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   "This battle is just too close to call folks!" shouted Edmund the announcer through his megaphone.  "There are only four and a half minutes left in this final round match of the tournament!  I think without a doubt we can all call this one an epic match!  However, will this fight between Nemeth and Rorok go to the judges?"
 
   "I can't believe that it's come down to this," Nemeth thought to himself.  "How did Rorok manage to score equally with me on everything else for the school year?  Is he ever going to run out of mana so I can finish him off?"
 
   Rorok carefully backed away and cast another Dark Bolt spell at Nemeth.  The black ball of magic veered its way toward Nemeth.  Once again, Nemeth displayed his speed and agility by performing a backflip out of the way.  The black ball of magic collided with the walls of Orelic Coliseum but was quickly dispelled.  The crowd erupted with cheers so loud that they drowned out the noise from the collision.  This bloodthirsty crowd was composed of thousands of students, as well as professors, staff members and specially invited guests.  They had gathered at Orelic Coliseum to see the most talented students battle one another to determine their final class ranking.  This was the final match of the tournament to decide the top ranked third-year student at Lord Dragomir's Academy.
 
   "I hope my calculations are correct," said Nemeth quietly.  "I think that last failed Dark Bolt spell cast from Rorok pretty much brings his mana to almost nothing.  He doesn't stand a chance against me without his magic."
 
   Nemeth pointed the wooden sword that was in his left hand at Rorok and smirked at him.  He screamed loudly and began to charge across the coliseum grounds towards Rorok with his sword held high in the air.  Rorok began to enter a defensive position by holding his wooden staff outward horizontally and bracing himself for the attack.  Nemeth delivered an intense overhead vertical slash with his sword which connected with the center of Rorok's staff.  The impact caused Rorok to fall to his knees.  Rorok still maintained a tight horizontal grip on his staff allowing him to block any attacks from Nemeth's sword.
 
   "Look at that folks!" shouted Edmund through his megaphone.  "Rorok is down on his knees!  It looks like he's begging for mercy!"
 
   "Did you hear what the announcer just said?" asked Nemeth.  "I'm going to break your staff beyond repair.  If you value your staff at all, you'll beg for mercy and then surrender the match to me."
 
   "NEVER!" screamed Rorok.  "I refuse to surrender to you.  I'm going to win this fight and you know it!"
 
   "You've made the wrong choice," said Nemeth confidently.  "You are completely delusion[bookmark: _GoBack]al if you think you can defeat me.  All of the healing spells in the world combined won't be able to help you after what I'm about to do to you now.  Not only will your staff will be broken, but your body will be beaten and your spirit will be shattered."
 
   Nemeth gripped his sword with both hands this time.  He continued to attack Rorok with vertical slashes.  Rorok struggled to block each attack with his staff but managed to succeed in doing so.  Nemeth noticed that Rorok's staff showed signs of damage in the center of it and he knew it was only a matter of time before it finally snapped and became useless.
 
   "THREE MINUTES LEFT!" shouted Edmund through his megaphone.  "Rorok is doing an amazing job stopping Nemeth's sword attacks!"
 
   Nemeth quickly sheathed his sword.  He grabbed the center of Rorok's staff with both of his hands and tried to pull it away from him.  Rorok's grip was too tight to allow Nemeth snatch the staff away but Nemeth's efforts managed to lift Rorok back up to his feet.
 
   "Let go of the staff!" yelled Nemeth.  "Let go of it right now!  I'm not going to give you another warning!"
 
   Rorok shook his head in disagreement.  Nemeth gave a swift, painful kick to Rorok's sternum causing him to release his grip on the staff.
 
   "Unbelievable!" shouted Edmund through his megaphone.  "Nemeth has put away his sword and has now stolen Rorok's staff from him!"
 
   Nemeth twirled the staff high over his head with his left hand.  He then brought it back to a diagonal position and gripped it tightly with both of his hands.  Nemeth swung the staff at Rorok hitting him hard in the right side of his rib cage.  The crowd began to roar even louder.  Rorok moved his hands over his ribs.  Nemeth swung the staff at Rorok again, this time hitting him in his right knee cap.  Rorok moved his hands from his ribs down to his right knee cap.  Nemeth's adrenaline began to flow throughout his body.  Nemeth continued a barrage of strikes with the staff all over various areas of Rorok's body.
 
   "TWO MINUTES LEFT!" shouted Edmund through his megaphone.  "The pain Rorok is feeling must be unimaginable folks!  Oh and look at that!  Nemeth just spun around and smashed that staff into the left side of Rorok's head!"
 
   Nemeth performed three consecutive backflips away from Rorok.  He did a 180 degree turn and then tossed the staff high into the air.  Nemeth unsheathed his sword and gripped it with both hands.  As the staff began its descent back from above, Nemeth jumped up and sliced the staff in half.  The staff, now split into two pieces fell to the ground below and caused a minor explosion.  Puffs of grey and black smoke filled the air and the staff vanished.  The crowd in the coliseum erupted once more.  Nemeth quickly turned around and looked at Rorok.  Rorok had a crestfallen look upon his bloodied face.  Rorok's head and body had been severely battered from the battle.
 
   "You should have quit while you had the chance!" laughed Nemeth.  "Now your precious staff is destroyed.  Don't worry too much though.  I'm not going to kill you with my sword.  That would be much too easy.  I'd much rather see you suffer…"
 
   "ONE MINUTE LEFT!" shouted Edmund through his megaphone.  "Can Rorok even continue after the beating he's taken?  I'm shocked that nobody has stopped this fight!"
 
   Nemeth stared into Rorok's eyes and saw nothing but a blank stare.  Nemeth sheathed his sword slowly.  Nemeth clapped his hands twice quickly.  He then folded his arms together and then swiftly swung them outward with his palms facing down.  The noise level of the crowd became even louder.  This wasn't the first time Nemeth performed such odd gestures at his opponent.  The crowd recognized these hand gestures as Nemeth's was a way of saying he was going to finish his opponent.  Nemeth continued to gaze at Rorok.  He saw that his blank stare had turned into an expression of fear.  Rorok turned around and tried to hobble away.  Nemeth dashed towards Rorok and performed a forward flip over Rorok and turned around to face him.
 
   "Don't think I'm going to let you get away from me now," said Nemeth confidently.  "If I wanted you to leave, I would have given you orders to do just that."
 
   Nemeth gave Rorok a left jab to his face, followed by a forward kick to his stomach.  Rorok bent over with his hands tightly gripped over his abdomen.  Nemeth jumped onto Rorok's shoulders forcing Rorok's head to be planted into the hard ground below them.  Nemeth sat down on Rorok's back and rotated himself 180 degrees.  Nemeth lifted Rorok's head off the ground by pulling on his long black hair from behind with his right hand.  Nemeth repeatedly hit Rorok in the side of his head and the back of his head with a series of elbow strikes.  Nemeth hoped that Rorok would be knocked unconscious causing Nemeth to win the battle.  The attacks were so effective that Nemeth's left elbow wound up becoming drenched with Rorok's own blood.  Suddenly, loud horns went off signally the end of the fight.
 
   "AND THAT'S THAT END OF THE FINAL ROUND!" shouted Edmund through his megaphone.  "It looks like this battle's winner will be decided by our judges!"
 
   Nemeth quickly rolled off of Rorok and sprang to his feet.  He then performed two cartwheels to distance himself from Rorok, who was lying on his side on the ground.  Nemeth didn't want to lose points from the judges by attacking his opponent after the horns had sounded.  Nemeth looked at Rorok lying there unable to get up after the beating that Nemeth had given him.
 
   "Isn't anybody going to help Rorok get up?" asked Nemeth quietly.  "Well, I suppose it's no time for me to start feeling sorry for him now.  I gave him an opportunity to surrender and he rejected it."
 
   Nemeth turned his head and looked at the three judges who were seated near Edmund in the announcer's station elevated high up in the coliseum.  The judges were covered in black robes from head to toe and wore black helmets to ensure that nobody knew their identities.  There were various rumors about who the judges were for any fight that went on at Orelic Coliseum.  The most popular rumor created by the students was that the judges were professors that were being punished by Lord Dragomir's headmaster, Professor Phantas for poor performance.  Nemeth had never been in a fight at Orelic Coliseum that required the judges to render a decision as to who the winner was.
 
   "They have to pick me as the winner," said Nemeth quietly.  "If they pick Rorok as the winner, I'm going to find out who the judges are.  I'll do it by any means necessary and expose their identities to the entire academy.  Then it will be those who have battled here who place judgment upon them…"
 
   "ATTENTION EVERYONE!" shouted Edmund through his megaphone.  "The results are in from our anonymous panel of three judges.  The winner by unanimous decision and now the number one ranked third-year student at Lord Dragomir's Academy is…NEMETH!!!"
 
