of the giants stepped forth from behind and hit me with a sap.  The world went dark.

Chapter 5

When I awoke I was in a dark and dank chamber.  I could only guess they were keeping me there until my death day, or worse.  Suddenly a light flashed on.  I was blinded temporarily.  My fear building inside me getting greater every moment.  It bubbled at my throat itching to get out. Screaming with anxiety, until it finally burst forth.  

“Who are you? What do you want? What will you do to me?…”

The questions steaming forth.  Before I knew what I said I said it. Before I knew what I was doing I was screaming at my silent approacher.  Demanding the answers to my questions.  Yelling with all my force. 

A cool calming hand rested upon my shoulder.  A whispered voice flowing from the mystic stranger, telling me to be calm, to relax, to be at peace.  I opened my eyes, and there she was.

She was the most beautiful woman I had ever seen.  Her long, glowing, radiant hair flowed forth from her head.  Her face was remarkable and beautiful.  Her skin was of a creamy peach. Her eyes were a dark green, emerald even.  Her smile was glamorous, teeth white as pearls, lips luscious and red.  Her body was the shape of a goddess.  She was small and frail compared to the other giants, but kept an appearance of power and strength.  She was the embodiment of beauty.  All my fears swept away when I saw her, all my worries and troubles went away.  For those few seconds my world was her and only her.  All I cared about was her.  I would have offered her the world if I could have spoken.  I was lost in her beauty.  I felt my heart would burst if I saw her any longer, and then she talked.

“Are you all right? I’m sorry about my men earlier.  They were only following orders.  I had told them to capture anyone who had tried to run the gate.  They were busy eating at the time, and didn’t see you coming.  They must of thought you were one of the Lamasak, and attacked you.  Hello are you all right? Are you listening to me?”

All I could manage to pull through was a nod.  I was entrapped in her glamour and could manage nothing else.  She must of thought me stupid for she was looking at me oddly.  I tried to manage to speak more but I could not pull it though.  She spoke again,

“Are you able to talk? Would you please speak to me so I know you are listening?”

I tried again but didn’t get off what I had wanted to say, instead only some diminished statement that I hoped wouldn’t be too embarrassing.

“I thought you wouldn’t be able to talk the same language as me.  My name is Pokey, would it be too much for me to ask of yours?”

It came out better then I thought, and I was glad I didn’t make a fool of myself.  I wished I were able to tell her of her beauty and how I would have done anything for her, but what I said was all right.

“My name is princess Akria.  I am the leader of the Zomomechs.  Once again I as sorry for what my people have done to you.  I can tell you must not be a Lamasaks, they are much more mean, and bigger.  Let me get you down from there.”

She moved swiftly and gracefully, easily undoing the chains holding me down.  I stared deep into her eyes, and saw for once that there was something wrong, an uncertainty, a doubt.  There was something bothering her, and I needed to find out.  I could not be happy unless she was.

“Is there something wrong?  I can see it in your eyes.  What is it?”

She would tell me in time, but then wasn’t it.

“I can’t tell you, but come I will show you around.”

She led me up a long flight of stairs, and then into a long hallway with many doors.  It had the most elegant carpeting, a deep maroon, with a golden trim, and a blue border.  This was obviously a house for royalty.  Her lovely body caressing the dimly lit hall.  She led me on for what seemed hours, never tiring, never faulting, until at last we were there.  It was a giant doorway in a leftward branch of the main hall.  It had a carved design on it of such detail, and delicacy.  She tapped upon the door, and it swung open.  Inside was a great hall.  It was easily 30 fathoms in height, and 20 in width.  It was a feasting hall, and could have fitted over 5000 guests.  It seemed to stretch on and on, but we made it eventually.  We had made it to our destination, and I stood before a throne.  It was a fathom of the ground with a lustrous carpeted staircase leading to its top.  The fan bearers unveiled who was sitting there.  Akria bowed to one knee, as did I.

“Greetings father” she said “I have come with a guest for dinner, I hope you don’t mind.”

“Of course not my dear, come now let us eat.”

And we sat.  That was my first time sitting at the head table, and it was where I learned the awful truth of the Lamasaks.

