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Introduction
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We often wonder where did our stories of Mythological creatures come from.  Were they the imagination of the mind that created such creatures as Centaurs, Dwarfs, Satyr’s, Ogres, Goblins, Fairies, Sprites, Kobolds, Kelpie, Harpies, and so many more Mythological creatures of legends from ancient times from different cultures.  The Dragon from ancient Chinese culture.  The Dwarf from Germany.  The Kelpie from Scottish culture. Even in American Native Indian folklore, we have Deer Woman, and Elk Man human upper bodies and lower bodies of a Deer or Elk.  Creatures that tended the welfare of the forest.  Are such Mythological Folklore fiction or non-fiction?  Are magical creatures fiction or non-fiction?  Is it even possible these creatures exist on other worlds in our universe?  On Earth we have Mythological creatures and deities that represent Good and Evil.  Creatures with evil magic and creatures with Good magic and the two do not get along.  In Mount Terror we have a story of two worlds where in one world such Mythological creatures exist and so does Good and Evil.  In this world the Evil One, has been imprisoned for a thousand years and soon will escape his prison.  When he does he will discover the second world is just finding out its source of magic from its folklore returning.  The Evil One feeds on good magic and evil magic until he has consumed the source of magic in the world, destroying the world environmentally.  Earth may be his next target, unless two Earth teens, a Goblin, and a Satyr from Polaruis can stop the Evil one from escaping his prison.

––––––––
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Prelude

A Thousand Years Ago

“MASTER MONK SCREE, Thank all the holy Gods in Polaruis you have come.  It is terrible what has happened here. The death toll is more then 100, among them school children and their teacher.  The wounded who are serious enough have been taken to the nearest village where there is a healer.  Our healer is one of the dead Master Scree.  We have done what we can for the not so seriously wounded.  He came out of nowhere demanding tribute and to free those of Pi or face my raft he said. We are a peaceful village, most of us have a Po and Pi balance, we do not enslave even those with Pi.  When we tried to convince him of that.  He Pi-casted a terrible storm that tore through our business, homes, and the School.  I have never sense such power before. I tried to use my Po to stop him.  Alas I am only a 3 rank Po caster.  No matter what I tried he defeated me.  I have never sensed such evilness in a Po and Pi caster.  The storm he cast was also draining those with Po or Pi, who had not rank to prevent it.  He was feeding on their Po and Pi like it was air he was breathing. I managed to cast a shield spell over the village to stop him from feed on the villagers Po and Pi.  Then he just vanished. 

“What is your name young Goblin?”  Master Monk Scree asked.

“I am known as Polai, Master.  I have reached the 8th rank of Po from my studies at the Vanderstone Monastery, I am a first-year student under Master Monk Tibby.”  Polai told Master Monk Scree. 

“A first-year student who has reached the 8th rank of a Po caster is very impressive.”  Master Monk Scree said.

“Master Monk Tibby says that with some encouragement and building of self-esteem he believes I could reach the rank of a Master in another six months, and at the end of year a Master Monk.  He says I would be the first Master of Po Goblin.  Though I am not so sure of his itinerary in reaching that goal in another year yet alone Master Monk rank.  I am afraid like any young Goblin I lack confidence in my skills.”  Master Monk Scree.

“Nonsense Polai, if you were able to cast a shielding spell to stop Soso Finn from feeding on every ones Po and Pi.  I would say you have the will and purpose that any Master or Master Monk needs to succeed in the highest rank of Po-casting.  I can sense in you that your Po is strong, stronger then I have sensed in so many first-year students of Po-power.  Master Monk Tibby is right when he says you will rise fast in rank.  There are so little of us left with the rank of Master or Master Monk, and I fear that with Soso Finn preying on Po and Pi as if it is a festival feast there will be even less candidates for Master Monk Tibby at Vanderstone Monastery.”

“Master Monk Scree, I have not heard of this Soso Finn before.”

“Many Po- or Pi casters below the rank of 9 have never heard of him.  He is an outcast since he rose to the rank of 10 as a Po and Pi caster now a 12. He has as you have seen today, feeds on the Po and Pi of those too weak to protect themselves.  The council of Po and Pi casters banished him for his attitude that all casters of high rank should feed on the lower ranks to rise above the rank of 10 to be supreme Masters of Polaruis.  That as supreme Masters we should rule all below us with an iron fist, and those who oppose us will have their Po or Pi or both removed from them, so they are docile slaves Polai.

“What region did this Soso Finn come from Master Monk Scree?”

