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For my friends

who have seen the best and worst of me and at every turn never abandoned me. Instead, you all knew it was just me becoming a Favorite when I was once only a CLE. I love you all. (Now forget I said all of that and just carry on as if I hadn’t.)






Dear Favorites,

Finally! The missing levels of The Marvelous Effect have been found and you are gazing upon them at this very moment. If you remember correctly they occur between levels I and V of The Marvelous Effect, during Louis Proof’s mysterious coma and Cyndi Victoria Chase’s “kidnapping.” They reveal MANY secrets and promise to be more important than anything you have learned about the Marvelous World thus far. I’d like to add that I’m not one for rumors, but there is one floating around that a few highly important Olivion’s Favorites prologues and tons of information about Midlandia can be found online at marvelousworld.com. Who knows? Anyway, that is all I have to say and I have said it.

Thank you,

Troy CLE

P.S. If you are indeed a Favorite and there is anything else… Iamafavorite@marvelousworld.net








Marvelous World

A.K.A.

The Marvelous World of the Supposedly Soon to Be Phenomenal Young Mr. Louis Proof Book 1.5: Olivion’s Favorites

Level II
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Chapter One


Snatched up! Taken! Kidnapped! Borrowed? Whatever you want to call it, this is what happened to Young Louis Proof, Cyndi Victoria Chase, and Devon Alexander. They didn’t understand how or why, but they suddenly found themselves on Midlandia.

Midlandia can only be described as a limitless place at the center of all things known and unknown. It’s like heaven’s electric kiss only better. It’s like hell’s unrelenting scorn only worse.

They didn’t know one another but Louis, Cyndi, and Devon would be bound by their quest to return home. They didn’t know it, but first they’d need to find the Olivion, for they were Olivion’s Favorites—children of ultimate power and importance.

The three Favorites’ pathways seemed to stretch behind them into forever. In front of them was a magnificently large bluish ball of living light. Yet, oddly, within this light they could see only the pathways and one another; the children were surrounded by total darkness.

The light greeted them with all sorts of hellos that could not be heard but sure could be felt. The light was happy to welcome them. They were its hope, because it and all things known and unknown were in grave danger.

“Where are we?” Louis asked.

“I have no idea,” Cyndi said.

“Me neither,” Devon said.


Well…

Louis, you are a long way from your uncle’s store in New Jersey, where you collapsed.

Cyndi, you are a long way from your brother’s kitchen floor in California, where you fell silent.

Devon, you are a long way from your attic in Chicago, where you were looking for one of your old toys to give to your sister.



But still you belong here, for now…

The light began to wildly radiate. Blues, yellows, reds, oranges, gold, and platinum plus limitless more colors flashed. The light’s power lifted them from the platforms. The three felt like they were dancing in heaven. But this would not last. Everything began to shake, and with that, the light sent the children flying in different directions, far from one another.


Louis. Cyndi. Devon.

Welcome to Midlandia.
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Chapter Two


So there Louis was, flying through the Midlandian sky nowhere near his mom, dad, home, the JunkYard JunkLot, or his beloved radio-controlled cars. Blue and white light radiated from his body, making him look like a human comet. He felt limitless, as if he were being reborn as a god.

The night sky streaking by was like none he had ever seen. Electric shades of violet, deep blues, and rich purples wove together around him. Way off in the distance there was a massive, glistening mountain range and beyond that a large city with shiny buildings blanketed in light. Everything felt vibrant, as if it were all somehow alive.

This had to be a dream. And now he was sure he would wake up, because he was heading straight for a mountain. The collision would kill him and he had never before died in a dream.

Okay, wake up! Louis thought. But nothing changed. Panic set in. Louis screamed and crossed his forearms in front of his face as if that would ease the impact. Yeah right! Blam! He blasted straight into the mountain with such force that his twelve-year-old body tore a twenty-foot-wide, sixty-yard-deep hole through it. Surprisingly, slamming through rock reminded him of the cool, wet, and exhilarating sensation of traveling down the water slide that led to the JunkYard JunkLot, but this time it was much more intense and all over his body. He was still screaming, but it was amazing!

Then he crashed hard on his right shoulder, hitting the lush, grassy Midlandian ground and tearing a chasm six feet wide and hundreds of feet long. He lay still and silent but not unconscious. Finally, he pressed his palms to the earth and rested on his knees. He slowly stood, unharmed. There was a quiet power growing inside him.

Louis Proof’s Celestial Infection Rate = 8%

Louis looked up at the sturdy mountain hundreds of feet away. It seemed like nothing would be able to shake it, but there it was: a twenty-foot hole that he had made. He could see the night sky on the other side.