   The volume level of the crowd reached a shear level of madness.  Nemeth raised his hand in victory.  He nodded his head at the judges as if to thank them and then turned to look at the body of his defeated opponent still lying there and struggling to get up.
 
   "That's how the battle went down right?" Nemeth mumbled to himself as he was awakening from his slumber.  "But why didn't he forfeit?  Why wasn't I able to render him unconscious?  I hope I'm not losing my touch.  No, that can't be it!"
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   It must have been the third time that Nemeth had heard the loud ringing of the Central Square Bell.  Nemeth stared at the ceiling of his small dorm room, barely half awake.  Slowly some of the artwork that he created to decorate the ceiling started to come into focus.  He knew that he had to finally get out of bed and face what he assumed would be a very long day.  He wanted to go back to sleep with such great desire, but he knew that he had to attend graduation today.  Nemeth was only a young boy and that is something that he always wanted to remain.  He never wanted to grow up and take on new responsibilities.  Graduation meant that new responsibilities would be bestowed upon him sooner than later and to Nemeth sometimes this felt like a fate worse than death.
 
   After some thought about what went on this past year at Lord Dragomir's Academy, Nemeth blinked his eyes rapidly, rubbed them vigorously and finally arose from his bed.     He looked at the large quantities of medals and trophies strewn about the room and his wooden sword mounted on the wall.  His stomach growled with hunger pains and he tried his best to ignore them.  He hadn't eaten in a few days.  He had gone much longer without food before for many different reasons.  Some of the time he went hungry it was due to food being withheld from him as punishment for bad behavior.  Most of the time he went hungry was because the professors wanted to experiment on him and the other students.  Competitions were held to see who could go the longest without collapsing from hunger and thirst.  The students were told by the professors that these starvation exercises were designed to strengthen them.  Not many believed this to be the case.
 
   Nemeth focused on his awards once again to make him feel better.  This was no time to fuss about hunger pains.  Besides, today he would be able to eat all the food he wanted.  There was always a wonderfully prepared feast before each graduation ceremony.  Nemeth began to salivate at the thought of the feast when he noticed that the sun was shining brightly through the tiny windows in his room.  He suddenly realized that he was running very late.  He grabbed a clean brown towel and a change of clothes from his closet.  He then proceeded to make his way out of his room at Justile Dormitory and into the main hallway of his floor.  He shut the door quietly behind him.  He started walking slowly towards the shower room with his head down.  Nemeth didn't feel like seeing anybody who might be walking around on his floor right now.
 
   "You're just waking up now!!!???" shouted a voice.  "Are you kidding me?  I can't believe someone as lazy as you managed to rank at the top of the class again!"
 
   "Oh no," said Nemeth quietly.  "Of all the people to be walking around in the hallway now, it's him.  What are the odds?"
 
   Nemeth recognized the voice to be one of his classmates named Rorok, the same person from his dream earlier.  Nemeth and Rorok had started Lord Dragomir's Academy at around the same time.  Throughout the years they had most of the same classes together.  This year they even lived in the same dormitory and on the same floor.  Fortunately, Rorok lived on the opposite end of the hallway.  Rorok was an extremely hard worker, but always seemed to come in second place when competing with Nemeth.  Needless to say this caused Rorok great jealousy and anger.
 
   Nemeth was still feeling a bit exhausted, but he knew that he couldn't let Rorok get under his skin right now.  He didn't want to get into another fight with Rorok today.  Fighting inside the dorms would get them both in trouble and the punishment would surely more severe than normal since it was graduation day.  He simply looked at Rorok and gave him a sarcastic smile, one that seemed to pierce through Rorok with greater strength than any sword could.  Rorok was dressed in a yellow and blue uniform.  His face was still visibly bruised and scarred from his last fight with Nemeth which was only less than a week ago.
 
   "I can't believe that you are going to get a Guardian Spirit for ranking first and I get NOTHING for ranking in second place!" screamed Rorok.  "This is completely unfair to me!  It is an absolute injustice!"
 
   "I can't help it if second place is the first loser," replied Nemeth jokingly.  "Now listen and calm down for a second.  Since we're the top two third-year students and we both live in Justile Dormitory, I'm sure our dorm will get first place overall."
 
   "Winning as a team means nothing to me," replied Rorok.  "I only care when I win by myself.  I deserve a Guardian Spirit as well.  The rules need to be changed!"
 
   "I also don't make the rules around here," replied Nemeth.  "You can even try and complain to the professors but honestly do you think any of them are going to care about what you have to say?  You want to be in first place so bad but I don't know why.  Don't you realize that when you're considered the best you're forced to have more responsibility?  Rorok, you should actually consider yourself lucky that you're in second place.  You'll have a lot less stress to deal with than me."
 
   "You know that if you and I were to battle again right now, that you'd have no chance at winning," replied Rorok angrily.  "My magical abilities continue to grow stronger each day.  I have a plethora of spells I could cast on you right now.  I have spells in my repertoire that would ensure you wouldn't even be able to walk out of this hallway."
 
   "Let's get the facts straight," replied Nemeth in a threatening tone.  "You're good compared to the majority of these pathetic kids that we go to school with.  But you seem to have already forgotten that I trounced you in the tournament finals.  You don't even have a staff anymore, so your spells can do no harm to me.  I certainly don't fear you or anyone else for that matter.  If you think for even a single second that you stand a chance at beating me at anything ever in your entire life, then you're a complete fool.  The feud between us should have ended when I defeated you in the tournament finals."
 
   "The fight was decided by the judges!" exclaimed Rorok.  "You probably know their true identities.  You must have bribed them.  You act all innocent to the professors here but I've known you long enough to see through your facade Nemeth!"
 
   "Don't make me have to embarrass you any further because you know that I can and I will," continued Nemeth.  "I wish that you could just quit the academy right now.  However, we both know that nobody can leave like that.  Summertime is here and we'll soon be let out of the academy on a short vacation.  Seize that opportunity to run far away from here.  Find some uncharted territory and hide there in seclusion for eternity.  If you don't, your life will continue to consist of an endless string of humiliating losses to me."
 
   "Are you completely dense?" questioned Rorok.  "You know what horrible things happen to students that try to escape the academy!  Surely you remember what happened last year when we were let outside the academy to go on our vacation!  That nine year old girl Koralia tried to run away from the group into the woods.  Instead of taking the time to stop her and bring her back to the group, Professor Zabat cast a Demonic Inferno spell on her instead.  It burned every square inch of her body.  I can still remember Koralia screaming in agony before she died moments later.  We were told to look away from her charred, dead body and continue walking ahead as if nothing had happened.  I'm sure every single one of us in that group still remembers that.  Don't you remember Nemeth?  I don't want that to be my fate.  Although I must say, it sounds like you want to abandon this place Nemeth.  Perhaps it is you who should run away and hide.  As for me, I'm staying here.  I intend on mastering as many skills as possible while I'm here."
 
   "I'm sick of listening to you babble," replied Nemeth with a confident tone.  "I'm sure you can come up with a better approach to escaping than Koralia.  Think carefully about what I told you.  Now shut the hell up and get out of here.  If you don't, I'm going to kick your teeth in and shut you up permanently!  Now, did I make myself clear?"
 
   Rorok was clueless as to what to say back, so he stomped off angrily down the hallway towards the staircase leading downward.  Nemeth continued to make his way to the shower room.  The shower room was empty and for a very good reason.  It seemed that everyone on his floor had already gotten ready and had headed outside for the graduation ceremony.  It would have been nice if someone would have knocked on his door and awoken him earlier so he wouldn't have to rush in order to prevent being late.  As annoying as the Central Square Bell sounded, maybe he was lucky that it kept ringing after all.
 
   Nemeth removed his nighttime clothes and took a hot shower.  The hot water supplied by the underground hot springs was quite refreshing.  While he was taking his shower, he couldn't stop thinking about how quickly the school year went by.  Every year seemed to go by quicker than the last.  Although there were many more years ahead for him at the academy, his mind raced with thoughts about how his childhood was slipping away.  He was still contemplating whether he should escape from Lord Dragomir's Academy in the upcoming days or stay for at least another year.  Nemeth believed that he could think of a lot of different intelligent approaches for escaping the academy.  He already knew not to try what Koralia did.  However, he also didn't want to suffer a fate similar to Koralia's if he were caught escaping.  During his shower, he also thought about how exactly having a Guardian Spirit would change his life.  Nemeth was not taught much about Guardian Spirits by his professors.  Would having a Guardian Spirit help him with his escape?  Would it help him stay at the top of the class for the upcoming fourth year?  He would soon know because the graduation ceremony was happening in only a few hours.
 
