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FOR ANYONE WHO HAS a special dream. 

Also dedicated with much affection to the Rhodes family: Jeff, Kelly, Douglas, Gretta, and Carson. Especially Jeff, who gave me constant encouragement through his words, dreams through his songs, and fatherly love throughout our time together. I love you. I thank God so much for you all. 

For the second edition, I would like to add Evan onto the previous list, as well as my own special son and daughter. My mother in particular is also worthy of a special thanks. Time has passed, and my appreciation for families has grown, as mine been my support system, a comfort and refuge in times of trouble. I can only hope I will carry on the legacy I have been given. 
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AUTHOR’S NOTE ON THE 2016 SECOND EDITION

Dear Reader, 

It seems as though a lifetime has passed since I set about writing this work, back when I was struggling in high school and working two jobs. I remember those cold nights, where I would work on this manuscript in the front seat of my car in the parking lot of one job, my computer pressed up against the steering wheel and my feet sore from my hard shoes. Watching my breath warm the windshield against the winter months. Waiting for inspiration to strike as the clock counted down on my break time. 

Maybe it is because I remember it so well that it seems hard to believe that nearly ten years have passed since its publication, originally by Publish America (Now American Star Books) in 2007. But here I am, having graduated high school as well as college and graduate school, now married with children in a new town and almost a nearly new life. 

There have been some things that haven’t changed, however, despite all that did happen. 

The presence and realness of God is still there, as is the battle inside me. Some days I struggle with how far he seems, and other days he is still so real I feel like I could wake up and see him, standing over my bed, his hand on my brow, as a peaceful, loving father keeping watch over me. 

The Moonlight Pegasus was inspired by a number of things, as these things usually are. At fifteen, when I began writing this, I was in love with the idea of warfare, having no real experience with it. And I was—am—in love with the idea of falling in love, finding the arms outstretched and ready to catch me as soon as I let go of fear. I was also in love with TV more than I’d like to admit as an adult, and reading, which I will gladly boast of. Reading through this again, I can still see many of my favorite things in here, which have a special nod in this work. Of course, “Footprints” remains in its special place, right at the beginning, but there are others, as well. 

Part of the reason I have kept my C. A. Sabol name as the author of this work is a nod in itself; the girl who wrote this has grown up and found the world much less to her liking than she’d ever thought in some cases, and much more pleasantly surprising in others. I think my younger self would be if not proud, at least understanding to some of my choices, and very happy with the results of others. She would have been relieved on many levels to find someone who loved her enough to want to marry her. (You might see some of that desperation reflected in some of my characters.) The movement from innocent faith to virtuous faith, the change from being an idealist to a failed idealist and moving onto a redeemed idealist, is a battle where simple several choices, over and over and over again, have made all the difference. 

It was nothing to hope for a bright future as a child; it is painstakingly intentional now that I am an adult. 

But with new experiences, there have been several good ones as well as troublesome. Getting my degree, working in the public and private sectors, writing more, getting married and starting a family, and moving—several, several times moving—have all taught me my hope is not unwarranted. I think of Paul’s words: “Though sorrow may last for a night, joy comes with the morning.” 

While this book might seem to be from a lifetime ago, I know the time that has passed is really nothing in eternity. 

It is my hope that you will enjoy Selene’s journey with her friends and faith as I did—as one who grows up and finds the things that truly matter were always there. I also hope you will hang onto till the very end for a sample chapter of my newer work, Slumbering (Book 1 of The Starlight Chronicles), where you’ll see some of that growing I did, going from C. A. Sabol to C. S. Johnson. I also hope you’ll check out some of my other, more recent work. While I am grateful to The Moonlight Pegasus for allowing me to have my first adventure in the world of publishing, I am glad and grateful for the growth in writing and experience I have obtained since then. I’d love to keep up and keep writing for you, my dear reader. 

Until We Meet Again, 

C. A. Sabol Johnson

One night a man had a dream ... 

~ From “Footprints”
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THERE HAD BEEN A TIME, once long ago, when all dreams had been beautiful. 

The One above looked down from his eternal sitting at his creation, his most beloved dream, below. The planet Sapphira hung in a small corner of the universe, its sea swept lands home to a small population of humans. The shining blue of the waters reflected the light of the bright sun into the far reaches of the surrounding space. 

This one who had dreamed all of this for good now saw that the evil he had tried to expel many millennia ago was slowly beginning to take over the Sapphiran sands.  

Though this one has many names, to his world he was known as the Guardian of Dreams. His heart was heavy and sad; his crystal eyes were a clear reflection of his thoughts as he saw his world begin to die. He had known that this day would come. He had known that it had only been a matter of time before his world would fall prey to the Dark Plague. 

Watching Sapphira fall into the looming darkness, the Guardian of Dreams saw his own kingdom grow apart from the darkened world below. He looked around to see that the lushness of his home, known as the Guardian’s Kingdom, Crystallon, had almost seemed to dim, as though the very poison of his beloved Sapphira had managed to pierce through. But he knew that it was not so; the people of Sapphira had begun rejecting the light, creating a deep chasm between the spotlessness of Crystallon and the impurity of Sapphira. 

The sickness spreading on the land below was one that took root easily in human hearts. The Plague multiplied without struggle, surrounding and dividing love’s pure light between the humans of the world. Encompassing all those gifted with the Guardian’s love in a shell of darkness, the light that radiated from the bright sun below scattered, binding only in small portions to each of the people below. Sapphira’s glittering landscape, her crystal oceans and desert lands, speckled with dots of green foliage and rocky terrain, grew dull and dreary with the onslaught of the Plague’s shadow.

It was similar to watching the stars come out at the end of a bright, happy day. No one would want to see the end of such a day. The approaching night would be long.  

The light of dreams below dimmed and turned black as the darkness knifed throughout the land. 

