Chapter four

  Aaron arrived at the palace in Majist City very late in the evening. A guard allowed him passages through the gates and two others met him on the other side of the castle walls. One man took his horse to the stables to feed, water, and rest the animal. The other led Aaron into the palace. He was led up a winding stairway and down two long corridors. Finally, they reached his assigned suite. Aaron was shown in and left alone. None of the majist servants had spoken a word to him.

  Alone, Aaron investigated his surroundings. A large, full bookcase lined one wall. Most of the books were written in the ancient high speech, but there were a few in common language. He selected one of these, a book of law, and took it over to the desk on the other wall. He had been reading for less than an hour when another servant brought him a late meal. Aaron disregarded the book long enough to enjoy the rich food at a small dinning table. He kept his eyes on the door and listened intently for noise in the hall outside. Nothing. He finished the food and returned to the book on the desk.

  Shortly before midnight a majist man knocked and entered. “Now what?” Aaron thought to himself nervously. “Sir?” he asked aloud.

  “I am to inform you that his Excellency shall be meeting with you at high mid-day in the morrow,” the man said. “I am sure that you are wondering why it is you are here.”

 Aaron nodded. “I have committed no crime. I am not of special nobility…I do admit that I am rather confused.”

  The majist looked at Aaron understandingly. “Rest assured that you are in no peril here. You are not here to be punished. I cannot tell you more then that. You will find out all that you need to know when you meet with the High Priest.” He put a long white hand on the door handle. “Your horse is being boarded at the stables. He is well, tired from your journey, but a beautiful specimen. You may feel free to inspect him in the morn.” With these final words, the man departed.

  A great relief swept over Aaron. At least he now knew that he was in no mortal danger. He took the book in hand and lie down on the massive bed. As he drifted off to sleep his mind turned over a single question. “What am I here for?”

  Farren arrived in the city shortly after daybreak. He made his way to the palace and was granted entry immediately by the sentinel. A majist met him at the entrance and escorted him inside. Farren was led to a room adjacent to Aaron’s suite. Just as they had not spoken to Aaron, the majists were silent in Farren's company as well.

  A servant brought him a large breakfast and laid it on a small dinning table in Farren’s quarters. Ravenously he ate the meal. With a stomach now as full as his mind, Farren lie down on the immense bed in the center of the room. He was completely exhausted from his journey across the plains.

  After a brief rest, a majist servant knocked lightly and entered the room. Farren quickly got off the bed, and standing he bowed at the waist. “This is it,” he thought to himself.

  The majist spoke to Farren in a relaxing tone of voice. “Fear not, Farren of the house of Windsor. I have come to inform you that his holiness shall meet with you soon; when the sun is at its highest in the sky. You need not fear punishment, you are here for other proposes.”

  “What is it then?”

  “It is not for me to say.” The tall one turned back to the door. “Another shall be here soon to escort you to the High Priest’s chamber. Nor be with you.” The majist left Farren alone.

  Farren looked about his big room. A bookshelf caught his attention and he went to it. Most of the books were written in the ancient high language, but he did find a poetry book in the language common among them. He carefully took it off the shelf and carried it to the desk. He spent the remainder of the time reading to himself in a whisper.

At mid-day a majist servant came to Aaron. The elf was led down the hall to a hidden spiral staircase, which they ascended.   Beyond the landing stood two enormous doors of solid gold. Exquisitely carved and decorated with pictures of the planets distant past. Mythical beasts and heroes of ancient legends. Aaron gaped in awe. The majist said nothing to Aaron. In an instant the doors separated and swung open on their own. Aaron turned to the silent one beside him. The man gestured for Aaron to proceed through the doorway. Aaron faced the door. He inhaled deeply and blew the air out. Aaron bravely strode through the passage.

 As soon as the majist had delivered Aaron to the high priests room, he went to collect Farren. Farren followed the same route that Aaron had been lead a few minutes before. As Farren beheld the same closed doors of gold he could feel his knees weaken and his heart rate pick up the pace. The doors parted sluggishly, opening for Farren. He stood only a moment, then hurriedly crossed the threshold. The doors swung shut tightly behind him.

 The great room was circular in shape, as it was the tower. A few windows broke up the walls and to one side, another door. The ceiling was lavishly painted showing three distinctly different orbs in the palms of three separate beings. One was majist, one was human, and the last was somewhat human looking. Farren thought this last creature to be far more sinister looking than the others did. An oblong table was to one side, covered mostly with the equipment of an alchemist or prophet. Not far from the table stood a towering mirror. It was at least as tall as any majist; the frame was expertly carved silver. On the floor in the center of the room sprawling before the great mirror, a painted witches circle. In this circle stood an elven man glaring disgustedly at Farren.

  “A human?” Aaron scoffed.

  “And you, an elf,” Farren replied.

  Before the two men were able to engage in any conversation, the other door opened. The Majist High Priest had come into the room. He was a good eight feet tall; finely dressed in long white robes. His hair and beard were both silvery white and hung to his waist. The man's eyes were of the fairest lilac. Both men dropped to their knees as the priest approached them. He came and stood before them beside the massive mirror. “Rise up children of Nor. Come to me.”

  The men stood on command and came close to the priest. “My liege,” Aaron hailed.

  “Your holiness,” Farren greeted equally respectful.