   Nemeth finished showering, dried off and put on the fresh set of clothes he brought with him.  This was no ordinary set of clothes.  He was now wearing a crimson colored school uniform with a large gold insignia of the academy's mascot, The Great Phoenix D'hal Natar displayed across the front.  This was the uniform that the top ranked student from each grade was to wear to graduation.  He looked at himself in the bathroom mirror and was pleased at what he saw.  His spikey blonde hair, green eyes, fair skin and adorable young face stared back at him.  The new uniform looked excellent on him.  It was much better than the tattered and torn yellow and blue uniform that he had to wear normally.  Yellow and blue were the colors for Justile Dormitory which was one of the six dormitories at the academy.  There were three dormitories for boys and three dormitories for girls.  Each dormitory housed a mix of students from the first year until their final year.
 
   He proceeded to make his way back to his dorm room.  Before opening the door, he examined it and noticed the damages done to his door throughout the year.  Mostly, it was hateful graffiti painted on by his other dorm mates who were jealous of his accomplishments.  Some hateful remarks were even carved into the door with what appeared to be knives and daggers.  The view of the outside of the door alone would make it nearly impossible for anyone to blame Nemeth for wanting to leave the academy.
 
   Nemeth opened the door and dropped off his old garments into a laundry basket.  He opened the top drawer to his desk and looked at some photos of his friends from the academy.  Most of them were of him and Bastilone, his best friend since the first day he attended the academy.  They had met in Kokinos Nursery, which was a special extended preschool environment that was setup by the academy.  Any new orphans from their first day of life up until the age of seven were required to live there.  It was an almost completely non-abusive environment.  This was very unlike the treatment you received when you were declared a real first-year student and had to move out of Kokinos and into a real dormitory.
 
   Every student knew that he or she was an orphan from a very early age.  There was no hiding that fact.  However, the real mysteries were why they were orphans and why they were brought to Lord Dragomir's Academy instead of somewhere more pleasant.  The professors at Lord Dragomir's Academy always tried to convince the students that they were their new family and to forget the past.  Nemeth was determined to one day seek out and find out if he had any biological family members still in existence somewhere.  He wanted to find this information out as soon as possible.
 
   After a few more minutes of reminiscing about the past, Nemeth closed the drawer to his desk.  He then left his dorm room and closed the door.  He looked far down the hall to see if anyone was in the common area, but it appeared to be empty.  He contemplated using the Magic Transporter in the middle of the hallway but it had been malfunctioning on occasion recently.  Students were getting teleported to the wrong floors of the dorm and he had no time for such nonsense.  Instead, he made his way down the staircase from the second floor hallway to the main exit.  At the exit stood Crimlore, a tall, middle-aged man with a muscular build and short black hair.  Most noticeably, he wielded a giant spear.  Crimlore was the head gatekeeper for Justile Dormitory.  Crimlore looked curiously at Nemeth.
 
   "Why are you still hanging around the dormitory Nemeth?" questioned Crimlore suspiciously.  "You've ranked first out of your class yet again.  You're only 10 years old but you're so advanced, even more than most of the kids in the higher grades.  You really shouldn't mess up an opportunity like the one you've earned by slacking off at the very end.  I hate to bring it up, but you have to remember the reason why all of you kids are here at the academy in the first place."
 
   "So why are we here in the first place?" asked Nemeth angrily.  "Can you possibly be any more insensitive Crimlore?  I'm guessing you won't be attending the graduation ceremony either."
 
   Nemeth looked up at Crimlore and saw a look of despair on his face.
 
   "No, I'm stuck guarding the dorm," replied Crimlore.  "While there may be no students inside to protect, that doesn't mean that there won't be thieves trying to sneak in and steal things from your rooms.  Now go on and hurry to the graduation ceremony!"
 
   "Right, that's exactly what I'm going to do!" exclaimed Nemeth.  "Just remember why you're here at the academy too!  You need to be a hero and stand guard at the one place that needs absolutely no protection at all!  Have fun!"
 
   A look of surprise came across Crimlore's face.  Before Crimlore could respond, Nemeth made his way past him and walked outside of the dormitory gates.  Suddenly, it dawned on Nemeth that since he was ranked number one, he had to give a speech in front of hundreds of other graduates.  He was supposed to speak about how he achieved what he did and how the rest of the students can accomplish the same.  Nemeth was known to procrastinate often, but he had prepared nothing at all for his speech.  But with Nemeth's level of intelligence, he was certain that he would have no problem doing an improvisation of the entire speech.  Regardless, Nemeth was feeling nervous due to the recent confrontation with Rorok and the upcoming speech.  He needed to calm down before heading over to the graduation ceremony.
 
   Nemeth started to walk east to Dynia's Pond, which was a short distance from his dormitory.  He looked back in the distance at his residence and thought more about the past experiences he had there.  A lot of the students disliked Nemeth.  He often felt tormented by them.  However, he always felt great pleasure in getting revenge on them.  He had lived in Justile Dormitory ever since he left the safety of Kokinos Nursery but had changed rooms each year.  It seemed that even though he had seen Justile Dormitory in the distance so many times before, he got more impressed with each look at the dorm's spiraling tower shape that seemed high enough to pierce into the clouds above.  Nemeth only lived on the second floor, but frequently made his way to the top floor so he could gaze out at all of the surrounding lands in the distance.  He desperately wanted to travel to these other lands.  He felt that his parents were still alive somewhere out there.  He believed that he would be able to find them one day and gain the love and affection that he was currently missing in his life.
 
   At the very top of the dormitory there stood a giant turquoise crystal.  This was one of the Spiro Crystals.  The Spiro Crystals possessed magical energy that protected Justile Dormitory from dangerous attacks.  In fact, all of the dormitories at the academy had one of these crystals.  It was quite a spectacle to see one of the Spiro Crystals attack any threats that it deemed to be dangerous.  The end result was almost certain decimation for the threat.
 
   After a short trip through a small wooded area, Nemeth finally arrived at Dynia's Pond.  Being at Dynia's Pond always gave Nemeth a calming feeling inside whenever he visited it.  This was appropriate considering Dynia was the Goddess of Tranquility.  Usually there were lots of people at the pond, but since it was graduation day it was empty.  Nemeth kneeled down by the pond, closed his eyes, folded his hands together and began to pray to Dynia.  A vision of a beautiful, calm night slowly entered Nemeth's mind.  He began to hear a soothing voice.  It was the voice of Dynia.
 
   "Welcome back child," said Dynia.  "I was beginning to think I wasn't going to get any visitors today.  How can I help you?"
 
   "Hello Dynia," replied Nemeth.  "I'm still trying to deal with the pressure of being a student here.  I also have to give a graduation speech soon and because of these things my anxiety is unbearable.  Oh great goddess, please use your powers of tranquility to allow me to get through these difficult times.  I apologize if these things sound insignificant to you."
 
   "I shall grant you what you desire," replied Dynia.  "I know that you have been continuing to train to become a warrior.  Let me remind you that I detest violence.  I am only granting you this favor because of your continued kindness towards me.  I hope that you will soon shift focus on becoming a healer instead before you are forever corrupted by the ways of the warrior.  If that happens, I am not sure if I can help you anymore.  For now, continue to close your eyes and relax.  I will do the rest."
 
   The vision of the beautiful, calm night became more intense.  A soft blue light appeared in the vision.  Nemeth began to feel weightless and his anxiety left his body and mind.
 
   "Open your eyes child," said Dynia.  "I have relieved you of your worries for now.  Please come back and visit me soon."
 
   Nemeth unfolded his hands, opened his eyes and stood up.  He was definitely relieved of his stress and was ready to take on the rest of the day.
 
   "Thank you for your help great goddess Dynia," said Nemeth.  "I hope that one day I get to see what you look like."
 
   "You amuse me child," replied Dynia.  "You know that the gods and goddesses cannot reveal themselves to mortals.  Just remember that when you are here, I am all around you.  Farewell for now child…"
 
   Nemeth was pleased that Dynia had responded to his prayer.  Not surprisingly, this made Dynia his favorite goddess.  Most of the other gods and goddesses never responded to his prayers.  Nemeth expected that since he was so talented that each and every god and goddess should grant him their time anytime he wished.  For a 10 year old child, he certainly had an inflated sense of entitlement.
 
   After pacing around the pond for a bit, Nemeth headed south to The Great Hall of Athos where the ceremony was to take place.  The Great Hall of Athos was a large oval building where most of the school's social events took place.  Nemeth approached the main entrance which was manned by two guards.  The two guards appeared to be in their late teens and both of them were carrying swords.
 
   "Whoa, stop right there kid!" commanded one of the guards.  "The graduation ceremony is about to begin.  Nobody is allowed in right now.  You're going to have to turn around and leave."
 
   "Yeah, that's right!" exclaimed the other guard.  "There's no way you can go inside now.  You should have gotten here on time like everyone else did."
 