Chapter 6

My hunger was overpowering, but I was uncertain by the strange hospitality of my hosts.  I decided to wait to see what they did before I did anything.  They both decided to get to their feast right away, there were no guests besides me, and I was confused.  I decided to try to find out what I could about these strange people while they were eating, and comfortable.  The food’s aroma was strong though, so I decided to eat first.  I finished before either of the other two, because I was a lot smaller then they were, and couldn’t eat as much.

I started with the questions.  My plan had worked, and I caught them off guard. They revealed to me the story of their people.

A long time ago a young man and his daughter had led a group of mistreated citizens to a New World, the sky.  They had gotten there by the magical powers of one of them.  He was called Lothar. He was an apprentice magician, whose master had died in a war, and was therefore abandoned.  He had ran into the group and decided to join there cause.  He was the one who brought them to the sky, Away from all evil and corruption.  He had protected their paradise in the sky with a magical boundary.  The man who founded the group, Titano, and his daughter Hilana became the rulers and all was well.  But paradise cannot last forever.  Once Lothar had died the people ended up with a false sense of security.  One day the sky paradise was attacked and many people died.  The citizens blamed it on Titano and Hilana, even though it wasn’t there fault.  The citizens decided to break apart from the nobility, and form their own civilization.  Titano, deeply regretful of what had happened, decided to let the people have their way, and that he could someday regain their loyalty.  Unfortunately the citizens never realized the good of Titano, and when he died all hope seemed lost.  The citizens grew farther and farther apart from the Zomomechs, and changed their names to the Lamasaks.  All was still peaceful, even with the two groups apart, and the Zomomechs always tried to help the Lamasaks out, and the Lamasaks decided that they could take advantage of this.  The Lamasaks became extremely lazy and depended upon the Zomomechs’ food to survive.  This wasn’t a problem for them, because the Zomomechs had an ignorantly trustworthy nature, and with one simple lie they were able to get all the food and supplies that they needed from the Zomomechs.  The Lamasaks became used to this kind of life, and just decided to live off the Zomomechs, but eventually they found out.  When they did they got very mad, and cut off the Lamasaks’ food supply.  Without there food the Lamasaks became very rambunctious and annoying.  Nobody was sure who took the first shot, but they do know a war began.  The Lamasaks wanted back their food, and the Zomomechs had enough of the Lamasaks.  The war had been going on for generations, and most people don’t even know why anymore.  It has become useless to fight, and now Akria and her father Lokar have tried to stop the pointless war, but the Lamasaks won’t listen.  They had gotten too dependent on war as a way of life, and wouldn’t know what to do without it.  

That brought it almost to date.  Akria and Lokar had just wanted to stop the insanity, but didn’t know how.  It seemed to them that there was nothing that they could do.  I had taken it up to myself to find a solution. I had no idea what I had just gotten myself into.

Chapter 7

After the meal I felt more at home.  My gracious hosts had been kind enough to answer all my questions, and I felt they were trustworthy.  I found out enough for now, and decided to take a rest.  Akria had most graciously prepared a room for me.  I was tired after the long day I had, and was most glad when Akria showed me to my chamber.  I hastily got ready for my rest.  The day had taken its toll on me, and it was time for me to relax.  I tried to stay awake long enough to talk to Akria a little before my sleep, but the weight of slumber overtook me and I was lost in its darkness.

I awoke near noon the next day.  I was well rested and ready for a new day.  I didn’t realize how late I had slept, and walked to the dining hall.  The walk seemed to have been nothing compared to what it was like the night before.  I was more alive then ever, and the world seemed great.  I was in such a great mood that I didn’t notice that I walked straight into lunch.  Unlike last night, there were people there this time.  I looked around, and realized they were all staring at me.  I silently moved towards the head table, blushing the while.  I suddenly didn’t feel as well as I had a moment ago, but it wasn’t too bad.  I met with Akria, and sat down.  She told me that her father was holding a court that evening and these were some of the guests invited to attend.  I looked around again, more carefully this time, and I noticed that nobody was having a good time.  I could see the sorrow on their faces.  They all seemed to be in a depression, and were eating silently.  The room was quiet and gave an uncomfortable feel to it.  I seemed extremely out of place, and decided to just wait until it was over.  Time moved slower then more then ever before.  The calmness of the room was maddening, but I didn’t want to show weakness.  I took refuge in my interconsciousness, and ignored the outside word.  Even that couldn’t work.  All I could do was wait, and wait I did.