The mountain… didn’t hurt me?! This is a dream? It doesn’t feel like a dream, Louis thought. He didn’t have a scratch. Plus, he couldn’t recall ever being more alert. Everything was so vivid.

There was no moon, yet light radiated from the odd violet, star-kissed sky. Louis began to walk. In the last five minutes, he’d collapsed in front of his uncle’s store in frantic pain, stood before a bluish light with two other children, and blown through a mountain, and now here he was wandering in this strangely bright night. Where was he?

Suddenly, a voice grabbed Louis’s attention. It had a vibration that he’d never heard before but he could understand it clearly. “Perilynn, it tore through the sky; it must be one of the children. You have to hurry. Reign is on his way to destroy this child—and you, if you get in his way. Why are you so eager to reach this child alone anyway?” the voice said.

Louis looked everywhere but saw no one. He couldn’t even tell what direction the voice was coming from. It was like it was being transmitted directly into his head, as if he was meant to hear it. Louis figured the city he had seen was the best place to go for help. Destroy this child. He had to be the child, so he began to run, but there was no place to hide from whoever was speaking.

“aZRon, when I find all three children, Olivion’s Gate will reappear to welcome them. And if I cross the Gate with them, Olivion will make me a Favorite,” a second voice said.

Where are they? Where am I? Louis thought as he ran, frantically looking around.

“You fool! You’re going to battle all of Midlandia, fighting both eNoli and iLone to become a Favorite? Of course, I can’t wait to see such an exciting show. Things have been boring even with Galonious, Trife, and Arminion escaping. But you do know there’s no way you can win, right?” aZRon said before barging right on with hardly a pause. “I’m not taking any falls for you, though! And when you’re caught, I want to be the one to cast you into the Infinite Abyss. I’ve always wanted to do that to someone.”

“Fine, if I get caught, you can be the one to throw me into the Infinite Abyss, but I won’t lose. Thanks for telling me about the child,” Perilynn said.

“The next time we meet, we may not be on the same side, my friend. Don’t take it personally.” aZRon laughed, and the laugh slowly faded, as if aZRon was flying away.

The sound was swift, compact, and deafening. It came right before the three spheres of red and yellow light hit the ground in front of and to the sides of Louis. He could feel heat and was blasted off his feet and onto his back. Quickly, he rose to see the spheres of light turn into imposing figures. At first they were electric outlines, then solid beings of light, and finally three people who seemed human but were unlike anyone Louis had ever seen before. They moved with an air of superiority and flawless perfection. Their blue-gray eyes seemed otherworldly. They wore slick, fitted clothing and each clutched dual glowing blades as if they intended to slice Louis in half.

“You need to be more careful. You created such a sight when you got here. It was not hard to find you at all,” said the one in front of Louis. Red light briefly rose from his body like mist.

This was not one of the voices Louis had been hearing.

“Know me as the eNoli Reign, and we are here to… well, you’ll soon find out.” He nodded to the others. Their blades hummed as they moved through the air toward Louis.

Louis knew he had no answer for the oncoming attack. He was ready to run when he felt a tug at his center that pulled him back into a wave of radiant golden energy. The energy moved toward his attackers. It was now solidifying in the spot where Louis had been less than a fraction of a second ago. It became a man with a silver mask that radiated a fluorescent blue light from its eyes and carved patterns.

This masked man moved faster than Louis could follow. His hands held two glowing blades that caught the attackers off guard. He sliced through the one on the left while flipping backward, evading the attack of the one on the right. In midair, behind his enemy, he delivered a well-targeted blow. Two beings had turned into energy bursts that violently faded away before Louis could twitch. No blade had met this young masked man as he landed.

Only Reign was left, and Louis and the masked man both knew he would not be beaten as quickly as the others.

“Stay behind me. Don’t run! I’m the only one who will keep you safe,” the masked man said. This was one of the voices Louis had heard earlier.

Reign charged the masked man. They exchanged a few blows, but everything stopped when Reign’s fist shattered the man’s mask, revealing his identity. In a second, the mask had rebuilt itself as if it had never been broken.

“Perilynn, I should have known. Why do you fight for this iLone child? You and your brother are traitors,” Reign said as he grabbed Perilynn by the throat. Perilynn released a shock of energy from his body that forced Reign to free him.

However, Reign was no longer the problem. Hundreds of beams of light rocketed to the ground like meteors. Hot white sparks flew wildly from each impact before the lights turned into figures like Perilynn and Reign. Perilynn grabbed Louis by the wrist and ran, guiding him through the falling lights.

“You have to trust me; I’ll lead you out of here,” Perilynn said.

“Fine!” Louis said.

