The Story – Part I

     Once upon a time, there was a boy. He walked into the forest and fell down a steep canyon. He woke up to find himself in front of a tall tower. He looked up and there was a beautiful princess. The princess looked down and smiled at the little boy. The boy smiled back. The boy approached the gate to the tower, all the while looking up at the princess smiling at her. All of a sudden he felt a heavy boot kick him in the stomach sending him sprawling down the hill. As he tumbled down, he fell unconscious.

     After what seems a long time, the boy woke up.

     He opened his eyes and saw that he was locked up in a cellar. The only light was that from a tiny window which was like 20 feet above him. As his eyes began to adjust to the darkness, he could see pieces of old, broken furniture strewn around the cold, dusty floor.

     Suddenly, his stomach began to hurt. Then he remembered the beautiful princess and the heavy boot that sank into his stomach. He was about to cry out in pain when he heard voices approaching the cellar...

     The boy cowers deeper into ground... awaiting his captors. He could hear the rusty iron hinges creak from lack of use as the heavy oaken door begins to slide ajar. A couple of feminine-like voices ring in conversation as their bodies begin to take form in the light emanating from the lone window. 

     The boy blinks several times to focus on the approaching forms. They are of the beautiful princess and of another female subject donned in tight dominatrix attire -- face masked behind a leather muzzle, chains clinking as she tilts her head back to release a spine-tingling laugh. He gasps...

     What do they want from him? He looked fearfully at the two strangers looming ominously over him.

     The masked lady spoke in a hoarse voice, "He's too skinny. We need at least 3 months to fatten him." She let out the same spine-tingling laugh again.

     The beautiful princess nodded. But her eyes revealed her sympathy for the boy. She knew what was going to happen after the 3 months. She has seen dozens of young innocent kids like the little boy in front of her eyes ended being the blood sustenance for her - vampire family.

     They took one last look at the little boy and the princess left the room with the masked lady - her elder sister.

     The boy sat up. He feels the blood rush from his face leaving it numb and rigid. "Where the hell am I?" He thought to himself. "Who are they?" 

     He rises to his feet and slouches over slightly, still aching from the kick. The pain is starting to subside, though. He looks around the musty cellar. On one wall, a pair of metal cuffs hangs with the chains bolted deep into the brick.

     He notices the accompanying cuffs for the legs too as his eyes scrolls downward. A very disturbing, yet inviting set up. He feels safer staying away from it. 

     He moves to the door and pulls on the cold handle. Amazingly, the door opens...

     ...creeEEEKKK... as the door slowly swings away, the boy pokes his head out of the crack and looks left and  then right. His heart skips a beat. He sees light from the top of a staircase window and a door besides it. He bolts up the staircase, leaping up the flights of stairs. He stops right at the window and gasps. His heart thumping loudly, his lungs gasping for air, he stares dumbfounded out the window. Shaking his head vigorously, he tells himself, "I need to get out of here!" So he approaches the door and seeing that there are no handles, he gently pushes it and it swings wide open. He takes one step, then second step into the other side. He finds himself in a huge hallway. It seems to him that he is at one end of the hallway and at the other end is a gigantic green door.

     "Where am I?" he mutters to himself.

     ... Suddenly the door behind him closes with a resounding "WHUMP!" Turning around, the boy notices that the door disappeared, to be replaced by a section of wall. Scared out of his wits, the boy runs around and around in terror bumping off of walls. After a few moments, the boy calms down and looks up seeing a couple of chandeliers swaying about. The light casts odd shadows along the walls and the floor, making waves of light and dark ripple down the corridor in the direction of the huge green door. This kid, being rather smart of his age, decides to throw a stone down the hallway. Sure enough, the stone sets off a trap! The hallway begins to hiss as gas colored in a frightening shade of black seeps into the hall.......

     He retreats... heart pounding with anxiety... There is no way out! He backs himself into the furthest corner of the hallway. The black cloud slowly, but inevitably, surrounds him. Frightened... sweat streaming down his face... very unsure of his fate... he can feel his consciousness beginning to fade...

     All is dark... The air feels chilled and damp. The young boy begins to shiver. His senses gradually returning to his fatigued and aching body. His arms are cold and numb. Heavy and crusted, his eyes begin to open...

     As his vision slowly adjusts to focus, he sees the face of the young princess staring into his. Her eyes are hazel and glassy... her hair, lightly waved and cinnamon, covers part of her cheek and neck... She smiles...

     He goes to move a hand towards her, but realizes that his motion is restricted. He is hanging with his arms shackled to the wall... his ankle well secured in irons. He is back in the cellar...

