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			Our light can swallow up your darkness; but your darkness cannot now infect our light. 

			—C.S. Lewis
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			“Citizens of Reavella, please have your identification out and ready to show to the security detail,” the announcement said as it blasted out over the city. The world was full of skyscrapers and towers as cars hovered in the air with three moons shining in the night sky. The creatures of this world were just as different as the city they inhabited. Some resembled animals from our world but others were unique, for example, some resembled a fox but had the head of a lion. “A Protector has been spotted in the area. Please have your identification ready. The punishment for not complying is treason against the dark king,” the announcement ordered as creatures resembling ravens dressed in dark black armor walked down the sidewalk searching the crowd. As a blockade started to form at the end of this neon street figures started to walk through the crowd but they were dressed in armor and had a helmet covering their face. They walked through the crowd passing creatures as everyone pulled out an identification card.

			“Suits working perfectly, no security alerts are going out,” a male voice said through a speaker inside the helmet. 

			“You doubted?” The figure asked with a muffled voice, making it unrecognizable.

			“Only slightly,” the male voice answered. 

			“Now you tell me,” the stranger replied. 

			“Turn here,” the voice said through the speaker just as the figure walked up to the wall of troopers. The stranger turned  down a small alleyway with a small light stand on the other end. They walked down the hall and rounded the corner to see another small figure waiting in the shadows.

			“Who’s that?” The small mouselike creature asked as the armored stranger walked underneath the light post. The stranger reached up and took off their helmet. She was a teenage wolf girl with bright white fur, blond hair, and bright blue eyes. “Are you?” The mouse started to ask.

			“Were you expecting someone else?” She answered with a smile knowing the rest of the question. 

			“What are you doing here?” The mouse asked.

			“When we heard what was happening, we had to come to help you,” the girl answered.

			“You risked your life for me?” The mouse asked in amazement. 

			“Just part of the job description,” she answered as she reached into her pocket. “Here,” the girl said holding out a small computer chip. “Take this override key and head into Market Seventy-Five. Scan this and an automated ship will get you out of the city,” she explained as the mouse took the chip.

			“Thank you,” he said holding the device in his hand. Just as everything was calm lights shone brightly from behind them.

			“Hey, you,” a raven said shining his flashlight at the two.

			“Go, I got this,” she whispered looking at the mouse.

			“Thank you,” the mouse whispered one last time as it slid back into the shadows. 

			“Put your hands in the air,” the dark trooper ordered. She started to put her hands in the air with the helmet still in her hand. Suddenly she put the helmet on and started running into the city. “Stop!” The trooper yelled as they started chasing after the figure. She ran out of the alleyway and into the streets as the officers pursued her. They grabbed their weapons and started to fire dark purple blasts at the figure. She ducked as she ran up  to a fire escape ladder that led to the rooftops but it was at least two stories in the air. Just as the troopers thought they had the figure, she jumped up in the air and grabbed the ladder as if it were just a simple hop on the sidewalk. She grabbed the ladder at first with one hand, then with both hands as she started to climb up. “She’s heading up to the rooftops, send air support,” the raven ordered knowing who the stranger was just by that simple act. She climbed as fast as she could and she reached the top just in time to see a hovercraft coming over the rooftops. 

			“Hey, I’m going to need some help,” she said into the mic in the helmet

			“I’m on my way,” the voice replied as the aircraft started to fly over the roofs. “Where do I find you?” He asked. 

			“Don’t worry you’ll know,” she answered as she started running over the roofs of the city as more troopers opened fire, shooting up at the armored figure. “Just like any other night,” she said as she ran. 

		

	
		
			
			

			The best, most beautiful, and most perfect way that we have of expressing a sweet concord of mind to each other is by music.

			—Jonathan Edwards 
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			The school bell rang out as the students ran out of the classrooms. Brant Wilson walked out of the room with his hands full of books as he walked down the hall. He walked by a large window on the second floor of the school to see the Golden Gate Bridge off in the distance. Brant was like any other student with his bright white skin, black hair, and brown eyes. He walked down the hall and up to his locker that stood at the corner next to another hall. Brant opened the door and started to put his things in his backpack when something came behind him and pushed his head to the back wall of the locker.

			“Hey, loser,” the voice said. Brant turned around to see the school bully with an evil grin on his face.

			“Hello, Allen,” Brant said as he turned back toward his locker.

			“Where were you yesterday? Did you stay home afraid of the world?” Allen asked with a smirk.

			“No, I was out on the bay having a wonderful time by myself. Any chance I get to not be with you is an opportunity I take,” Brant answered grabbing his bag and closing the door to his locker. “Disappointed?” He asked back with a smirk.

