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Transported: The ruby is
alive

 


I still cry when I talk about it so I’m
going to write it down and hope it tells the story I want to convey
or one that somebody needs to hear. I had another life; I now see
it as a simple and splendid life. It was taken from me, with all of
its computers and gadgets, electricity and plumbing. I miss it all,
but above all I miss my family. That and a good espresso, damn I
would scorch a hundred country sides for an espresso. They exist
now only in my mind, because it’s all gone, they’re all gone. Hell,
where they’re at now I wouldn’t even know what year it is. Through
no fault of my own I was taken from that life yet still, I
apologize. In its place I was given another if altogether different
life. With its own wonders and charms. I guess I should start where
everything must, at the beginning.

My name was Tom Waide, I was forty six
married with two kids a dog and a picket fence, the whole nine
yards. I was an average Joe, I was an accountant, and I didn’t like
my job but did it anyway. You could say I had the American dream so
many are searching for. I was content with what I had anyway. I
didn’t have many hobbies outside of work so one night over dinner
my wife suggested I take up metal detecting as a good way to lose
weight and maybe find something interesting or valuable. It was a
great idea; we lived in a relatively historic and remote area
surrounded by thirty acres of deciduous and coniferous forest.
There had been a march through the area during the Revolutionary
war, there could be some really interesting things back there, that
was my first thought.

The next day after crunching the
numbers during another soul crushing day at work I went out and
bought the cheapest metal detector I could find. I was always tight
with that paper and coin considered money in that life. Still, it
cost me two hundred dollars. I went home and read the haphazardly
thrown together instructions barely understanding what they were
talking about but I caught the gist. I actually learned more
looking at the cheap calculator like LCD display on the front of
the detector.

It was fun, some days my children would
join me, some days I would go alone. When you come across specific
metals the detector would give out different sounds corresponding
to that type of metal. There would also be an arrow marker in the
old school display pointing to a not so specific description. Most
days I would find old bullets from deer hunters, old gaskets off of
long forgotten machinery or nothing at all. Still, it was fun being
in the woods getting some exercise and fresh air. It felt better
than being trapped at a desk that’s for sure, until that
day.

Just like every other day preceding it,
I went metal detecting for a few hours after work to unwind. It was
now fall, the leaves were half fallen and the rest still clinging
to last season were turning a golden brown ready to fall with the
next gust of wind. I remember this day so clearly and I will
remember it that way forever, I see it both as a gift and a curse.
It was sunny with a slight breeze across my face. I waved the metal
detector back and forth along the leaf covered forest floor as I
walked slowly over the rusty brown carpet of last summer’s once
bright green leaves. There was no sound coming from the detector,
just a couple of crows laughing at me off in the distance sitting
in a big dead oak tree. Why do crows like to sit in dead trees? All
around them there were thousands of huge and living tress but they
chose that as their perch. I heard a squirrel call now and then,
telling me to get off of his property I’m sure.

Back and forth I swung the detector
just enjoying the fullness of the day, breathing the crisp air
purified by all the tress and then BLIP! I looked down and BLIP
again. I swept back and forth over the area, BLIP, BLIP. Something
was definitely there; the detector pointed its unblinking arrow to
the ever so descriptive word printed there on its front, “Coins.” I
set the detector down and began to dig with a small shovel and claw
I carried. I cleared the leaves and dug a small hole, I didn’t see
anything. I picked the metal detector back up and swung it over the
small hold I had begun. BLIP! BLIP! Whatever it was; was still
there. Probably another gasket or old bullet I thought to myself as
I kept digging. I dug a few more inches and then saw the edge of it
shine a bit off of a glint from the sun. I dug furiously, clearing
the dirt around it knowing only gold or silver would glint back
like that after so long underground and forgotten. I couldn’t
believe what I was seeing as I pulled it from the ground. It was a
four or five inch golden disc with weird etchings around its
circle. The middle would have been empty like a doughnut except
there was a huge red ruby perfectly fitted to the center. I
carefully blew off as much dirt as I could while trying not to pass
out from excitement. I remember thinking my money problems were
over and a long overdue vacation was in order for the whole family.
Me and my silly plans, always getting me into trouble, while
bubbling with exuberance not being able to believe what I had found
I dropped my metal detector and began to do a little dance for
myself and the trees right there in the forest. When I had finished
I looked again at the golden disc with its giant red ruby and
strange script written around the whole circle. What strange
writing I remember thinking to myself.

“Wow,” was all I could say
out loud as I held the disc up towards the sun to get a better look
and allow the light to stream through the ruby. As soon as the sun
was aligned with the center of the ruby the world turned red and
there was the feeling of being pulled followed by the feeling of
being pushed. I was thrust into an entirely different world into a
situation I was entirely unprepared for just like that; that quick.
I’m going to try to relay those first few moments of sheer panic as
best I can when I was taken from my old life and thrust into this
new world with no warning, insight or guidance.