The Guardian’s heart wrenched as the dreams steadily faded, growing dark. He knew that the world below could not hear him, could not be with him, without knowing the light. He also knew that he could not let Crystallon be contaminated with the Plague. Though he knew that there would come once again the light of day, the Guardian despaired at the thought of losing his children. The people of Sapphira could not accept this evil sickness, if they were to join him one day in his kingdom. But they could so quickly succumb to the Plague into giving up their light for the thought of power. The Guardian thought about it. 

But now was not the time. There was one way to dispel the darkness. There was only one way to save his people. With the Light of Hope would all the dreariness be consumed. And only would the Light go forth into the world when the night was at its blackest, at its most impervious point. 

The Guardian looked down. There would be those he blessed with a joyous glow, who would keep the light hidden in their hearts. From them would come the one who would give the Light of Hope an entrance into the world of night. 

There would be a fulfillment of time in the world of man, and the Guardian would make it so; but for now, he watched as his world fell into the hands of the traitor. 

“Obsidian,” he murmured to himself. “What have you done?”   

***
[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1

The Beginning of the End

[image: ]


***
[image: ]


IT HAD BEEN A TRADITION, for as far back as human minds could remember, for the Kings of Sapphira to live and rule in the palace of Diamond City. It was a tradition so deeply rooted in time, nobody really wanted to dig it up. So it was here in Diamond City that the royal family resided. 

The city was named for the sparkling waterfall that flowed out of the stream located at the highest point of the city. Legend said that when the Desert people had first seen the magnificent landscape, it looked just like a diamond; the sunlight reflected off the water, creating a dazzling pathway, flowing down straight into the present Gemstone Oasis. And it was at night that Shira, one of the two small moons that encircled the world, would cast a silver glow on the entire area. 

Despite the several thousands of years since the habitation of the planet by man, the city failed to reflect the complete advancement of current times. Looking around, there was nothing too special about the city, except for the palace. There were no skyscrapers, no soaring towers; instead, there were hovels for houses, stone buildings, and streets inlaid with patterns of old-style bricks. Citizens often remarked how the abundance of trees and plant life in the city caused an unwanted variety of vectors and insects to settle around, but not one of them could stand the thought of tearing down the trees or uprooting the flowers to put in a multi-dimensional skyscraper complex. Sapphira at heart was a world of water and sands; there was only one large landmass, simply called the Continent, on the whole planet, and a variety of islands that sprawled all around. From space, the tiny, sand-covered isles looked like small necklace chains throughout the seemingly endless oceans and seas. And it was only in Diamond City that, located on a high plateau and several slanting hills, the earth could reach high enough in the atmosphere to support plant growth as lushly as it managed. The large green leaves provided shade in the almost constant desert land, the many blooming flowers adding a sweet scent to the courtyards throughout the city, and the monsoon phenomenon that occurred every sixth season drew many of the Desert people to the city every year. 

It was on the highest area of the city’s plateau that the Palace of Diamond City sat. This area, located in the very heart of the city, was often referred to as the Table. The Table was an appropriate name for the plateau, many people thought, because the palace looked like a twinkling centerpiece. The palace was more a large building, made out of a strong granite mineral that shimmered a deep red in the noon sunlight; there were four towers, reaching high into the air. The keep was extensive, and the building also had many additional wings and courtyards, where study and entertainment could take place. The castle was old, and thought to be built by the ancients. It had sunk into the scenery as naturally as though it had sprouted from a planted seed, at harmony with the nature all around it. There were even special vines with tiny moonflowers growing up around the four towers of the castle. At night, when it was dark, the flowers shone brilliantly with an inner luminescence, adding an eerie, yet magical glow to the castle.  The palace’s unique design had been silently set as the standard for which all buildings around it in the city were to be measured. 

The rooms of the palace were elegantly made. Seeing the foliage as a rarity, the kings of olden days had filled the palace with many plants, not just in the greenhouses but all around. Many eloquent features of the rooms were also attributed to the golden lining, the extensive woodworking, and the many exquisite paintings and chandeliers. Out of all these rooms, however, the most grand was that of the Throne Room. 

The Throne Room was based just atop the waterfall; the muffled sound of running water was constantly pouring in through the high, arched windows, especially during the monsoon season. The floor, reaching two hundred yards in length, was interrupted every so often with a tree root sticking up, adding to the charm of the room. The floor was made of smooth, blended green and blue sapphire marble, resembling a large, calm pool of water. There were ornate decorations hanging from the ceiling, and sculptures placed wistfully around the room. However, these things were nothing compared to the main focus of the room, which happened to be the throne itself. 

There was a very old tree that had grown up in the middle of the river. Those who had built the palace had been just as afraid as modern citizens to cut down a tree, so they had merely built the palace around it. The branches of the tree seemed to add support to the ceiling, and several stray limbs provided excellent hanging structures during a festival or a celebration. Sometimes the branches, if they received enough light from the large windows, out of them blossomed small, pink flowers. But it was the very trunk of the tree that caught the eye and held it. At the base of the trunk, it was there was the magnificent throne seat had been made. Some generations ago, having seen the tree as a symbol of power, strength, and endurance, the king at the time had ordered that a throne be carved out of the willowy trunk. Eight large, stately white columns, made out of the smoothest marble stone stood proud and tall, outlining the splendor of the area in front of the throne.

It was here on this throne that the present King of Sapphira, King Lukiahs, presently sat. He was a man of many years, and his body was deteriorating more and more as the days and months went by. His silver hair, once colored brilliant ebony, had turned almost white over the long years. Though he sat on his comfy, well-cushioned throne, his back was aching, and despite all the treatments and pills, his skin was full of wrinkles. He had been a strong ruler in his day, his eyes full of fire and his sword held with steady hands. But lately, the once shining green eyes had grown listless and weary; the complexion of his skin, typically luminous as all royalty was, had faded to the point that when the public saw him, he had to be painted in a thin coat of moonflower chemicals to match up to his reputation. His weak wrinkled hands were shaking all the time, and he felt his body grow tired and susceptible to the eventual coming of his final twilight years. Today, he had been dressed in his most decorated robes, adding an illusion of power and strength that no longer could be produced involuntarily. 