   Nemeth began to clear his throat loudly.  He then started to point repeatedly to the insignia of D'hal Natar on his uniform.
 
   "The guest of honor can never be considered late," replied Nemeth.  "Let me in there right now."
 
   The two guards looked at Nemeth's uniform.  A look of concern came over both of them.  Nemeth gave a look of contempt at them.
 
   "I apologize to you," replied the first guard.  "I really am sorry!"
 
   "I'm sorry too," replied the second guard.  "I'm much sorrier than him!  You must be Kenneth, the head of the third year class!"
 
   Nemeth rolled his eyes and folded his arms.  He shook his head in disappointment at both of the guards.
 
   "That's sort of close," replied Nemeth.  "You got the part right about me being head of the third year class.  But my name isn't Kenneth.  My name is Nemeth.  What are your names?  I'd like to inform Professor Phantas that you're both doing an excellent job guarding the main entrance.  We're very close and he values my opinions greatly.  You might even get promoted when I tell him about the fine job you're doing."
 
   "I'm Stelios," replied the first guard.  "Once again I'm very sorry."
 
   "My name is Jaumet," replied the second guard.  "We would appreciate it if you put in a good word for us."
 
   "These guards are complete idiots," whispered Nemeth to himself.  "I'll inform Professor Phantas for sure.  I'll inform him of how awful of a job they are doing.  They'll be lucky to get a job cleaning the shower rooms in the dorms after this."
 
   "So I may proceed inside then?" asked Nemeth.
 
   The guards nodded their heads in agreement and opened the main entrance to the Great Hall of Athos for Nemeth.  Nemeth winked at them and then scurried in through the main entrance.
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   Nemeth began to look around the room.  The interior was beautifully decorated with an assortment of valuable paintings and statues.  He noticed that there were large tables in the corner that appeared to have a variety of delicious food on them.  The pleasant smell of the feast filled the air.
 
   Nemeth made his way over to one of the tables.  He grabbed the first piece of food that he saw.  It was a large roasted turkey leg.  He began to devour the turkey leg when all of a sudden he felt someone tap him on his back.  Nemeth turned around and saw Professor Nomiki.  She was the Defensive Magic professor for third year students.  Nemeth stared at her gaunt face and continued to chomp on the turkey leg.
 
   "The feast ended about ten minutes ago," said Professor Nomiki.  "The tables are going to be cleaned off momentarily, so no more food for you.  That should teach you a lesson about being tardy.  You're going to have to take your seat now."
 
   Nemeth walked over to the rows of seats where the other students were already sitting.  Most of them were chatting amongst one another.  Nemeth decided that he should find his friend Bastilone and have a quick chat with him before taking his seat.  Nemeth spotted Bastilone almost instantly.  Bastilone was the tallest and strongest student out of the third year class which made him stand out in the crowd easily.  Nemeth noticed that Bastilone was looking in his direction.  Nemeth signaled with his hands for Bastilone to come over.  Bastilone stood up from his seat and maneuvered his way towards Nemeth.  He accidentally bumped into most of the students sitting down in his row.
 
   "Hey Nemeth!" exclaimed Bastilone.  "A bit late aren't you?  I thought you weren't going to make it here."
 
   "Ah, whatever," replied Nemeth.  "All that matters is I'm here though.  How have you been?"
 
   "I've got some great news!" exclaimed Bastilone.  "I'm ranked number 49 in the class this year!  It feels good to be in the top 50.  But even with that good news in mind, I can't wait until this thing is over with so we can go celebrate at the parties tonight!  Then tomorrow we finally get to go outside the gates go on our class trip!  We get to go to Gunnhild Beach this year for an entire week!  Ah, it's just our luck that us third year students were chosen to have their graduation ceremony on the last day!  The students from every other grade are already outside the gates on their vacations."
 
   "Hey listen up," whispered Nemeth.  "We need to lower our voices.  I've got some things that are pretty urgent that I need to tell you.  I don't need anyone else hearing what I'm about to tell you.  First of all, congratulations on ranking number 49.  Second of all, I really don't feel like giving this speech.  I guess the sooner I get done with it, the sooner we get to relax.  It's been such a rough year.  I really just want to go back to my dorm room and sleep.  When I'm refreshed enough, I want to finalize my plan to escape from this place.  I want you to leave this place with me and never look back."
 
   "You know that escaping from here is impossible," whispered Bastilone.  "You'd have an easier chance getting away with murder here than being able to pull off a successful escape.  You know that it's punishable by death.  Is that a risk you're willing to take?"
 
   "Oh come on," whispered Nemeth.  "You know that's not true.  There have been students that tried to escape from here and succeeded.  It is a risk I'm willing to take.  I'm tired of all of the rules here.  I want to find out if I have a real family out there.  Don't you want to find out if your real family is alive as well?"
 
   "How many times do I have to tell you?" whispered Bastilone.  "My family is dead.  No student in this entire school has a family.  We're all orphans.  We were all brought here to get a second chance at life."
 
   "How can you still believe the lies they have told us?" whispered Nemeth.  "All of our families cannot possibly be dead.  I don't believe that they abandoned us here as babies either.  There are thousands of students here.  Surely at least one of us has a living family member outside of Lord Dragomir's Academy."
 
   "You're probably right," whispered Bastilone.  "We probably both have family members alive.  It could be an aunt, a brother, who knows really.  I'm up for trying to escape but we probably need to wait a few years to gain enough power to succeed.  The youngest student I recall who succeeded in escaping was Mahon.  He was 12 years old and a fifth year student."
 
   "Don't underestimate our capabilities," whispered Nemeth.  "If we manage to escape, that means we'll break the record for the youngest people to escape from Lord Dragomir's Academy."
 
   Professor Nomiki approached Nemeth and Bastilone.  She placed her cold, clammy hands on their shoulders.
 
   "Boys, take your seats right now!" exclaimed Professor Nomiki.  "I'm sure whatever it is you are talking about you can finish talking about later."
 
   "Sure thing Professor Nomiki," said Bastilone.  "I was just wishing Nemeth good luck with his speech."
 
   Bastilone turned around and made his way back to his seat.  Nemeth didn't feel like staring at Professor Nomiki's grotesque face again, so he looked down at his feet.
 
   "I'll just be headed to my seat now," said Nemeth.  "Thanks for all of your help Professor Nomiki.  What would I do without you?"
 
   Nemeth promptly made his way to the front row where the most prestigious students were sat.  Nemeth sat down in his chair which he found to be surprisingly comfortable and looked out in front towards the stage.  In his peripheral vision, he could see that Rorok was sitting in the chair to his right.  He hoped that Rorok wouldn't bother him anymore.
 
   "Don't trip when you go up on stage," whispered Rorok.  "You wouldn't want that to happen two years in a row now would you?"
 
   "I should have kicked your teeth in earlier," whispered Nemeth.  "Now shut up otherwise we're both going to get in trouble."
 
   A purple light began to appear on stage.  Its color grew in intensity and suddenly Professor Phantas, magically appeared on the stage.  The purple light then vanished.  Professor Phantas was wearing a crimson colored uniform similar to Nemeth's but with multiple golden insignias of D'hal Natar on it.  His presence on stage was the indication that the ceremony was to begin immediately.
 
   "Attention everyone!" exclaimed Professor Phantas.  "Everyone please be quiet and settle down!  Eyes up here everyone!"
 
   The chatter amongst the students came to a sudden halt.  Each student sat facing forward in their seats and looked at Professor Phantas.  The remaining guests also became silent and focused on Professor Phantas.
 
   "Greetings to everyone here today," said Professor Phantas.  "It is a great pleasure for me to be here at the graduation ceremony for the third year students.  This will be the final graduation ceremony for the year as the previous grades have already had their ceremonies over the past week.  I do not want any members of the third year class to think that because their ceremony is last, that they are in any way less important than the other classes.  I must remind you all that your graduation date was randomly picked.  As chance would have it, you were chosen to graduate on the last date."
 
   Professor Phantas pointed towards the section of seats reserved for professors, staff and guests.
 
   "As you can see, we are not alone here today," continued Professor Phantas.  "I would like to see the highest level of respect from each and every one of you towards our guests.  Now, I would like to announce the final scores for the dormitories to determine which dormitory wins the Victory Chalice.  In sixth place, with a total of 4,500 points, represented by the colors indigo and purple, we have the girls of Harmonia Dormitory.  In fifth place, with a total of 5,000 points, represented by the colors yellow and pink, we have the girls of Baskara Dormitory.  In fourth place, with a total of 6,000 points, represented by the colors orange and green, we have the boys of Govannon Dormitory.  In third place, with a total of 6,750 points, represented by the colors brown and black, we have the boys of Terminus Dormitory.  In second place, with a total of 8,250 points, represented by the colors silver and white, we have the girls of Zenith Dormitory.  In first place, with a total of 9,000 points, represented by the colors blue and grey, we have the boys of Justile Dormitory."
 