“Nobody knows Polai, he showed up at the far northern region Mount Serenity Monastery, as a young teen just reeking of Po and Pi power. I trained him to control his Po and Pi, and to my regret I am afraid.  He soon started sprouting his rebellious dogma, among other students at Mount Serenity.  He had a few followers back then.  As he rose in rank and very fast at that, his followers suddenly disappeared from Mount Serenity Monastery.  It was later that we discovered he devoured their Po or Pi, to the point they died, their bodies faded away into nothing. As his rank increased he no longer needed to kill.  Instead, now his Pi and his mind would leave his current body to take over another body of Pi about every four years or so.  Even now we are not sure what he looks like. It is his clever way of hiding from us. With each victim he grew stronger. It was the combined power of the council that we were able to subdue him long before his Pi rank was too strong for us to banish him from Mount Serenity Monastery.  To our regrets he was able to fool us in believing he was robbed of his powers.  One by one he took revenge on each council member.  Only I the head of the council of five was I able escape his revenge for now. I have these last 100 years been one step ahead of him or in this case one step behind him.  He is no longer known as Soso Finn, but the Evil One. His hunger for Po and Pi is so great, it affecting Polaruis Wellspring of Power Polai.

“Wellspring of Power Master Monk Scree?

“The Wellspring of Power is a highly kept secret among the council.  It is the source of Po and Pi.  Each citizen of Polaruis is given at birth a different strength of Po or Pi or both.  Both, at a balance of strength in of itself is not evil.  The rare who have no Po or Pi in many ways are the lucky ones.  They do have to worry about having Po or Pi and how it would affect their lives or the Evil One from feeding on them for Po or Pi they don’t have.  Though they are at risk like all others with Po or Pi or both facing the Evil ones raft.  Today’s attack and many like it in remote regions of Polaruis are increasing, and if not for your presence here he would have wiped off the village from memory.  His Po is that powerful.  I have been for the last 100 years searching the many Monastery Archives for a spell that would defeat him once and for all.  I have failed to find one such spell.  Yet I have learned how to take elements of many spells and create one that will imprison him behind wards that will keep him in that prison for at least a thousand years as long as his wards are renewed monthly and annually at the Winter Solstice. I do not have that power alone to cast this Po-spell.  I have secretly been gathering an army of Po casters of many ranks and looking for those with a rank equal or higher than those in my army to be my Acolyte, Polai.  They are hidden at Mount Serenity Monastery under its deepest dungeons in the Mountain itself.  I have discovered that Mountain Serenity’s deepest bowels and caverns are made of an ore that shields Po and Pi powers to some extent.  We are creating that prison in those caverns where my army hides out from the Evil Ones senses.  Polai will you join my Army as my second in command.  My acolyte, my apprentice and you who will replace me eventually. I can speed up your training, so you reach the rank of Master, and Master Monk in a few months.  I sense in you your Wellspring of Po power can be greater than myself or the total sum of my army with the right training.  It may be enough to put the Evil One in his prison cell for good, not enough to kill him or rob him of his power at this time, but enough to keep him behind bars until we do find a way to kill him.”

“Master Monk Scree, there is a reason I am here today to witness the Evil One’s attack.  I was given a vision of him, even though he does not exist in the minds of many, I saw him attacking this village.  My home village.  For the first time I Ported myself here, something I have not been able to do until now.  In my vision I saw myself casting that shield spell.  A first for me.  In that vision, I saw you and I accepted your offer, and we did imprison the Evil One. Not soon, or next moon or next winter.  Not before one within your ranks betrays you.  The catalyst of a great battle where all but a dozen of your armies strongest Po casters survive to challenge the Evil One in a final battle at the foothills of Mount Serenity.  I only wish my vision had not ended for I could not see who won that final battle.  All I know the Evil One will not remain a myth to frighten misbehave children to behave.   He will do worse then what we see today. And the face of Polaruis will change with his rage and hunger for Po and Pi.  I lost many family today, nephews and nieces, in that school and their mother who was their teacher.  My Uncle I cannot not find yet he had a Po rank of 9, he would have challenged this Evil One.  

“Polai, what brought me here, was that I sensed a battle between two high ranking Po and Pi.  I sensed and saw the Po Goblin lose the battle, and the Evil one took over his body, as the Evil One’s former host body faded away he took on the shape of the Goblin.  Then the Evil left the village as you see it. The Evil one now has the Po power of Rank 9 added to his growing power of evil Pi.”  Master Monk Scree told Polai.

“Master Monk Scree did you sense, see what the Goblin wore?” Polai asked.

“Yes, briefly, he wore a large medallion that hung on his chest from a fine golden chain.  Did you know this Goblin, Polai?”

“That medallion shows everyone who sees him he is the Mayor Palai of the village and a Master of Po.  He was my Uncle Palai, Master Monk Scree.  I cannot walk away from a myth Master Monk Scree.  Never will I walk away from evil.”  Polai said with conviction.

