Chapter five

  Leigh looked at Farren who was stareing at her wide-eyed. She then turned and saw Aaron. “My god! Your ears!”

  “Is there some other way an elf’s ears are to look?” he said pointedly. He was clearly disgusted that she was human. Both of the men were completely stunned that Pangea’s champion was a she.

Leigh caught a good look at the priest in front of her. “Holyshit,” she said as one word. She backed away from them all.

  “Leigh of the House of Addiction, I am the Majist High Priest of Amity. It is I that has summoned you here and to duty.”

  Leigh was in complete dismay. She began to babble. “Am I trippin’? No, can’t be trippin’. Bad coke? Yes, that’s it. Bad coke. Laced or some shit. But what shit? This isn’t real. This is not happening. I am hallucinating. There are no such things as elves!” She shut her eyes tightly. “Okay, on the count of three I’m gonna open my eyes and the elf and that giant thing will be gone. Ready, one, two, three.” She opened her eyes. The strange ones were still there. Leigh let out a frightened squeak.

  “My child,” the priest said approaching her, “have no fear. You are safe here with us. You have been called, champion of Pangea, to save your world.”

  “Save my world?” she chuckled raising a brow.

  “From the destruction of our brother world.”

  Leigh laughed nervously. “Look dude, I don’t know what kind of funky ass shit I just put up my nose, but this is all just a little too bizzar-o for me. I’ll just skin out if you don’t mind.”

  “No, my child, you still do not understand. You are no longer on Pangea.”

  “No shit! There hasn’t been a Pangea in quite a while, man. Now if you’ll excuse me, I’m gonna catch a cab and go home. Great costumes you guys…You really had me going there for a minute-”

The majist used a bellowing voice. “You are not in L.A. You are not on your planet .You have been summoned here by me. You will go on a quest with these two men and retrieve the crystal of fire or you will have no L.A. to return to!”

Leigh suddenly realized that this was no hallucination, nor was it a masquerade. These beings were real. The reality of the situation was hitting her as the majist yelled at her. All at once she knew what was going on here as if the information was just implanted in mind. She began to tremble, primarily out of shock.

  The priest gently took her hand and led her back to the men. “Aaron of the House of Chious, Farren of the House of Windsor, I present to you Leigh of the House of Addiction, champion of Pangea. You all will understand the change of being pulled through the vortex. Here on Amity she is of all three of our races; elven, human, and majist.”

  Farren greeted her first. “The honor is mine, fair lady.”

  Aaron bowed to her. “A pleasure.”

  Leigh nodded at the men. “Hey,” she replied dazed.

  A majist servant entered from behind the gilded doors. He waited

  The priest sighed heavily. “Go now and become aquatinted,” the priest said. “My majic weakens me. You leave at daybreak.”

The party was led to Leigh’s room.  It was nearly identical to the other suites. She stood by the window stareing out at the courtyard. Aaron took a stand by the door, arms folded across his chest. Farren stood somewhere between the two. Both could see the distant look in her eyes. Like some surreal detachment of the senses. They felt badly for her.

  Finally, Farren broke the silence. He couldn’t stand it any longer. ”What is your home like in L.A. Leigh of the House of Addiction?”

  She turned and looked at him blankly. “Don’t call me that.”

  “Pardon? Is it not your name?”

  Leigh thought about it for a moment. “I suppose some may think so. Just call me Leigh. I’d prefer to be on a first name basis if we gotta be stuck in the damn twilight zone together.”

  Aaron and Farren exchanged a puzzled glance. “As you wish.” Aaron responded.

  The bookshelf caught Leigh’s attention and she was drawn to it. She pulled a book off the shelf that was written in the ancient high speech. “ ‘The Lion, the Witch and the Wardrobe’,”she read.

  Farren gasped. “Nor! She reads the ancient words!”

  “What are you talking about? It’s written in plain english.” She put the book on the shelf and looked over the other titles. She had read quite a few. 

    Aaron studied her. “Do you have questions, Leigh? ”he asked.

  “Sure,” she scoffed. “Where am I? What the hell am I doing here? What the hell was that…thing? And while I’m at it, just what the fuck are you supposed to be? You aint no Billbo Baggins that’s for sure.”

  Aaron sighed, disgusted and annoyed. “Our mission is to retrieve the crystal of fire and bring it back to the Majist High Priest. Only you may handle the object. If we fail, we are all doomed I gather. As for the ‘thing’ to which you refer, he is the Majist High Priest. Supreme Being and law of our world. I certainly know not who this Mr. Baggins is, but I am an elven man, Leigh. We are in Majist City.”