   The color of the large flags on stage changed from black to blue and grey to represent Justile Dormitory coming out victorious.  Cheers began to erupt from the Justile Dormitory students.
 
   "Congratulations to Justile Dormitory for coming in first place!" exclaimed Professor Phantas.  "I will have one of the professors deliver the Victory Chalice to Justile Dormitory so it can be proudly displayed there.  It is now time for each student to come up on stage and receive their diplomas."
 
   Each student was called up to receive their diplomas in a most unusual manner.  The obsession with ranking people at Lord Dragomir's Academy seemed to be present everywhere.  Instead of going alphabetically by name, students were called up by rank starting from lowest to highest.  This was written into the code of conduct ever since the academy was constructed over 100 years ago.  It was created to teach a harsh lesson to those students who did not work hard enough or did not work smart enough.  That meant that Nemeth would be called up last.  He would then have to proceed with his speech, which he still had not given much thought about.
 
   One by one, each student came up to get their diplomas.  There was a name for the students who were ranked in the bottom half of the class.  They were known as The Underachievers.  Professor Phantas enjoyed insulting anyone who was one of The Underachievers or any student he just had a personal distaste for.  Professor Phantas had an uncanny ability to remember the painful events that happened in people's lives and would use that against them.  There were special guests in attendance who were unaware of the overall corruption going on at the academy.  Professor Phantas intended on keeping anything bad that happened at the academy as a secret for as long as he could.
 
   He wanted to punish certain students for not achieving the level of success he needed them to be at.  At the same time, he wanted to hide this from the guests.  To accomplish this, he had to use his telepathic abilities.  When a student that Professor Phantas disliked would approach the stage, he would gaze into their eyes and cast the Telepathic Connection spell on them.  This spell allowed Professor Phantas to trigger the painful memory at any time he wanted to.  He avoided setting the time immediately or anytime today so that the guests would not see the torture being inflicted.
 
   The actions of Professor Phantas greatly amused Nemeth.  He could hardly contain his laughter knowing that Professor Phantas was secretly torturing his underachieving classmates.  Only Nemeth and a few other students were privy to the information about Professor Phantas' telepathic torture abilities.  Since Nemeth was usually on Professor Phantas' good side, he wouldn't have to worry about the spell.  Finally, it was time for Nemeth to receive his diploma, just after Rorok had stepped down off stage to receive his.  Nemeth had just realized he was still holding the turkey leg he was eating earlier.  He slid part of the turkey leg up his right sleeve to try and conceal it.  Nemeth stood up and walked over to Rorok and he was walking off stage.
 
   "Congratulations buddy," said Nemeth.  "I think we should shake hands and put the past behind us."
 
   Nemeth extended his hand to Rorok.  Rorok hesitated at first, but then shook Nemeth's hand.  Nemeth slid the turkey leg out of his right sleeve into Rorok's hand and then let go.  Nemeth winked at Rorok and then made his way up on stage.  Nemeth approached Professor Phantas and was ready to accept his diploma from him.  Professor Phantas was more than happy to present him with the diploma.
 
   "Once again, I need everyone to please focus your full attention up here!" Professor Phantas shouted to the crowd.  "Please focus your attention up here for a speech by the student that is ranked number one.  I doubt this student needs an introduction, but I shall give him one anyway.  Everyone please give a round of applause to Justile Dormitory's very own Nemeth!"
 
   "Well I don't have anything prepared for this speech still," whispered Nemeth to himself.  "It's time for some good old improvisation."
 
   "Thank you Professor Phantas," said Nemeth.  "It is truly an honor for each and every one of us to be in the presence of a man as great as Professor Phantas.  He is truly a great headmaster and a wonderful mentor.  We can only hope that one day we can grow to be as magnificent as him.  When I was asked to deliver this speech, I didn't think of it as a burden.  I considered it to be an opportunity instead.  I was more than happy to once again be given the chance to deliver a speech to the graduating class.  I was told that the topic I needed to speak to you about was how to achieve the level of success that I have attained.  I stand before you ranked number one out of all of the third year students here at Lord Dragomir's Academy.  So how can anybody else achieve what I have done?  The answer is actually much simpler than you would think.  To answer that question, I need you to face the truth.  The truth is that nobody can ever achieve the level of success that I have reached.  I'm far too advanced compared to the rest of you.  Nobody here can ever catch up to my level of skill.  There's no need to panic though.  It is important to remember that each and every student has a special role here at Lord Dragomir's Academy.  With enough effort, maybe twenty years from now you'll be able to fight as well as I can right now.  But realistically, you'll all probably just end up failing.  And because of that failure, you'll wind up cleaning the dining hall or the dormitories while I continue to get all of the praise.  Face the facts!  You can never make an impact in this world as great as mine!  I am truly the…"
 
   Before another sentence could be spoken, a loud chorus of boos came from the audience.
 
   "We don't care what you have to say Nemeth!" yelled one student.  "Just because you're at the top now doesn't mean that at least one of us isn't going to surpass you.  It's going to happen sooner than you think too.  Don't think that we're going to sit here and take your insults either."
 
   "Yeah that's right!" yelled another student.  "Why should we sit here and listen to make fun of us?  Just take your diploma, take your prize and get the hell off stage so we can all get out of here.  We want to enjoy the parties tonight!"
 
   "Yeah exactly!" shouted another student.  "We also want to go on our vacation.  Don't even think about trying to go on vacation with us!  If you do, it will be the biggest regret of your life!"
 
   "Adtonitus Fulgur!" shouted another student.
 
   A small storm cloud started to form over the edge of the stage.  A small lightning bolt emerged from the cloud and headed towards Nemeth.  It narrowly missed him and wound up striking and destroying a rather expensive painting of the goddess Dynia instead.  Nemeth glanced over at Professor Phantas looking for help.
 
   "Stop this madness right this instant!" yelled Professor Phantas.  "How extremely rude all of you are!  As if verbal threats weren't enough, one of you was idiotic enough to cast a spell with the intent to harm one of your fellow classmates!  You should know better than to cast offensive spells against other students inside The Great Hall of Athos.  That spell could have hit me as well.  Whoever cast it obviously doesn't know what he or she is doing and now one of our most precious paintings of the goddess Dynia has been destroyed.  You had all better pray that she does not find out about this otherwise we might lose her support!  Could you not comprehend that Nemeth was just joking around with you?  You are all just jealous because not only is he the best in this class, but he gets a rare reward for being that.  In fact, this reward is so rare that there are less than 50 known people on our entire planet of Tyraneus to have one!  Now, everyone be silent or you will all be punished severely regardless of your rank!  Oh and the first person to come up to me AFTER the graduation ceremony is done and tattle on the fool who cast that spell will receive a special gift from me.  But for now, BE SILENT for we have a special guest who will now present Nemeth with his reward."
 
   A silence fell over the crowd.  A tall, dark-skinned woman with long black hair made her way onto the stage.  It was the High Priestess Darunda, a master practitioner of healing and defense magic.  She occasionally came into the academy to help the professors.  Everyone seemed mesmerized by her presence and it was almost as if everyone had already forgotten the disruptive incident that just occurred.  The High Priestess Darunda slowly approached Nemeth.  It was now time for him to receive his Guardian Spirit.  Darunda wielded a large golden scepter with a crescent moon at the top.  She raised the scepter high into the air and began to speak in a foreign tongue.  Nemeth began to be surrounded by an intense green glow.  He began to levitate in the air and slowly rotate horizontally.  The higher he levitated, the brighter the glow became.  After about 25 seconds, Nemeth was gently lowered to the ground from a height of about 15 feet and the glow faded away.
 
   "Most excellent!" exclaimed Darunda.  "The spell is complete!  Nemeth, you now have a Guardian Spirit inside of you now.  If you are unfamiliar with Guardian Spirits, I would suggest that you take some time and research them.  For now, I will tell you some important things you need to know about them.  When you are in great enough danger, the Guardian Spirit will become fully activated and be revealed to you.  It is at that time that you should start building a healthy relationship with your Guardian Spirit.  Your Guardian Spirit will remain with you until the day that you die.  That is all you need to know for now."
 
   "Thank you Darunda and thank you Professor Phantas!" exclaimed Nemeth.  "I have no doubt that this is the best gift I have ever received."
 
   It was hard to debate that the main purpose of Lord Dragomir's Academy was preparing the orphaned youth for battle.  Nemeth could handle himself well in battle and now with a Guardian Spirit he was more confident than ever that he could win a fight if he needed to.
 
   "Yes, thank you very much Darunda," said Professor Phantas.  "Your services to the academy are invaluable."
 
   "You are quite welcome," replied Darunda.  "It was my pleasure."
 