     The princess whispers with a sweet soft voice, "Are you feeling ok? You had a terrible nightmare. It is all okay, only a dream. I was going to try to free you, but you are too weak now. Here. Drink some of this soup and get stronger. I know of a way out. Just get stronger and you will be able to get out of here."

     The boy looks her into the eyes. He sees the softest brown eyes in the world- it seems to lull him to sleep, giving him comfort and a peace of mind.

     Footsteps can be heard descending the staircase. The princess quickly gets up with her cup of soup and walks out the cellar. 

     "What took you so long?" snarls the witch. 

     "Nothing, he did not drink his soup," the princess responds, while showing the witch the cup of soup. "He looks sick, too. I think we need to take him out of here," she says, just as a loud "Aaachoooo!" rings out from the cellar.

     "Okay, I want a nice plump little boy, got it?" the witch says.

     With that, the princess's eyes gleam with delight and clasps her hands together and ponders all the great care and compassion she will adhere to the cute little boy.

     The little boy heaved a sigh of relieve after the sneeze. Suddenly he heard a soft, squeaky voice coming from the corner of the dim cellar.

     "Dum dee dum dum dee dum...," the singing voice squeaks. The little boy looked around trying to locate the source. Then out of the corner of his eyes, he saw an unbelievable sight!

     It was an elf!

     Now, he remembered the fairy tales he had read and the fairies, elves, gnomes and pixies that roam the gardens of nice people when he was little. But right now, in front of his eyes was a singing elf! He couldn't believe his luck.

     With a weak voice he called out to the elf, "Hello there...".

     The elf stop singing but did not seem surprise and walked calmly toward the little boy. "Hi, my name's Niki," the elf quipped.

     "I'm Nth," said the little boy.

     Niki scrutinized Nth from head to toe. "You're in big trouble, mister," the elf said. "They're preparing to fatten you so that they can feed you to the witch when you are ready. God bless you big guy."

     Nth gulped. Cold sweat ran down his pale white face and shivers chilled down his cold spine.

     "Don't worry buddy, I'm here to save you," the elf grinned.

     The elf takes another look at the little BIG boy. 

     "You are already quite chubby, I don't know just how much more fattening they want you to get!" says the elf as she is trying to pick the lock on the restraints. 

     "Finally," says the elf as she pick open the last shackle on the little BIG boy's ankle. "Now that you would follow me and I'll get you outta here."

     "But first", the elf continued, "put this amulet around your neck, it will protect you from Evil... that's Evil with a big  'E'!"

     The boy took the amulet and looked at it. On it was engraved the crest of the house of Anhalt-Goethe, a

medieval Hanoverian noble-house. How was the boy so knowledgeable about heraldry? He wasn't. On the back of the gold amulet were the words: ex cathedra Anhalt-Goethe...

     As the boy placed the amulet around his neck he felt a surge of tingly energy come over him. Suddenly, John Lennon began singing "Come Together" in the boy's head. As curious as that was, it was comforting for him to know that the 20th Century was still with him. Perhaps this was just a dream, a bad dream. After all, the clams he had for dinner didn't taste all that fresh. 

     Had he traveled through some Nth dimensional wormhole? Or was he suffering the ill effects of bad clams? Which?

     "Pay attention now!", the elf snapped at him...

     The elf led him to one corner of the cellar and cautiously removed a stack of hay that was covering a nicely hidden wooden chest.

     "Inside this wooden chest is a trap door which leads to a tunnel. This tunnel in turn leads you out of the castle into a forest. And then you'll be safe", the elf explained.

     "But first", the elf continued, "let me find the key to open this wooden chest." And she forked out a big bunch of keys. There must have been about 30 keys in that bunch! However, the elf has forgotten the exact key so they had to try every single key.

     Suddenly, they heard voices approaching the cellar. They became desperate trying to open the wooden chest. They still had 10 more keys left. "We're not going to make it," the little boy cried. The more they panic, the more they fumbled with the keys.

     The voices were getting closer now and the footsteps heavier. They recognized it was the princess and the witch approaching. The elf was still trying the last five keys.

     They heard the familiar jingle of the keys as the princess took out her bunch of keys to open the cellar door. At last! The elf sigh as she opened the wooden chest with the very last key!

     "Hurry! Into the tunnel!" the elf said frantically as she hastily flung open the trap door that leads into the tunnel.

     "...but...but...but," the little boy protests.

     "No buts," says the elf as she pushes the boy into the tunnel and closes the door with a thump.

