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King Zion’s fleet, and the skeletal horrors they carried descended upon the silent peaks and ridges of the Blue Mountains. Their glaring floodlights made the mountains a stage for a coming slaughter. 

The sun was a distant rumor, lost to the long night. The moon still ruled the sky. The sickly light clung above. The world below; shrouded in ignorance, oblivious to the horror looming overhead.

The King’s legion, a creeping tide of weapons and malice pressed forward. Their presence was now visible on the horizon. Their disciplined machines of death steadily came into view. 

“Hold your fire,” the High Commander’s voice was a low growl, cutting through the tense air. 
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This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or, if real, are used fictitiously.

Text copyright 2023 By Israel Bennett Marshall

Illustrations copyright 2023 By Israel Bennett Marshall

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, transmitted, or stored in an information retrieval system in any form or by any means, graphic, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, taping, and recording, without prior written permission from Israel Bennett Marshall.

Images from Google Gemini, guided by Israel Bennett Marshall

They protect this work under the copyright laws of the United States of America. Any reproduction or unauthorized use of the material or artwork contained herein is prohibited written permission of Israel Bennett Marshall.

BOOK AVAILABLE IN EBOOK AND PAPERBACK.

King Zion and his Dark Army are coming to Earth. Their plan is to devour everything in their path on the Blue Mountains in Jamaica W.I. The king has sworn a blood oath of revenge, because of harm done to his son Prince Libion, by The Mighty Jamaicans. Zion and his vicious, wicked army will be there to bring destruction and irreparable damage. Will the factions be victorious and defeat him, or will the enemy leave them no choice, except certainty of annihilation.

Science Fiction/Fantasy Book

This is a four-book series.

The Author is a Jamaican American who lives in Massachusetts.
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Hello, Israel Lion here. My gratitude is a heavy thing, but I give it to you for the moment of your time you have given me. It is a moment I will not forget. 

The Mighty Jamaicans are not just heroes, but also survivors.

Their story is a quadralogy, a four-book journey into the heart of darkness. Two volumes have been released and have been met with dreadful success. 

Book Three is now stirring in its slumber, ready to awaken.

To understand the nightmare, you must begin at the beginning. The Mighty Jamaicans and the Battle on the Blue Mountains is where the shadows first stirred. Read it first, or be lost forever in the mists of the second book.

Do not keep this tale to yourself. Share it with those you deem worthy. And when you claim your copy, know that a true ally is one who also arms a friend.

May you be blessed with the strength to endure, the health to fight, and a love strong enough to pierce the darkest night.

May the shadows of goodness and mercy be always in your favor.

Israel Lion.
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​Dear Readers,
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If your journey after reading my creation stir you in any way. I am humbly asking for more of your precious time, in obtaining an honest book review.  You can leave a review on any site you choose. Your thoughts are incredibly valuable.
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​PEACE
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People of the Blue Mountains, of the peaks and the jagged ridges; know that peace is not the absence of the storm, but the strength of bridges.  Just remember, our strength is brittle if our hearts grow cold and small, The Blue Mountains stand because their roots are  entwined for all. If one peak should crumble, the entire range shall surely fall, And the shadows of the void will claim us behind a broken wall. Though we are protectors of the Caribbean lands, with ancient Obeah and magical powers in our hands. We will seek the gift of peace like falling rain upon our thirsty sands. For in our sacred unity; we are the forge where strength and power thrive, And in choosing peace, we keep the energy and the joy of living alive.
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Memunda

Supreme High Ruler

​PART ONE

​“PLANET EARTH” 
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​Hate stirs up strife,

​but love covers all offenses.

​Proverbs  10:12 NRSV
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​LIVING SACRIFICES
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THE SKY, A sickly canvas of bruised purples and bruised grays, was bright with cumulus clouds. They looked like something beautiful and forgotten, something from another world.