“Fine?” Perilynn was surprised he didn’t have to do more persuading. “Okay, stay close!”

In front of them.

In back of them.

To the left of them.

To the right them.

The vicious lights hit everywhere.

Perilynn stopped all of a sudden in the midst of this.

“Come on, let’s go!” Louis yelled, trying to pull Perilynn forward.

“We can escape here,” Perilynn said as he stomped twice at the ground. The land was bending under his foot.

“Are you crazy?” Louis asked.

“All things considered, I guess I am! We’re going to break through, and there’s only one way we can do that.” Perilynn answered. He had a plan.

“Do something!” Louis yelled as Perilynn started his plan.

Step One!

Perilynn kneeled and punched the ground. The punch created a circle; written symbols spiraled from it and a ripple of jagged red light traveled outward along the ground, forcing back everyone near them. But it wouldn’t take the fallen long to regroup, and more were coming from the sky.

Step Two!

Perilynn threw Louis hundreds of feet straight up into the air. Louis looked like a perfect target. But Perilynn jumped right after him, turning to pure energy and traveling almost instantly to meet each Celestial Entity (CE) that was closing in. When he reached one, he would take on his human form with sword in hand, strike, then turn into energy again, twisting to rush to the next target. Every movement left a trail of streaking light. He struck the first in its chest, the second in its abdomen, the third in its head, the fourth in its neck. He was in human form again as he darted toward Louis, who was still flying up. Perilynn grabbed Louis by his hand and threw him even farther into the sky. He could see Reign speeding after them. It was time to go.

Step Three!

Perilynn caught up to Louis, snatched his arm, and pulled him close. He flipped backward so they were aimed headfirst toward the ground. They began to spin as they plummeted.

Louis could see the many following them, but he and Perilynn were moving too fast; there was no way they could be caught. It didn’t matter, though, because the ground was about to make a quick mess of them both. Screaming was not going to help. Louis didn’t think he even had the air to scream. So he closed his eyes.

There was no impact. They pushed right through the surface. A clean exit!

They were gone with no telling where they would appear next. That was the way of Midlandia; if you knew where to look and how to access it, just about anything could be an entrance or exit. It was up to Midlandia, though, where you would turn up.
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Chapter Three


Pushing through Midlandia was a great thing if you knew how to do it. Some had to force their way through as Perilynn just had, but it was believed that some could make the ground open up and welcome them.

Although they had crashed through dirt, grass, and rock, Louis and Perilynn were now falling gracefully through air, and Louis felt this place all around him, as if it were embracing him like it cared about and needed him. A few glowing colorful lights took a moment to travel in front of Louis’s face and examine him. They took off after saying unspoken hellos and good-byes.

Soon, Louis and Perilynn landed on a path, and it was like they were underground but not. They were in a huge expanse, yet Louis sensed that everything ended just beyond his range of vision. There were many other pathways around them—some interwoven, some not.

There were upways ascending and downways descending.

There were sideways winding on their sides and slantedways on a zigzag.

There were oldways coming apart and newways being built.

There were frontways in full sight and backways somewhat hidden.

There were rightways leading to good places and wrongways leading to bad places.

There were all sorts of ways but oddly there were no doorways…

Perilynn found a way, grabbed Louis, and they were off.

“Where are we? Where are we going?” Louis asked, staring at everything around him.

“This is Midlandia and I have to get you to Olivion’s Gate, but before that can happen we must find the other children…,” Perilynn said from behind his silver mask, which reflected all as he led Louis with quick steps down a shiny metal pathway.

Each time their feet touched the ground, tiny glowing sparks flew up. They were moving through what could only be explained as “it all.” They were actually inside of Midlandia, traveling through the fabric of existence. It was if they were walking through an invisible fog, pushing through something that was tightly woven yet contained loose patches at the same time, and it gave Louis an odd, prickly feeling. Marvelous!

“Other children… like me? I saw them when I first got here. There’s another boy and a girl,” Louis said, trying to keep up with Perilynn’s pace.

“You were with them? Why did you separate? That was the worst thing you could’ve done.”

“We didn’t separate on purpose. I was with them one minute, and the next I was flying through the sky and you know what happened after that.… You saved me. Thanks.”

“We’re not safe, so there’s no need to thank me yet.” Perilynn was trying to figure out where they should be going among the many paths surrounding them. Louis realized now that he’d been hearing a faint background noise ever since he’d arrived on Midlandia. The sounds were becoming louder in Louis’s ears as he was becoming more accustomed to this place. It seemed as if everything had a sound as identifiable as its appearance. The interwoven melodies comforted Louis.