It was over in time, and seems like nothing to me anymore, but at the time it was the hardest thing I to do in the world.  I spoke to Akria afterwards and she filled me in on what was happening.  The members there were to discus a matter of a state of action upon the Lamasaks.  Half of them wished for a sneak attack upon them.  They had been attacking the Zomomechs for weeks on end, and deserved it back.  They also wouldn’t be expecting such an attack, and would easily be overthrown.  This could be the overturn of the war.  The other half wished for a peaceful and democratic way out of this.  They believed that even the viscous Lamasaks wanted the war to end.  The believed that with a democratic process they could persuade the Lamasaks to stop the war, and that they could come to a peaceful agreement without a single drop more of blood shed.  

The two had been in great distaste of each other, and agreed not to speak to the others until the conference that night.  The tension was building, and they almost had a revolt themselves.  They were able to get through it though.  The argument had torn apart families, loved ones, people of any sorts.  This was a horrible dilemma, and nobody wanted it to continue much longer.

Akria and her father Lokar were lucky.  They were not split by the argument.  They were both on the side for peace and democracy, but they were afraid that they would lose the fight.  People had been switching sides, and from the tallies the vote for the sneak attack would win.  They were sure that plan wouldn’t work.  There were too many possibilities to go wrong.  They could get caught, beaten, or tricked themselves.  Those against the idea were sure if that was to be the course of action that they could and probably would lose somehow.  The decision was tonight, and I could see fear in their eyes.

Chapter 8

Time passed quickly then.  The conference was on us before we knew it. The people gathered precariously, and all seemed nervous.  The meeting was soon at hand.  The two sides of the argument had elected leaders of there groups, for the ones against the attack they chose Lokar, and those for it chose General Cho, the leader of the militia and army forces of the Zomomechs.  The two were close friends, but they wouldn’t let their friendships get in the way.  General Cho was allowed to talk first.  He had prepared a stunning argument, and spoke with ease and certainty.  The audience was stirred by his speech, and as he left the stage all seemed certain of the fate of the argument.  Lokar did not know that G. Cho was such a good speaker, and didn't have anywhere near as good of a plan as he did.  The crowd didn’t even seem to care what Lokar would say as he took the stand.  The crowd went silent, but mostly in respect.  Lokar tried as well as he could to convince people of the right way to go, but as he too left the stage the crowd was still for the other side.  The conference was at an end, and it was time for a vote.  The crowd took to the voting hall, and waited their turns.  The time seemed endless, for the voters and longer for those yet to vote, but as all things it came to an end.  It was at last time for the count and they decided to do it survivor style.  It annoyed everybody, but they said it improved the ratings, whatever that meant.  They counted them out, and as we had expected the sneak attack won.  It had won by one vote, and we thought of demanding a recount, but decided not to.  Our worst fear had come to pass, and it was to be the end for us all.  Lokar retired to his chamber, in discontent and anger.  I went with Akria, for it was in a time of need for her, and she would need a shoulder to lean on.  I went with her, she needed someone at that time.  She was a strong lady though, and didn’t cry.  Her feelings were clear as rain though, and I knew that there must be something I could do.  I asked her if there was anything I could do to help, but she couldn’t think of anything.  She was sorrowful long into the night, and I stayed with her as a comforter the whole time.  She fell asleep upon my lap, a single tear slide down her soft pallid cheek.  Then I took the peaceful escape of sleep upon myself.

The morning burst forth with beauty and magnificence.  It seemed as though the night before and all its misery had never happened after all, but it had.  I didn’t wake Akria, and slowly slid her onto the bed.  I left her asleep in her room, and decided to find out what I could do.  Lokar was not able to sleep at all last night, and I found him in the dining hall with G. Cho.  They were making a battle strategy of the attack.  He thought if he could help with the strategy he could still work out a peaceful ending to this all.  His judgment was clouding his rule, and I knew it was up to me to fix this all.  I tried to talk to him, but he just told me that there was nothing I could do, and he was too busy at the moment.  I returned to Akria in her bedchamber.  She had woken and was formally dressed.  I asked of her to tell me more of the legend of Titano and things after his death.  She was reminded of a particularly interesting myth that she had been told of, and she thought it could help.