They were like cotton candy, spun sugar tinged with the promise of a child’s delight, but with sinister undercurrent. Angels were dancing in the clouds and playing trumpets and harps. Atara’s spirit floated to them. She felt their radiation of love and peace. Her spirit glowed and glided in joy.

As her spirit shimmered in their love and peace, she notices a subtle shift. The angels’ mouths smiled; then twisted, as they released cold and predatory laughter. The music morphs into shrilling mocking shrieks.

Without warning; giant demons, with huge black pointy horns, red eyes and skeleton faces, moving with sickening speed snatched her.  Guttural shrieks escaped her mouth.

Nimbus Clouds, Black Spirits and Towering Fire Clouds, energy of pure malice; their spiritual hands wrapped around her. Their grips jolted through her like violent electricity. 

It stripped away her warm inner peace, and joy. A paralyzing dread crystallized in her soul, leaving her hollow and cold. They dragged her off to a tunnel of darkness. She looked back and saw a last glimmer of white light, as she plummeted into the abyss.

Gargoyles and Demons of all sizes. Duppies and Cacodemons. Land Mummies and Duppy Bats. Old Higgies, Rolling Calves and Soucouyant leered at her. Their cheers a chorus of croaking, triumphant laughing.

ATARA[image: ]

“Welcome! Welcome!”  They hissed, their voices a symphony of malice that promised no kindness. Black sticky slime was dripping all around her. The sickly-sweet stench filled the air.

She fought and tried to resist, with her mighty weapons. They were unmovable, a force of nature. They won. The black gunk, an oozing tar of malevolence, engulfed her.

It sealed her off from all light, and hope. She was in darkness. Now she became the darkness. She was theirs. She was a guest in a home of horror. They were overjoyed, she had arrived.

Tears streamed down her face, a torrent of grief and terror. They were the only clean, pure things left on her skin. She wept violently. Her body shuddered with a despair so profound, it felt as if her very bones would shatter.

The last, flickering memory of her life above earth vanished from her mind. With it all hope and joy of her lift, drifting away like a forgotten dream. She called out to Memunda’s Gods in desperation.

“Protect me Gods of Memunda!” she screamed, into the void. This was her last act of defiance. “Do not forget me! Please, do not hide your faces from me!” Her prayer was a primal howl, full of terror and rage. “Do not let my enemies triumph over me! Save me from this death!” Her words were not pleas, but

[image: ]ATARA

demands hurled into an indifferent universe.  “Guard my life from this everlasting sea of dark evil! Protect me from this darkness and wickedness!”

Those were her last words as she laid dead in the underworld. She was lost  into unconsciousness, as the malicious chortle of evil residents drifted her off.
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A few hours later, Atara’s eyes snapped open. She was soaking wet. Her body was steaming hot. The sticky tar was gone. The world around her was of monstrous and demonic lives. Giant flies and bugs buzzed through the air. Creatures below of  every size and shape, moved around. Their mouths agape, as they released a deafening chorus of eerie sounds. 

Her home was a stadium, its walls a swirling canvas of liquid color. Blood-red bled into a fiery orange; then into the murky black of night, before melting back into a deep burgundy, and finally a shocking crimson once more. The colors of the walls blended, they formed orange, black, and burgundy, then back to crimson.

The walls seemed to writhe, shifting and stretching into impossible geometries. This was not a place of stone and mortar, but a living breathing nightmare. She was wide awake in this new, terrifying reality.

The walls, once solid; melted like wax in this fury of hell. They dripped and flowed, a river of liquid, turning into a semi-hard, sludge that pulsed with a grotesque life of its own. They twisted and writhed, shifting forward and then recoiling backward in a reggae dance. They spun in dizzying impossible circles. The walls were flowing like viscous waterfalls, in a chaotic arrangement that churned and mixed. 

They danced with speed as they moved together. They created dynamic designs in boastful displays that defied all logic.
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Atara was sitting on one of the hundreds of benches, surrounded by hot burning flames. The arena was large. It was filled with two headed creatures and monsters, and thousands of people and animals.

