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“We have to do this.”  Ten year old Jack protested to his sister as they climbed the hill path, fighting to keep their footing against the wind and the driving waves of rain. “We have to bring her the flowers!”

“Jack!” His fourteen-year-old sister Helene yelled from behind him. “It’s too much!”

As if to make her point, lighting flashed across the deep grey sky, and thunder cracked all around them. The storm had swept up on them as they had climbed the oceanside hill after dinner, now night was falling and the storm was getting worse.

“It’s her birthday!” Jack yelled over the wind and gestured toward the cemetery gates which stood before them. “She needs to know we remember her!”

“Jack! She knows!” Helene sprinted forward and grabbed her brother’s jacket. “We have to get to shelter!”

“No!” Jack tore free of his sister and ran through the gates. Grasping the flowers tightly, he held his free hand over his eyes to try and block the rain as he looked for the marker.

Helene ran after him, but just as she caught up to her brother a huge flash of lighting filled the hilltop with light and blinded and deafened both of them. They dropped to the ground and huddled behind a large tombstone, afraid for their lives. 

As her senses returned, Helene looked up, and it was then she saw the light.

At the peak of the hilltop, a swirling circle light had appeared and as Helene watched, a beautiful woman with long flowing brown hair stepped through. She looked a little older than Helene’s sister who had just left for university, and wore a simple yellow summer dress. The circle vanished as she passed through, and the woman started to make her way casually down the gravel hillside path towards where the children huddled.

“Helene look! The rain!” Jack gasped.

As the woman drew closer, following the path that would take her near to where the children hid, Helene could see that the rain that still poured down around them was going around the woman. It was as though a bubble surrounded her, and inside all was calm and dry, the rain and wind bending around the bubble rather than touching her. 

Helene drew her brother’s face to her chest, fearing they were looking at a ghost.

“Don’t look Jack, it’s bad luck to see her.”

She watched as the woman passed them by, oblivious to the children in the storm, and went through the cemetery gates. The woman paused on the other side of the gates, and there was another flash of lightning that blinded Helene. 

When the spots cleared from Helene’s eyes, the woman was gone.



*

*

*

In a small seaside town in Eastern Europe, a stranger was drawing attention.

Dressed in a blue and white hockey jacket and jeans, and wearing sunglasses, the stranger made his way quickly through the down streets, trying to ignore the attention he was getting. 

Eventually, he stopped in front of a store window and pretended to look at the clocks inside, then raised his hand and pulled back his sleeve to reveal a rather large and cumbersome looking “watch”. 

“Pixelle, what am I supposed to be looking for?” Brad whispered.

“Look for anything out of the ordinary. The dimensional shift I picked up there last night was the strongest one I’ve seen all week.” Replied a high-pitched female voice.

“Great, more broken ribs.”

“I am sorry Brad, you volunteered to become a D-Ranger.”

“Yeah. Yeah. How am I supposed to find something strange when I don’t even speak the language here myself?”

“You do, Brad. As long as you wear the D-Shifter, you can speak and understand any known language. Try to blend in with the local populace.”

Brad looked down at his Toronto Maple Leafs jacket and jeans.

“Ya know, Pixelle. I just don’t see that happening.”

“A witch!” Yelled a boy’s voice from behind Brad.

Brad spun, and across the cobblestone street he could see a young boy of about ten standing in front of a fashion-model thin woman about Brad’s age with long wavy brown hair wearing a yellow dress. He was pointing his finger up at her, and beside him was a confused looking middle aged local police officer in a quasi-military uniform with a big moustache.

“She’s a witch!” Reasserted the boy.

“Well now, young Jack.” Said the officer. “What’s this here?”


“Officer Pala, this lady, she’s a witch! My sister and I saw her come from the storm last night, out in the graveyard!”


“Jack.” The officer warned, threat creeping into his voice. “If your father hears you saying these things, he’ll tan your hide.”


As Brad watched, a crowd was starting to form around them.


“But, Officer! It’s true. She’s a stranger, isn’t she? Does anyone know her?”


The girl, who had just looked curious, was starting to look nervous as the people in the crowd looked at each other and glanced at her, whispering.