I had just been transported through the
ruby to another world, though I didn’t know that at the time.
Apparently I was someone of consequence in this new world. This
world seemed to be in the middle of a battle or war, at least the
city I was in, wherever I was. When I came around my vision cleared
and I saw I was holding the golden ruby disc in my hand. A man was
shaking me vigorously and the building was shaking with fiery
explosions all around.

“Captain! Captain! Get up
Captain!”

I realized he was screaming at me, I
stood with him and we began running. I didn’t know where I was or
what the hell was going on. We ran about twenty yards along a
wooden wall coming to a guard tower where at least thirty men were
huddled together. They looked at the two of us as we ran in from
the wall. Most of their eyes went to the golden ruby disc still in
my hand. We stopped in front of the men panting from the run. I
could see for the first time I was wearing some type of heavy metal
armor. There were loud crashes and screams outside as man and
machine fought against stone and wood.

“What are your orders
Captain?” The man who had shaken me awake screamed breathlessly as
the walls shook from another bombardment. I could tell he was
directing the question at me.

“I’m not a Captain, I’m Tom.
I’m an accountant,” I replied.

He just stood there unblinking and
silent. All I could do was think to say what I had seen in the
movies.

“Return fire!?” It was more
of a question than an order but it worked. The man screamed down,
“Return fire!” All the men below and those who had been with us in
the guard tower scurried out and began running around
frantically.

“Fine order Captain,” the
man said smiling as he walked past me shouting orders leaving me
standing alone in the guard tower as an actual battle swirled
around me. Another battle was happening in my mind. What was
happening? Where was I? When was I? I didn’t know anything, I
looked down at the golden disc and I swear the damned ruby was
smiling at me.

“Captain down here!” The man
who shook me awake that I assumed to be my lieutenant called up to
me. I ran clunkily and clumsily down the wall stumbling off to
where he was standing. I was used to video games, not all of this
running.

“We have counterattacked but
they’re willing to destroy their own city to get rid of us. I don’t
know if they know we possess the golden ruby disc. We must fall
back or be destroyed. We have what we came for and they are too
strong to hold off.” He said as I approached him trying to look
right in my armor.

“Sound the retreat,” came a
voice in my head that I felt compelled to repeat so I
did.

“Sound the retreat,” I said
in a half commanding tone.

He waved his arms and trumpets began to
blow, I was guessing that was signal for retreat and I was
right.

“To the ship Captain, we
have to get back to the ship! This way now!” The man yelled to
me.

I hadn’t really had much time to look
at him but now that I did I could see how ugly he was. One eyed and
half toothless, with a scraggly salt and pepper beard, it was
obvious he gave up caring what he looked like long ago. I had to
trust him with my life. I followed him off of the wall and through
a city on fire. I recognized nothing; I had no idea where we were
going. I mean my God, an hour ago I was metal detecting in what
amounts to my backyard! I’m an accountant not some medieval
warrior. What had this damn golden ruby disc done to me!

People were screaming, buildings were
collapsing and smoke was billowing. I could see a large wooden ship
with black sail moored just ahead.

“Let’s go the fire is
spreading!” The one eyed hideous man called out.

We all ran to the ship, me followed by
at least fifty men including one eye. I stood next to him on the
ship in a daze as all the other men began running to and fro doing
everything necessary to prepare to set sail. They knew their jobs
so well it seemed automatic. The ugly one eyed man barely had to
yell at all, though he did anyway. When he was done he looked at me
with his one good eye and spoke, his other eye was now just a hole
and a scar, he didn’t bother with a patch.

“Captain, are you feeling
well? Are you hurt? You have been acting quite strange sir.” He one
eyed me suspiciously.

I saw this as the perfect time to fake
a reason to catch a breath and get some much needed information, so
I replied.

“Actually, one of those
bastards hit me good and hard on the head with a mace, I’m not
remembering much and feeling fuzzy headed.”

“I figured that when you
were babbling strangely in the guard tower. What the hell is an
accountant anyway?”

I looked at him and came up with
another excuse,

“I uh don’t remember saying
anything. Like I said it was quite the blow, I might need your help
remembering things for a time.”

He looked at me and nodded,

“I understand
Captain.”

“Start by telling me your
name and what is going on here?”

“That bad huh? Do you even
remember your name?”

I shook my head to show that I
didn’t.

“Surely you remember what it
is you hold in your hand!”

“I’m going to be honest with
you, after that blow I remember absolutely nothing.” I said humbly,
hoping he would give me the information I needed.

“Damn, nothing! That’s a lot
to forget! More than I can help you remember that’s for sure. What
we’ll do is stop and visit the wizard monks on the mountain on our
way back south. If anyone can help you restore your memory it’s the
greybeards living there. On the way I’ll try to help you fill in on
the main stuff, I can try to answer your questions
Captain.”

“What is this
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