“Always remember that the best and only way is your own way and you should never be afraid to take it.” Perilynn had hardly finished speaking when he leaped, pulling Louis with him, to land on a platform that met his feet as if it were called to him. There were more, and Perilynn was leaping from one to the next with Louis in tow. Upon each landing a shock tore through Louis’s body, vibrating his insides with an exciting, energizing tingle. Louis didn’t know it but the effects of a celestial virus were being accelerated. He was becoming more in tune with Midlandia and it was becoming a part of him both here and in his body back home.

Louis Proof’s Celestial Infection Rate = 19% and Rising

Louis didn’t notice but he was also becoming thinner and more muscular. He was distracted by the realization that colors were different here. They seemed to be living entities that chose to bring color to objects as sort of a cool job. They radiated this place with patterns that were unpredictable yet complementary, as if this were a wondrous painting accented with blackness.

The platforms read each of Perilynn’s moves, pivoting with his steps. Some even catapulted him forward when the next one looked too far to be reached by just jumping. Of course Perilynn could clear just about any jump, but nonetheless he always appreciated assistance.

There were no more platforms, and they came to a complete stop. There seemed to be no way to go forward in the darkness. “Hold on,” Perilynn said. Louis braced himself for Perilynn to leap into the unknown but he didn’t jump.

Hearing the sound of running water, Louis looked down to see a stream of illuminated water rise up in front of them. Perilynn smiled. The water took on the shape of a woman’s face, which had to be over ten feet tall. It didn’t speak as it looked Louis and Perilynn over. Finally it smiled and opened its mouth. Instead of a tongue a stairway rolled out and met the platform. The woman’s mouth kept opening wider and wider until there was no more face left. There was only a massive liquid passageway. It beamed with light and Louis could feel its warm invitation.

“I’m pretty sure this is the way, but if not… well, hey, we won’t worry about that!” Perilynn said as they began to climb the stairs that led to an illuminated waterway.

It seems that Louis and Perilynn did indeed find their doorway.
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Chapter Four


Cyndi Victoria Chase found herself falling from a tree. But it was a slow and guided fall as if the branches were grabbing her and passing her down so she wouldn’t hurt herself.

“Be careful. They’re in the trees. You don’t know if they’re friends or enemies. They’re in the trees.” Cyndi heard whispered words as she was dropped six feet from the last branch.

She landed on her feet in a forest, all the same height and perfectly trimmed as if a groundskeeper were well paid to keep them that way. “Who’s in the trees? Where am I?” Cyndi asked, looking around. She saw only the trees and a long path of clear, still water with evenly spaced square stepping stones along its length. This place was lovely but foreign. She remembered the two other kids and a magnificent light. Before that she’d been in her brother’s kitchen…

Cyndi walked onto the stepping stones, mesmerized by the colors and by the clarity with which she was able to see. Her clear California nights could not compare to the purples and violets that streaked along this sky. It was as if the colors were alive, vibrant with playful energy.

Stopping on one of the stones, Cyndi could feel eyes. They were in the trees, but she didn’t turn around. Instead she looked into the water. Fear squeezed her heart as she saw the beings reflected there. Vile-looking snake-, crab-, spiderlike abominations were carefully peering at her from high in the branches. They had many legs and an upper body that could stretch and coil around objects like a serpent. For now only their heads and upper bodies were visible among the leaves.

She continued down the stepping-stone path, wondering if each tree had one of the beings in it. They were less hidden now; they were beginning to creep out of the foliage. She thought to run but that was not the way to go. She could see it—her running, falling into the water, and being attacked by these mysterious creatures.

She was going to have to talk to them. “Will any of you help me? I have no idea where I am, but you must know. Why don’t you come out, so we can talk?” Cyndi said.

“Help you? Talk to you? You’re an iLone child. Surely you jest,” one spoke from deep within a tree.

“Yes, you’re an iLone child and you have no business here,” another said.

“But where is here and who are you? And what is an iLone child?” Cyndi asked as countless numbers of them came down from the trees. Cyndi had to use every bit of energy to stop herself from screaming.

“This is Midlandia. Don’t you know anything?”

“Of course she does. This is a Favorite using iLone trickery! Arminion demands that she be captured because she’ll destroy our chance to escape.”

Midlandia… iLone… Favorite… Arminion. Cyndi had no idea what the words meant. The creatures began to circle her, and she couldn’t come up with the right thing to say.

“Really, I have no idea where I am or what this is about. I don’t know anything about being iLone—is that what you said? And Midlandia. Can you explain?” Cyndi said.

“Well, you’re here because—” one began.

“You cannot be serious. You’re being tricked into believing her lies,” another said.

