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Entering Stories in All-Hallows-Eve

Chapter 1

Preview bed-time Story

If stories teach us anything there is no such thing as a perfect world. No story is perfect, no story will ever be perfect. Danger lives in every world. My world is the Earth where stories are written. In the world where stories come to life. Stories become a reality of their own. I didn’t understand just how much, people in these worlds were actually alive. But to tell that story we have to go back. Way back to my third birthday in 1893. There was a storm outside raging like an exploding star. Darkness filled my room in late 18th century Sydney. My baby brother Soma would be born in 8 months. My dad Aurelias Storm walked in the door. I was reading a book titled “history of the Storm family”. My dad asked, “most little girls play with toys instead of reading books Gem”. I replied “but I like books. They can tell you things you don’t already know. And they aren’t scary like the storm”. Aurelias questioned “you shouldn’t be scared of storms Gem. You have the blood of the Storm family inside you. Even if you also have two other types of blood in you”. I asked “this book says that a Storm Maiden will come to any member of the Storm family in desperate need. Is that true?”. My dad replied “of course it is Gem. For you too. I would like to tell you a story”. I asked, “why did you leave my mummy?”. He replied “you can’t hear this because of the curse upon the Greenhill family but the Light Spinner Curse was on me as well. I had to divorce your mother or else even Temperance Storm would still be under the light spinner curse. And that would be a complete catastrophe long term. I’m very Sorry Gem Hornom Rillstone”. Gem asked, “what was that daddy?”. He replied “nothing sweety. Can I tell you a story now?”. I yelled “yay, story time”. My step mum Hannah walked in the door. She replied “sadly, the story your father is telling is true. Can I join you?”. She walked in and began the story “your father was in his last year of Storyverse school. Storyverse school is a school where people who can use the power of stories go to learn. Your father had aced all of his tests with flying colours. You dad was best friends with a powerful interpreter. Her name was Isabell. She was his first love and a huge book worm. In their last year she told him about a place in WA. As south as anyone can go. But to tell you that story, we must start a long time ago. Long, long, long ago before even the birth of Christ. There were three sisters who lived in a house in the woods. Their last names are lost to history but we know them as Red, Yellow and Blue. They were powerful Interpreters. Perhaps the strongest Interpreters ever. You know Red from Little Red Riding Hood. Yes, she defeated the Big Bad Wolf. A K9 creature as strong as a god”. My dad replied “correction, stronger than a god. Far, far stronger. I know that personally. Anyway, they frightened off the wolf but the people of their village knew they were Interpreters but mistook them for witches. They fled across the globe. They ran and ran and ran. Eventually they settled in a mountain range. The Stirling mountain range to be exact. They wanted to give young practitioners the opportunity they never had. They stood in a triangle and forced the earth up into a mountain. Sister Red side of the mountain was red. Sister Blue’s side of the mountain was blue and sister Yellows side was yellow. Over the next year they hollowed out the mountain and eventually opened the very first Australian Storyverse school. Thousands of kids attended the school for many years and Red, Yellow and Blue created many powerful relics and had many children. But, in time, they were betrayed by a student. He used the one thing they feared, the Big Bad Wolf, to imprison them in a tower. Now I’ll let your step-mother tell you about the next bit”. Hannah continued “your fathers friend Isabell had found the exact location of Red, Yellow and Blue. They had the sleeping beauty curse on them. A curse that was popular from the late 14th century to the mid-18th. They got ambitious and they realised the only time in school they would be allowed to do so is during their final assignment. Your Father and Isabell Fourwolf, journeyed into the treacherous tower”. Aurelias asked “do you mind if I take the next bit my darling fiancé. I think she needs to hear this next bit from me”. “very well” said my step mum. 