For the rest of day and week Master Monk Scree healed the wounded, as Polai with his ever-increasing Po, rebuilt the school, the many homes, and businesses.  When all was done, the remaining Village elders renamed the village Palai Village.
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Chapter 1
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A Thousand Years Later

––––––––
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“PRIESTESS POLIA, I can’t understand why you wish to leave your post guarding the wards that keep the Evil One from leaving his prison. You have been renewing the wards for nearly 150 years and your mother before her, and her mother, and her mother.  In 3 nights the two moons will be together in the night sky, in their full glory every 5 years.  Only you can renew the wards at that time Polai with the spell you mother taught you and her grandmother taught her.  It is nearing the time in the prophecy where it talks about the Evil One gaining strength for one last attempt to escape his prison.  We all must be vigilant in the next year to be ready when he attempts his escape.  If we stop him then, he will be imprison for not just another 1,000 years, but for eternality this time.”  Master Polai spoke to the priestess Polia, guardian of the wards that keeps the Evil one in his prison.

“Master Polai, for as early as five years old my mother has groomed me to replace her as the guardian of the Evil Ones prison.  For 35 years, I have stood by my mother’s side every year to renew the wards alongside her.  For 100 years I have served in my mother’s place; may she rest in peace. I have grown tired of my duties in 100 years.  I am not the 5-year-old who once believed in the prophecy as my mother taught me.  It is a myth; the Evil One is not real.  It has been 1000 years since my great, great, grandmother; may she rest in peace, taught her daughter how to keep the wards up.  I am not my great, great grandmother, or my grandmother, nor am I my mother who often questioned the Evil One as just a myth.  Believe what you believe, neither you or me where alive a 1,000 years.  A myth may have a grain of truth to it, and it will also have a basket of grain full of lies distorting the truth in 1000 years.”  

“Even Myths can turn the gullible to follow a blind person to believe he or she should obey a thousand-year-old ritual as if it was a truth of undeniable events in our past.  Like events caused by evil and wars that kill thousands of us.  Yet I must admit not all Past events are manifested by this Evil One a myth told by you monks who believe in he is real.  Well, I am not afraid of the Evil One, he is only a myth to scare children to behave and be docile.  He is not coming back Master Polai.  Find someone else to be you puppet in believing the Evil One.  He is not real.”  Polia walked out of the Vanderstone Monastery Temple leaving Master Polai standing there mystified by her remarks.  It was unlike her to suddenly disbelieve in the Evil One.  Something was amiss here. Without the ritual Polia was trained to do once a full moon each month, a special ritual on the winter solstice to keep the Evil One locked in his prison the Evil One would be able to physically return to this realm.  Master Polai suddenly had a dreadful thought.  Given Polia sudden change of her mind in believing the Evil One is a myth had always been a myth.  Has she been neglecting her full moon rituals?  If so the Evil One could be behind her change of mind.  Outside of the annual Winter Solstice ritual which restored the lock on his prison.  The monthly ritual was designed to view his prison locks for any weaknesses.  The locks, where 12 layers of spells, each layer had to be renewed monthly, while the Winter Solstice ritual rebuilt the 12 layers around his prison.  If a layer was weakened and not repaired the Evil One could mentally reach out and influence the mind of those involved with the Temple ritual each month to ignore a weaken layer.  Is possible that Polai has been influenced by the Evil One to believe he is not real and her duties in the Temple to renew his prison locks where a waste of her time.

Master Polai could not be sure until he cast a ritual spell to check the events of the last 10 months of full moons and the time of the ritual each full moon.  If even one or more layers were weakened. The Evil One could easily blind Priestess Polia to that fact, until all layers weakened.  The last layer would allow him to escape his prison before the Winter Solstice ritual could rebuild all the layers back to their full strength.  Master Polai returned to his chambers to ready himself for a difficult spell casting to view the past 10 months since the last Winter Solstice.  He went to his library and on a certain shelf, he touched a certain none descript book, and whispered “Po-my, Po-end, Po-pen, Po-my, Po-ret, Po-ease.”  To the left of him a wall panel swung open to reveal a secret room in darkness.  Once he passed through the opening the wall panel quietly swung shut.  Lights flared up, to reveal a room full of ancient tomes, arcane artifacts, and a large highly polished silver sphere in the center of the room.  He step forward to his reading stand where rested a large ornate tome of ancient spells.  He lifted the heavy pages until he found what he was looking for.  It took a few moments to find the right spell he needed, then he stepped to the center of the room to face the Silver sphere and spoke.