Cyndi had made it out of the water. Now she fled. But she didn’t get far. They circled her, grabbed her, and took her away.
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Chapter Five


The glowing waterway led Louis and Perilynn into a water-filled cave whose smooth walls were etched with images of CE that seemed to point the way out. The current forced them through a short underwater tunnel, then they swam to the surface and found themselves in outer Midlandia, floating in a river in bright daylight. Climbing out of the water, they began to wring their clothes out.

Perilynn had faith that this was where they needed to be. He’d soon find the second child, with Louis’s help of course.

They sat on the ground because Louis had no desire to move. He was still taking everything in. He listened to the sounds of Midlandia; they were as brilliant as before if not more so. He looked at the Celestial-graced landscape. Gray-blue mountains with glistening snowcaps hovered in the sky miles away, and the river led to a gorgeous crystal building in the distance.

This is not a dream, Louis thought. He would have sworn it was if it had not been for the wonder of the omnidirectional elevators, rides, racetrack, and the very existence of the JunkYard JunkLot and for one of the last conversations he’d had with Uncle Albert in his store.



“Have you ever seen something that you knew couldn’t be real? But you knew it was real?” Louis blurted out.

Uncle Albert thought for a minute. “Wasn’t real? What does that mean? The world is a big place, where just about anything can happen, good or bad. I know that for a fact—and man oh man, I can tell you some stories…”

It now seemed as if his uncle had told him something much bigger than he was able to realize at the time. Yes, this was all real.

Louis Proof’s Celestial Infection Rate = 25% and Rising

“Come on, we have to move. There isn’t time to rest,” Perilynn said, getting up. He wouldn’t stray far from the river, but just in case they needed cover, he knew it was best to walk close to the trees and to the stone statues of CE and unique beasts that were evenly placed throughout the breathtaking landscape.

“Wait! Who are you? Please tell me what’s going on… and can you take off that mask?” Louis asked, following.

“I quite like it, but sure. I decided I’d wear it during the fight. They found out who I was anyway. You first. What’s your name?” Perilynn said as the mask moved three inches forward and then turned into light that traveled into him.

“Wow! My name is Louis. Louis Proof and I’m from East Orange, New Jersey,” Louis said, amazed by how the mask had disappeared.

“Louis Proof. That’s a strong two-part name!” Perilynn said.

“So what’s yours?” Louis asked.

“It’s Perilynn. One part!” Perilynn said as he ran his finger across his chest. In its wake, a name tag with striking red letters appeared and attached itself to the stylish vest that Perilynn was wearing. To Louis’s surprise, Perilynn had given him a name tag too with his full name written across it: “Louis Proof.”

“Nice to meet you,” they both said at the same time.

Louis extended his hand for Perilynn to shake. “Hey, you did some wild stuff back there! You’re not human. What are you and what is this place?”

Perilynn paused, thinking about his life and this place. Both were at the root of why he was doing this.

“Louis, I’m something called a Celestial Entity—a CE, but really I don’t know what that actually means. I just am. This is Midlandia and it just endlessly is…,” Perilynn said.

“How can you not know what you are and what this place is?”

“It’s complicated. I guess you can think of Midlandia this way: Every place you knew of before you got here, this is not there. That’s the only way I can explain it.”

“Well, who knows and can tell me?” Louis asked.

“Oh, that’s easy. The Olivion knows everything and I’m going to take you and the other children to Olivion’s Gate. We’ll cross it to meet the Olivion. After that you can go home.”

“Yes! That’s the best thing I’ve heard: Then you can go home. If that’s how we have to do it, let’s get to it! Other kids. Gate. Olivion. Home. All right!”

“I like your attitude.”

“Hey, so where’s this gate?” Louis asked.

“That’s the funny part. Finding the Gate is tricky, although I was right there the last time it was known to appear.”

“If you found it before, you can find it again.”

“No, Louis, I didn’t find it. It was the greatest and strongest of us all who found it, Myth. He was like a father to me and my brother, and his ambition led us to the Gate. You see, Midlandia is not like any place you know. Many things on Midlandia, especially Olivion’s Gate, won’t be found unless they want to or are supposed to be found. And even then anything can be anywhere.”

“That sounds like madness, but why were you looking for it? Were there other kids like me who had to find it?”

“No. There are kids like you because we did find the Gate. My kind, the eNoli, want to leave this place. The Olivion would not allow such a thing, so Myth sought the gate to persuade the Olivion. That started everything.”

“You want to leave too? That’s why you’re taking me to the Gate?” Louis noticed the gentle, relaxing sound of the river’s pure flowing water.