Leigh started to laugh.  “I’m not even high. All that shit and I’m not even high.”

  Again the men exchanged the look. “We are up quite high actually,” Farren remarked.

  Leigh shrieked with laughter. “Oh shit! Where’s the booze?”

After hours of further explanation, Leigh came to understand all of what was happening to her. Aaron was eloquent and patient in responding to her, as Farren was gentle and sympathetic. She comprehended her position and mission, but she was still in shock. She couldn’t feel the effects of any of the drugs she had taken back home. Within a few hours she also noticed she was not craving a cigarette. She could tell something had been done her to improve her senses. The air smelled clean here.

  They dined that evening together in Leigh’s chamber and talked some more. They exchanged a brief background of themselves to her, but nothing too personal. She would have sworn she saw hate flare in Farren’s eyes when Aaron discussed his business. She got the idea Aaron wasn’t too big on humans and apparently, vise versa.  Leigh kept her life to herself.     

   That night as she lie in bed trying to sleep, she thought of home. By now Jaz must be worried about her. And when could she go home anyway? What lie ahead for Leigh of the House of Addiction….   

  Shortly before dawn the three were awakened by majist servants and fed breakfast. Once they had dressed and eaten, the party was lead by a lone majist down the stairs and into a great hall. A magnificent chamber ornately designed.  High walls met with cathedral ceilings. The ceiling was painted in here as well. Various scenes of the messengers of Nor interacting with majist prophets.

  Leigh took a moment to reflect upon these images. She gaped in wonder. the messengers of Nor bore a striking resemblance to Michelangelo’s angels that adorn the Sistine Chapel. In the midst of her wonder, another realization struck her. The majists resembled the angels! They were the same height and stature. The same beautiful faces, innocent expressions filled with joy, eyes full of knowledge. The same graceful limbs. The only difference was the wings and the light aura and around the messengers. 

  “My god,” she breathed. She looked from the art to the majist man before her. He was clearly much younger than any other she had yet seen. Gorgeous dark curls framed his smooth, porcelain like face. His hair was silklike, neatly combed. He towered over her by almost two feet. The majist looked down on her with eyes blue like the ocean. There was no doubt in her mind any longer. Call it God or Nor or the force for all she gave a shit. These creatures were divine somehow. Her mission was genuine. She knew then that at whatever cost she had to see this quest to the end.

  Intermittently along the walls hung veloptoius paintings The real reason for coming into this room was obvious. Various weapons also adorned the walls. A collection of mostly medieval weapons. Nothing of modern destructive capabilities.

  “Choose one,” the majist bade.

  The three looked from each other, to the majist, to the walls. They browsed about for a few minutes Aaron choose a pack of throwing stars. He knew quite well how to use them. Farren choose a staff, he didn’t want anything too lethal. Leigh did not choose. She felt like this were some sort of a test. Instead she faced the majist.

  “I have myself, “ she said.” I have always gotten by until now. Why should I choose?”

  The man nodded, contentedly. “As you wish. You know what you should do.”

  From the great hall they were led out of the palace to the gates where three well packed horses awaited their riders. Aaron was comforted to see his steed again. The previous night had seemed to him to last too long.

  “You have food, water, and bedrolls on the horses,” a majist gatekeeper informed them.

  Both Aaron and Farren tied their original baggage to their respected animals. All mounted up. The gates of the palace wall were thrown open and they rode out.

  They had been on course for a few hours when Leigh asked, “Can we take a break? My ass is getting a little sore. I really haven’t done any riding in years.”  

  Aaron halted them, as requested, and all dismounted to stretch their limbs.

  “What is a year?” Farren asked her.

  “Duh,” she picked, but the look on his face told her he didn’t have a clue. She sighed. “It’s a measurement of time. Three hundred and sixty five days is one year on my calendar.”

  “We measure time in harvest season,” Aaron reported.

Farren continued to look puzzled. He questioned Leigh, “If you have not rode in a year, how do you get around? Do you run?”

  Leigh laughed. “That will be the day! No, we drive.”

  “Drive what?

  Leigh gave Farren a funny look. "Uh, cars. You know, automobiles.”

  “We do not have autobeels here, “Farren said matter of factly. “Are they easily trained?”

  “Trained? They’re machines. Don’t you rednecks have machines?”

  Aaron interjected, “We have windmills and some digging equipment for mining. I have running water, heat and a stove, even a cold box in the kitchen at Chious Manner. That is about the extent of it. Of course we have many fine tools-”

  “What about computers and shit?”