The tale occurred after Titano’s death, and after the war had begun.  It was over six generations ago, and this tale was as follows.

One day as a farmer was working on his crops he found a ring.  He took it off the ground and looked at it.  It looked dirty, and he tried to get the dirt off but he couldn’t.  He put it in his pocket and thought nothing of it.  This farmer wasn’t a particularly bright man, and so he forgot about the ring until he was done with his work for the day.  He went back to his house, and greeted his wife.  His wife put up with the farmer and wasn’t sure why.  There was never a smart thing coming out of his mouth, and she was getting annoyed of her life of boredom.  He was nice to her and loved her with all of his life, but never seemed to be able to tell her.  He washed his hands, and then remembered about the ring.  He reached into his pocket, and it was there.  He pulled it out and washed it of in the water, and was finally able to see it for all its glory.  It was a bright golden ring in the shape of a snake.  It looked remarkable, and he decided to put it on.  His mind ran normally for the first time, and he was able to speak with such clarity and sharpness.  He said something, and for the first time it came out as a smart thing to say.  He decided to talk to his wife about this, it seemed so neat to be able to say what he wanted.  He talked to his wife, and she was thrilled.  He told her everything that he ever wanted to say to her, and every time he suggested something she agreed.  He was so happy that he didn’t notice this odd coincidence.  He then slipped through the ring’s powers and ended up with a stupid suggestion.  He realized this, and he thought that she would once again think he was stupid, but she agreed.  He thought this was odd.  He was only kidding about his last suggestion, and was sure she would have said no, so he decided to say another stupid suggestion.  Once again she agreed.  He then found out the rings true power, it wasn’t the ability to talk, but to convince.  He spoke so fluently that with every word he spoke anyone who he talked to would agree.  He tried to use this to his advantage, and decided to go to the castle and talk to the king.  The king at that time was a scholar who would always study and learn.  He being a learned man knew of Lothar the magician, and when the farmer asked to speak with him, he discovered the ring on his finger.  He had remembered from a book he had read about Lothar’s snake ring, and was certain the farmer had it.  He had also remembered that in the wrong hands such a ring would lead to misery and corruption.  He agreed to see the farmer in private to talk with him.  When he did so he found himself agreeing with whatever the farmer said.  He was now absolutely certain it was the ring, and asked the farmer if he could see it for awhile.  The farmer, not being too bright, didn’t realize that the king would take it, so he said yes.  When the king got his hands on it he knew just what to do.  He didn’t give the ring back, but threw it into the pits of the great mount sniffles itself.  He did this, because he knew that even he could be tempted by its alustrious powers.  He knew that if it were in mount sniffles no man would be able to get it again.  He was correct, and no man has ever tried to journey there to get the ring ever.  

Akria thought that it was a long shot if such a ring even existed, but she knew it was the only thing that we could do.  I was certain that it could be my very death if I did so, but it was our only hope.  I knew it wasn’t even really my business, not being of their people or anything, but I felt obligated to do so.  That was our plan for the time, and it was all we could hope to do.  I just hoped I could pull it off and come back alive in time.

Chapter 9

I needed to know some more information before I could undertake such a task.  Lokar told me that the surprise attack would take place in ten days.  I told him of my plan of action, and all he had for me was praise.  We too thought it would be a long shot at best, but he was glad that there was a plan after all.  He helped prepare me for the journey.  We went to his storehouse, and I was amazed.  We had so much stuff that it was hard to comprehend.  I sat in awe as he calmly looked through his stockpiles.  He even had them sorted out alphabetically.  We had made a list of supplies that I would need, and he seemed to have everything that I would need, and enough stuff left for it to have not even made a dent.  The room was almost a mile long, and it took forever to get all the supplies, but I got it all.  We had gotten everything I would need. And we checked the supply list

10 miles worth of rope, check

3 harnesses for the rope, check

5 self powered lanterns, check

2 pick axes, check

2 geologist’s hammers, check 

Notepads and pencils, check

Food and water for 9 days, check

Steaks with ribbons to mark the trail, check

2 mules to carry the supplies, check

We had gotten what we had felt was sufficient, and we were ready to get ready.  We returned to the castle, and put everything that I would need for the journey in the front hall.  The journey would begin tomorrow, and I would need my rest for the big day ahead of me.  I packed all of my clothes into my suitcase, I needed to pack light though, because I would already have enough to carry as it was.  It was already nighttime when we returned to the castle, and I was exhausted.  Akria was happy to see me when I returned, as I was happy to see her.  I knew I must rest, but I wanted to talk to her badly, and we talked for long periods of time.  It went on into the night, and the castle was quite.  She thought I was brave and foolish for what I was about to do, and I agreed.  The night went on, and then came day.