   "Congratulations once again class!" exclaimed Professor Phantas.  "Everyone here is free to go if they wish but please do not feel that you need to leave in a hurry."
 
   The previously silent crowd had now turned burst into cheers.  It looked as though every student hopped up from their seats simultaneously.  They were pushing and shoving each other trying to make their way out of the building.  A swarm of kids seemed to be jammed in the main entrance.
 
   "What are you stupid kids doing?" shouted Stelios.  "Everyone needs to leave here one at a time!"
 
   "Are we dealing with three year olds here?" shouted Jaumet.  "Form a single file line now!"
 
   Nemeth laughed at the stupidity of his classmates.  He decided that he was going to wait on stage until the rest of the students left.  He noticed a fat girl waddling her way over to Professor Phantas.  It was Denifar, a not so elite member of the Baskara Dormitory and The Underachievers.  She whispered something into Professor Phantas' ear.  She was about to turn around and walk around, but Professor Phantas gently held her at the elbow with one hand.
 
   "I need you to stay here Denifar," said Professor Phantas.  "There's no reason to be afraid as long as you told the truth."
 
   "Olmak, I need to speak with you now!" yelled Professor Phantas.  "Don't think about leaving!  Come over here right this instant!"
 
   It would seem that Denifar was the first one to tattle on the person who cast the spell earlier that almost struck Nemeth.  Olmak slowly made his way over to Professor Phantas.  Professor Phantas gripped one of Olmak's wrists tightly with his spare hand.
 
   "So you're the guilty one?" asked Professor Phantas angrily.  "Denifar was brave enough to tell me that you were the one who cast the spell earlier.  What do you have to say in your defense?"
 
   "I didn't cast the spell," said Olmak in a soft voice.  "She's just lying to you to get the gift you promised."
 
   "I was sitting next to you," said Denifar angrily.  "I clearly heard you cast the spell.  Everyone knows you're jealous of Nemeth but you're too cowardly to face him and tell him what you think."
 
   "Shut up you stupid girl!" exclaimed Olmak.  "I'm not jealous of Nemeth.  But in your case, everyone knows that you have a crush on him!  You'd do anything for him and that includes making up lies about me trying to use magic to hurt him!"
 
   "Nemeth, come over here," said Professor Phantas.  "You can help me settle this once and for all."
 
   Nemeth stuffed his diploma into his pocket and walked over to Professor Phantas, who was still holding both Denifar and Olmak.
 
   "I'm going to let you play the judge here," said Professor Phantas.  "It's only fair considering you were the one who could have been hurt.  Do you know who these two classmates of yours are Nemeth?"
 
   "I think I've met both of them before," replied Nemeth.  "But professor, can you please refresh my memory?  You know, perhaps give me some more details about the two of them."
 
   "This girl here is named Denifar," said Professor Phantas.  "She claims that this boy here named Olmak was the one who cast the spell at you.  Olmak denies having anything to do with it."
 
   "Ah yes, I remember both of them," replied Nemeth.  "Denifar has always been a nice person to me and to others.  As for Olmak, he has always been the vengeful type.  So since I get to play judge here, I'm going to have to side with Denifar.  Olmak is the guilty party in this case.  Do I get to choose his punishment as well?"
 
   "Well normally I wouldn't allow that," laughed Professor Phantas.  "But I will make an exception given the circumstances."
 
   "So it's like a second reward then!" said Nemeth joyfully.  "How about we setup a battle between Olmak and me at Orelic Coliseum?  I would love to embarrass him in front of a large audience by beating him senseless."
 
   "I do like that idea," replied Professor Phantas.  "Personally, I think it would be too easy for you to defeat him though.  Any other ideas on how you would like to punish him?"
 
   "Actually I do have another idea!" said Nemeth with excitement.  "Send him to the Detention Center and don't let him out until our vacation is over with.  That will teach him a lesson he'll never forget!"
 
   "Now you're using the full power of your brain," laughed Professor Phantas.  "I will have one of the other professors escort Olmak to the Detention Center right away."
 
   "But really I didn't do anything!" cried Olmak.  "I demand a fair trial!"
 
   "You just had your trial," said Professor Phantas.  "Besides, do you really think that I didn't know all along that it was you that cast that spell?  I'm the headmaster here.  I used my own magic to read your inner thoughts while you were standing here.  I clearly saw a vision of you casting the spell.  I just wanted to test your integrity."
 
   "Alright, I admit it!" cried Olmak.  "I cast the spell!  How can anyone blame me?  Nemeth was supposed to give us an inspirational speech but tried to joke around and insult the entire class.  Why isn't Nemeth being punished?"
 
   "So you admit that you cast the spell?" laughed Professor Phantas.  "Then you'll be sent to the Detention Center right away.  You'll spend two weeks there."
 
   "You were able to read my mind though!" cried Olmak.  "I had to admit it!  Won't you please be more lenient with your punishment since I admitted my guilt?"
 
   "It's no surprise that you missed your target when casting that spell," replied Professor Phantas.  "Do you really think I read your mind?  Did you see me cast a spell on you?  I simply tricked you into admitting you were guilty.  Now you will be going to the Detention Center.  I know that if you endure what awaits you there, you'll be forever changed.  Of course, I trust that you won't seek any type of revenge on Denifar, Nemeth or me for that matter.  Am I correct?"
 
   "Yes professor," said Olmak nervously.  "I promise I won't do anything bad like this again.  I deserve this punishment.  I won't go after you, Denifar or Nemeth."
 
   "Professor Nomiki!" beckoned Professor Phantas.  "Please stop what you are doing and come over here.  I have an important task for you."
 
   Professor Nomiki made her way over to Professor Phantas.
 
   "Oh my, what is going on here?" questioned Professor Nomiki.  "I was busy overseeing the cleanup of the feast.  I heard commotion coming from over here but I didn't want to be nosy and interrupt you."
 
   "The cleanup of the feast can wait," said Professor Phantas.  "I need you to take this trouble maker to the Detention Center right now.  He is not to be released for two weeks."
 
   "Yes of course," replied Professor Nomiki.  "I'll take Nemeth to the Detention Center right now."
 
   "No, no, no!" exclaimed Professor Phantas.  "Nemeth is NOT the trouble maker.  Nemeth is the victim here.  Olmak is the one that needs to be taken to the Detention Center.  Go and complete this task right away Professor Nomiki."
 
   Professor Phantas released his grip on Olmak's wrist and on Denifar's arm.  Professor Nomiki grabbed Olmak by his left hand.
 
   "You heard Professor Phantas," said Professor Nomiki.  "You are to come with me to the Detention Center.  Now, there is to be no more trouble from you on our way there.  Is that understood?"
 
   "Yes ma'am," said Olmak softly.  "I promise I won't cause any trouble on the way there."
 
   Professor Nomiki started to guide Olmak towards the exit which was noticeably less crowded than earlier.
 
   "What's going to happen to Olmak?" asked Denifar.
 
   "Well Denifar," replied Professor Phantas.  "I guess you haven't been sent there before.  There is only so much I can tell you without frightening you.  What I can tell you is that the easiest thing Olmak will be doing there is trying to reconstruct a perfect replica of the painting of Dynia he destroyed."
 
   "So Nemeth, don't you have something to say to Denifar?" said Professor Phantas.
 
   "Well of course," replied Nemeth.  "Thank you for telling us it was Olmak who cast that spell and tried to hurt me.  That was very courageous of you."
 
   Denifar put her arms behind her back and tilted her head sideways.  She looked at Nemeth and started to blush.
 
   "Hey Denifar, aren't you supposed to get a gift?" asked Nemeth.
 
   "You will receive your gift Denifar," said Professor Phantas.  "I have yet to decide what to give you.  If you don't mind, I'll give it some thought today.  You should have your gift before leaving on vacation."
 
   "Thank you!" exclaimed Denifar.  "I wonder what my gift will be!  I'll be on my way now.  See you later Nemeth!  See you later professor!"
 
   Denifar waddled her way towards the single file line near the doorway.  Nemeth began to wonder what was going to happen to Olmak at the Detention Center.  Nemeth hoped that Olmak would be placed into isolation and starved for the entire two weeks.  He hoped that Olmak would cry himself to sleep every night.  After all, who was he to try and attack Nemeth during his moment of glory?  Nemeth also wondered what Denifar would get as her reward for tattling.  He hoped it wouldn't be something edible like candy.  He didn't want her to get any fatter and disgust him even more when he saw her.
 
   "Nemeth!" exclaimed Professor Phantas.  "Aren't you listening to me?  You look like you're in a trance."
 
   "Oh sorry professor," replied Nemeth.  "I was just thinking about what was going to happen to Olmak."
 