Demons, Dark Spirits, Dark Souls, Bugs, Snakes and Dragons, were all  gathered with viciousness, and filled with diabolical intentions.

She and the newcomers hailed, by the crowd with passion and cries of elation. This was amazing to her. Her surprise was still on her face, when a voice uttered. “This is a celebration of our arrival in the underworld. Today is initiation day. The creatures are hoping for us to join their camp of darkness.”

Atara sat up straight. She was weak and groggy. The voice drew her attention to the drama ahead. Atara felt cursed at the thought of where she was. “Are you awake?” asked a deep voice. The voice sounded more happy than curious.

Atara stared at the owner. It was an enormous Red Female Monster. Her two tiny heads were ten inches apart. They housed gigantic eyes in the middle of her foreheads. She was the host of the induction today.

The monster’s mouths housed four tongues. Whenever she spoke. Her mouths released large white worms. They squirmed in the heat as they hit the ground, then lay still.

Atara’s beating heart was pounding in her ears. Her chest moved, matching the rhythm. I am alive, she thought. 

“Don’t fool yourself dearie. You are dead!” the female monster said, as if she could read Atara’s thoughts. 
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RED FEMALE MONSTER

Atara gazed in silence as the words registered. Her mind confused and her soul trembling.

“Where am I?” Atara asked, not wanting an answer. The courage she thought she had. It was melting and twisting like the walls.

“Welcome to the underworld!” the female monster yelled. The gathering crowd roared and screamed with excitement. The female monster expelled boisterous laughter. It encouraged more noise and laughter from the crowd.

The female monster tossed her head backward. Fire and smoke blazed from her mouth. She immediately changed form to a dragon. She flew across the Stadium to a crowd of dragons and giant snakes hanging out together. They were devouring fire balls.

Atara shivered. The thought of her fate was like a dark fog. It smothered her. Dread bathed her, as she waited. Her body glistened with boiling sweat.

The Master of the welcoming community appeared. He was smiling; his face flamboyant, his eyes owned a hellish light that gleamed with badness. 

He was a towering figure, unnervingly thin, dressed in a tailcoat that appeared to be sewn from the wings of grey/ash giant moths.

The Master wore a top hat so tall, it seemed to defy gravity, it was wrapped with black and cream serpents. His skin was oily and black as ebony. 

Perched on his left shoulder was a man, barely ten inches tall. A perfect, biological carbon copy of him. Atara sat erect, her body stilled as a statue.

“Rise to our lord and master,” the mini twin ordered. His voice was thunderous yet sinister. All the immigrants and Atara rose to their feet against their wills. At the jester from the master, they were sitting once more.

“I have nothing much to say, except this. You abided by your actions, on earth. Even though some of you had changed. You must pay for your sins!” the master  said. Pleasure owned his face. 

“Your previous Gods won’t interfere now. The underworld is your home.  The Rolling Calf King has enslaved your spirits and souls. He cut you off from your Gods. You are all still redeemable though.”

“You can leave this place in two ways. You can swim into the river of life  to reach Paradise. Another way is to  climb to the top of a tree in the land of death, to reach above earth.”  

“I will give you all a few minutes to go over to the weaponry station. Get any kind of weapon you can think of. The crews can invent anything for you. Any size or unique firepower you want, they will bring it forth.”

Unlimited ammunition is here for everyone. You don’t have to carry them. They will appear in your hands, when you call them forth. 

The unrighteousness and the dark energy beamed through Atara. She was ready for her punishments ahead. She knew she deserved them, for her past immoral acts.
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“LET THE DRAFTING BEGINS!” the Master shouted. Everyone had returned from the weapon station. The underworld erupted. A deafening wave of elation surged through the arena. A mixture of demonic bellows and the rhythmic clattering of spectral teeth.