“No. I don’t want to leave. I want to the find the Gate so that I can become a Favorite and learn the answers to the questions you just asked. The Olivion knows all. Nothing makes sense to me, and I want it to—I need it to. From my first thought I was alone and I knew nothing. Everything was a mystery. That’s why I followed Myth and took part in the war to find the Gate and the Olivion.” Perilynn was keeping careful watch for anyone who might be around.

“So, what happened?” Louis asked, wondering if they’d be able to explore the building that sparkled in the distance.

“I don’t know exactly, but it’s said that when you touch the Gate, it shows you things. When Myth placed his hand on the Gate, it showed him something that made him flee.”

“He was that powerful and he just left?”

“Yes. He abandoned the Gate and no one has seen him since. What it showed him is one of the biggest mysteries of Midlandia. We’ve all tried to find him, especially his beloved eLynori, but, like I said, he was never seen again. They say that when and if he returns, it will mark the beginning of a new age on Midlandia.”

“But you were there too. You didn’t cross the Gate?”

“Someone did cross the Gate, but it wasn’t me. I was robbed of my chance—” Perilynn broke off, quickly pulling Louis behind a tree as he saw three CE many yards away. Louis realized that Reign had found them but didn’t know it.

“Perilynn and his brother are traitors. I should not only have thrown them from the Gate, I should have ended them when I had the chance! I won’t make that mistake this time!” Louis heard Reign say as he and the other two began to walk away from Louis and Perilynn’s hiding place.

That must be why Perilynn and his brother didn’t cross the Gate. But who did? Who got to meet the Olivion? Louis wondered.

Perilynn waited for them to leave, but they didn’t because suddenly they had four visitors.

The one in front wore a blue stone medallion encased in white shiny metal. It reminded Louis of one that his mother had, only it was a bit bigger and a rim of brilliant white light shone around the stone. It was wondrous. The person who wore it was a twenty-year-old leader with blue-gray eyes who projected confidence. He looked as if he could command the wind and calm the seas.

“Kiyonrae. To what do I owe this pleasure? You must be looking for your three iLone children. I’ve met one. Don’t worry, he got away but the next time I meet him I’ll remove his head from his shoulders,” Reign said. Then he threw a sharp, spinning, glowing metal disk at Kiyonrae.

Kiyonrae dodged it, and that was enough for Reign and his followers to take off into the sky. They weren’t easily scared but they had no desire to face off with a Favorite.

Does it ever stop? Perilynn thought. He was always up for a good fight but this was not the time. Like Reign, he wouldn’t dare challenge Kiyonrae unless he had no choice. He just had to hope Kiyonrae would leave as Reign had.

“Who is that?” Louis asked.

“That’s someone you have to stay away from: Kiyonrae. He’s a Favorite just like you. Other than the Olivion, Favorites are the most powerful beings in existence. The medallion around his neck symbolizes that. But he’s an iLone and the iLone are the reason why this place is not at peace—or maybe it’s because of the eNoli. Who knows? I myself don’t care about eNoli or iLone. All I care about is getting you to the Olivion. If I become a Favorite like you, I believe that I’ll finally understand everything. So this is the plan: No matter what, we stick together, find the other two children, and get there,” Perilynn said.

Louis made a fist and raised it. Perilynn curiously did the same. Louis hit their knuckles together as a promise.

“Okay, now which way do we have to go?” Louis asked, watching Kiyonrae and his companions fly off.

“You tell me. You should be able to feel the others. Which way feels right?”

Louis didn’t question. Perilynn was right. A feeling guided him to the right and away from the wondrous building he’d hoped to visit.

“This way.” Louis turned.

“Great!” Perilynn said as they set off into Midlandia in search of the second child.


Louis, it seems you have been dropped into the middle of something big.
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Chapter Six


There would be no brilliant living blue lights here.

There would be no intelligently moving platforms here.

There would be no wondrous building in the distance here.

There would be no such adventure here.

This was the place of Louis’s birth and a place where many believed Louis would die.

This was East Orange General Hospital.

Louis was hooked up to tubes, and doctors were flabbergasted. His pupils were not responsive to light. His brain activity was registering at higher levels on the monitors than had ever been seen before. His body was at a temperature beyond what would cause spontaneous human combustion, yet his skin was cool to the touch and his heart rate was perfect.

What’s more, his body had burned enough calories for him to lose ten pounds in a matter of minutes. Anyone who could bottle that would be an extremely rich person.

The doctors had taken a blood sample and it was on its way to be analyzed. Maybe it would provide the clues they feverishly sought.