Chapter 10

The morning came quickly and without warning.  I was tired from the night before, but was still ready for the undertaking I was about to take.  I awoke, and got dresses for the day.  I went to the dining hall, and ate a hearty meal.  It could have been my last, and I wanted to enjoy it.  After breakfast I had to go.  I said farewell to Akria, and promised to return to her alive.  We sealed the promise with a kiss, and I was off.  Lokar and I went out to the side of their world.  It was a long and tedious journey, but I had to do it.  We reached it in a period of two hours, and we all needed a rest afterwards.  The mules groaned with the extremely heavy weight of the 10 miles of rope, and buckled under its weight.  Lokar and I pulled it off them, a major undertaking, and the mules were ecstatic, to say the least, when it was removed.  We decided to take a rest before we continued any farther.  We rested for 30 minutes, but it seemed like forever.  It was the most relaxing experience ever, but it as all things came to an end.  Lokar told me that we were directly above mount sniffles, and I would have to go down upon the rope.  I attached one end of the rope to a giant boulder, and I threw the rest of it over the cloud.  It fell and fell and fell.  It took a long time to hit the ground, and when it did, it pulled the boulder about ten feet.  Luckily the rope was made of a light material, and the boulder was so heavy.  We made sure that the boulder was propped up and wouldn’t move anymore, then we attached the mules to the rope, then me.  I looked down onto the small mountain below.  I knew I would have to go so I did.  I said goodbye to Lokar and jumped off the cloud.  The harnesses had a locking mechanism to them, so it stopped me from falling.  It snagged after 20 feet of free fall, and I slowly began my decent into the pits of mount sniffles.  Luckily it was a mountain that I was going to, so I only had about 7 miles until I got to it.  It was a slow process, and the mules were just confused by the whole thing.  Lokar watched us for awhile then he began his travel back to the castle.  I wasn’t so lucky, and had to wait 3 hours before I got to the summit of the mountain.  I had a long and slow process of just sitting for awhile, but there wasn’t much to do.  I sometimes looked up to see the mules and the confused looks on their faces.  Even that grew tiring after awhile, and I decided to just relax.  I couldn’t wait to get to mount sniffle, and I couldn’t wait to see what would happen when I got there.  The anticipation was killing me, choking me at my very throat, then I realized it was the rope.  I untangled myself, and saw I was getting close to the summit.  There was probably only 1 mile left, and I knew it wouldn’t be much longer now.  I took in the view, for you don’t normally get a view like I did, and just let it all come in its own natural time.

When I reached the summit of the mountain I was ready to dance.  I was so confined up on the rope that I needed to run around a little.  After my celebration dance I decided to get a good look at what I needed to do.  Mount sniffles was a volcano that hadn’t gone off for hundreds of years.  Even though that was so, I still had a fear of it erupting.  What if I were inside of it and it erupted? I could be killed, or trapped inside the volcano itself.  I decided to put my fears behind me, and I went into the pit of the retched volcano.  The mules were frightened, but who wouldn’t be?  I used the rope as a guideline, and was able to get down the side easily.  Then it hit me, I wasn’t sure where to look for the ring.  Everyone had forgotten to look over this minor fact, and once again I thought that this would end up being a false hope.  I decided I could do more good here then up there though, so I continued looking around.  I saw a small opening across the floor of lava, and I decided to investigate.  The rock beneath me was hard and firm and I didn’t think it would explode on me, so I walked towards the opening.  I didn’t see the ring anywhere on the surface of the lava, so I thought it had to be down the hole.  I looked through the hole, and it seemed that there was a passageway through it.  I tried to squeeze through, and it worked, but the mules wouldn’t fit.  It seemed like a waste to have brought them this far and then just leave them though.  I hit the whole and kicked it but nothing seemed to work.  I had to carry my own supplies from there on.  I took two lanterns, and water.  I thought it smart not to take the food.  I left the mules there with the food and the rest of the water.  Hopefully they would stay alive long enough until I returned. I didn’t want anymore death on my hands.  Before I entered the abyss, for the first time I remembered about Gumby.  I hoped that he was all right.  I had forgotten about him all of this time, and I never knew what had happened to him with the giant vulture.  It was too late for him though.  I refocused on the task at hand.  I looked to the sky one more time then entered the dark abyss.