All the camps of darkness wanted Atara. The Dark Demons, Dark Witches, and Dark Wizards. Gargoyles, Rolling Calves, Dark Vampires, and many others.

“As I pointed out earlier. Staying here is not carved in stone,” said the master. His face was stern. He stared at all the species and the people, who basked in the underworld. It pleased him.

This new group with Atara, did not embrace the underworld. He was not happy with them. He held vengeance in his heart against them. “OK listen up everyone” he said to the group. “These are ways to get out of  staying.” 

“Getting to paradise and to above earth. This will only happen if you win  your spirits and souls back.”

“Winning can only happen, if you are successful at overcoming tasks. The Rolling Calf King makes the tasks. He wanted to give you a chance at freedom. Our ruler has a generous heart. He did not have to be so kind.”

“The tasks are arduous. Only a handful who tried were ever successful. Most creatures and people here; they are content as you all can see.” The crowd bellowed for a few minutes, then he beckoned to them for silence.

“If you can complete the jobs. Your spirits and souls will return to you. You all will be free from the Dark Lord, our King and Master. As I mentioned earlier. His name is Rolling Calf King. You can then go to paradise, or back to above earth.”

“Tell me please!” Atara begged. “Please tell me!” She uttered, before anyone could say anything.

The master looked up at his mini twin. The twin’s face was stony. “Sweetie, you are better off staying here. If you fail, you will feel the pain of failure. You will be tormented for five years. You will be chained and in seclusion, for at least two years.” The mini twin said. This time his voice was soft and soothing.

“I am begging you, my dear, not to do it. My twin here tried it, and experienced the suffering. He himself would never attempt that again!” The mini 
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twin said.

“I don’t care!” Atara said. “Any existence is better than this.”

“Okay, if you insist.” The master said, amused. “Anyone else interested, to leave?” he asked. A few hands went up.

Some were Dark Souls, who wanted a chance to finally stop wandering the gray wastes. And Dark Spirits, who wanted to shed their malevolence to find peace in Paradise.  “Leave now with that Demon Lord over there.” He said, pointing to a Green Demon Ogre. 

“Come back tomorrow. We will give you all the details of the games.” The master said.

Atara and the candidates leaving the next day spent the night in a beautiful dungeon. They were met with entertainment, feasting, dancing and drinking. She ate tiny bits, and drank even less. She fell asleep in a bed booth, watching the others partied the night away.
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The screeching and boisterous sounds of the underworld woke Atara. It was at the crack of dawn. Everyone was asleep in bed booths or on the striking white marble floor. She tried to wake a few people up. They were out like  lights.

The Dungeon masters were cleaning the areas. They were yelling and screaming for everyone to get up. Some people shifted to change positions. Others looked up, then went back to sleep. 

A few others and Atara headed to the stadium. People, creatures, dark demons, dark duppies and many others were early. They were waiting when Atara got there. 

They were talking about the joy and freedom on earth. They all wanted to take the risk and try. A few others only wanted to go to paradise. Atara and her group joined in. Minutes later, the master and well wishes came to send them off.

“Welcome, Welcome!” the master’s voice soared. “It is not too late to change your mind. Has anyone regretted their decision to leave?” The master asked. A few hands went up.

“Go over to the orange  benches and wait for the welcoming squad.” The master told them. He then turned to the others who were desperate to leave and said. 

“The keys to your freedom are hanging on the tree of death and the tree of life. Once you touch those keys. you will be back to above earth, if earth is your pick. And to paradise, if that is your choice.”

“If you are going to earth. Climb to the top of the tree in the land of death to reach the key. Once you touch it.”

“A white light will rise out of the key and guide you back to earth. For the land of paradise, do the same. Once you touch the key. The ground below will open into the river of life.”

“Jump into the river and the current will transport you to paradise. It will not be easy. You will have to get past four guardians, to get to the trees where the keys hang”

“Once you get to the trees. You will then have to fight the keepers there to get to the keys. If you are successful, you will get your wish. If you fail. You will suffer for five years, and be condemned forever to this everlasting world.” The master said.