     The little boy all cold and frighten in the dark frigid tunnel trepidly takes small tiny steps forward, mumbling to himself, "Don't be afraid. I am not afraid. I am not afraid. I am afraid. Oops, I am Not afraid." He gives the "Not" an extra shout as to ward off any evil that maybe lurking beyond the tunnel.

     The boy was not just afraid of the dark, but also afraid at coming out of the tunnel. In a sort of weird and queasy feeling, he remembers what he saw out of the window besides the staircase. He shutters at the thought. 

     "I don't want to go out there. I should go back. It was a lot safer in the cellar than out there. What am I doing. Am I crazy to go out there?" the boy mumbles to himself.

     What the boy has seen was the utmost gruelsome thing a little boy can possibly imagine. He saw these tall pillars where dead men hanging on them, some were women and children. Not only were they hanging by their scalps, but their hairs had been ripped from the roots with pieces of flesh hanging loosely. Some men had their hearts rip out and in its place a dark hollow. The hollow hole appearing as deep and dark as the deepest abyss. Eyeballs were gorged out of their sockets. Some burst, while others just hang like grapes on a grapevine. Some had their stomach inverted with their intestines wrapped around them like sausages. It was truly frightening and yet in the speed of things trying to get escape his captors, the little boy had thought it was all a mirage, so had shaken his head and proceeded without a second thought. But now, the boy wonders if he should believe the elf and follow her directions or trust what he has seen. 

     "Decisions, decisions..." the boy reflects on the commercial from Honda. As one can tell, the boy has watched too much television. But TV does him good, as he cracks a smirk for the very first time in what seems a very long time. He remembers the one where the lady walks into coffee shop and was asked, "Caf or decaf?" and also another one, "paper or plastic" and the final one he remembers, "cash or charge"... he wishes he was back in his living room.

     "ouch!" the boy cries. He has bump into a solid something while walking along the tunnel. It seems to a wooden wall.

     With one big push, he pushes it open and "viola"!

      So the boy somehow finds an opening in the wall.. Well he looked through the opening... And the reason why he said "Voila" was because Lara Croft stepped out of the opening!! 

     "WHOA!!! It's Lara Croft!!" said a drooling Nth.

     "Who the bloody hell are you, and how did you know my name?" Lara asked while posing around in her skimpy white tanktop and short shorts, aiming her pistols at Nth's face.

     "Well.. uh... you're the f..f... famous treasure hunter!!" Nth stammered, the drool sputtering out of his mouth with every word...

     "Yes, and the best there is out there, if I do say so myself. Actually I'm just out taking a jog right now. You seem to have stumbled onto my property. Well, no matter then, would you like to come for a spot of tea?" Lara asks, with Nth nodding (although his eyes seem to be transfixed on a certain part of her body)... Lara says "Ok then, come here, BIG boy...." and leads Nth into the passageway. 

     Nth and Lara walk for some distance when Nth hears water sounds coming ahead of them. "Hey, I hear water!" Nth foolishly says. Lara shakes her head and they both enter a room whose floor has been submerged several feet. In the water are a few sharks swimming about. Several platforms line the walls. "Oh this is easy," says Lara.

     "Just jump here, there, and there and pull the switch and the bridge will pop up!" Nth can only stare at the sharks swimming about beneath them on the room's flooded floor....

     "hmm... to jump, or not to jump?!! That is a question..." While he's still thinking, he suddenly is pushed into the water... "Poo-tong!" The water splashes all over; it splashes so hard and strongly that the walls of the room are all broken down into pieces, and all of the sharks are floating out -- so is the little big boy, of course. Along with the water and the sharks, the boy is pulled out of the building and soon he finds out there's a waterfall ahead!!!!

     Without anytime to think, he falls straightly into the water below the waterfall. After a moment, the boys finally floats on the water. As he feels calm and more peaceful, he's got a discovery: the water tastes like root beer!!!!! 

     "Yummy yummy!!!" yells out the boy, excitingly and happily. 

     Looking around, the boy finds that he's in the lake surrounded by a forest. Not far away from him is some colored puffy stuff floating on the lake. He approaches the unknown stuff, takes a close look, touches it, and bites a little bit of it, "WAHOO!!!! It's ice-cream float!!!!!" How amazing it is!!!! The boy cannot believe what is happening at the present!! "Am I dreaming or what?!!!" 

     After he gets out of the lake, he dries himself and walks into the forest. With various of beautiful flowers grown on the ground, and the mist spread in the air, the forest looks so mysterious and enchanting... The boy no longer remembers whatever horrible happened in the castle. Without Lara's company, he's all alone again. He continues walking...walking into the deeper forest...
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