Trife had followed Louis to the hospital, riding on top of the ambulance, though still caught in another dimension. He was quietly observing until he saw the vial of blood. Trife knew what that was and he followed it. If Louis did make it out of this state, Trife knew what the blood would be able to do; he had to get it. He followed the nurse to the lab, and as soon as she put the blood down, he made his move. He concentrated and was able to force one hand into our dimension. He did not care who saw him. Why should he? While only a portion of his body was in this dimension, the paint on the walls began to crack and peel. Some of the glass in the room resorted back to sand, and plastics began to melt. He was forced back into his own dimension, but he had it! This would make Galonious very happy.

The room continued to deteriorate and Trife didn’t understand why. If we are to cross dimensions properly… balance… I’ve thrown off the balance… have to restore it… On a whim he thought of a few marbles, grabbed them, and placed them where the vial had been. Balance restored…

Wait. Something was calling to Trife. It was an energy that he could sense between dimensions. He followed its draw through the hospital. It led him back to Louis’s room. Trife was surprised that it was not Louis. It was his brother. There was an aura about him that was magnetic. There was a subtle darkness to him. It was his Karma, creating a precise pathway between dimensions. It only had to be strengthened.


Trife would follow him everywhere…



“… We were just talking and he suddenly frowned, hunched over, then stumbled out of my store and collapsed in the street. It came out of nowhere,” Uncle Albert said to Louis’s mother as she wiped the tears from her face.

“I got a call from the school that he left running and screaming out the door. Did he say anything about that?” Mrs. Proof said.

“No. I asked him why he was at my store early and he just asked me if I had ever seen something that I knew couldn’t be real but also knew was real. That’s it. He didn’t say he was sick. He simply clenched up and walked out the door while we were talking. I called 911 and here we are,” Uncle Albert said.

As this conversation continued, someone important appeared out of nowhere in a nearby room. Actually, not from nowhere. Not long ago Timioosiyon had traveled from Cyndi Victoria Chase’s room in California to Louis’s hospital. Timioosiyon, who while here would don the name Timothy, was the reason there were three kids on Midlandia rather than two. He was the young iLone who had left Midlandia to help Louis and the others, if they were able to return from Midlandia safely.

Have to find him and get him out of here. He would be under too much scrutiny. A Midlandian freak show, Timothy thought with a laugh.

He was in a vacant room with many windows in plain view of the nurses’ station. He immediately ducked down. Okay. He was a teen and there was no way a teen would have any natural authority here. He had to be a doctor. He thought about it for a moment, then aged himself about twenty years. He was quite dashing. Perfect smile and body. A bit too much. He needed to tone it down. He messed up his hair, wrinkled the lab coat, and stopped smiling so much. He grabbed a clipboard and tried to make his way to Louis. This was the awkward part. Timothy had to struggle to keep his influence under wraps. All who saw him were suddenly overcome with the need to right everything they had ever done wrong. They also wanted to work harder so that the hospital could run better for everyone. Oh boy, it was a real love fest. None of it was intentional, and soon he had his influence under control so it wouldn’t happen so easily. He was proud of himself as he found Mrs. Proof.

“Mrs. Proof?” Timothy said, leading her away from everyone else.

“Are you a new doctor? Do you have any news?” Mrs. Proof asked.

Timothy paused for a moment because he had to get this right. Oh, forget the plan; just use the truth. That’s the only thing that would work.

“No, Mrs. Proof. I knew of your mother so I know you will understand what I am about to say. We have to get Louis out of this hospital. If we do not, there will be trouble. Louis may be in danger here. If he is further examined, he will be taken away from you. Do you understand?”

It seemed to Mrs. Proof that just as the new doctor said this, Louis lost a bit more weight. It was scary. She had to fight her feeling of helplessness. She refused to cry and lose her head. Then, as she clutched the medallion that hung from her neck, she suddenly knew Louis would be okay.

Timothy needed Mrs. Proof to realize that she had to do exactly what he asked her to for Louis’s benefit. But he would not use his CE influence as he spoke to her.

“I know this is shocking. Look at the instruments. His vital signs are perfect. He looks perfect. He is in perfect shape. I will take care of everything so that you will be able to care for him in your own house. He does not need a hospital. Louis will get better. He already is… better than he has ever been. He will awaken in his own bed. You know what I am saying is true. Are you ready to take your boy home?” As a CE his words were undeniable, but they weren’t actually needed to convince her.

Mrs. Proof looked at Timothy and then at her son. She thought of her mother, and at that moment she knew that the time had come. This was all part of it. She clutched the medallion that hung around her neck even harder. Timothy smiled as he realized what it was.

“How are we going to do this?” Mrs. Proof said.