Brad saw a chance, and took it.

“Lisabelle!”

The gathered people turned to look at Brad as he rushed up and pushed past them.


“Lisabelle, what happened to you?” Brad asked, trying to look concerned and giving the girl a wink as she looked questioningly at him. “Is everything okay?”

“Sir, can I ask who you and the miss, are?” Officer Pala asked.


Brad reached over and puts his hand on her shoulder, turning to look at the officer and smiling, slightly embarrassed.


“Brian Rose, sir. And, this is my sister Lisabelle. We’re travelling here for the summer, we’re students from Canada.”


“Oh, I see! Canadians, eh?”


“Yes sir. We were supposed to register or tell someone when we came into town?”


Officer Pala laughed. “No, no young man you weren’t. This isn’t like the old days, you can go as you please! We’re always happy for visitors!”


“Thank you sir! I’m sorry if my sister has been causing trouble.”


Jack stepped forward and shouted in protest. “Officer! Ask them about the graveyard! I saw her there myself!”


The woman knelt down to look at the young boy at his level. 


“I am sorry, young man. I was out for a walk last night; I wandered into your graveyard without knowing it. Did I cause a problem?”


The boy looked at her and gulped, then took a step back, shaking his head. 


“N…no!” He said, obviously scared.


“Alright, I’ve heard enough.” The officer announced, grabbing the back of Jack’s chequered shirt. “You Jack, are coming with me, we’re going to see your father about this!” Then he looked at Brad and the woman apologetically. “Sorry about this folks, enjoy your stay!”


“Oh sure, it’s no problem.”  Brad answered, watching them go. 


Then he looked at the woman, who looked back at him and smiled what Brad thought was one of the most beautiful smiles he had ever seen. Her blue eyes shined, and the sun showed the freckles which dusted her cheeks.


“Thank you,” she said.


“Ahh. No problem!” Brad stuttered, failing to keep himself from grinning.

“Excuse me?”


Both of them turned to look at an old woman, dressed in soft worn clothes, and hand shaking slightly, the grey-haired woman held out a yellow rose towards the young woman. 

 “I am so sorry for you to be treated like that. Please don’t think badly of us.”


The brown haired girl smiled warmly, and accepted the flower from the old woman.


“Thank you, as well.”


The old woman smiled back, and then bowed slightly and moved away.


“So, what’s your name?” Brad asked her after watching her admire the flower a moment.


“My name…. is Lisabelle.” She smiled. 


“No way? You mean I was right?”


“Of course! You are very smart. Are you from Canada?”


“Yeah, I’m kind’ve a tourist here. How about you, where are you from?”


“I’m from a town like this one, but very far away.”


“Ah, you’re a mystery girl.”


“Isn’t that the best kind? It’s very romantic, don’t you think?”


“Yeah, well.” Brad frowned. “I never liked mysteries much.”


“You should learn, they make life more interesting.”

Brad gestured towards the marketplace further along the street. “I’m walking around the town today, do you want to join me?”


“I would love to.” She nodded. “Strangers should help each other, don’t you think?”


“Yeah, I think I can agree with that.”




*

*

*


As the afternoon wore on, the two of them wandered the marketplace, eventually ending up sitting having ice cream at a café near the oceanside, watching the boats going into and out of the harbour. 


“So, can I ask you a question?”


“Only if I may ask you one.” Lisabelle said mischievously.


“Fair enough.” Brad smiled back. “What were you doing at that graveyard last night?”


“As I said, I was out for a walk.”


“Wasn’t there a big storm last night?”


“Mmmmm. It was so beautiful, I love the power of the storm.”


“You go out for walks in storms? Isn’t that kinda dangerous?”


She smiled.


“Only if you make it angry.”


“What does that mean?”


“Four questions, time is up!” She made a bubble popping gesture with her hands and they both laughed. 

“Very well then, my turn.”

“Okay then. What do you want to know?”

“Let me see…” Lisabelle gazed around the harbour, her smile slowly becoming more wistful and a far-away look appearing in her eyes. “Tell me…About your family?”