   "Ah, there's no need to think about that now," said Professor Phantas.  "There's someone who really wants to meet you.  I need you to be on your best behavior.  No more joking around like you did with that speech ok?"
 
   "Sure thing professor," replied Nemeth.  "Who wants to meet me?"
 
   "Prince Bogdan wants to meet you," answered Professor Phantas.  "He's been sitting in the guest section this entire time.  He has seen the whole graduation ceremony which makes me a bit concerned.  If he mentions the incident with Olmak, I'll come up with an explanation.  I'm going to call him over now."
 
   "Prince Bogdan!" exclaimed Professor Phantas.  "Please come up to the stage at your earliest convenience."
 
   A man sitting in the last row of the guest section stood up and walked on the stage next to Professor Phantas and Nemeth.
 
   "Hello Prince Bogdan," said Professor Phantas.  "I humbly apologize for making you wait."
 
   "Hello Professor Phantas," replied Prince Bogdan.  "With the long wait and all of the commotion that was going on, I was about to escort myself out of the building.  Can we still do business or should I leave?  If you don't have things under control…"
 
   "I assure you that business is on as planned," said Professor Phantas.  "Allow me to formally introduce you to Nemeth, one of our academy's finest young students.  Nemeth, this is Prince Bogdan, the eldest son of King Valentin."
 
   "Why hello there Nemeth," said Prince Bogdan.  "It's a pleasure to finally meet you in person."
 
   "Hello Prince Bogdan," replied Nemeth.  "I'm honored to meet you."
 
   "I bet you're wondering why I wanted to meet you," said Prince Bogdan.  "Am I right about that?"
 
   "Yeah, I am pretty curious," replied Nemeth.  "I didn't think I was famous.  Well, at least not famous yet."
 
   "Well, you probably don't know this," said Prince Bogdan.  "I was in attendance for the final tournament at Orelic Coliseum.  I was impressed with so many of the combatants, even the ones that lost their battles.  In particular, I was most impressed with your performance.  I'd be willing to bet a fortune that you would have no problem defeating students that are older than you either."
 
   "Well I don't have a quill and parchment on me," replied Nemeth.  "I don't normally get asked for autographs but I'd be willing to give you one at no cost considering you're a prince and all.  Do either of you happen to have a quill and parchment?  Of course, I'll need some ink as well."
 
   "An autograph?" laughed Prince Bogdan.  "I do believe I'm beginning to understand this boy's sense of humor.  I wasn't so sure where you were going with your speech earlier.  It's all clear to me now though.  I do have the aforementioned items on me though."
 
   "Great, do you want the autograph to be personalized?" asked Nemeth.
 
   "Nemeth, the prince didn't come all the way from Castle Aeron for autographs," said Professor Phantas.  "He came to do business."
 
   "What sort of business?" questioned Nemeth curiously.
 
   "Let me explain," said Prince Bogdan.  "Normally my father King Valentin comes and handles any business with Lord Dragomir's Academy.  However, a few weeks ago he became very ill.  He is currently being taken care of back at Castle Aeron.  I was instructed to take care of his duties until he recovers."
 
   "I'm sorry to hear about the king," replied Nemeth.  "I'm not the best person to go to when it comes to the art of healing though.  I'm sure Professor Phantas can help you find a proper healer for the king."
 
   "I am sure he will recover soon," said Prince Bogdan.  "I think the aide that he has in the kingdom is sufficient.  Anyhow, his illness has awoken me to the reality of his mortality and my own mortality as well.  I'm already 23 years old.  I'm far from being a child and have to face responsibilities as heir to the throne.  I need to learn all about ruling the kingdom in case my father passes away."
 
   "I'm still not sure where I fit into all of this," said Nemeth sounding very confused.  "Can you fill in the blanks please?"
 
   "I need your services as a warrior," replied Prince Bogdan.  "I want to purchase you from the academy to become my own personal bodyguard."
 
   Nemeth folded his arms and looked at Prince Bogdan as if he were insane.
 
   "Purchase me?" asked Nemeth with hesitation.  "Since when did I start wearing a price tag?"
 
   "Haven't they told you boy?" asked Prince Bogdan.  "Every single student becomes property of the academy as soon you are enrolled.  If someone wealthy enough such as me comes along, they can buy whoever they want to."
 
   "Prince Bogdan, why are you choosing Nemeth though?" asked Professor Phantas.  "He's only 10 years old.  There is still much that he needs to learn here.  Have you considered some of the older students?  I'm sure they are much more suitable to be your personal guard than someone as young as Nemeth."
 
   "I've thought carefully about my decision," replied Prince Bogdan.  "I have considered purchasing other students as well.  Those students will serve other purposes in my father's kingdom.  For now, I just want a personal bodyguard.  My instinct tells me that Nemeth is the proper choice.  He's young enough so he appears to be non-threatening.  I can masquerade him as a younger cousin or nephew.  People will think that he is family.  If anyone were foolish enough to attack me, Nemeth could dispose of them quickly."
 
   "Family?" asked Nemeth curiously.  "You mean you would consider me to be part of your family?"
 
   "Oh how silly of me," replied Prince Bogdan.  "I almost forgot about the unfortunate situation that causes you children to be here at the academy.  We could never be a real family.  You do not possess any royal blood in your veins.  You would merely be acting as a relative of mine.  I'm sure you would find being my bodyguard to be very entertaining though."
 
   "I appreciate your interest in Nemeth," said Professor Phantas.  "However, he is not for sale.  He is just too special and unique.  My intentions for him were to one day have him replace me as the headmaster of Lord Dragomir's Academy."
 
   "Everybody and everything has a price," replied Prince Bogdan.  "I'm going to make you an offer for the boy that you won't be able to turn down."
 
   "Nemeth, you're dismissed," said Professor Phantas.  "I need to speak with the prince in private.  I don't want you getting all worried.  I need you to trust me and understand that I have the situation under control.  You've worked so hard all school year.  I suggest that you unwind at one of the graduation parties tonight.  Prince Bogdan, come to my main office and we can finish our discussion there."
 
   Professor Phantas led Prince Bogdan to the exit and left together.  Nemeth walked off of the stage.  He looked around and noticed that the entire room was now empty.  The tables containing the food for the feast had all been cleared off.  He sat down on the floor with his legs crossed and stared blankly at the wall.  He was filled with mixed emotions.  He was relieved that he did not have to finish his speech.  He was happy that Olmak was getting punished.  He was grateful that Darunda's spell worked without any ill effects.  Nemeth was always told that no matter how experienced someone is with magic, there was always a chance that the caster could make a mistake.
 
   Despite those positive things, Nemeth couldn't help but focus on the negativity he felt from the conversation between Professor Phantas, Prince Bogdan and him.  It seemed like Professor Phantas was going to be convinced by Prince Bogdan to allow him to be purchased.  This would allow Nemeth to finally leave the academy but this wasn't the freedom he wanted.  He would become a slave to King Valentin and Prince Bogdan's kingdom.  Nemeth wanted to run back into his dorm room, jump into bed and drift off into a deep sleep where he wouldn't he bothered by the world anymore.
 
   "Why are you sitting on the floor?" said a familiar voice.  "Get up from the floor dummy!  It's probably filthy from everyone walking on it.  I want you to come and walk outside with me!  It's such a beautiful sunny day!"
 
   Nemeth began to stretch his arms from side to side.  He unfolded his legs and got up from the floor.  He hoped that he recognized the voice correctly since he was still in a bit of a daze from staring at the wall.  He looked around and room and saw Aria.  Aria was one of Nemeth's few friends besides Bastilone.  Aria was undoubtedly a beautiful girl and in Nemeth's eyes she was the most beautiful girl in the entire academy.  She had a slender figure, long platinum blonde hair and light unblemished skin.  As an additional bonus, she had bright blue eyes and always seemed to have a smile on her face.  Aria was also one of the top practitioners of healing and defense magic.  Nemeth had always wanted Aria to be his girlfriend.  However, no matter what he achieved at the academy, asking her out was something that he simply could not accomplish.
 
   "Aria!" replied Nemeth nervously.  "It's great to see you again.  Sure um, let's go outside."
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   Nemeth and Aria walked outside The Great Hall of Athos together and found a secluded location where nobody could hear their conversation.  The temperature was noticeably hotter than before.  The sun was shining bright in the sky and there were no clouds in sight.
 
   "Are you going to the big graduation party that's happening at Serend Lake?" asked Nemeth.
 
   "Well of course!" said Aria with enthusiasm.  "That's what I wanted to ask you too.  That's the best place for a graduation party anyhow.  What's the deal though?  I saw you up on stage for so long.  I thought you were never going to get out of there.  I was talking to a bunch of my friends from my dorm but I kept peeking in through the window to see what was going on.  Oh and I can't believe you gave such a mean speech!  You got everyone in an uproar!  Also, did they find out who cast that spell on you!!!???"
 