Aurelias continued with a darkened look on his face “we both went into that tower expecting to be able to fight or at least combat the wolf of legend. But... once we were inside the tower, we realised people lay asleep on the floor. Asleep like the sisters were at the top. Isabell told me that once they were awake, they could wake up everyone else. We crept up the stairway but the wolf wasn’t what I had expected. It was a tiny but adorable black puppy. Isabell warned me to stay back but my false sense of security got the better of me. She jumped in front of the creature and it passed right through her. She jumped in front to protect me. Why did she do that and leave me to feel guilty for the rest of my life. I actually asked to repeat my final year. It was clear I wasn’t even close to wise enough to graduate. My next year a captured one of the strongest officials of the Red Council. I graduated late with the highest of honours. But I could never shake that terrible feeling that Isabell is in that tower because of a mistake I made. That hound is beyond a deity, beyond a god. A beast to end all beasts. I NEVER want to see it again. But if I thought, even for a second, going back could save her I would face it”. An Academ walked in the door and stammered “AAhhhh, sir. Someone is in the house and they want to speak with Master Aurelias. They said it is urgent”. He walked out of the room. He walked passed the Academ and stared his great rival in the face. She had a cross bow at her hip with cold distant eyes. She had Skin white and pale and a flaming stare on my dad. She had a brief case and wore a business suit which is as expensive as it’s wearer is terrifying. Aurelias asked sharply “Mary Sword, head of the Story Guild. What are you doing on private property?”. Mary replied, “can’t two school friends talk to each other casually and warn each other about impending danger?”. My dad yelled “if this is about you wanting to execute my daughter, forget about it”. Mary replied “who said anything about execute? We just want to put her somewhere she can’t... destroy the world”.

Meanwhile in my room, my step-mom Hannah replied “hey Gem... I have a birthday surprise for you. A baby brother”. I asked, “where is my baby brother?”. She replied, “he is in my tummy”. I yelled “you ate my baby brother?”. She yelled “no. no, no, no, no. Babies come from girl’s tummies. Not Storks. It’s the law of nature. Now, I think it is best for us to tell your father about this tomorrow morning”. 

Meanwhile in the living room my dad was in a heated argument with the head of the Story Guild. He yelled “I know you’re scared Miss Sword. But if you lash out at her without her doing anything, you’re going to forge your own worst nightmare. She will learn the truth and burn the story guild to the ground. You will never push my daughter down that path that so easily could have been mine”. She whispered with a malicious scowl “it’s not enough that you have Abagail and Temperance’s blood in your vein’s, but you have to add Greenhill blood to the mix! You have no idea how dangerous that is. If she comes out from under that curse there will be consequences. And that isn’t a threat, that’s a warning”. Aurelias regained his cool and said “I’m sorry I lost my cool, but the answer is no. You are not only a bully, but you bullied my bully and me at the same time. You were the first thing that made me want to go Dark Author. You and Mike Zellous, and you want to control her future. No, fricking way, missy”. She replied “I’m scared for her too old friend. But Story Guild protection is the best protection there is. And if she doesn’t get it, I’m afraid bad people. very bad people will see her not as a human but as a weapon. And a valuable one. Be very afraid Aurelias. And that is not a threat, that is a warning”. He questioned struggling to keep his pure rage controlled “does that include you... Mary Sword?”. Mary Sword finished “good, now your catching on”.

Chapter 2

The Story Starts Early in the Morning

As usual my story starts early in the morning. Picture a storm raging throughout a suburb. A man was bellowing outside in the rain. He looks rugged as he walks outside the Greenhill mansion. He yells “4 O-clock, and all is well”. To set the scene, you are gradually approaching a window. As you approach gradually you see a young girl (me) waking up with a spring in her step. I yell “ITS 4AM IN THE MORNING. TIME TO GET UP”. My dog Apollo yelps while still sleep walking “shut up. (snore) some of us are asleep(snore)”. Meanwhile, outside all was not well. A woman of about 16 steps across someone’s clothes-line. They grabbed all the men’s and women’s trousers (although the Storyverse resident of that house would rather say ankles to the queen than admit she had pants instead of dresses) and
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