“Po-ant, Po-me, Po-he, Po-wer, Po-to, Po-see, Po-the, Po-as, Po-one, Po-ull, Po-oon, Po-go. (Grant me the power to see the past, one full moon ago.)  Po-I, Po-ish, Po-to, Po-se, Po-tess Po-lia, Po-n, Po-er, Po-ple, Po-ring, Po-he, Po-as, Po-ul, Po-oon, Po-ual, Po-at, Po-ard Po-he, Po-vil, Po-nes, Po-son, Po-or, Po-ard. (I wish to see Priestess Polia in her Polaruis Temple during the last full moon ritual that guards the Evil One Prison door wards).  Po-et, Po-me, Po-se, Po-hat, Po-lia, Po-aw, Po-nd, Po-ard, Po-en, Po-se, Po-ast, Po-he, Po-ell, Po-ual, Po-at, Po-ngth, Po-he, Po-ard, Po-onn, Po-he, Po-son, Po-or.  (Let me see what Polia saw and heard when she cast the spell ritual that strengthen the wards on the prison door.)  The silver sphere flared bright and in moments Master Polia could see Priestess Polia’s enter the Temple room of rituals where she stood before an ornate wall of symbols, arcane icons, and the image of a door that was in the Temples dungeon surround by twelve rings of magical wards.  Master Polai saw that three of the outer rings no longer flared and pulsed, while the 9 inner rings were still alive with magic.  She turned around and dismissed her acolytes before she started the secret of spells to restore the outer rings back to life.  Once her acolytes left the room, Priestess Polia, recited a string of nonsense unheard words of no significates to the proper ritual spells to restore the 3 rings of wards.  To Master Polai dismay, a fourth ring waded, and it no longer warded the door.  To Master Polai further dismay, he heard a dark ominous voice speak through the warded door of the Evil One’s prison.

“Polia, you have done well this time.  By the next full moon, you shall continue to weaken my prison wards, with your words of nonsense.  Go now, Polia, believe what I have whispered to you in your sleep, I am myth, I am not real, I don’t exist behind this warded door.  By the next full moon you must not attend the ritual, you will tell Master Polai, you can no longer serve a myth. It is all fake, just a tale mothers tell their children to scare them to behave.  Go now, remember nothing of my whispers to you.  I shall have the strength to break the remaining rings that ward my prison door without you help.  When I return I shall reward you well.  Go now, leave this place, and never return again.”  The Priestess Polia left the inner Temple chamber, and never looked back as another ring faded away.  If she had she would have heard what her reward was, death.  Master Polai heard the Evil One’s laughter, has he shouted “Master Polai, your death shall be slow and your screams sweet to my ears, as I devour your life force and add your Po to mine.”  The Silver sphere faded, and Master Polia heard or saw no more.

Master Polai consults his many tomes for an answer as to how to restore the wards on the Evil One’s prison door.  He found one he wasn’t very happy about.  He had to sacrifice his life force willingly to transfer his Po to another who had his own innate Po.  He must first cast a spell to find that other, another who held even greater Po then he had, that once blended with his, will defeat the Evil One once and for all.  But where would such a person be in the realm of Polaruis?  For he would have sensed another with innate magic greater than his.  If this person held Pi he would be a danger to the realm.  For Pi alone without Po was a negative force of evil, a source of evil that came from the Evil One’s influence and teaching.  Priestess Polia positive Po was now influenced and replaced by the Evil One, tarnished with Pi to do his bidding, until he had no use of her.  Once he removed his influence, his Pi, her Po would be so tarnished it would rebel against her life force and kill her.  A subject of the Evil Ones influence who didn’t have Po to begin with would also die, but a more natural death, not the death of Po rebelling against the Pi.  A horrible death as a reminder of those who with Po who fall under the influence of the Evil Ones Pi would suffer.  The Evil One’s influence often goes unnoticed, until it is too late for a Po caster to repent.  Non-Po casters will never sense that influence, for in their life force, for some there is just enough Pi in them the negative to allow the Evil One to control them until he is done with them as his puppets.  A person with Po under a magical oath can have a very long life as long as they do not break that oath never to allow Pi to influence there Po.  For to do so is to break that oath and the penalty is a horrible death by the magic of Po.  As long as, the Evil One feeds them his Pi, and they willingly accept its influence knowingly or unaware, they too can live a long life as the Evil One’s puppets,  if he so choses.  

