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Dedication
Dedicated to my children Jade, Jasmine, Jared, and Jordan. And Jo, Jodi, and Dev, thank you for being my everything. 
And to every family member, friend, and individual who has had an influence in my life, who has supported and not judged me, thank you.
Finally, to Molly and Grace, for loving me unconditionally.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 1
Voices
 
It wasn’t the first time Jared had been awakened in the middle of the night by a woman’s voice calling him and his twin brother Jordan by their names. 
He sat up in his bed, wiped his eyes, and looked around.
Light from the fitting above the outside door filtered into the room, providing enough light for him to see; both he and his brother hated sleeping in total darkness as their imaginations tended to wander wildly.
He looked around, but once again he couldn’t see anything.
His brother lay sound asleep under the blanket next to him, and their father, who was sleeping across from them in the chalet, was snoring his head off.
He slumped back into his pillow and stared at the ceiling, his mind filled with questions, wondering if he was imagining things.
It had been a long day travelling from home, almost eight hours to this, their first stopover location. The landscape had changed from urban to farmlands, to semi-arid bush, and that aridness continued into the mountains where this isolated chalet was situated. It was ridiculously beautiful, with views that never ended, all the luxury that one needed, and for an intelligent twelve-year-old, it was fascinating. The travelling time was long, but the scenery and the adventure made it pass quickly.
But that wasn’t important; what was important was the voice calling his name; it was so real that it certainly didn’t feel as if he was dreaming. He had heard the exact voice the evening before they left, and that made the whole experience even more difficult to understand.
For the next fifteen minutes Jared continued to determine what he had heard until he finally fell asleep, this time undisturbed by any unwanted voices.
The next morning was bright and warm. Dad made breakfast, something that both boys ate heartily, and then they all went for a short hike. On returning, it was time for board games and lunch, a fantastic first morning on vacation.
Finally, just after noon with the sun at full strength, everyone took an afternoon nap, Dad on the patio lounger and the boys alongside him on a blanket in the shade.
“Jared.”
“Jared.”
“JARED! JORDAN!”
Jared and Jordan both sat up instantly.
They looked around to see who had called their names, but to no avail. Dad was snoring as usual.
“Did you hear that?” Jared asked Jordan quietly.
“Yes, it’s the same as I heard the other night,” Jordan answered.
“You too? I also heard it, but I thought maybe I was dreaming.”
“I heard it calling, but I was too afraid to look,” Jordan said wide-eyed, “Who is it?”
“I don’t k…….”
“JARED! JORDAN!”
They both jumped up and looked behind them, where they were certain the voice came from. 
With Jordan right up behind him, Jared crept softly off the patio and looked behind the chalet.
Nothing!
All he saw was carefully raked soil with a small wash line in the centre running the length of the chalet. 
“Do you see anything?” Jordan asked, looking over Jared’s shoulder, too afraid to look.
“No, there’s nobody there,” a confused Jared answered.
“HURRY YOU TWO!” the voice said louder than ever!  
The two of them jumped a little. If Jordan could have climbed into Jared’s shirt, he would have. The voice sounded like it was only a few feet away from them!
Then Jared saw something glint in the sunlight just past the wash line. He decided to go investigate, Jordan following close behind him.
“Look, Jord, doesn’t that seem odd to you?” 
Jordan peered out from behind him and  looked at what he was pointing to on the ground.
“Huh, that is weird?”
A small, shiny golden door knocker lay neatly on the ground. If it wasn’t for the glint that Jared saw, he wouldn’t have noticed it.
Jared bent down to pick it up, placing only his middle finger into the knocker handle, for that’s all that could fit. 
It wouldn’t budge.
“What’s wrong?” Jordan asked.
“It's stuck! I can’t pick it up.” Jared said, trying to pull it off the ground without breaking his finger.
“Here, let me try,” Jordan said, taking Jared’s finger out and putting two of his in and pulling.
Nothing, it wouldn’t budge.
“JARED!” 
“JORDAN!”
Jordan nearly broke his fingers with fright. He pulled them out and ran behind Jared, whose heart had nearly gone into his throat; the voice had come from the ground directly beneath them.
“KNOCK TWICE!”
Jared thought for a moment and then he tentatively bent down, took the handle between his fingers and knocked twice. He stood up quickly, trying to prepare for whatever might happen. He could feel his brother’s arms tighten around his waist.
For a moment, nothing happened, then the ground began to shake, at first slightly, then more and more violently until both boys lost their balance and fell to the ground. 
Suddenly, with a great bellow of dust, the ground beneath them fell away and swallowed them in. 
They started descending at an alarming rate in the dark, but not free-falling, sliding! With Jared in front, they both screamed at the top of their voices as they were thrown around. Up and down it went, round corners left and right, but always descending, like a natural super tube. On and on it went for what felt like forever until finally it began to slow down, the steepness slowly adjusting to a more reasonable gradient. 
Jared noticed a dull light in the distance, and sure enough, they started to pass bronze torches burning flames of blue light that were placed consistently along the tunnel walls. He noticed that the tunnels were made completely of rock, rough on the top and extremely smooth on the bottom and sides.
Then, without warning, they came to the end of the tunnel where they were spat out, Jordan falling on top of Jared in an extremely well-lit room. 
They lay there for a moment, trying to get their breath and trying to understand just what had befallen them.
“It’s about time you two got here! Look at you, you two are a rightful mess!” a woman’s voice exclaimed.
The boys picked themselves up off the floor, dusted their clothes and wiped their faces. They were in a large, well-lit room that was neatly carved out of the rock. It was completely empty except for the flamed torches that lit it up so magnificently, and for the incredible sight that was in front of them. 
Floating two feet away from Jared’s nose was an unbelievable lady, thirty centimetres in height with long grey hair that hung the length of her entire body and the most incredible silver eyes. She wore a long dark green dress that covered her feet and arms, and although her face was beautiful, she had a stern expression.
There was no sign that she had wings, she was just floating. Her hands on her hips to emphasise her austere state of mind. 
The boys were perplexed as to how she was able to fly, or, for that matter, who or what she was. They both just stood and glared at her with wonder and amazement.
“We need to make haste, but we cannot see the king and queen when you look like this,” she said, pointing to them as she glided from Jared to Jordan and back again.
The boys were most certainly a dreadful mess, their clothes were full of dirt, and every exposed part of their bodies was blackened from the tunnel ride.
“My name is Anrytopian Prylbrydt, caretaker of the underground Realm of Pritipoltan! You two may call me Madam Anry, is that understood?” 
“Yes ma’am…..sorry, Madam Anry,” Jared uttered quietly.
Jordan just nodded, standing half-protected by his brother.
“Right then, let’s sort you two out so we can move along, we are late!”
Jared and Jordan didn’t expect the sudden jolt and the twirl of wind, but it only lasted a split second. They both looked at each other in wonder as the clothes they had on had disappeared and were replaced with a completely new attire. They were dressed identically, dark green short-sleeved buttoned shirts that matched Madam Anry’s dress and three-quarter shorts that reached only to their shins. Their shoes were gone too, but they were not replaced with any new ones.
“Madam Ary….Anry, what about shoes?” Jordan asked softly.
Madam Anry floated across to Jordan and sneered,
“Oh, so it does speak, mmmm, no one wears shoes around here, my little one, no need.”
She spun around and said aloud, “Follow me, you two!”
The boys had to almost run to keep up with the caretaker of the realm. She moved so swiftly that they hardly had time to inspect this new and fantastic surroundings. 
Exiting the room, they went through another larger one where a gigantic marble table took up most of the space. They then entered a hallway that seemed to go on forever, with doorways of various sizes exiting off it in numerous places.
“Where are the other people, Madam Anry? Are you the only person here?” Jared asked as he double-stepped to keep up with the flying woman.
“Waiting for you two!” she said irritably without looking back.
Jared could feel his feet were taking some toll without any shoes, but the ground was perfectly smooth underfoot, thereby negating any unwanted injuries. He could hear Jordan struggling to keep up behind him, so he took his hand in his to assist him.
“Do you think they are going to hurt us?” Jordan asked, pulling at Jared’s hand so that he looked at him.
Jared didn’t answer the question as Madam Anry stopped and turned so abruptly, the corner of her dress flew into his mouth.
“No! No! We are not going to hurt you, we need your help and we need it urgently, otherwise….,” she stammered, “otherwise, we will be no more, none of us,” she said quietly and looked down at the floor.
She turned around, took a deep breath and moved on again at the same ridiculous pace.
The boys looked at each other, confused. Jared shrugged his shoulders, and they quickly caught up to her again.
Soon, the insanely long hallway came to an end at two magnificently carved wooden doors.
Madam Anry stopped and took a deep sigh, turning around to the boys, she said, “I understand that everything has happened so rapidly and without much explanation, but there is a huge amount of urgency, and I need you two to understand that our situation is critical and we need your help desperately. Do you both understand?”
“Yes, Madam Anry,” they both answered together.
“Good, then follow me!’
She turned and stretched her tiny arms out in front of her with her palms facing upwards.
The doors opened by themselves into a chamber so vast they couldn’t see the back end of it. It was well-lit by the same eerily blue-flamed torches of various sizes that they had seen light up the whole underground realm.
 