			“Yeah, I missed beating your face into the ground,” Allen answered as Brant started to walk away.

			“Believe me, the last thing I missed was smelling you,” Brant replied with a grin as he walked away. Allen smashed the locker as hard as he could, creating a dent as Brant just walked away.  He walked around a corner to see a group of students hanging around and talking. “Hello,” he said with a smile.

			“Hey, reject,” the girl closest to him said with a grin as Brant walked by. He didn’t have many friends. Not because he didn’t try, he tried as hard as he could but everyone saw him as this weird kid with a sarcastic sense of humor, but he never could make a connection with anyone. Brant tried but everyone always reminded him of why they never wanted to be with him. “You’re an orphan who was abandoned, why would we want to hang out with a reject like you?” They would ask every time he would try to make a connection but he was used to it, if you can ever get used to something like that. He walked down the flight of stairs that led to the main entrance to the school. Brant reached his hand out and pushed the door open as he stepped out into the California light. Brant reached into his pocket and pulled out a set of EarPods, placed them in his ears, and hit the play button making Letters to the President by Hawk Nelson play through his ears. Brant bobbed his head as the music played. 

			“When we were younger, we used to sit on my porch and talk smack about girls and professional sports,” Brant listened as he walked. “There’s a lot of things I wanted to say but never got a chance to find a way,” he sang as he walked. Brant walked as the music played and he mouthed along to the lyrics as if no one was watching. Brant walked along the sidewalk passing apartment complex by complex as he sang along. “And so I thought I write a letter to the president and have him pass it to the leaders of the Parliament, but for now I won’t say nothing,” he listened as he walked. Brant rounded a corner only a block from school as he made his way down the pathway. He walked up to a building not too far from the main sidewalk with a sign over its doors that read San Fransisco Orphanage and in smaller writing just underneath it, reeding giving a second chance to those who need it. Brant walked up and  opened the wooden doors and stepped inside the lobby of the orphanage he called home. The room was a light gray with windows on the back wall where a desk sat with two chairs in front of it. Brant started to walk up to a door right next to the desk as an old man sat behind the computer typing away.

			“Brant,” he said with a smile looking up from his computer just in time to see Brant before he opened the door.

			“Hello, Mr. Sim,” Brant said with a smile stopping before he left the room. Mr. Sim had been there for years and everyone knew who he was, and he always loved being with the kids, and even the young teenagers like Brant.

			“How are you?” Mr. Sim asked. “It’s been a couple of days since I’ve seen you.” 

			“Alright, I guess,” Brant answered making sure he gave Mr. Sim the respect he deserved.

			“How’s school?” He questioned with a smile.

			“Okay,” Brant answered truthfully.

			“Glad to hear,” Mr. Sim replied. 

			“See you later,” Brant said as he started to open the door but was stopped.

			“Brant,” Mr. Sim said making him stop. “How come you don’t hang out with the others?” He asked. “You have a good sense of humor, you’re outgoing, and you have enough confidence to accomplish anything you put your mind to. What do you say?” Mr. Sim asked. Brant looked down at the floor contemplating the question, then he looked back at the old man.

			“I appreciate the offer, Mr. Sim, but I’m doing just fine by myself,” he answered to Mr. Sim’s surprise.

			“You sure?” He asked. “You can find a place where you’re wanted.”

			“I’m not sure I’m wanted anywhere,” he said as he walked through the door.

			
			

			“You’d be surprised,” Mr. Sim said as the door closed. Brant walked down the hall with doors on both sides leading to rooms. He walked up to a wooden door and opened it, walking into his room. It wasn’t anything extravagant, but it had a small bed with a nightstand right next to it, a small TV, and a door on the right side of the room that led to a small bathroom and a small cabinet for his clothes just beside the bathroom. Brant walked in and dropped his backpack off by the nightstand and sat in bed pulling out a small bag of Doritos left over from his lunch that now acted as his dinner. Granted he could’ve joined everyone else and have a much bigger meal, but he didn’t feel like socializing.

			 He got his dinner as he sat on his bed. He turned the TV on to local news. As Brant ate his dinner, he watched the news as they gave the weather and a news story that explained that a group of thieves robbed two museums in the span of twenty-four hours stealing ancient artifacts. Brant cleaned the crumbs off his bed and started getting ready for bed as the Golden Gate Bridge shone in the night. He changed into his pajamas and crawled into bed as the moon hung high in the sky.