  “We do not know computers or this shit of which you speak,” Aaron replied. “They must also be marvels of your world.”

  Leigh bent over laughing. “Oh believe me, everyplace has shit. Actually, it has two meanings. One, something unpleasant. Two, well…poop. You know; turds, crap, feces?”

  Aaron crinkled his nose in disgust. “How crude.”

  Farren hid a smile in his hand. Personally he found shit to be rather amusing. He could see Aaron’s disgust clearly. He savored the moment then decided to move on. “You were telling us of autobeels?” he directed at Leigh.

She straightened, amused. “Yeah, cars. They’re like carriages without horses. They have an engine and shit like that.”

  “You mean to say that they run on manure?” Aaron tried to correct.

  “No.”

  “But you said,  ‘and shit like that’ ,” Aaron repeated.

  “No,no,no, Shit can mean different stuff.”

  “So not feces then?”

  “Look Aaron, do you know what slang is? It’s a lower sort of speech. We use it a lot where I come from. Shit happens, ya’ know!”

  Aaron’s brow went up. “Indubitably.”

Leigh laughed at him. “Nevermind,” he said. She stretched her back and began rubbing her thighs, then her rear end. Lastly, she took care of her ‘wedgie’.

  Aaron watched for a moment before speaking up. “Good Nor woman! You mustn’t do that in front of a gentleman have you no breeding?”

  “Do what?”

“Rub yourself that way. It’s a bit suggestive.”

Leigh scowled at him. "Check it out, elfie,” she retorted, “my ass hurts, my thighs are sore, and my crotch isn’t feeling so good either-”

Aaron’s eyes were wide. “Your crotch is not appropriate conversation-”

  “Hey!” Now Leigh’s temper was stirred. “Don’t cut me off!”

  “Behave yourself woman!”

  “Screw you! Need I remind you that I was just dragged across a dimension yesterday? I will do whatever the hell I want and if I wanna bitch about my crotch I will. Don’t piss me off blondie! I swear, I’ll knock you on your ass!”

  Although Aaron was not familiar with the exact vocabulary, he got the point quite clearly. He was angry and more disgusted then ever by her attitude. “Miss, your company leaves a lot to be desired. I have met grunts with better manners.”

  “What the hell is a grunt?”

  Farren was agitated. “I am a grunt,” he mumbled through clenched teeth.

  “A grunt is a dirty, undereducated, perverse human! The lowest form of life in existence!” Aaron shouted. His pallid complexion was now stained red in his cheeks.

  Leigh looked at Farren. “You gonna let him talk about you like that?” she instigated.

  “I have an education,” he growled, his eyes fixed upon Aaron.

  “Oh great. So your both asholes?”

  Farren was aggravated. In a loud voice he responded, “I don’t even know what an asshole is!” Then he spoke to both of them. “In case you haven’t noticed, we are all stuck in this situation together. We have to depend on each other. The fate of both our home worlds is at stake here. Fighting only makes a hard situation even harder think we need to put our personal feelings aside. Now, will you two quit your bickering?!”

  Aaron and Leigh stared at him surprised for a moment. The quiet one, go figure.

  Aaron regained his composure and turned to Leigh. “My apologies, my lady. I shall try to be more sympathetic to your dilemma if you think it possible to conduct yourself in a more desirable fashion.”

  Leigh grinned at Aaron. She stepped very close to him and whispered, “I can give you desirable all right.”

  Aaron blushed at her suggestive overtones. He cleared his throat and replied, “Very well then.”

  “I think we should be getting on now,” suggested Farren.

  “Yes,” Aaron agreed. “Let us use as much of the days light as we can. We can make camp just outside the forrest tonight if we ride fast enough.”

  The group mounted up and continued north. Aaron took the lead again, so it was to be throughout their journey. They stopped only briefly that afternoon for lunch. Through most of the days ride Farren asked Leigh questions about her world. She was happy to explain cars, planes, computers and other devices of her modern world. Aaron occasionally shouted out orders to correct their course. Farren produced a flute like instrument from his satchel and played some.

  Towards sunset a treeline appeared on the horizon. They rode on until it was nearly dark. They made their camp in the tall grass as the last light fled the sky.

  The three unrolled their bedrolls around a small campfire. Exhausted, Leigh barely ate anything and immediately dropped off to sleep after casting her plate aside. Aaron stretched out looking up at the stars. Within a short time he too was lost in slumber.

  Farren starred off into the direction of the woods. He watched for something in the darkness for hours. When he could stay awake no longer, Farren finally succumbed to a light sleep.