“Okay. Well, my Dad’s an autoworker, same as my granddad. My mom, she’s a nurse, works the night shift at the hospital, same shift as my dad. When I was a kid my friends used to tease me and say my parents were vampires because they only came out of at night!”


They both laughed.


“I’ve got two sisters, Mandy and Karen, both of them are still in high school. Mandy’s job is trying to give my father a heart attack, Karen’s job is trying to get a scholarship so my parents don’t have to pay for her school.”


“You love them both, don’t you?”


“Yeah, well, we fight a lot, especially me and Karen, but yeah, I guess I do love them a lot.” 


“It’s wonderful isn’t it? To come from a large family.”


“You do too?”


“Mmm,” Lisabelle nodded. “I have sixteen brothers and sisters.”


“Sixteen?!?! No way!!”


“No, I do. In my village a woman is rated by how many children she can have, and my mother’s the top lady. I was child number two, so she’s been pregnant most of my life, I think if she weren’t pregnant it would look pretty strange. I’d walk up to her and say “who’s my mom, you? Not a chance!””


“Wow…. Sixteen! I can’t imagine that!”


“It’s true though. We were very close, and I loved them all, especially during the holidays. Can you imagine that many pairs of boots in front of the fireplace? Waiting to be filled?”


“Yeah, that sounds pretty cool. You must miss them a lot?”


“I do, more than anything…” Lisabelle said sadly, staring out at the sea. Brad did the same, thinking about the parents he hadn’t called in too long.


Their reverie was broken by a voice from outside.



“Jack!?! Jack, where are you?”


Both of them turned to see a young teenage girl wandering around, calling a boy’s name. The girl stopped and was about to come up to them when she saw Lisabelle and her face turned angry. She stormed up to them and looked Lisabelle in the face.


“What have you done with my brother, witch!?!”


Brad quickly stepped between them.


“Look. She didn’t do anything with your brother. I’ve been with her the whole afternoon.”


“And, why should I believe you? You could be in league with her!”


“Umm, “ Brad hesitated. “That’s a very good point! Well…. You should believe me because she’s not a witch, she’s a tourist.”


“She can still be a witch!”


Lisabelle gently nudged Brad aside and bent down slightly to face the girl.


“I’m sorry if I scared you, little sister. But, I am not a witch, and I do not know what happened to your brother.”


The girl stared at her, unbelieving.


“Listen.” Brad told her. “You tell us what happened, and when you last saw him, and we’ll help you look for him, okay?”


Looking at Brad, Helene’s look softened a little.


“He was in trouble with our father, the officer brought him home saying he’d been lying and causing trouble.” She glanced angrily at Lisabelle. “He was just telling the truth, but our father was still mad because we were out last night, and hit him. Now he’s run away.”


“Alright,” Brad said, trying to calm her down. “Where does he go when he gets angry?”


“I…don’t know. I asked his friends, but they didn’t see him.”


“A boy goes to his mother.” Lisabelle commented.


“Our mother’s dead! She’s in the graveyard where we saw you last night!”


Brad looked at Lisabelle and nodded. “I think you’re right.”




*

*

*


They found Jack kneeling on the green grass in front of the grave marker, eyes puffy from crying, and hands locked together as he mumbled something to himself and the mother he had lost. They had approached quietly, and he still didn’t know they were there.


“Jack!” Helene called out, and ran to him.


Jack suddenly looked up and saw his sister, he looked like he didn’t know whether to smile or cry, but then he saw Brad and Lisabelle, and his expression changed to one of fear. The boy jumped up, and as he sister reached him, he backed away from her, never taking his eyes off Lisabelle.


“No…Stay away…” 


“Jack,” Helene told him. “It’s okay. It’s okay.”


“No, she’s a witch Helene…She’s a witch!”


Jack turned and ran, fear giving him speed.


“Jack!” Helene ran after him, Brad and Lisabelle right behind her.


The three of them ran up the hillside, dodging around the grave markers as they tried to catch up with Jack. Before they could reach him, the boy ducked into the field of tall grass next to the cliffside and was gone, disappearing among the overgrowth.


“Jack! Come back! It’s okay!” Brad called out as he started to wade in among the grass. “She doesn’t want to hurt you!”