But it was not this that he was sad at. He felt tired now, but he knew he could not sleep. He had been having a strange dream of late, and he could not rest without knowing what it could possibly mean. King Lukiahs was not one to be foolish, despite his age. And he was worried. 

He’d heard the rumors of the rebellion. He’d heard them all. He’d heard about how the people off of the Continent were unhappy and unsatisfied with his rule. He’d heard about the spies that had been sent to the palace. He’d heard all of the stories of the Islanders attacking the Desert people and pilfering their villages. He’d even seen some locals at the Gemstone Oasis fighting about it at the Waning Moonshine, a popular bar and hangout for the middle class people of Diamond City. His biggest fear, besides becoming the first King in history to be killed by an army of rebels, was that his dream, or rather his nightmare, might have something to do with it. 

There was a soft sound at the end of the room. King Lukiahs looked up to see his most trusted advisor, the high priest Jerommien, making his way over to him. 

“Your Majesty,” Jerommien greeted hastily, “I bring word of both good news and bad news to you today.” 

“Jerommien, we are friends,” the King responded. “You are my most trusted advisor. We can do away with the formalities here.” 

Despite the burden of bad news, the high priest smiled slightly. “All right, we’ll do things your way, Your Maj—I mean, Lukiahs.” 

“Naturally.” The king and Jerommien both laughed. Of course things would be done according to the king’s preference, no matter how outlandish or untraditional it was. The king hated to use formalities with his friends, so they did not use them. It was as simple as that. 

When the laughter died away, the amusement left the priest’s face as he said, “I have a report from Major General Rosemont. He says that the forces of the Rebels have grown in recent weeks and are potentially a threat to you and your family.” 

The king sighed. “So, this is a threat now. Those islanders should be grateful for all I’ve done for them. Free passages across the seas, less taxes, and all that technology given to them ... why are they so intent on being difficult about this?” With saying this, his eyes seemed to grow even more tired, and his skin grew duller, almost like a normal human now. 

“I’m sorry, Luke. There are so many unusual people out there. But on the brighter side, I do have some good news for you.”  

“That’s a relief,” the king muttered, his voice dripping with scorn. He straightened up in his seat, not without some difficulty, and sighed. “Tell me what it is.” 

Jerommien’s eyes glittered in anticipation. He knew the king would be pleased with this information. “Your Majesty, we have found another man who has claimed to be able to interpret your dream.” 

The King threw back his head and laughed, a cruel undertone clearly coming through. “Really, do not bother me with such nonsense today, Jerommien. I am already upset enough. What makes you think that this man will be any different from the last forty men that tried to tell me about my dream? Did you find him on some physic hotline or something? Or did you find another cult running around my planet that has a specialty on this sort of thing?” 

“No, My Liege, I did not. You know as well as I have that I have been making secret inquires, and those who have failed to give you a satisfactory explanation for your dream are all imprisoned until you are fully, and correctly, informed. He came walking normally as you please up to the castle doors, the doors that enter into my wing, and said that he had been sent here by the Guardian himself to interpret your dream, and he could prove it.” 

“Oh, no! Do you not know that there are spies in this castle? No doubt everyone’s heard about me by now!” the king wailed. He stood up, rather suddenly for a man of his age, and slammed his fist angrily onto his throne’s arm. “I will not see him, do you hear? The last thing I need is for some rebel spy telling me that I’m going senile, and that it’s time for the monarchy to either end or be passed along to Prince Dorian, though he’s only eight years old!”

“Luke, I think you should see him,” Jerommien spoke up a little shakily. He was not used to defying the king’s wishes too often. He was not even used to the King disagreeing with him. “He told me that you would say exactly that, even before you said it. I told him he was crazy for even thinking that you, at your age, and one of your quiet temperaments, would go into a rage such as that. But I see now he was right. I have a feeling he was telling the truth.” 

“Ha! An unlikely tale!” but the King’s voice faltered slightly, betraying his shock and sudden case of doubt. The King did trust his priest. Jerommien had been with him since his father the previous king had died, and Jerommien had always given sound advice. Why would he falter now? There was little but time to be lost in hearing this man out. 

They were both quiet for a long moment before the king let out a deep sigh. 

“Sir?” Jerommien took a cautious step toward his king. He knew that the king was not himself when he was angry. Jerommien knew he had to tread lightly here. 

The King rubbed his temples in exasperation. “Fine, I’ll see him. But, Jerommien, if he tells me that I’m overexerting myself and worried about the coming of war on my planet, like all the others, I’m going to hang every one of those so-called dream interpreters in my prison and I will personally see to it that you are exiled to a faraway island for a good number of days.” 

The high priest grinned. They both knew that the King was only half-serious. Jerommien had never once been punished for anything. The king had always valued his advice and most of the time carried it through, unlike his threats. 

“I’ll send him up, Your Majesty,” Jerommien said, bowing and hurriedly walking to the fetch the man waiting in the priest’s office. 

“I won’t tell you again, Jerommien, it’s Lukiahs!” the King yelled after his friend. 

He watched as the high priest left the room. Another sigh escaped him as he sat down once again in his throne. He grinned ruefully. It seemed lately all he did was sigh. 

A moment later, a viewscreen appeared out of the right armrest of the throne, and the lovely face of his young wife, the Queen, appeared. 

“Your Majesty,” she whispered in reverence to her husband. This was not the same Queen who had given birth to his only child and son, Prince Dorian. Queen Kaena was a relatively new addition to his household, his second wife. 

The King smiled warmly at her, even though he was stressed out. “Yes, my dear?” he responded. “Everything okay?” 

“Oh, yes, everything is quite lovely,” the queen assured him, a smile beginning to show just slightly on her face. “I wanted to make sure that you were feeling okay. You did promise me earlier that you would accompany me for a stroll in the new gardens today.” 