			“Another day come and gone,” he said to himself as he lay in bed. “Maybe tomorrow will be different,” Brant said as he started to dose off. “I probably shouldn’t get my hopes up, but hey who doesn’t love a guy with such a great sense of optimism,” Brant said joking to himself as he fell asleep.
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			The alarm blasted as the sun came through the shades. Brant reached over, turned off the alarm, and ran out of bed as fast as he could. He ran to his closet, grabbed jeans and a blue T-shirt, and headed to the bathroom. Brant got ready as fast as he could brushing his teeth, changed as fast as he could, and headed back out by his bed. As he walked through the living room Brant turned on the TV to the local news again and some music as the iconic guitar melody of Meant to Live by Switchfoot started just to have something playing in the background. Brant got this breakfast which was only a granola bar and sat down on his bed just as another news story about thieves robbing museums came on again.

			“That’s dumb,” Brant said watching the TV. He finished eating and started to clean up when he pulled his phone out to see the time. “Whoa, I gotta go!” He said running behind. He slid his phone and EarPods back into his pocket and ran over to grab his backpack still by the nightstand and ran out the door. Brant ran down the hall and into the lobby where Mr. Sim was by his desk with two smaller kids.

			“Have a good day, Brant,” Mr. Sim said with a wave.

			“Thanks, you too,” Brant said turning around to face Mr. Sim as he walked toward the door. 

			“Hey, be careful out there, who knows where those robbers will pop up,” he said as Brant stepped in front of the sliding doors.

			
			

			“It’s okay, I’m not a relic yet,” he joked winking at the old man. 

			“Oh, that’s good,” Mr. Sim said with a chuckle. 

			“Have a good one,” Brant said with a wave as he turned back around and headed back down the street as the morning sun shone down on the city.
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			Brant started walking down the street as he made his way to school. He rounded the corner as the sun shone on the city. He walked around the block passing stores that were opening for the day. Just as Brant started to come to the end of the street with his school just around one more block, sirens started to blare. He stopped as the ear-piercing sound grew louder and louder. Suddenly a pickup truck with a group of men in ski masks sped around the bend with the police right behind them.

			“Whoa!” Brant said taking a step back as they came up on the sidewalk for a moment making the truck bounce. Some of their loot started to fall out as Brant watched a small golden ball fall out.

			“Hey, we lost it!” The first thief said in the back of the beat-up truck.

			“Leave it!” The driver yelled back as they sped away. Brant took off his backpack as he walked up to the golden orb and picked it up just as the police sped by.

			“Police,” Brant said picking it up and turning back to the road. “They dropped—” he started but by that time they were gone. “This,” Brant said standing alone on the sidewalk. He looked down at the artifact he picked up. It was a golden orb with a small metal ring around its center. “What is this?” He asked himself looking it over. Brant held it up looking at the small ring and turned it on both sides one clockwise and the  other counterclockwise. “Huh,” Brant said a little amazed that he figured that out as quickly as he did just by turning the two ends. 

			He looked down at the orb and pulled on both sides making it slide open like a kitchen drawer revealing a hidden compartment. As soon as he slid it open a bright blue orb fell out landing in front of Brant’s feet. He looked down at the orb as it started to roll by itself around him. Brant watched as it sped faster and faster creating a small blue wall so he couldn’t get out of the circle.

			“Hey,” he said as he started to take a step toward the wall realizing he was being blocked. Before he was able to take another step the ground opened underneath his feet and he fell through. “Whoa!” He yelled as he fell. As soon as Brant fell the blue light vanished along with Brant and the golden orb with it.
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			“Ah!” Brant yelled as he fell through. He looked around to see stars and planets around him as he sped into the unknown. He looked in the direction he was flying to see an outline made by stars. Brant thought he was just flying aimlessly but it looked like he followed a path whether he wanted to or not. “Whoa!” He yelled again as he started moving upward to see a hectagon-looking door. “Wait, wait, wait,” Brant said moving his arms and trying to slow down but he wasn’t making any progress. Brant started moving faster and faster up. He shot through the octagon archway and flew up high in the air. “Whoa, whoa, whoa!” he closed his eyes ready to hit the pavement but he never did. Brant opened his eyes to see a golden sphere around him making him float. He looked around at the sphere at a loss for words. Suddenly, the sphere vanished and Brant fell to the ground head-first just as the golden orb rolled to a stop next to Brant. He lay on the ground for a moment with his eyes closed when a bright yellow light spiraled from the pavement ground as it hurled itself toward Brant till it touched his hands and feet; but, since his eyes were shut, he didn’t see the strange anomaly. “Ow,” he said rubbing his head and opening his eyes as he looked down at the street. Brant got on one knee and started to look up, but when he looked up, he was met with a small sheep dressed in a red dress. “Ah!” He yelled jumping back and landing on his backside.