Helene and Lisabelle did the same, taking different directions.


“Pixelle,” Brad whispered into his D-Shifter. “Can you find him?”


“He’s twenty metres Northeast of your position.” Pixelle replied.


“Thanks.” 


Brad ran in the direction that Pixelle specified, but quickly ran out of grass as the field met the air of the rocky oceanside cliffs. Approaching slowly, Brad cautiously looked over the side.


Jack was a few metres below him edging along a short ledge. 


Beyond Jack was another twenty-metre drop and the green rocks of low tide.


Aww hell! Brad thought. 


“Did you find him?” Helene ran up beside Brad, Lisabelle following.


“Yeah, I found him.” Brad pointed down.


“Jack! You get up here right now!” Helene barked.


Jack didn’t reply, he just kept moving along the ledge.


“Maybe he knows what he’s doing.” Brad commented. “He knew the ledge was there, maybe he’ll be okay?”


“Help.” Whimpered Jack.


The looked back down, and Brad could see Jack’s foot had slipped, the boy grabbing onto a rocky outcropping to keep himself from falling. He’d fallen a bit, and couldn’t get his feet back on the ledge again, it was too high.


He’s not gonna last… Brad got ready to use his D-Shifter, pulling back his sleeve. He couldn’t fly, but he might be able to get himself under the boy in time. He stopped when he felt every hair on his body suddenly rise, and when he turned to look at Lisabelle, she was surrounded by a blue light.


Brad felt the air suddenly rush up from beneath the cliff, and there was a thunderous roar as it suddenly went from strong to hurricane level. Jack came flying up past them, hurtling up into the air, and then arching down towards the fields behind them.


Brad moved instantly, running hard through the grass until he managed to get under the falling boy. He jumped slightly into the air, grabbing the boy, and then pulled the boy close and ducked and rolled as the inertia carried them both to the ground. They tumbled a few times, and then Brad let go, the two of them ending up lying next to each other on the ground.


“You okay kid?”


Jack just lay there looking at the sky, seemingly in shock, and then suddenly sat up and looked around as the women came running up. Helene skidding onto her knees beside him and hugged him.


“You dummy!” She yelled at her brother.


“Miss,” Jack looked up at Lisabelle questioningly. 


“Yes?” She smiled sweetly down at him.


“Can I do it again?”




*

*

*


Brad and Lisabelle watched the two children disappear into their home, their father’s words of concern carrying into the air. A cool wind had come up, and the afternoon was beginning to descend into evening.


“They’re good kids.” Brad commented as they turned and started down the tree lined country lane.


“Yes,” Lisabelle agreed quietly. “They are.” 


They continued to walk silently until they came to a fork in the road.


“Which way are you going?” She asked.


“To town,” Brad answered, pointing right. “You?”


“My hostel is this way,” Lisabelle said, pointing left.


Brad nodded. “Do you want me to walk you back?”


“No,” she smiled. “Thank you. I’ll be fine.”


“Okay,” he said facing her. “I guess this is goodbye then.”


“Thank you, Brian.” She stepped close and kissed him on the cheek. “I had a wonderful time.”


“Me too,” he said hoarsely as she pulled back, and they looked into each other’s eyes. “I’m glad…We had this chance.”


Both of them stared at each other, wanting to say so many things. 


“Remember me?” She asked.


“Always.” He replied.


Then she turned and he watched her walk away.


When she was gone, Brad sighed, and then started to walk quickly towards town.


“Pixelle,” he said into the D-Shifter. “I want you to run a scan for anything really old.”




*

*

*


Lisabelle stood in the graveyard, watching the orange sun dip beneath the ocean. 


As the last of it was swallowed by the sea, she took a deep breath and then reached into the hidden pockets of her dress. Producing two metal bracelets, she slipped them onto her slender wrists and brought them together in front of her. 


The moment they touched, energy washed up her arms and quickly covered her, leaving in it’s place skin tight green armour with dark grey ceramic plates covering the chest, shoulders, forelegs and forearms. A belt hung from her hips, holstered gun at her side, and a green hair-band drew her hair back from her face, showing off the emerald sea-serpent tattoo which sat above her right eye.