He gave her a blank look. “Oh, I did?” the king asked, a little surprised. “I’m terribly sorry, Kaena, I’m in a meeting right now. Once I am finished with this one, I will come and join you. How is that?” 

Her eyes dropped and her smile faded. She was young yet, only about twenty-one years old. They’d been married for only a short while. King Lukiahs had been coerced into marrying once again at the word of his persistent advisors. They had warned him of only having one heir to his throne. Prince Dorian was a strong child, the King knew, but Dorian also, like most boys his age, tended to be somewhat reckless. And that was dangerous. So the king had agreed, and the councilors, instead of picking an older, more experienced woman to marry him, had chosen Kaena, a young woman with no notion of the world and no will of her own. She was so timid and delicate in her appearance as well as her manner. How she carried herself often caused him to think that she would break into millions of pieces if she fell over. 

“Kaena?” the king asked. “Are you well?” The king, though he did not feel great love for his new wife, he shared some level of small affection for Kaena, and did not wish to see her upset or sick. He also did not want the council members breathing down his neck at his wife’s poor health. 

Her eyes met his once again. King Lukiahs would often remark that Kaena had the most beautiful eyes he’d ever seen, a golden brown color that enchanted in him thoughts of gold-speckled leaves in the Resting season. “I am fine, My Liege. Thank you for asking. I will await you in the Luxury Garden Hallway.” She bowed once more, and then the viewscreen flickered and died. 

He frowned at the thought of his new wife just then. She was a nice commodity around here, but she could be entirely depressing and uninteresting sometimes, he thought. Well, maybe she still was not accustomed to being here. She had only just arrived a couple of months ago. 

His thoughts turned away from his wife all at once as the door to the throne room once again opened, and the king saw that Jerommien had returned with an unfamiliar face in tow. King Lukiahs saw this man, following along behind the over eager Jerommien with footsteps of steady patience. 

The man was old, like himself, but Lukiahs got the feeling that this man was no one to take lightly due to age. The evidence of a hard, though blessed, life shown on his dark face, as though an extra light was shining on him. He wore the robes of a common man, long and simply cut, and a dark green in color. He had a long, white beard drizzled with gray, and his eyes were buried beneath thick, full, striking white eyebrows. He wore no hat to hide his balding head, and his hands seemed to hold onto each other as he made his way to the King. Everything about him seemed humble, but at the same time, he seemed to exude an unnaturally high amount of wisdom and confidence in himself.  

“Your Majesty,” his voice rumbled deeply as he bowed low. “I am honored to meet you.” 

“Rise,” King Lukiahs waved him off. As the man rose from his bowing position, the king continued with the formal preceding. “I am King Lukiahs, son of King Gammias. I welcome you into my home.” 

The man bowed once again. “I am known to many as the Prophet Haiasi. I have been told from a reliable source, Your Majesty, about your troubled dream. I have come by his command to your aid.” 

“Really? Who is it that has sent you?” the King asked, a little interested in who it was that had leaked out the information. He doubted that this man, this Haiasi, would tell him who it was that had sent him, not wanting to appear to be a fraud, but the King prided himself on the ability to tell when men were lying. Ninety-nine times out of a hundred, it was easy for Lukiahs to see through a lie. 

“I have been sent by the Guardian of Dreams, sir.” 

“Preposterous,” the King scoffed, though he could not detect a trace of deceit in the man’s tone. “I do not believe it.” 

Haiasi looked away. “I know you do not, Sir, and that is precisely why I have been sent to tell you of your dream.”  

His words had struck a chord in the King. The resounding notes sang a tremor of doom throughout his mind. King Lukiahs had kept the family tradition of having the priests around, but he himself had long ago given up in believing in the power of dreams. What were dreams but illusions of reality? What good would they do for someone like him, who was king over the entire world? 

The Prophet Haiasi stood before him with a look of patience on his aged face. There was a mien to his features, suggesting that he knew along which lines the king was thinking. “Tell me about your dream, sir. I will interpret it for you.” 

Normally, at the thought of doom, King Lukiahs would’ve sent this joker away and dismissed him without a thought. But seeing the eager look on Jerommien’s face, the King decided that he would listen to this Haiasi, and then send him away as quickly as possible. It was after all, the diplomatic thing to do. 

“Well,” the king began, somewhat slowly, “I have been having this dream of late, and I think it is trying to tell me something. In this dream, I am standing on the coast, and I see this black wave forming in the distance in the ocean ... but the unusual thing is, the darkness of it seems to be pouring from the sky, almost from a box. It rises up very high, and blocks out all the grayness of the sun. I can hear in the distance a horse, but I cannot see it. I can only see the wave blocking out the sun. And that’s when I hear a different noise. It sounds like crying. And that’s when blood begins to run out from the sun, and run with the waves. I see myself reach down and taste the water, and I can actually taste the saltiness of tears. After that, everything fades as a bright incredible light, golden and nearly blinding, begins to shine. There are two shadows in it, one of a boy and the other a girl. They are holding onto each other. Then the girl suddenly turns away, and almost disappears into the light before she grabs a hold of the boy. Then the light shines, much brighter than the sun, blocking them out, and the last thing that I can remember is thinking that I have died.” 

The prophet nodded. “I have seen this dream as well. You were right in assuming that the red liquid was blood. A lot of blood, indeed ... ” his voice trailed off. “King Lukiahs, son of Gammias, there is to be a prophecy made today. One of your offspring shall be born at the hands of night’s shadows. At that time, there will be much blood shed indeed, and many tears will be cried. The end of our time of sickness is approaching. We shall be cleansed when the Spirit brings forth the one who will save us and lock away the darkness with his blood.” Haiasi looked intently at the king as he continued. “When a pure princess marries, peace will be restored to this kingdom at last.”  