When the Evil One was finally imprisoned behind those 12 rings of wards on his prison door.  His Pi could not influence them anymore.  They would lose that long life, and a natural death would occur in their sleep.  If they had Po magic to begin with that death would be painful for months as a reminder of their broken oath to never surrender to Pi.  The Priestess Polia would know the reason for her pain and would either surrender to it or suffer a long and painful death.  Only one thing could prevent such a death, was the victim to deny their Pi, and accept Po to return willingly.  With the imprisonment of the Evil One under his 12 wards of the strongest Po spell, Pi casters who were the Evil Ones faithful thousands died when he was imprisoned.  Unable to feed off the Evil Ones Pi. Cleansing the realm of Polaruis of Evil Pi for a thousand years.  When the remaining wards failed the Evil One would be free to wander the realm to rebuild his evil army of acolytes and seek revenge for his imprisonment, on all Po users, young and old alike.  Master Polai, being old enough to live in those evil times and was the person who lead a team of powerful Po users to finally imprison the Evil One with their Po magic.  Today there is not enough Po users left in the realm with the strength of powerful Po to defeat the Evil One again.  There was a chance their might be someone with enate Po and not be aware of it.

Polai knew what had to be done it was to search for one in the realm who had that special Po, and quickly.  He quickly gathered together his traveling gear and stuffed it in his infinity bag.  Everything he needed to take with him on his journey through the Portal Totem.  It had been a few centuries since his last Portal jump.  The Po spell to activate the Portal Totem was one of the first Po spells he learned from Master Monk Scree.  An itinerary Po caster, going from Portal Totem to Portal Totem throughout the realm, looking for a new student with exceptional Po powers.  When he found Polai, a young Goblin who had strong Po, Master Scree took Polai in hand teaching him first the basic spells of portal travel through the hundreds of Portal Totems in the realm. Po in a rare few could under stressful circumstance port without the Portal Totems.  Now only a few dozen remained a well-kept secret.  A Master Portal Totem was in the Vanderstone Monastery garden, many in the Vanderstone Monastery believed was an odd relic from a time long past.  With his infinity bag packed and on his back, he headed for the garden.

The totem stood only 4 feet tall.  Four weird 6-sided balls on top of each other.  Each globe depicted a different symbol on each side 24 symbols total.  Originally to activate the totem you turned each ball to arranged the symbols in a certain order from top to bottom.  With a certain simple spell spoken you had only had to touch the totem top ball, and you were transport to another a portal in the realm.  Each arrangement of symbols in different orders would take you to different places.  The Evil Ones campaign to rule the realm, saw him destroy all but a few dozen.  He never found the Master Portal Totem.  The Key totem to the remaining Portal Totems that remained.  After the Evil one was imprisoned behind his prison door.  Master Monk Scree reset the Master Portal to no longer work with arranging the symbols but created a new spell to operate each Portal Totem without the symbols.  Symbols that where known to the Evil One, and his acolytes.  Even today, a thousand years later if there were any acolytes still in hiding, they would know the symbols.  The reset was only known to Master Scree and before he died, he passed that knowledge to Polai now the Master Monk of the ‘Vanderstone Monastery of Polaruis. Formerly a teaching academy of Po power.  The spell components can be changed to affect a different outcome, as to where you wanted to go in particular, or in this case a general search parameter spell looking for those with the highest level of Po power, and even to search for Evil Pi casters to root out those Evil Pi casters still in the realm.  Polari approached the Portal Totem just before sunrise, to be sure everyone in the Vanderstone Monastery would still be asleep and with one hand on the top ball, he cast his spell.

“Po-ve, Po-me, Po-he, Po-wer, Po-to, Po-go, Po-ogh, Po-is, Po-tal, Po-to, Po-ere, Po-I, Po-ca, Po-ind, Po-he, Po-ne, Po-ith, Po-he, Po-I, Po-erch, Po-or, Po-ith, Po-Po-wer.  The Portal Totem hummed, then the bottom ball spun around fast until Polai vanished.  From a doorway looking over the garden, Priestess Polia witnessed Master Polai recite his spell then vanished.  She approached what she always assumed was a garden ornament, put her hand on the top ball, and recited the negative version of the spell Polai spoke.  Pi-power of the Evil One Pi-ve, Pi-me, Pi-he, Pi-wer, Pi-to, Pi-go, Pi-ogh, Pi-is, Pi-tal, Pi-to, Pi-ere, Pi-I, Pi-ca, Pi-ind, Pi-he, Pi-ne, Pi-ith, Pi-he, Pi-I, Pi-erch, Pi-or, Pi-ith, Pi-Po-wer.  This time the third ball down spun until Polia vanished.