“What kind of suffering?” a male voice asked, his voice trembling.  “It is a custom suit, tailored to your own sins,” the master replied. “They chained me in a dark dungeon, things with too many teeth came daily to drink the marrow of my energy.” 

“I spent months in a negative two hundred celsius room, (-200 C), where my own tears shattered like glass on my cheeks. Those were the nicer torments. I will not speak of the rest.  You wouldn’t have the sanity left to start the first task if I did.” The master said.

“For everyone, the punishment is different. Others told me about novel experiences that were unbelievable. If you cannot get the key. You will be exiled from living above earth and  in paradise forever.” The master said.

“Are you happy here? Are you sorry that you didn’t get to leave?” a female voice asked. “I deserved to be here. I have made peace with my fate.” He said, his voice a flat, dead rasp. Now back to what I was saying.” The master said annoyed.

“Five years is how long it will take most for a soul to break and to turn into a demon.” The master continued. “For most of you, year one, you will remember the sun. Year three, you will forget the faces of the people you loved. And in year five, you stop being human, and become just another dark spirit in a camp.” The master ended, smirking with surety.

The Mini Twin opened his mouth and eerie laughter escaped. “You  think five years is a short time because you still have the rhythm of living in your blood,” the Mini Twin whispered. 

“But here, there is no sleep. There are no seasons. There is only the -200 C. Bite of the air and the sound of your own mind screaming. 

“Five years is long enough to learn the name of every crack in your cell wall-and long enough to realize that by the time you’re free, there won’t be anything left of you to go back.”  The Mini Twin end, glaring at them like a predator watching a trap spring shut.

“Final information, Kill them all, or pass through all the tasks.” The master interrupted, a jagged smile playing on his lips. “And the freedom of your spirits and souls will be instant. Slash through the guardians, dance through the traps. With skills like yours, it should be a walk through a garden.” 

“This will not be a problem for many of you,” he paused, his gaze sweeping over the trembling group. “Remember: the underworld doesn’t play fair. Each of you will walk a path tailored to your own nightmares, and your own monsters, the master said, his voice dripping with sarcasm. 

“If you hear someone screaming, keep on your path. If you see someone falling into the abyss, don’t reach out. You help another, you both fail. Five years of darkness and forever damnation for the price of one good deed.” The master's voice was now filled with venom, sweet enough to get their attention, but sharp enough to kill their motivation. 

Atara fought back her anger with strong discipline. She did not want the master to see how his words stung her. 

“Good luck,” the Mini Twin chuckled. His smile beamed, stretching it across his face. Atara scowled at him and waved her arms at him in disgust.

“Don’t forget, you are all on your own.  One entity, per path, no sharing the pain. You cannot help one another. Not even a hand. Not even a word.” The Mini Twin chanted repeatedly.

“Let the games begin,” a demon yelled. Then chanting exploded in the air from all who were present. “Hoping demise and corruption fill you. May malevolent forces guide you.”

“May amoral forces keep you rooted here with us. You are dark forces rising, and we will rise with you.” They chanted these lines, and Atara cringed.

Atara stood dazed for a moment. She twitched, unsure of her confidence, and faith to win her life back.
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“Don’t be fearful,” a musical voice spoke. Atara saw a Seraphim angel six feet tall with the head of a lion. The angel wings were beautiful, white and large. The angel was walking barefoot above the ground.

“I will be your companion. I cannot fight with or for you. My name is Haniel. I can and will try to keep you safe. I will guide you in any way that you will let me. The heavenly spirits sent me, because you called out to Memunda’s Gods.”

“Why?” Atara asked. “Because, you are good. Everything has a season. It is now your season to reap your rewards of the past. You have proven that you have changed.”

“The Gods want to save you. The Underworld
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