“What?” the King looked at this man as though he was speaking a foreign language. “I do not believe this.” 

At this, Haiasi’s voice grew strong and full of anger. “You have turned away from your roots, King Lukiahs. You will suffer the penalty. The sickness in you has grown over the years. When all your inner light fades into nothing, the passing of the crown will occur.” 

Even Jerommien looked at Haiasi with disbelief. “What do you mean, ‘inner light’? I don’t understand.” 

Haiasi’s eyes turned to focus on the high priest. “I know you do not. But it would be like explaining to a child what it cannot grasp; I myself do not always understand. But I have faith that I shall know one day.” 

Jerommien and the King still looked dumbstruck at his words. “A ‘passing of the crown’?” the King asked. “It doesn’t mean that I shall be overthrown, does it? And what’s this about a child? I am too old to have a child. I have been tested by the best medical doctors on this entire planet, and it has been proved that I have no longer the capabilities to reproduce.” 

“You do not have the capabilities to see past yourself, either,” the Prophet shook his head sadly. “Your world is all about you. You can no longer see the light, nor can you spread it. You will gather up your glow that is left and hold tightly to it, but eventually you will suffocate it in your grasp and kill it.” 

The King was angry now. “You have some nerve, saying these things to the King of this entire planet!” 

“You forget that I have been called here by the one who has made this entire planet!” Haiasi’s voice echoed throughout the room, followed by a moment of deafening silence. His eyes softened as he saw the startled look on the faces of Jerommien and the King. His voice quieted as he continued. “A dream once dreamt cannot be undreamt. And a dream once corrupted cannot be saved until the dream once again knows purity, just as a crooked line cannot be called crocked unless there is an idea of a straight line.” 

“What’s this about lines now?” the King looked from Haiasi to Jerommien and back to Haiasi in utter confusion. 

Haiasi sighed. The King was not following him at all. “You have been warned, King Lukiahs. Mark my words, by the end of today, you will know who is in control of your destiny!” At this, the King felt his anger and impatience get the better of his judgment at last. 

“Get out! Get out now!” King Lukiahs threw himself out of his chair and pointed angrily at the door. “I demand that you leave at once, Prophet! Do not think of coming back here. You will only come back at my biding, and I can guarantee that will never happen!” 

Haiasi bowed once more, and then turned to leave. His steps were still slow and full of patience. Lukiahs kept his gaze on Haiasi’s plain figure until he was at last out of the room. 

When the prophet was at last gone, the King slumped lazily back into his throne, exhausted from the confrontation. Wearily, he held out his hand towards his priest. “Jerommien,” his voice whispered. “Get me the moonshine, would you? The strong kind.” When Jerommien looked hesitant at this, the King glared at him and yelled, “The Moonshine! Now!” 

Before the king could sentence him for a punishment, the high priest went and got out the hidden moonshine out of the cabinet in one of the throne room’s hollow sculptures. 

Moonshine was the most popular form of drinking throughout Sapphira. The strong drink not only caused the body to produce a feeling of relaxation and merriment, it also was able to seduce the mind into thinking about nothing at all, and often heavy drinkers would comment on the hallucinations that the drink stirred in the mind. The scenes would blur over the eyes and play on the mind’s large viewscreen, almost like an alternating reality. The liquid was a slivery array of many minerals, unique to Sapphiran islands. There were a variety of colorings, flavorings and additions that could be made to the Moonshine in order to spice it up, but they all reflected a lustrous radiance, thus justifying the name Moonshine.  

“Here you are, Majesty,” Jerommien said, reluctantly offering the decanter of Tropical Moonshine to his friend. 

“Fine, fine,” Lukiahs waved him off as he took a long sip from the decanter. The glowing liquid burned down his throat and clouded his mind from what had just occurred, the flow of it down his throat almost whispering assurance to him. “Did you ever hear such ridiculous nonsense? Imagine me, a father, again, at my age. I am well past that at this point in my life.” 

“Yes, sir, ridiculous. I am sure he was not sane in his mind.” 

After a few more careful sips, the King laughed. “I guess I ought to see about which island I want to send you away to after you kill all my prisoners,” he said between laughs. 

“Oh, come on, Luke, don’t jest with me,” Jerommien rolled his eyes. “It has been a disappointing, exasperating day. And you still have to meet with your wife, remember? Actually, you are rather late for your tour of the new gardens, are you not? You were supposed to meet her earlier.” 

The King laughed. “I forgot about her,” he admitted. “I’ll have to tell her about the ‘Prophet’ and his little joke. She’ll like that, I’m sure.” 

“Er ... Luke, that’s a bit heavy for her to absorb, don’t you think? She might not like that there is supposedly a lot of blood and tears to be shed. She might cry.” 

Lukiahs sighed. Then he looked up at his friend once more. “I am a king. Right, Jerommien?” 

“Of course, Your Highness,” the high priest agreed. 

“I am a king, and yet I still cannot demand that my new wife get a sense of humor!” Lukiahs stood up and threw down his strong moonshine bottle, the glass cracking against the marble floor at the impact. “What good is it to be the king, if you cannot decide how things should be around this trash heap?” 

“Kaena seems to be warming up, sir, she really is. It’s just that, well, you know that she had been supposed to marry an Islander before the council intervened. She is most likely trying hard to think of a way in which she can please you as much as you have pleased her in saving her from marrying a dirty, uncouth islander. And let’s face it, Sire, that is a hard thing to think of.” 

The King seemed satisfied with this explanation and sighed. “I guess you’re right, Jerommien. I cannot only blame myself for this. I am just too nice sometimes.”

Jerommien clapped his arm around the king’s shoulders in a brief, brother-like action. “That is absolutely right, Your Highness.” He started to walk with the King out to the garden halls when he added, “Speaking of being too nice, sir, you aren’t really going to send me away to an island, right?” 