Green Serpent Enforcer Sala slipped a small box off her belt, and flipping it open punched a code into the keypad inside. A few feet in front of her, a point of light suddenly appeared in the darkness, expanding in a swirling pattern until it was a circle of white light. Through that light came a mirror-visored Blood Rain Trooper with a red helmet who immediately marched over to where Sala stood waiting.


“My troops are at your command, Enforcer.” He announced as behind him black-helmeted soldiers began to pour through the gate. “We need only your orders.”


Sala turned and looked towards the distant town. 


“The Gate of Ra is beneath that population centre, do what you have to in order to retrieve it.” 


“And the inhabitants?”


“We are of the Blood Rain. Kill those who resist, take the rest as slaves.”




*

*

*


 As one, the troopers marched into the darkened town, smashing through windows and doors as they spread out to take control of the area. Sala walked behind them with the Troop Commander, watching the black armoured soldiers work, but quickly noticed that something was very wrong.


“Commander,” reported a soldier. “There are no inhabitants in this town. It is empty.”


“They should not know we are coming,” the Commander looked at Sala.


Sala shook her head.


“Have First Squad check to see if they are hiding,” the Commander ordered. “Tell the rest of them to proceed to the co-ordinates the Enforcer has given us.”


“As you wish, Commander.”




*

*

*


It took the troopers two hours of digging through layer upon layer of cobblestone and mud packed together by hundreds of years of use to reach the “gate”. Buried beneath a corner of the town marketplace, the “gate” consisted of what looked to be two ancient smooth marble stone pillars over ten metres tall that Sala had them raise and place side by side, a few metres apart.


Walking around them, she ran her fingers over the marble, watching it shine in the worklights and feeling its smoothness. 


“Will they still function?” The Commander asked, looking over the pillars.


“I think so,” Sala replied. “They will need new power cells, but Ra’s craftsmanship was excellent. They are one of the few mass-transport gates left on this world, with them we will be able to bring through vehicles and large equipment. No longer will we be limited to the portals.”


“Your father will be proud.”


“Yes,” Sala agreed. “I believe he will. Bring up the power-cells I had you bring, we will begin bringing through the transports as soon as it’s fully charged.”


“Yes, Enforcer.” 


The Commander turned and led the troops away, leaving Sala standing alone at the gate as she studied it, trying to find the control system. She was slowly moving around, reading the hieroglyphics when she heard footsteps coming across the square. 

A single shadowy figure stepped from the darkness into the circle of worklights as Sala’s hand went for her gun, then stopped and relaxed.


“Brian.”


Hands in his jacket pockets, Brad walked up to stand on the other side of the pillars from Sala.


“Hey Lisabelle, howya doing?”


“Brian, you should have stayed away.” Sala said, regret in her voice.


“I could say the same thing about you, Lisabelle.”


“I am Sala, Enforcer of the Green Serpent Clan of the Blood Rain Syndicate.”


Brad nodded sadly. “So, I guess you’re not going to leave then.”


“Once we can move the Gate, we will take it to another location.”


“And, more people are gonna die.”

 
“You could join us, become one of the clan.”


“You could quit, be Lisabelle again.”


“They are my family.”


“The people of this village are family too, and you don’t respect them.” Brad snapped. “What about Jack and Helene? You know what will happen when the Blood Rain is through with this world.”


“People are like roaches, they survive.” Sala was getting frustrated.


“I can’t believe you just said that.”


“I don’t care what you believe. You are in my way.”


Brad brought his D-Shifter up into view.


“D-Armour…Activate!”


Swirling yellow energy replaced Brad’s clothes with Red and Black combat armour, the five-diamonds of the D-Corps symbol on his chest glowing brightly as he took a step forward. 


“Yes.” He said. “I am.”

 
“So, it’s true.” She said, her voice suddenly filled with regret. “I thought I saw it on your arm this afternoon, at the cliff.”


“I’m not going to let the Blood Rain have this, Sala. It’s too important.”


A blue aura flared about Sala, and Pixelle screamed in Brad’s ear. 