Chapter 11

It took awhile for my eyes to adjust to the darkness.  It was a dark dry place.  Unnatural stalagmites hung from its cavernous ceiling.  It was a dreary looking place.  I pumped up the lantern, and turned it on.  There was a clear passage going downward, as if someone had already been here before.  The passageway wound downward in a spiral.  The whole area looked like a haunted house on Halloween.  The main difference was that instead of worrying about a skeleton popping out at you, now you feared the mountain exploding on you.  I could never get that dreadful feeling out of my mind, but I tried to ignore it the best as I could.  I began my decent into the labyrinth of the volcano.  I walked at a steady pace.  The walls around me seemed to scream at me with a terrifying voice.  The darkness the loneliness. It almost drove me to insanity.  I walked on and on, time passing me like the tortoise passing the hare.  It snuck up on me, and passed me by.  I was unaware of time, all boundaries seemed lost to me, except those of the volcanic walls surrounding me.  I then knew for sure that someone had been within the cavern before me.  I saw a sign on the wall of rock.  I put my lantern to it and read what it said.

Beware those who continue further.  If you continue I will eat you.  I will feed my dogs with your bones.  I will rip you limb from limb.  Your death will be long, painful, and torturous.  You will feel me eat you as you sit there writhing in pain.  Go back now before it is too late.

When I saw this I was frightened beyond belief.  I mean imagine yourself hundreds of feet below the earth’s surface, over a volcanic hot spot, getting a death threat from a mysterious stranger.  You would have been scared too.  I was in such a mess that I was running into walls.  I started screaming, “don’t eat me don’t eat me!”  I ran the wrong way though, and ran straight into a wall.  My lantern turned off and the world went black.

Chapter 12

When I awoke I was in a lighted room.  I tried to look around, but I was still in pain from running into the wall.  I tried to get a look from where I was, but I was pretty sure that I already knew I couldn’t.  I stood up, a pain migraine flowed through my body, and then I got my first look around.  I was in a small section of cave, about four by four fathoms by four fathoms.  It was completely empty except for me.  I was not sure how I had gotten there.  I tried to look for an entrance to where I was, but all I could see was more stone.  I was once again overrun by fear.  I wasn’t normally the type to be afraid by a little claustrophobia, but anything was possible at that moment.  I sat there paranoid.  I thought someone was watching me, that someone was looking on at me, laughing away.  I started yelling, but it did no good.  I calmed down once again, after several minutes, and I tried to meditate.  I was able to, and I was able to remember why I had gone down there in the first place.  I was there to get the ring, and that was what I had to do.  I came out of my meditation, and tried again, in a calmer way to look around.  

Just then I heard something move.  The ceiling of the chamber I was stuck in began to move.  I looked up, ecstatic that something was going to set me free, and waited for the ceiling to completely open.  It didn’t take long to find out who my savior was.  The boulder ceiling rolled away, and I saw him for the first time.  He was not too big, less then half a fathom, and was shaggy and dirty.  He had a dwarf looking appearance to him, and seemed rather disgruntled.  I looked into his eyes and I could tell he wanted to kill me.  He jumped down from the ceiling and walked towards me.  He looked me in the eyes and he said something to me.  I wasn’t sure what it was, but it didn’t matter.  He pulled a dagger from his hilt, and charged me.  I wasn’t sure if I was dreaming or if it had actually happened.  He easily overpowered me, and he brought the knife to my throat.  I knew it was the end, and it was.  He slit me throat, blood streaming forth, but since I didn’t have any it didn’t really.  I was dying.  I tried to say my last farewells, but the world went black.

THE END