The King laughed all the way down the hall. 
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QUEEN KAENA LOOKED down the hall as she heard the familiar steps of her husband coming. His elderly, grandfather-like steps, so different from her own vigorous and able pace, stuck out in their slow pattern. She rolled her eyes in annoyance and disgust. 

She had been from the realms of Diamond City, and had been born into a well-bred family of the middle class. Her long, blond hair was combed back for the day, held up in an elaborate and ornate headdress, with many braids and some silken flowers here and there. Her royal robes were of the finest, softest material, encrusted with gemstones and fine, gold-threaded material. On her feet were the daintiest of expensive fur bed slippers; they were hidden from questioning eyes by the large expounding layers of her gown she was under. She stood there, next to the entrance to the Luxury Garden Hall, waiting for her husband to show up. Kaena was grateful that for the first time since she had arrived at this Palace that she had been able to get her handmaidens to leave her to herself while she waited. Currently, they were all out about the town until the noontime meal. Once a job was granted at the Palace, trips to the city were only twice a month for those in such a prestigious position. It was only when a worker got married that he or she could move out of the castle; it was either that or when a worker was fired that they were let out of the palace. The handmaidens were much more than willing to accept a free lunchtime from the new queen. 

Kaena thought as she waited, her eyes staring far off into the distance as she allowed her mind to wander. She thought about her family, and how she missed them. Royalty, especially the women, were often considered by the councilors to be ‘in danger’ outside of the castle, although this was a friendly world. There were few people would want to cause trouble here, Kaena thought. It was unfortunate that she knew some of the ones who did. 

Having been a part of the middle class all her life, her family had taken her and her brothers and sisters every year to the sand swept beaches of the Jewel Island, located in the South Seas. It was there that she had met her one true love, the Islander, Ammos. She’d been his friend for years, until her family, kind and sympathetic to her love, had agreed that she could marry him if she was truly in love. 

So the engagement had been announced at the end of the past summer at last. Ammos and Kaena had been deeply in love, and the celebrations had gone on until well into the early mornings as they celebrated. When she left that time, she had been his promised wife. 

Until the king and his councilors had decided she would be perfect for the new Queen. 

Despite the title, the house, the fine clothes and gifts and parties and servants, Kaena only wanted the one thing she did not have—love. Her parents had begged her to go at the King’s command. She had eventually agreed, but reluctantly. She could never see her beloved Ammos again. Once the engagement had been broken off, he had wed another girl from the island, and they’d already had a child together. From what Kaena’s spies had told her, another child was on the way, along with a rebellion. 

She had heard news of the Rebellion all right. Try as the king might, he could not keep her locked away from the world forever. She had been planning to run away, but this plan had been ruined by the news she had received today. Her worst fears had been confirmed; she was stuck here, playing Queen for the rest of her life. 

Her thoughts would have lingered on her misfortune had King Lukiahs had not appeared just then, with Jerommien holding him up. She disregarded this action, though it was untraditional for the King to be so close to his advisors. Kaena curtsied for her husband and nodded to the High priest. “Your Majesty,” she welcomed him gracefully. “I have been waiting for you. Shall I take your arm as we look through the gardens?” 

The King looked at her with fondness in his eyes. “Yes, you may,” he agreed as he dismissed Jerommien and took hold of her extended arm. “Queen Kaena, might I say that you look as ravishing as a blooming orchidia today?” 

“Thank you, Your Highness,” Kaena whispered uncaringly in response, as was her usual custom. She knew he did not mean it. He had not cared for the idea of a wife in general, just as she had not wanted to become his, and she—along with the rest of the court elite—knew it. Regardless, it was her duty now to carry through with this charade of a life, this imitation of a marriage. She reached out and took his arm, tucking hers around his. Together, they walked through the door into the new Gardens. 

The Luxury Hall Gardens had been the Great Hall Gardens the previous year. This year, they had been redesigned to give the Queen a hobby, a miniature job to oversee as she began to grow adapted to the Palace life. Lukiahs had seen it as an opportunity for the Queen to make her own mark on his Palace. This was supposed to be the premiere tour for him, before it was opened up to the public a few weeks later on the King and Queen’s first year anniversary. 

The ceiling was opened up, windows placed in certain areas to illuminate the darkened hall. They walked in silence for a while until Kaena spoke up. “Do you like what I have done to the gardens, Your Majesty?” 

“What?” the king asked, jumping slightly. He had not really been attentive. He was getting sleepy, and the scent of the wonderful flowers all around him was not helping him to pay any attention or even to stay awake. He was half-ready to fall over fast asleep at this point. 

“I asked you what you thought of the gardens, Your Highness,” the Queen replied without changing her tone or expression. 

“Oh. Right. Um ... I think it’s very beautiful, Queen Kaena. You are truly a master of gardening, it looks like.” He then slumped back into his world of apathy. 

“I have to confess, Sire, that I did not bring you in here to merely talk about the garden,” Kaena said slowly. She was hoping to get his attention. 

“Oh. Right. Um ... that’s nice of you, Kaena,” the King said. “Say, is that a bench? Well, how about a break here, love?” 

“Sure, all right.” 

When the King was sitting down, Kaena could not hold her news in any more. “My Liege, I am with child.” 

“Oh. Right. Um ... ” His eyes had been glazed over until the impact of her words had sunk in. His eyes grew clearer than ever, as wide as ever, and he nearly shot out of his seat. Then he smiled and chuckled, as though he alone understood his joke. “I’m sorry, Kaena. I thought you just said you were with child. What a funny old man am I? I’m sorry, what did you just say?” 

Kaena’s striking eyes held no joy as they found his. “I am with child, Your Highness. We are going to have a baby.” 

“No,” the King said. “No, we are not, and I do not appreciate this joke of yours, Kaena. It is not funny at all. Not at all, do you hear me?” His sentence ended with him shouting, nearly sending Kaena into a crying fit. 

“I’m sorry,” she whispered as her eyes began to water. “But it’s the truth!” 