			
			

			“Ah!” The sheep yelled as she ran the other way. Brant got to his feet as fast as he could, watching the sheep run away. He looked around at his surroundings to see a city, but it wasn’t like any city he’d seen before. Brant looked around at the massive buildings touching the sky and the cars that hovered on the roads just beside him. He took a step back bumping into someone.

			“Oh, sorry,” the voice said as Brant turned around. He turned around to see a tiger dressed in a suit. “Whoa!” The tiger said as their eyes met.

			“Ah!” Brant yelled as he took a couple of steps back into the street. He looked around to see the pathway on both sides of the street full of anthropomorphic animals. “This isn’t happening,” Brant said to himself as he looked at the street full of animals glaring back at him. He looked around at everyone watching him. Thirty red shirts, ten white, and five blue. “How, did I know that?” Brant thought to himself. He turned around just in time to see a car hovering over the road. “Whoa!” Brant said lying on the ground as fast as he could. He looked up to see the hover car pass over him, then he stood back up to see the sidewalk crowded with even more creatures. “Thirty different types of spices,” Brant thought to himself. “Wait, how am I doing that?” he asked himself. He wasn’t even trying to count, he never had the chance to since he was turning his head every three seconds, but somehow, he still knew.

			“What is that?” Someone asked as Brant just stood there not knowing what to do.

			“Hey, you,” a voice said from behind Brant. He turned around to see three creatures in dark armor walking toward him. They looked like ravens if they walked with two legs and had creepy armor all over their bodies. “Put your hands in the air,” they ordered. Brant put both hands in the air as he watched  the soldiers come closer and closer to him. They were in dark purple armor, equipped with a helmet in a skull-like shape, and had a blaster strapped to their waist. “Don’t move,” they ordered as Brant watched in terror. He looked around to see the street starting to empty. Just by looking at them, Brant could tell they didn’t look friendly and the empty street just proved his thoughts. He looked around to try to find an escape. He looked to his left but it was a dead-end, but when he looked to his right, he saw a small alleyway. He didn’t know where it led but it was away from the creeps with the helmets. Brant took off running as fast as he could down the unknown alleyway.

			“Stop!” The trooper yelled as they pursued Brant, but the third soldier stopped when he kicked something on the ground. He looked down to see the orb as he picked it up off the street. He stared at the orb for a moment or two amazed about the object in his hand then back up in the direction of Brant as he ran into an unknown city.
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			Brant took off down the small alleyway and out the other end to see a street with small restaurants and shops lining the sidewalk. He ran out into the street and looked behind him for a moment to see the two troopers chasing him. Brant ran down the middle street as the floating cars swerved out of his way while he sprinted as fast as he could. He ran down a main stretch of road that led to a small courtyard with skyscrapers towering overhead and a small fountain in its center. Brant stopped and looked around to see more anthropomorphic creatures stopping to stare at him.

			“Stop!” He heard behind him. Brant turned around to see the masked creatures running up to him with their blasters drawn. Brant looked around to find a way out but it was hard to see through the crowd. He looked behind him to see a group of groundhogs walking toward him, and he got an idea. Brant took off running again jumping over the herd. He jumped farther and higher than he expected but Brant just kept running. “Stop!” The raven yelled again as they ran after Brant. He ran past a building that resembled a bank with a sleek white look to it but he kept running. Brant turned down another road with more shopping outlets and apartments but he didn’t stop to look at the details. The troopers rounded the corner getting closer and closer to Brant as two bright-armored figures moved around on the roof a block ahead.

			
			

			“Ready?” The first figure asked but their voice was muffled by the helmet.

			“We’re good to go,” the second figure answered as they met up on the same side of the roof. “Hey, what’s that?” He asked looking down at the street. The stranger looked down at the street to see Brant running.

			“I don’t know, but it’s not our problem,” the first figure responded.

			“Come on, where’s your sense of fun?” The first figure questioned back. “Besides, I want to dent their helmets,” the second figure looked down at the street and took a deep breath.

			“Okay,” she responded. “I’ll get him up here while you take care of the troopers.” 

			“Got it,” the first figured said, then he jumped over the side while the second stranger ran over to the fire escape filling the space between them and the building next door. She looked down to see the ladder raised off the ground. She waved her hand with the palm of her hand facing down toward the metal ladder, and as if she hit a switch, it slid down bouncing once or twice as it landed with a bang. Hearing the noise Brant looked down the small pathway to see the ladder. He turned as fast as he could and ran to the ladder and grabbed on with a death grip as he started to climb up to the first landing. He started
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