 
 
 
Chapter 2
Fairies and worms
 
The gigantic hall was filled with people of similar size to the caretaker, Madam Anry. Most were floating, others standing, all dressed in such a variety of different coloured clothing, it was mesmerising. Men, women and children all chatting away, flying in all directions as one conversation ended and another began.
Jared and Jordan stood and stared. It was completely unbelievable and enchanting at the same time. Jared looked up to the ceiling, where he noticed other creatures he had never seen before, sitting, standing, or perched on great wooden beams that protruded from the smooth, carved rock. He nudged Jordan, who gasped at the sight; some were catlike, others bearlike, and a great majority resembled birds of vastly different sizes. 
Right at the top of the hall, there was a raised platform, and from where Jared stood, he could barely make out the three or four people floating above it. He wondered if maybe the king and queen were among them.
All of a sudden, the talking and chatting started to decrease followed by shushing and then increased silence as the people noticed Jared and Jordan standing in the doorway. Finally, there was a hush so surreal it was deafening.
The caretaker gestured to the twins to follow her. They walked down a couple of large, smooth stairs towards the crowd of people, who courteously opened a passage for the three of them to pass through. 
The boys were dumbfounded by the people, whatever they were supposed to be. Most of the women wore long dresses like Madam Anry, with the exception of a few who wore pants and shirts, as did the majority of the men. In contrast, the younger ones wore what could only be described as onesies. The spectrum of assorted colours for the clothing was beyond belief, and each and every one of them had eyes that continuously shone in the most amazing way.
Finally, they reached the platform that now looked more like a stage that Jared had seen from the entrance. It was at least seven feet off the ground with no steps or any ramp leading onto its level. There were four beings hovering on top of it; a man, a lady, a little girl and a boy. It was difficult to determine the age of the adult couple, but Jared estimated them to be around middle-aged, whereas the kids were no more than eight years old. They, all adorned the same colour clothing that consisted of two sparkling gold dresses for the females and
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