Timothy showed her a silver metallic device. “I have got it covered… I will attach this to Louis’s wrist. It will tell you how close he is to home. When it reaches zero, Louis will wake up. As far as getting him out of here goes, it is quite easy. No one will remember him being here. I just needed you to agree.” Timothy was confident he’d be able to do his job.


Your job?

Timioosiyon, what about the blood?

If you had only known about the blood…
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Chapter Seven


Reign stood in the center of Lefton Rack. Lefton Rack was where most great eNoli meetings have taken place. If there was notice that someone would be speaking about a matter of importance, all you had to do was walk and if you were meant to be there, you would be.

Lefton Rack also bent itself to what was needed. It was modest now, but as more and more eNoli filled it to hear the tale of Reign’s encounter with the child and with the lone masked being who had also eluded some of their most powerful, it got bigger and grander. A circular platform met Reign’s feet, raising him so that all parties could see him. Countless numbers of eNoli had come to witness his tale. They stood humbly on the ground. With Arminion, Galonious, and Trife gone, there were no leaders per se, just massive interested parties.

“Myth, the greatest of us all, abandoned us so long ago, and in his place you accepted Arminion! Not out of respect, as you did Myth, but out of fear because he is a sniveling lap dog of the Olivion. Where has that gotten us?” Reign said.

“Where has that gotten us? You must be mad! He told us he’d escape and he has when none of us could. He’s on Earth now with his closest followers, Galonious and Trife! They’ll usher our exodus! The arrival of the children is proof of that!” said Holliston, one of Arminion’s most loyal followers.

Everyone began to cheer. Reign wanted to rage but for the moment was silent. In Myth’s absence he, Reign, should have been named leader, not Arminion. Arminion had been responsible for his brother Kyll’s ultimate demise. Reign was the one who’d worked and fought the hardest under Myth’s guidance, yet he’d never won Myth’s support; Arminion and Perilynn had it instantly. These wounds wouldn’t heal. If he could only persuade the eNoli that Arminion’s leadership should be abandoned…

“Why should we trust him to help us? Have you forgotten that with Myth we went to war to destroy the Olivion so we could leave this place? That’s the correct path and we need to return to it!”

aZRon was getting impatient. Blah! Blah! Blah! All of this talk! Reign never said any of this when Arminion was around. He knew better. aZRon turned to his three sisters with a disgusted look on his face. They smiled but motioned for him to pay attention.

“We agreed to uphold Arminion’s plan before he left—” Holliston began, but Reign cut him off.

“It’s no secret that I don’t agree with Arminion, yet even still I was out doing my duty to destroy the children. I’m loyal to our cause. But someone was not; someone betrayed all eNoli. This is what makes me stand here to tell you we should abandon Arminion, because he cannot be trusted!” Reign said, and a great smile spread across his face.

This was what aZRon had been waiting for. He sat in quiet anticipation.

“Who is it you speak of?” one eNoli asked.

“Who is this traitor and what does he have to do with Arminion?” another demanded.

“It was the person whom we would least expect! It was Arminion’s brother, Perilynn!” Reign said.

Silence came over Lefton Rack. aZRon clenched his fist and whispered, “Yes.” This was going to be exciting!

“How can you be sure? It was said the savior of the child was wearing a mask! It must have been an iLone. All of the children are iLone!” said an eNoli.

“They’re going to try to protect them at all costs,” said another.

“No! It was Perilynn. When we fought I broke his mask and saw it was he. No one else saw his face? He challenged you all!” Reign said.

Lefton Rack went silent. No one other than Reign and aZRon had seen that it was Perilynn. Everyone knew Reign hated Perilynn, so they were hesitant to trust him.

Oh, come on, no one else saw him? It was Perilynn! aZRon thought. He wanted the drama and excitement of everyone chasing Perilynn. He had no choice but to speak. “I saw him too. Perilynn has betrayed us so that he can become a Favorite.”

“Are you sure?” Holliston said.

“Oh yes. He’s my friend and it pains me to say it, but he’s been driven mad with his desire. He wants to cross the Gate with the children.”

“He mustn’t protect these children. Midlandia is screaming because of them. They must be destroyed,” one said.

“They mustn’t be allowed to reach the Olivion and return home with the power to challenge Arminion, Galonious, and Trife. Our plans to escape this place will fail!” another said.

“Perilynn must be stopped!” someone else called out.

“No, he must be destroyed!” Reign said.

“No, he deserves a worse fate. He must be sent into the Infinite Abyss, and I volunteer to kick him in when he’s caught!” aZRon could not keep the sickening smile from his face. He nearly shook from side to side with anticipation of what was about to happen. Just as he’d warned Perilynn, all of Midlandia was going to be after him. Not since the war of Myth had there been the possibility of so much excitement.
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