***
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POLAI WAS AT FIRST dazed, something he never felt before when using the Portal Totem.  Except maybe once when he portal to the farthest distance to a Portal Totem, from the Vanderstone Monastery.  This felt like it was 1000 times that distance.  He knew of no Portal Totem that was that far away in the realm of Polaruis.  He found himself in an unknown forest of unknown species of trees and vegetations.  He looked up to the night sky, looking for the three moons of Polaruis.  The small twin moons where missing, while the full moon that was in the sky was just that a full moon.  The third larger moon on Polaruis was a shattered sphere with a large chunk missing out of it on its western side at its south polar region.  A thousand years ago the Evil One managed to cast a spell with the attempt to show his power to shatter the larger moon and obliterate it from the night skill forever.  To scare the populace to follow the way of the Pi and forsake the Po.  His spell failed to obliterate the whole moon.  The spell weaken him which led to his doom and imprisonment by Master Scree and his pupil Polai.  Polai realized then he was not on Polaruis anymore but had traversed to another world.  He pulled out of his infinity bag a cot to rest his fatigue on from such a distance it took him to reach this unknown world.  As he fell asleep he dreamed of a cabin in the woods where a young teen was cutting wood.  In his dreams he could sense the boy was 15 and held an enormous innate power of Po untapped and unaware to the boy.  Polai linked his mind to the boys mind, his source for tracking him in the woods were the cabin was.  When he was rested from his portal fatigue, and dawn was upon him to his shock instead of two suns in the sky, there was only one.  He was differently not on Polaruis.  With his cot folded up and stuffed in the infinity bag he pulled out his meager food and water for his breakfast.  When his fast ended he then set out following his mental link to the cabin and the boy.

***
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POLIA, HER FIRST-TIME porting found herself in a strange city, where tall buildings blocked out her view of the night sky and where she couldn’t see the 3 moons of Polaruis.  She found herself in a dark alley where she passed out against a large metal container that stunk of food refuse.  Most Polaruins experiencing there first Portal would find themselves very disoriented and would eventually pass out.  She slept.  In her dreams she saw a young girl about 15 maybe 16, confronting two older teen boys in a standoff of words and threats.  The Girl’s Po shined like a beacon, and strangely her Pi was dominated by her Po.  The Po stronger, but her anger at the two older boys made her Pi rise from time to time to weaken her Po.  This girl had no knowledge she had both the Positive and the Negative power of Po and Pi, the Portal spell led Priestess Polia too.  Polia linked to the girls mind, and in the morning after a good rest, she found herself witnessing the girls words and threads thrown at the two older teen boys.  Who were not intimidated by the girl.  She was losing her ground, and the two boys knew they had the upper hand against her.  Polia, from her hiding place stood up and joined the girl’s side.  An even battled now.

***
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POLAI, WALKED UNTIL he came across a well-worn path in the woods, and with his link to the boy, he turned right onto the path and was rewarded in a half hour the view of the cabin in his dream.  The boy was at a wood pile, splitting wood with a vengeance.  With each swing downward he shouted.  “Take that Cousin Temple, you bustard.”  As the log split in half.  The boy placed another log on the stump, raised his axe, swung down, and cursed again. “Take that Mrs. Temple, you bitch.  How dare you both keep secrets from me.”  The boy cursed and added.  “How dare you plot to steal my inheritance.” Throwing the axe into the stump where it was embed in the stump. The boy walked over to a table and grabbed a water bottle and took a long drink then poured the remaining water over his head as if that would cool his rage.

Polai, stood off the path among the tree’s reaching out with his Po to sense what was going on through the boys head.  He got a glimpse of the boy recent past running away from his home under the care of his mother’s cousin and his wife, until the authorities could locate his Grandfather Dr. Terry Weatherton, a Geologist somewhere in South American in a region of Chile helping a team of Chilean Geologist looking for evidence of copper in the Southern mountain isolated region of the Andes Mountain that separated Chile from Argentina.  Dr. Weatherton had been down there when the boy’s parents lost their lives in a car accident two months ago.  The American consulate and Chilean authorities were looking for the team of geologist who by the last report of their location proved to be outdated.  They had gone off the grid on some wild goose chase the Chilean authorities believed.  It would be only a matter of time to find them, or the team would reach a location where they had cell service.  Meanwhile, the boy was placed into the care of the Temples, until the grandfather could be found and return to the states.

Polai, read much in the mind of the boy how the Temples first cousins of the boy’s mother, where hoping the grandfather would never return alive.  The boy overhead one late night a conversation how they would become the boy’s legal guardians, then become financial guardians of his parents and grandfathers wealthy estate and sypher off as much money as they could from it.  Including selling his Mansion and estate worth millions.  The boy that night snuck off and headed south to the forest where his grandfather’s cabin was.  A place where the Temples and the children protective services had no knowledge off.  Then the boys mind shut down, his innate PO sensing someone was watching him from the tree’s, a few yards away.  The boy stepped over to the cabin’s front porch and grabbed his Grandfather’s hunting Rifle.  He turned in the direction where Polai was hiding off the path.  “I don’t know who you are. I suggest you turn away and head back where you came from.  This is private property you are trespassing and the law here abouts give me the right to protect my property.  Unless you want a chest full of buckshot, get out of here.  I am a good shot so you better leave.  Make me come looking for you, the closer I get the worse the buckshot will sting.”  The boy shouted.