“Liar! Liar! You cannot be telling the truth!” Lukiahs looked wildly around and around, his disbelief melting away as he tried to comprehend this. That blasted prophet, that annoying old man, he had been right! Haiasi had been right! His hands flew up to his ears, and the King crouched over, trying to block out the sound of his crying wife. “This cannot be!” he yelled, turning away from his young, pregnant wife, and running away. 
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AS MUCH AS KING LUKIAHS did not want to believe it, it was true. Queen Kaena had been plotting to leave, but she had found out only days before her exodus into the real world once again that she was carrying the King’s child. 

After nine months, the queen had grown big with child. But she was also very, very sickly. 

Having calmed down a bit, and having more than enough moonshine, the King had come to accept this. He assumed that the prophet had simply heard about the Queen being pregnant, along with the exact details of his dream, from some spy who was in the castle. He’d torn Diamond City apart, sending his guards to carefully comb the area, looking for the spies who had betrayed his secrets and his wife’s to the prophet. In the end, he could find no one. So, he had Haiasi captured and detained within the prison until further notice. 

On the day before the birth, King Lukiahs sneaked down to the prison. The King looked around as quietly as he could. He had never before been down to the prisons. They were bleak and gloomy, and very unwelcoming. The small rectangular windows were cut with an array of cloudy glass, the walls adorned with small fire lanterns. The shadows, little as they were, were cast onto walls of a deep gray. He had to make a mental note to congratulate the designer of the prison. They had a point to get across, and that point was that no one would want to be in here. And their point was met very effectively. 

He was just starting to shiver and to think about leaving when a voice called to him. 

“So, Your Highness, you have come to visit?” 

It was he, the one who called himself a prophet. So, Haiasi was apparently never surprised. He had the appearance of a man who had been expecting King Lukiahs all along. This idea made King Lukiahs think that maybe this was neither the time nor the place to start letting paranoia settle in. Besides, royalty such as him never made this type of a trip unless there was a special reason. And the King had an exceptional reason indeed - he had come down to gloat to Haiasi, of course. 

The King would allow himself to admit, at last, that his nerves had been rattled by this strange man’s words. But he had now, in his hand, all the proof he’d needed to establish this so-called prophet as a false one. 

“Hello, there,” the King smiled. “I trust you are enjoying your residence here with us?”

“This is not my lodge, but I find it quite suitable for the time being. Congratulations, My Liege. I hear that you have a child on the way soon.” 

“Yes. Well, I must congratulate you, as well, for finding that out,” the King replied. “I must get you to tell me one of these days how you managed to get that information from the queen, but that can wait.” 

“Oh, I see,” Haiasi said with a knowing look. “You still take me for a fraud.” 

“Of course I do,” Lukiahs said. “You told me that, well enough, but I’ll have you know that after you came, I agreed to see no others pretending to know what my dream was about. I have gotten plenty of good, needed rest these days, with no dreams to harp upon my nerves. Also, I can even tell you that the rebellion has been losing ground swiftly. There are so few left against me. And as for the matter of my child ... ” The King paused here, and held out the weekly weather report out to Haiasi. Haiasi took hold of the paper, and read it with mild interest. 

Haiasi read the paper, and then handed it back to the king. “Very interesting sir, but I was hoping to see the City Chronicles, not the News Line.” 

“It’s not the newspaper, idiot! It’s the weather report. You told me that my offspring would be born of night’s shadow! Ha! Can you not see that the day report is going to be sunny and clear! And I’ll have you know—in case your little spies had not thought to tell you this—that the child is thought to be arriving in the middle of the day tomorrow. There is not a drop in your bucket of hope that can prove you right on any terms!” 

Haiasi looked disinterested still. “Who are you trying to convince, Your Highness - me, or yourself? I do not need to see the weather or know the times to know that the Guardian will work all things out according to his will.” His gaze turned from one of sureness to that of a very tired, very sympathetic man. “Your Majesty, I beg you, quit fighting this battle. Reason and logic are often lucid—it is your emotions that you are struggling against. Why are you so afraid to embrace what is clear?” 

“I’m not afraid ... And tomorrow, I’m going to embrace the clear, sunny day!” the King laughed all the way out of the prison. He had won this battle. He was sure of it this time. 
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“AUGH! OOOOH! OOOOH!” Queen Kaena’s face broke into a horrific scream as the baby made its way out of her body. It was one of the only times that she raised her voice. Even all through her pregnancy, she had been as meek as a lamb. But it was a different story now. Her brow was covered in sweat, and her body ached all over. She did not care, she did not care, she thought. All she wanted was this baby out of her body, and now. “Ow! Ouch!” 

There was tremor after tremor ripping through her body. The doctor’s room was supposed to create a sense of calm, but the queen for the large part had only been disturbed and concerned with the large windows open. The last thing she needed was for the entire city, indeed the entire world, to know that she was in the process of giving birth to the King’s baby. 

And to top it all off, the sun was shining right in her face. Queen Kaena was not very happy at the moment. 

The contraction slowed, but another one was coming soon enough. She breathed deeply, in and out very fast, wishing very hard that it was over. 

It was then that the sky suddenly started to grow darker. 

Queen Kaena looked over at the windows briefly, silently thanking whomever it was for shutting the blinds. She was surprised to see that the sunlight had just faded, and there were no clouds in the sky. “What is going on? Why’s the sun getting darker?” she yelled, completely confused and no doubt overwhelmed. 

“I don’t know Your Highness, but we have more pressing issues at the moment,” a handmaiden named Enricée hurried over and held onto the queen’s shaking hand. “It’s going to be alright, I promise you.” 

The queen felt no desire at all to bring a child belonging to the King into this world. Kaena felt completely alone, and depressed at the thought of not having a child that she felt she could not love. She wanted to have a child that belonged to her, and someone she loved. She had not seen the King throughout her pregnancy at all. It had been this morning when she’d seen him for the first time, looking happier than ever. It looked like he had come to terms with having another baby. She turned and watched out the window, screaming and yelling every so often, as the sun slowly disappeared. 

