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“now” my mum asked, “how good is this daycare’s security?”. The woman replied “this isn’t a daycare madam Storm, this is a Storyverse pre ed center with all the security of Cloud 9. I understand your worry, it’s only natural to feel... nervous about your child’s safety after an attack of that magnitude. But we have security about 16 grades above the norm, for any intruder who wishes to break in, and our staff are some of the most powerful in the country”. Amethyst queried “ok, so you can keep my kids safe. Even from the likes of Abagail?”. The woman replied “madam Storm” mum cut her off “its Amethyst”. The woman grunted “Amethyst, our security can hold off anything short of a Greek god. Zeus himself couldn’t punch through that wall and believe me... he’s tried”. Amethyst responded “ok, good. See you at 3”. Amethyst left the door, and a boy came up to me. He queried “who are you?”. I answered, “umm Ethos”. Chakra said, “I’m Chakra, Halloween Lord”. The boy queried “you wouldn’t happen to be... Halloween, as in, Halloween, Ethos and Chakra?”. Halloween said “my first word was pant-ie-ous. But yeah, that was my first word”. The boy said “I’m James Night, son of Rose Night. You know, as in the Night family”. I queried “umm, I don’t know what bloodline that is”. He sighed “ug, Rose Night is the child of Agatha Night. Creator of Stories and Monsters. You know, the tabletop RPG based on the Storyverse world. she had the power to turn day into night. As powerful as Abagail or Temperance! Rose Night took over her fortune”. A girl with glasses replied “don’t listen to him. he’s tried to escape this place 221 times. And failed every time. I however, have calculated precisely 5 ways of escape. None of which I have told him”. he yelled “one day I will escape. Then you’ll eat your words”. He threw a seat at the window, and it hit head on. He bellowed “I turn bulk... grrr” and turned into a giant metal monster. He punched at the window. The daycare’s leader replied “that’s it, let the frustration out. That wall can withstand 10,000 nukes going off at once. Only Temperance could break it”. I yelled out “or Abagail”. She sighed “Abagail is dead”. I replied, “if you say so” and wandered off, knowing it was pointless arguing. Anyway, I looked at some of the books they had. A creepy looking girl came out of a shadow. And I mean that literally, she came out of the shadow. She said, “new blood, how nice”. I queried “umm, thanks”. She looked at me, sizing me up like I was a prize K9. She said, “you’re connected to the veil...”. Another teacher came up to us, she was a giant to us, but that wasn’t what was most threatening. Her power was through the roof. Not even my aunt Lilly, head of Cloud 9 could out-shoot her. She said “now Lilah, we don’t creep out new kids. Ok”. She replied “fine, ignore centuries of history of scaring kids silly so they don’t go outside and kill themselves”. I replied, “been there, done that”. She said “oh, you’re the little girl who broke my husband’s boat. Nice to meet you”. I replied, “you must be Miss Bumble. Your husband is the reason I don’t have a harpoon in my face”. She replied “yeah, we still haven’t found that Clock Lords Apprentice who broke our boat to kill you. but no grudges here. Just find him in your future and beat the ever-loving.... Umm, lemonade out of him”. the boy turned into a bullet and fired himself at the roof. He got deflected and lodged himself in Halloween’s arm. She yelled “OW”. Miss bumble yelled “Jacob, no turning into a bullet”. He bellowed “you think she has it bad, I’m stuck in her arm... it stinks”. She rushed over, and healed Halloween. She said, “I’m so sorry, Jacob is still very dangerous”. There were at least 20 kids in here today. And a bullet kept yelling from my sister’s arm. So, weird even for me. Eventually the smart girl, named Emily said, “just turn into your ghost form... you’re an Author”. He bellowed “stuff a megaphone in it ring bearer, I can’t here you”. a boy was sipping from a cup, and I walked up to him... and took his cup, pouring the juice out. I grabbed some fishing wire and attacked it to the cups bottom. Then, while people were still telling this kid to go ghost, I grabbed the wire and wrapped it around her arm. Then, pulling the cord tight, I yelled into the cup “turn into a ghost”. The boy said, “why didn’t you say so” and turned into a ghost. Halloween shivered... and the boy said “you stink. You need a shower for your inside. PU, your blood stinks”. Halloween ordered “you’re in for it now...” grabbing a pencil. She threw it like a throwing star right at Jacob. The teacher deflected it. she said, “piece of advice, don’t show your cards till you need them”. A teenager came out of nowhere and I asked, “are you a looter”. He replied “no, I’m a youth volunteer. And if you want to come to our new “Snowy Mountain excursion... please sign up”. I asked, “isn’t that the place with the field of snow teaming with monsters”. She responded “among other things, people like Temperance, and the Rillstones think it’s important to mend Snow Interpreter and practitioner relations by showing our children the other side of things. As for me, pure born Storm”. I replied, “I’m the Ethos in Halloween, Ethos and Chakra... sooo, what are you?”. he replied, “omega line... 6th generation”. I replied, “mind line, 2nd generation”. He said “anyway, there will be hot dogs, and Snow Interpreter and practitioner activities. Fun for everyone. Anyway, we’re going to the snowy mountain jetty, and staying the night. Right across from the white forest... OooOoooo”. I queried “what’s the white forest?”. The boy answered “I don’t pay attention to history. All I know is there was some messiness in the 1700ds, between Snow Interpreters and human based practitioners... and, now, the white forest stretches across all 7 continents. It’s basically a Snow Interpreter no go zone”. I walked away, to ask a teacher “hi, does this place have a library”. She said, “library time is 2 hours away”. The science girl replied, “if you wanted to be an Author or Interpreter, I could show you the easiest ways to become one?”. I replied “thanks, but I’ve been thinking, and I would like to go Ring Bearer”. She replied, “are you sure that’s what you want...”. I replied, “I wasn’t at first, but I am now”. Emily responded “ok, I can help you. first, you need to put a binding ring in some kind of container with colloidal silver and a lock of your hair... then, you need to sleep with it for three nights. And finally, touch it to all your 7 chakras from crown to base. You can also do base to crown, but It doesn’t give you the same power boost”. I replied, “let’s get me a test tube and some water”. Long story short, we stole a test tube and some colloidal silver from the pantry. Then, I took out a binding ring snow gave me. Apparently she stole it of a time ghost Abagail in the 2nd Shakespearean war. And when the day was over, I left my binding ring in my room next to my toys. They say any personal connection next to your binding ring is good. Another thing, you need to keep your binding ring safe at all times. The difference between Practitioners and ring bearers, is that you are an Author or Interpreter. That’s something you are , or grow into. But ring bearers are made by ritual magic. And the first ring bearer ever, he got rich off a book that is 230 pages thick with size 12 font about becoming a ring bearer. Anyway, I went to bed and soon enough, would come the field trip.
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