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Reality of Shadow

 


There are moments in a lifetime that
are completely unexpected. Certain events that are impossible to
prepare for no matter how imaginative you are or what stories you
were raised on as a child. My life took one such turn after one of
these special moments, though it’s hard to say whether the turn was
in my favor or not as I’m still in a battle for my life, all
because of one small instant in time, one “accidental” discovery.
Either way I know the truth of my existence now which is more than
many can say I would wager. This discovery was one I could never
have dreamed of much less imagined and it remains to be seen if I
would have asked for this knowledge given the choice. Not only are
there single moments in time capable of changing your entire life,
but there are certain objects possessing that same power. What is a
normal life though? Perspective defines your individual
reality.

I thought I was a normal work a day guy
until that moment of discovery. I guess I still am just in a
different way, like I said I was in a certain place at a certain
time. Whether I was lucky or not in finding this object only time
will tell if it chooses to reveal its mysteries to me, I’m still
working on it. My story may seem strange and fantastical from the
outside but living it through your own eyes makes it one that is
impossible to deny. I don’t live on what you would call earth
anymore, not even the same universe. All I know for sure is this
object I found thrust me into the middle of my truth, that and the
object is a living spell, whatever that means. Forget my past,
forget my old name, this is now my life and my only story that
matters.

I used to like to take walks in the
afternoon in a park that was nearby my home. Call me old fashioned
or lame but it relaxed me the way no TV or video game ever could.
It was a wooded expanse with various trails and offshoots, open
fields for soccer games, just your regular all American park. On
one of my walks as I was coming up a small hill and around a bend
about twenty yards from the edge of the woodline I tripped over a
tree root. Not the first time, though I am proud to say it was the
first time I had ever fallen completely and fall I did, usually I
was pretty good at catching myself. If I hadn’t caught myself this
time with my hands I would have been flat on my face. I rolled onto
my right side and did what any normal person would do, started
cussing loudly and telling that old tree root off terribly while
holding the left wrist which seemed to take more of the fall than
the right. While laying there still in midswear I saw a small
metallic glimmer on the ground not even three feet away. I rolled
over brushing the area clear of leaves to reveal a half moon shape
sticking out of the ground, the rest was still buried. It looked
like half of a soda can sticking out of the ground. Being the good
citizen I am I wanted to remove the litter so I dragged myself to
my feet swearing the whole time as I was brushing my shirt
off.

“Well, no major injuries
maybe a slight sprained wrist. Overall I’d call it a lucky fall.” I
said to myself walking over to remove that damned soda can. It was
going in the trash after that fall if it was the last thing I
did.

When I reached out to touch it four
metallic looking limbs shot out of its side wrapping around my left
wrist and forearm digging into the flesh. I screamed no one seemed
to hear or care “Probably some stoned kids in the woods” they would
say, I thought as I struggled alone with this thing. Even before I
had time to bring my right hand over to try removing this thing it
vanished under the skin of my arm disappearing completely. When it
first latched on there was a horrible pain but I didn’t feel that
when it disappeared into my arm instead I only felt the mental
anguish anyone would. I fell down staring at my arm in horror
making all sorts of chirps and stammers but no words. Then I began
to feel a soft pulse move through my arm and throughout my entire
body, in fact my entire being would be a better descriptor. There
was a soft wind within my mind and I felt for some reason like I
needed to stand up and turn around, so I did this thing. Upon
turning I was on the beach facing the ocean, the waves lapping one
after another in that rhythmic pattern that might as well be the
breathing of the world. They say things change, I couldn’t believe
it for once they were right! The sand was between my toes, the
seagulls were calling to one another, probably about the bum down
below with no bread to give. The ocean mist was spraying my face; I
knew this was no dream.

“What the shit?” Were my
first very eloquent words, “What happened to the park, where the
hell am I?”

A voice answered from the ocean which I
suddenly realized was within my mind, there was no visible presence
just a voice.

“I am Zahir and I have
brought you to this ocean from your memories.”

“Yes I remember this is the
Atlantic Ocean, I’m in Ocean City Maryland. I used to come here
with my family as a child” I said to the voice. “But how is this
possible? Why are you doing this to me? Was that you attacking my
in the park?” I rambled off my series of questions unable to stop
myself, I was as curious as anyone would be in this situation. I
was also sure this Zahir whatever it was had done something to me
because I was unafraid. I felt a slight feeling of amusement come
from whatever this voice Zahir was and then it spoke
again,

“One question at a time,”
and a rainbow appeared before me arcing over the ocean deepening
the orange and red colored ribbons of the setting sun.

“Yes I was in the park; no I
was not attacking you. I was finding you…again.”

I stood silent, looking at the rainbow
overlapping the setting sun then spoke, “Please
continue.”

“As I said, I am Zahir
created for your service.”

“Created for my service?
What does that mean? What exactly are you?” I asked
Zahir.