“Is there an eclipse today?” She yelled half in wonder, half in pain, as she watched the gray sun disappeared completely behind a Sapphiran Moon, though she did not know which one it was at the moment. It was dark now, dark throughout the whole world. “Hurry! Get this kid out of me now, please!” she yelled more loudly as the pain increased. 

“I’m sorry, My Lady, but it looks like you are going to have to push once more,” the doctor said as she moved to help catch the baby. She had completely ignored the Queen’s question. “Are you ready?” 

“No!” Kaena screamed as she pushed out one more time. She took a long breath, and then cried out, “Ammos!” and then slumped over, fainting, as at last the baby was completely free of the womb. 

A tiny baby, seven pounds, four ounces, lay in the hands of the Queen’s doctor. “It is a girl!” the doctor smiled happily. She held onto the tiny newborn with cradled arms, and then said without looking away from the child, “Someone, go and tell His Majesty that he has a daughter.” At her command, a warden hurried off, running with joyous steps towards the Throne Room. 

All the doctors and nurses came around to look at the newborn. She was beautiful. Already she had a curly bunch of dark hair on top of her head. She didn’t make a sound as she wriggled around in the doctor’s arms. 

For a long moment, the alarm signaling the critical condition of the queen went unnoticed. 

When the Doctor finally put the new baby down, she heard the beeping noise of the failing heart rate alarm and turned with shock towards the Queen. “No!” she yelled. “Crew! All hands available to secure the Queen!” 

Everyone rushed around, someone hurrying to get a pair of electric shockers. The doctor quickly injected a syringe filled with rejuvenating nutrients into the Queen’s body, but it was too late. The heart rate plummeted. She had lost the desire to live. 

The heart rate monitor flat lined. Queen Kaena died; she was gone, as though a thief in the shadows had taken her. 

The doctor slumped down, pulling off her bloody gloves. The handmaidens started to slowly weep louder and louder. Enricée took hold of the queen’s hand once more, holding on as the warmth dispersed from the queen’s lifeless body. It was a long while before anyone noticed that the sun had returned to its normal gray illumination. 
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THE KING WAS IN THE throne room when the eclipse happened. He was calmly awaiting the arrival of his new born when he’d begun to notice the eclipse. Lukiahs felt his stomach turn, his eyes bulge, his throat constrict as he saw the sun disappear behind Sapphira’s moon. “No!” he cried. “No! No, this cannot be!” 

He stormed to the royal bedroom, refusing to see his new daughter or attend his wife’s funeral. He did not come out of his room for days. Those days turned into weeks, and after that, only Jerommien and a few of his chamber men would be allowed into the King’s room, Jerommien to advise and the chamber men to clean up all the moonshine stains. 

As for the baby girl, she was left to the queen’s handmaidens, and then just to a maid or two to be taken care of. No one had even given her a name yet. It had been decided that if the King did not name her, then it would be left up to Prince Dorian, her half-brother. 

News of the death of the Queen reached the ears of the people first. The birth of a new baby seemed too happy for the people to celebrate just then, with the death of the baby’s mother happening just after. It also reached the news that the King was indisposed, and the councilors were beginning to plan Prince Dorian’s coronation ceremony. For the citizens of Sapphira, it seemed that dark times were upon them. 
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IT WAS A WEEK AFTER the Princess’ birth that Prince Dorian, now nine years old, walked into his half-sister’s room with silent footsteps. The nurse who had been placed in charge of her was fast asleep; all the while, the baby was wide awake in her little bed, no one even noticing. 

Prince Dorian was tall for his age, just reaching four and three-quarters feet at age nine. His hair was black as night, and his eyes were a golden-speckled green. His face was still young, but his eyes showed an intelligence that was not to be taken lightly. He knew of many things, and thanks to his father he had seen the world for what it was; it was dark with pain, and full of corruption. 

Dorian made his way towards the Princess without making a sound. His black hair curled gently over his brow as his gaze focused on the Princess’ crib. He peered over the side of the crib and looked for the first time at his new sibling. The tiny baby girl looked up at him, her eyes wide and innocent. Her skin was bright, even for a royal. She glowed with a shiny, almost diamond-like glimmer. Her hair, a little ruffle of dark blond hair, stayed flat on her head as he reached down and felt the softness of it. Her eyes were mystifyingly dark blue, with a touch of purple around the iris. She was really pretty, for a baby, Dorian thought. 

“Hi ... ” he began softly. “You’re my new sister, you know. And I’m your big brother, little girl. Your mommy’s gone, just like mine is. I don’t know why Father won’t come to see you, but until then, I’m going to be the big brother and take charge of you.” 

Careful as possible, he reached down and pulled her up out of the crib. He, as an afterthought, put his finger to his lips and shushed her, but she just laughed a little baby laugh, and then quieted down as though she had understood him, but still thought he was funny. 

Dorian smiled at her. “Let’s go to my room,” he said, “And I’ll show you my soldiers and all my toys.” 

After Dorian sneaked out of the room, he shut the door quietly and looked around. He didn’t want anyone to realize that he’d been the one to take his sister. “That’s going to make them shape up a bit,” he said. He smiled down at his sibling and said, “That’s the trick to these people. Get them to worry about themselves and their jobs, and they’ll shape up. I remember I used to ride big horses when ‘no one’ was looking, and that’s when they all rushed out and took care of me.” 

The baby laughed again at his story, although Dorian was certain she didn’t understand. He started to walk down the hall to his room. “What about you? You’ve never worried these guys enough, and I hear you were born while the moon was blocking out the sunlight.” Dorian smiled again. 

He reached his room and put her down on the floor in the middle of the room, laying her down and grabbing her one of his blankets from his bed. He sat down next to her and took her hands in his, playing with her tiny fingers and marveling that someone had
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