Brad leapt forward and to the right, trying to do a drop and roll but suddenly he was picked up and thrown forward as a column of pressurised air slammed down into the place where he had been and washed over the ground. The wave of air carried him tumbling until he managed to grab onto an old stone post meant for tying up horses and use it as an anchor.


There was now a vortex of air whirling around the town square, thunderously picking up dust and debris and turning shattered windows into deadly glass shards. Brad could feel things bouncing off his armour as he tried to hold on, tried to get a bearing on where Sala was. 


Then he realised something, he could still see light to his right, the worklights weren’t moving. 


Of course! She won’t risk the pillars. He thought, as he got his feet rooted to the ground, using the post as a windbreak. But, how do I get to her?


“D-Blaster! Autofire stun mode.”


Spray and pray, he decided and aimed the energy pistol towards the lights, pressing the trigger.


After a few seconds of firing, the wind suddenly died down, and deciding that he must have hit something, Brad sprang to his feet and began to bolt towards the pillars.


Sala was waiting, gun drawn.


Both of them fired.


Sala’s shot caught Brad in the right side, and he didn’t need the indicator to tell him the shot had almost penetrated his armour. He dodged to the left, still firing.


Sala didn’t even flinch, she just stood there shooting at him. His shots struck her, and blue sparks crackled over her armour, but there was no other visible effect.


Damn! Brad put one of the pillars between him and Sala. 


“D-Blaster down. D-Sabre, low charge mode!”


“Brad, it won’t work.” Pixelle told him. “Her armour will absorb it like the blaster bolts, you need to use full power.”


“Pixelle, I can’t. It might kill her.”


“Brad, if you don’t, she will kill you. She is an Enforcer, she has been trained to do this her whole life. She has the training, you don’t.”





*

*

*


Sala began to slowly walk around the pillar, keeping her distance and gun ready. 


When she reaching the other side, there was no sign of the D-Ranger.


Unsure, she started to step back further.


Too late, Brad came down at her from above, the flat of his blade slamming into her right wrist and sending her gun flying. His other hand extended in a closed-fist backhand which hit her square in the face, sending her flying up and back.


Sala’s training kicked in, and with a slight wind-enhanced push she did a backwards summersault and landed in a fighting pose facing Brad. Then she dashed forward, raining down a series of punches and kicks as Brad did his best to block and slowly backed off. 


She was much faster than he was, and for every hit he blocked, one got through.


Suddenly her foot was impacting into the side of his helmet, and Brad found himself trying to think where it had come from as other hits began to impact. Stronger than a normal human, she knew exactly where to hit and even his own enhanced strength and armour were starting to give way. Suddenly it was all he could do to defend himself, and then her heel impacted into his helmet’s chin.


Brad saw the sky and felt himself falling backwards.


He hit the ground with his head spinning, he couldn’t focus.


Lisabelle…No…Sala was above him, a knife appeared in her hand, it glowed orange with power.


“Goodbye, Brian.” Sala said coldly and raised the knife.


“Detonate.” Brad replied.


Sala looked at him questioningly, and then the world went white with light and thunder.




*

*

*


Brad looked at the flowers that sat on the stand beside his hospital bed. 


“Yellow roses.” He smiled ironically at the gift young Helene had left him minutes before.


He had been there for almost two weeks, thankful for public funded health-care. The people in the town had found him among the rubble when they returned from the shelters he had sent them to, badly bruised and with a concussion and several broken ribs. It had taken him two days to regain consciousness, and he was still on major-strength painkillers. Soon, he would check out and D-Shift home to see if he still had a job.


“They are most pretty, I think.” Pixelle said from where the tiny holographic fairy stood on his chest.


“Do you think she survived, Pixelle?”


“Brad…” Pixelle turned and looked at him, shaking her head sadly. “It is a miracle you survived.”


“Yeah, that was kinda stupid. But, I had to make sure they didn’t get those pillars, even if I didn’t make it.”


“Do you always fight expecting to lose?”


“You said it yourself Pixelle, I’m outgunned and outclassed. All I have on my side is brains.”


“It is not a proper way to fight.”


“Yeah well, all’s fair in…war.”

Fin.