Zahir took a moment as it seemed to be
thinking of a proper response and then the voice spoke
again,

“After further probing of
your mind of these past two hundred earth years I believe humans
would best understand me if labeled a living spell. That is to say
a spell that is alive.”

“Say what? A living spell,
you mean like magic?”

“You could call me
that.”

“And what is it that you do
as a spell Zahir?”

“Serve and protect you of
course.”

“Why me?”

“You created me and once
again you found me.”

Huh, couldn’t argue with that logic so
I just kept the conversation moving forward.

“Where are we
truthfully?”

“Turn around,” Zahir said I
had nothing better to do so I did.

The ocean was gone and I was now in the
middle of what appeared to be an absolutely ancient deciduous
forest. I could see off to my right in the distance a snow capped
mountain Range where the trees gradually turned to smaller and
smaller pines eventually turning to brush as the elevation
rose.

“I am in New Pillar,” I said
out loud not knowing why or what it meant. Then the voice of Zahir
spoke to me again, this time only in my mind.

“Yes, your home of New
Pillar and the forest of Maffdu.”

“I loved this place,” I said
again breathing deeply the fresh forest air. I didn’t know why but
again I felt I had spent decades maybe even centuries in this
forest in times past. I still didn’t fully understand Zahir’s
function in all of this so I asked again.

“What is it you will do for
me again Zahir?”

“My power is based on the
strength of your mind and relation to magical singularities but my
basic functions no matter what reality we currently reside in will
be too warn you of any danger I sense or even just malice towards
you, be it magical or physical. I will form into various constructs
of your mind and manifest physically should you need it at the time
as I said it is based on different factors most importantly the
strength of your mind but yours always was the strongest mind among
all the others everyone knew that. That is all you need to know for
now, I believe you have more important questions.”

“Yes I do, to what end have
you attached yourself invisibly to my arm? Couldn’t you just use
spells or something?”

“Why don’t you just start
walking towards the foot of that mountain range over there so we
can get to your home the keep of the universes Dainor?”

I stopped in my tracks hearing that
name, that’s my real name… Dainor! I started walking again asking
Zahir,

“Will I know how to find
what you say is my home?”

Zahir laughed, “It cannot be missed
once you leave the forest of Maffdu, tell me you don’t see the blue
marble spires of the keep of the universe when you have walked
another mile or so north in your earth terms.”

“Speaking of that,” I said.
“I seem to be handling all of this news very well for someone just
ripped from their life and planet no less.”

I felt the voice smile, “But you’re not
from that false planet or even that false universe Dainor, you’re a
prince of New Pillar and the keep of the universes. You have been
lost there on that false place for centuries; your family thinks
you long dead, most of them anyway. To be honest since I’m
incapable of lying to you anyway I’m not sure how after all this
time you managed to will me to that shadow earth and be at the
right place at the right time next to you. You always have amazed
me with your mind Dainor.”

“Wait you’re saying I did
all this, not you?”

Zahir chuckled again, “You’re a prince
of the keep of the universes, Dainor third son of the house of
Regoron. I’m simply a spell you created to keep you safe from
surprises and protect you forever in all areas of magic but before
you could finish reattaching and reactivating me during a simply
tune up as they would say on that fake earth you and the rest of
your family had to flee to separate and false realities to escape
your mad brother Bartrum who attacked the keep and ruled New Pillar
for twelve years, it was a bizarre and cruel time. When the true
reality of New Pillar is under threat, ripples are sent to all
corners of existence.”

“Why are we here then, to be
killed?”

“No, as I understand the
situation within the keep and therefore New Pillar and the
situation has changed as it often does. I suppose your subconscious
magic self knew that and called me to you Dainor.”

“What happened to Bartrum?”
I asked walking through the underbrush.

“Not sure the only thing I
know for sure is Regoron your father is back on the throne and has
been for what humans would call a century. Of course time flows
differently here than those false realities you were in especially
the farther you travel from New Pillar.”

“Why do I have to ask all
this can’t you just download it into my memory or whatever so I
remember everything?”

“Where’s the fun in that?”
Zahir said and laughed, I didn’t. “No actually I cannot. As I said
I am here for your protection, magically you didn’t give me the
ability to restore your memory I don’t think you could have even if
you wanted to, I will remain invisible here on your
arm.”

“Anyway to get all my
memories back and remember who this Dainor was or who I am is there
anything I can do?” I asked hopefully as a branch smacked my
face.

“Yes in the keep of the
universes you must climb the tree of knowledge that sits in the
middle of the keep and was planted by Regoron to begin time, once
climbed completely and in the canopy your memory will be restored
and you may will yourself anywhere from there.”

“And if I fall from this
tree which I’m assuming is enormous?”

“You will die.”

“Oh gee thanks.”

“No risk, no reward.” Then
Zahir snickered. “You’ve done it before Dainor and it should be
done as soon as possible before your brothers and sisters find out
you’ve returned with no memory. Memoryless as it were,” then Zahir
laughed again.

“Did
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