  “Gentlemen, I have summoned you here with a perpose. First, I must reveal to you the true history, then you shall see the severity of your mission.” The priest paused a minute as both men looked upon him with utter fascination. He lifted a long white hand, gesturing to the artwork on the ceiling. “What you see here is the creation of the worlds. We are but one of many in what is called the universe. The universe is alive. It always was and will be. The cosmos is mother and Nor is our father. As all laws of nature would have commit, even worlds have siblings. Our world has two of these such sister worlds.

  “Our world, governed by majist hand throughout time lives by the land. Nature takes a natural course here. Our lives are kept simple, pure. Our world is called Amity in the ancient high speech. Our sister world, once called Pangea, is a world of progressive technology serving only mankind. Pangea is in a constant flux of life. Tribes war over trivial things. Species of life are always in danger of extinction at the hand of man. Only humans live on Pangea anymore. The other world is one of turmoil and suffering. All species war with one another to destroy. The planet has many intelligent races, even more so then Amity. Most of these races; however are violent and destructive. The planet is called Armageddon. War has ravaged the world since the beginning of time.

  “In the beginning, Nor created us all on different threads of time called dimensions. Great powers are needed to travel through the dimensions .Nor thus created the Join of Time. It is the path for all souls to follow to the afterlife. It is lost to the living on Pangea and hidden from the peoples of Armageddon. Only two on this world know its location here.”

  The old one paused to let Aaron and Farren come to adjust. The men looked from the priest to the cealing. After a moment the priest went on.

“As you can see, in the center of the planets is a crystal. The crystals were given to the first majist high priest by a messenger of Nor. Their purpose was to keep the worlds safe from any interaction, as that could prove disastrous for all life involved. From the beginning we were supposed to be separate. We majists have been the keepers of the crystals throughout time, they are the only that ever have or ever will exist.”

   “Centuries ago, one who came from Armageddon, found the portal and arrived here. We assumed he was harmless, merely looking for tools of destruction. We were incorrect. This man found our palace. With the cunning of an expert saboteur, he found a way in and out of the palace undetected until it was too late.  He stole the crystal of fire from its place. This man retreated to the mountains collecting a group of followers as he traveled. His powers of persuasion were unchallengeable. Our crystal of air and Pangea's crystal of water still remain. Yet the balance has been upset. The cult of firecrystal may be gone, but the crystal still remains at their temple. The time is at hand to return the crystal of fire to its proper place or suffer the consequences.

  “Armageddon has found evidence of its sister worlds. With the crystal out of place they cannot be bound. They can gain access to the Join of Time. They could pass into this world and Pangea. They could destroy everything, all life as it is known.”

“Is there a way to stop this?” Aaron questioned seriously.

  The priest nodded his head slowly. ”Prophecy tells of a sacred quest to the temple of fire to retrieve the crystal. In my divinations I have seen that now is the time for such things to come to pass. An elf and a human of this world shall have in their company a champion of Pangea. You three shall journey to the temple and bring back the crystal.”

  “A champion of Pangea?” Farren asked still a bit nervous.

  “Yes, for only a child of water may touch firecrystal without being burned.”

  “I see,” Aaron pondered.

  The priest pointed a long finger at the map that hung on the wall. Their course was outlined in red. “Your journey shall take you far from here. Through Kinlick Forrest, over hill and through valley. You shall follow a pass through the mountains to the temple and retrieve the stone. The ancient ones shall guide you, fear not getting lost.”

  Farren shuddered. ”Kinlick Forrest is haunted and dangerous,” he stammered.

“Nonsense,” Aaron chide. ”There are no such things as haunts. Foolish old human stories is all.”

  The high priest ignored their squabble and went on. ”A fourth will join you if all precipitates correctly. One who has touched the Join of Time. If you fail to carry out your mission…I fear to even imagine the consequences,” the priest sighed.

“We shall not fail you, my lord,” Aaron assured.

“I will give my life trying,” Farren concurred.

  “Then come, children of Nor. Come stand in my witches circle. The time has come to summon the champion of Pangea.”

  The sorcerer stepped between the men and the mirror. He lifted his arms up over his head and called out, “Oh great powers of life and being! Beloved ancient ones, priests before I. I call upon the powers that be!”

  A strange wind picked up in the room. The sound of thunder could be heard overhead as the room quickly darkened. The ancient mirror glowed with an eerie white light.

   “Hear me now and obey me now! Champion of Pangea, I summon you to duty. Leigh of the House of Addiction, come to me now!”

Leigh had finished her beer and all that remain of Jaz’s cocaine. She stood up suddenly feeling a bit woozy. “Crap that’s some serious shit,” she said to no one. The feeling changed slightly. She became lightheaded and disorientated. Her arms and legs felt exceptionally light. She staggered back through the bedroom to her bathroom. Leigh ran some cold water into the sink and splashed some of it on her face.

  “What the hell was in that shit?” she panicked. Now she was not feeling right at all. She clung to the edge of the sink tightly with her eyes squeezed shut. Leigh felt almost as though she were…disappearing.

The Majist High Priest went into a frenzy of incantations. Strong wind and bright white light engulfed the room.

Leigh felt fresh air on her face and opened her eyes to look in the mirror. A great swirling wind and a blinding white light poured out of the thing. Leigh stepped back in terror and let go a blood-chilling scream. She put her arm up to shield her face and closed her eyes tightly against the light.

In an instant the wind ceased and the light went out Leigh slowly opened her eyes. To her surprise she was standing between two men in a circle painted on the floor.  