Polai, stepped out on the path, facing the boy.  At the sight of the diminutive green creature, the boy dropped the rifle, more in surprise then shock.  “I must be dreaming again; you can’t be real?” The boy said. 

“Leo Weatherton, I am as real as this cabin is, and you standing there gawking at me.”  Polai spoke.

“Impossible, dreams don’t come true.  I must be hallucinating.”  Leo said.

“You are not hallucinating Leo, I am real, and yes, you dreamed of me last night as I dreamed of you cutting wood this morning.”  Getting right to the point. “Leo, I have come from another realm led to you by my magic looking for a brotherly soul with the innate power of Po.  The positive magic of my realm to prevent an Evil Pi Caster from escaping his prison and wrecking revenge on my world.  Pi is a negative magic where those with evil Pi can think only of destruction and violence against all, especially against Po casters like me.  I was led to you because you have the innate power of Po in you.”  Under his breath, Polai cast a Po spell that lifted the rifle up off the ground back into Leo hands and then raised all the spilt wood to stack together in a neat row.  “Leo would you like to learn how to use your Po power.  I could teach you how to find your Grandfather and his team of geologist.  He could be found in a bleak of eye, even transported here to this cabin.  You would never have to worry about the Temples, or the children protective services.”  Polai stated.

“Magic is not real you green Goblin.  You not real either.  Go away and leave me alone.”  Leo shouted.

Magic is real where I come from Leo, and if I am not real how can I go away if I don’t exist.  I am not a green Goblin either, whatever they are.  I am Master Polai, from a world called Polaruis.  I am the last of the Master Po casters in my world.  You are not imagining me Leo Weatherton, you are 15, recently orphaned, and the Temples are your mothers cousins.  Your Grandfather Weatherton is at this moment being found by the Chilean authorities in the Southern Andes Mountain in a town called Mante Trondor.  He has been told of his son and his daughter-in-law death in a car accident and his Grandson is in the care of his mother’s cousin and his wife.  I believe if you hurry into the cabin you will see a report on your visual communication device of his Geologist team rescue.”  Polai informed Leo.

Leo raced into the cabin to see on the TV a bulletin of a reporter interviewing his Grandfather.  “Dr. Weatherton, it is unfortunate that your rescue brought you the news of your Son and his wife’s death.  I have been told that your grandson has run away from the care of his mother’s cousin and has been missing for the last 30 days.  The American authorities in the states have not been able to find him Dr. Weatherton.  Do you have any comments you would like to share were he might me?”  The reporter stated.

“My Grandson Leo is a very resourceful teen like me when I was at his age.  I am sure he is okay and managing on his own.  Now if you will excuse me I have a helicopter waiting for me to take me to Santiago where my private jet is waiting for me.  I wish to join the search for my grandson as soon as I can.”  Dr. Weatherton said.

“Dr. Weatherton, is there any place you Grandson might me, a favorite family spot, he might be hiding at.”

“I would have no idea where that would me.  I am sorry, I am in demand around the world, the last time I saw my grandson in person was 5 years ago, outside of that it has been video calls, or emails since.  Now please I must go.”  Dr. Weatherton darted out the terminal to his waiting Helicopter.

Leo turned the Tv off, and turned around and was startled to find Polai in the cabin standing behind him.

“Leo, I do believe your grandfather forget to mention when he last saw you in person it was here in this isolated cabin when you were 10.  It was your grandfathers secret retreat, and only your parents and you knew about the cabin and where it was located.  Your mothers cousins have no knowledge of it nor do the authorities looking for you.  I am afraid your grandfather will be delayed Leo, something to do with his private flying machine needing repairs and parts that need to come from the states.  However, he will call you on his communication device very soon, the communication device in this cabin I believe is a satellite telephone you have hidden in that cabinet over there.  You best turn it on Leo.”  Polai pointed over to the cabinet.

“Wait a minute, whoever you are, how did you know about my grandfather, and how did you know he was rescued in Chile?”  How do you know about satellite phones if you are from another world?  And how did you know I was a runaway?”  Leo demanded.

“Leo it is like I said, it is magic, Po powers I have.  The same Po power you have, that I am linked to.  I can see in your mind what you are thinking.  Like a moment ago when you thought about that hidden communication device.  As for knowing your grandfather was rescued I have exceptional hearing.  I heard the visual communication device in the cabin speaking about your grandfather’s rescue.  And I can’t explain it, or how, my Po power has adjusted my thinking and my language to your language, and knowledge of your world. You have Po power untrained power. You are always linked to your grandfather through that Po magic in you to him.  Though he does not have Po powers, I linked to him through your stronger Po, and I got a brief image of him in this place called Santiago where his flying machine is broken down.  That report of his rescue is 3 days old Leo.  He has been trying to call you, but your device is not on.”  Polai stated.

Leo stepped over to the cabinet and open it.  Removed the satellite phone from is charging base and turn it on.  Its memory showed that six calls with Chilean Id codes, were received in the last 3 days.  It did not have a voice mail feature.  Leo stared at the phone then at Polia.  “I must be dreaming!”

“Leo Terrance Weatherton you are awake, you are not dreaming.  Your grandfather is trying to get in touch with you.  I am real, though I do have green skin.  Pick a color Leo, I will change the color of skin.  Better yet, I could change you color from black to purple if you like.”  Polai suggested.

“No!  I am a proud Black teen, not some idiot who would rather be purple or white.  Yes, my mother was white, My grandfather’s late wife my grandmother was white, and her mother was Hispanic.  My grandfather’s mother was Dominican and his father black.  I take after my father and proud of my heritage from different s sides of the color spectrum and heritage.  I learned my mother’s cousins, the Temples where crooks.  They had no compassion in them to take care of me.  Rather they were hoping my grandfather was never found, died in the Andes Mountain.  They wanted to control my inheritance from my parents estate, and my grandfathers to do so they needed to control that estate until I was old enough to control it.  There would be nothing left if they were my trustees.  They never approved of my mother’s marriage to a black man. I am a black youth, not some purple goblin or green goblin from some planet called Polaruis.  And I don’t have Po powers either.”  Leo made clear.

“Leo think about it.  Has there been times in your life, some things happen, some things you can’t explain, like knowing what someone is thinking.  Maybe not being able to read minds yet and hear complete sentences.  But a brief glimpse of a thought, something that warns you to duck.  Like that moment when at 13, you did duck to avoid a large flowerpot falling from a 6th floor window.  You heard a women mentally scream ‘Oh my God, duck’ and you did duck away from where you were standing looking around for the store you were looking for.  You never told anyone.  Think back Leo, how many times have you been in a situation where you finished a person’s sentence before that person could finish it?  Was it second guessing, just luck, or you without knowing it read the person thoughts.  How often in school you gave a correct answer to a question before the teacher finished the question?  What about the time when you were riding your bike home from school, you suddenly stopped at an intersection without reason.  You had the right of way Leo.  But a car ran the stop sign.  This is known as precognition where you didn’t see or know a car was going to run the stop sign.  Did you not at the time shiver and wonder why you stopped suddenly without any reason.  If you had not stopped, you believed you would have been in the intersection and hit by the car.  Leo, were where you at the time you parents, had their fatal accident?”  Polai, asked.

“I will always remember that moment.  I was in my room playing a video game, when the monitor screen when bright white, my eyes blurred, and to this day I swear I saw a car swerve off the road suddenly and over the cliff.  At the moment I thought I was hallucinating, tired.  I was playing the video game for hours when I should have been in bed.  I turned the game off and went to bed.  All I remember after that was the housekeeper waking me up telling me there was a police officer who wished to talk to me.  My parents were coming home from a charity event when the car blown a tire, and the car swerved off the road through a barrier and over the cliff.  The police officer said my parents didn’t survive the crash.”  Leo told Polai with tears in his eyes.

“I am sorry, Leo for your loss.  I would not have brought up that moment, I had to convince you that it wasn’t a hallucination, it was this time your innate Po that linked you to your father who was driving..  In my world, where Po is found in nearly everyone.  It is not always as strong as others who have Po.  Just as many have no Po.  When the Evil One on my world with his evil Pi power, a Pi power so strong he could convert Po casters over to being Evil Pi casters.  The opposite of Po, Pi the negative and evil form of Po.  The Evil One literally could remove the lessor level of Po.  Leaving many without Po.  Before Master Scree and I could imprison the Evil One.  The Evil One rid nearly 95 percent of the population of Po casters weaker than he was.  Many died or where turned to being his slaves, his lessor Pi casters.  Many where turned into his slaves to do his bidding.  After his imprisonment, there was only Master Scree and myself left with the greater power of Po, and a few in the Vanderstone Monastery who had a level of Po that could keep the Evil Ones prison wards in force every full moon.”
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