   "Do you know that girl Denifar?" asked Nemeth.
 
   "Oh come on, there's no way she would try and hit you with lightning!" exclaimed Aria.  "If anything, she'd try to cast a spell to make you fall in love with her!"
 
   "You're being ridiculous!" exclaimed Nemeth.  "You didn't even let me finish what I was saying!  Denifar came up to Professor Phantas and tattled on Olmak.  She said that she was sitting next to him and heard him cast the spell."
 
   "Wow, so what's going to happen to Olmak?" asked Aria.
 
   "Well…" answered Nemeth.
 
   "Oh I bet I know!" interrupted Aria.  "You probably asked to fight Olmak at the coliseum so you can embarrass him.  You better go easy on him otherwise they'll probably ask me to heal him.  I'm supposed to be going to the beach, not being grossed out while trying to fix his mangled body!"
 
   "You're still not letting me finish my sentences!" exclaimed Nemeth.  "Yeah, the first thing I did was ask for a fight with him at the coliseum.  Wow, am I that predictable to you?  Ugh.  Anyhow, Professor Phantas didn't seem to think that was a good idea though.  So I told him that he should be sent to the Detention Center for a week instead of going on vacation.  Professor Phantas wound up outsmarting Olmak and got him to confess.  Then he upped his punishment from a week's stay at the Detention Center to two weeks!"
 
   "There's nothing like a fabulous vacation in the Detention Center!" laughed Aria.  "Olmak will enjoy two weeks of the finest accommodations!"
 
   "Two weeks stuck in a small isolation chamber!" laughed Nemeth.  "Will he get beaten to a bloody pulp with a cane?  Will he eat the rats crawling around on the floor in his cell?"
 
   "That's so gross!" laughed Aria.  "I am kind of curious to know what happens to him in the Detention Center, but nobody will know except for him."
 
   "We'll find out what happened to him!" exclaimed Nemeth.  "We need all the entertainment we can get!"
 
   "It's funny for sure," said Aria.  "Hey, I really want to know is who that other guy was.  He looked so cute from the window.  But you can never tell until you're up close you know?  So was I right about him being cute?  If so, tell me his name so he can take me out of here."
 
   "You already know Professor Phantas," laughed Nemeth.  "I didn't think you were attracted to guys who were as old as him."
 
   "I didn't mean Professor Phantas," replied Aria.  "I was talking about the other guy!  Come to think of it, how old is Professor Phantas anyway?  Did anyone ever dare ask him?"
 
   "We all think he's at least 200 years old," said Nemeth.  "But he somehow manages to look like he's in his 30s."
 
   "Ok, enough about Professor Phantas!" exclaimed Aria.  "Tell me about this other guy!"
 
   "You're not going to like what I have to say about him," replied Nemeth.  "The time for joking around has to stop now.  That man was Prince Bogdan.  Apparently he's been here all week on business.  He was a spectator during the tournament at Orelic Coliseum.  It seemed like he watched every single match.  He wants to purchase several students from the academy and bring them to his father's kingdom.  He said that he was impressed with my combat skills the most and that he wants to buy me to be his own personal bodyguard.  Professor Phantas said that I wasn't for sale though.  He said that he had plans for me to become the new headmaster of the academy.  Prince Bogdan didn't like what Professor Phantas had to say.  The prince told him that everybody and everything has a price.  After that, I was dismissed.  Then Professor Phantas and Prince Bogdan went to have a private meeting at Professor Phantas' main office."
 
   "We can't let this happen!" cried Aria.  "The auctions don't happen until after vacation time.  Since when has anyone as young as us been bought during any of the auctions anyhow?"
 
   "You're right about that," replied Nemeth.  "I've only heard of students who have completed their final year of training at the academy being bid on and bought at auction.  I think that Prince Bogdan has enough money and influence to be able to bypass the auction completely and purchase whoever he wants directly though.  I'm taking this as a sign that things are changing for the worse here."
 
   "I'm sure Professor Phantas will make the right decision," replied Aria.  "You're one of his favorite students.  You're a real professor's pet."
 
   "Aria, I need to tell you something that I told Bastilone earlier," said Nemeth.  "I was contemplating whether or not I should escape from the academy.  After what happened today at graduation, I've made my mind up.  I'm going to make my escape.  I want you and Bastilone to come with me.  Bastilone said he would consider it but wasn't fully convinced.  I think if you were to come with us that would turn his maybe into a yes."
 
   "Nemeth, how could you even think of something like that?" asked Aria.  "The three of us would be killed if we tried to escape from here."
 
   "What was your rank for the year Aria?" asked Nemeth.
 
   "I only ranked number 14 this year," answered Aria.  "I'm sorry that I can't be perfect like you!  I hate it when you make me feel jealous like this!"
 
   "I'm not trying to put you down for ranking number 14," said Nemeth.  "My point is that being number 14 is still very high compared the rest of the students.  You're at just as high of a risk as I am of being sold."
 
   "I'm telling you that we're still too young," replied Aria.  "We're not going to raise any interest to anyone at any of the auctions this summer.  I don't think that Prince Bogdan will be capable of convincing Professor Phantas to allow direct buying either."
 
   "Don't you ever wonder what happened to your family?" asked Nemeth.  "Do you ever wonder if Nemeth and Aria are even our real names?"
 
   "Yes, sometimes I wonder my family," replied Aria.  "I try to stay positive though.  That's something you need to work on.  If I thought about their deaths all the time, I'd be a miserable wreck.  I like both of our names.  I wouldn't want them to be anything different.  I'm starting to feel so sad now.  Why are you trying to hurt my feelings?"
 
   "I'm not trying to hurt your feelings," said Nemeth.  "You were told that your parents are dead, but where is the proof?  I think we've been lied to about our families ever since we came here.  How is it that the thousands of students have no family whatsoever?  It's just not possible.  I believe that we have families out there.  The best time to start finding them is now."
 
   "I would love to have a real family," replied Aria.  "Somewhere in my heart, I feel that you're right about all this.  I'm just so scared about what would happen to us if we tried to escape and got caught.  We'd surely be killed instead of getting sent to the Detention Center for punishment."
 
   "It's more frightening to think about what might happen to us if we continue to stay at this academy," replied Nemeth.  "We joked about what happened with Olmak, but that could easily have happened to one of us."
 
   "We've learned from our past mistakes though," said Aria.  "Both of us have been in that Detention Center before.  It was unpleasant to say the least but we survived.  Listen, I'm going back my dormitory to get ready for the party at Serend Lake.  I should be at Serend Lake in about an hour.  I'd prefer if we talk more about this tomorrow instead of at the party.  I want you to promise me that you'll show up at Serend Lake though.  Don't just run back to your dorm room and hide in seclusion.  This party is going to be one of the moments in your life that will never forget!  But if you don't go, it will be something you'll always regret!"
 
   "Ok Aria, I promise!" said Nemeth with hesitation.  "I should head back to Justile Dormitory and get ready myself."
 
   Aria reached over to Nemeth and gave him a big hug.
 
   "Gross!" exclaimed Aria.  "You're covered in sweat.  You smell pretty bad too.  Did you even bother showering today?  Ugh, you should probably go take a shower before showing up at the party.  Do I have to teach you everything?"
 
   Aria laughed and let go of her hug.  She ran off to the west in the direction of the Zenith Dormitory.  Many students could be seen headed off in all different directions, but most were already headed to Serend Lake.  Nemeth paced very slowly to the north toward his dormitory.  He desperately wanted to skip the party at Serend Lake.  Aria was right when she said that he just wanted to hide away in his dorm room.  He didn't want to have to see his classmates again.  He needed to think of a foolproof plan to escape from the academy regardless of whether Aria and Bastilone were coming along.
 
   About three quarters of the way to his dormitory, he came to a sudden stop.  He began to think about Aria and decided it was best that he keep his promise.  There was no need for him to change his clothes again.  It would soon be nighttime and the temperature would be much cooler.  Who cared if he was a little bit sweaty?  Surely Aria was just humoring him.  The rest of the students didn't have his unique uniform either.  What Nemeth was wearing was nothing to be ashamed about.  He could think about how to escape while he was at Serend Lake.  The academy itself was on low security already since all the other students from other class years were on vacation.  Nemeth hoped that escaping was as simple as walking outside the main gates of the academy.
 
   Nemeth continued his slow pace while he backtracked to The Great Hall of Athos.  He then started to head southwest to Serend Lake.  The sun had started to set as he made his arrival at the lake.  It looked like the festivities were well under way.  Most students were engaging in conversation with one another.  Some students were swimming in the lake.  It looked like the majority of students were already participating in drinking games.
 
   "What is that stench in the air?" asked Nemeth quietly to himself.  "Oh come on, it can't be…"
 
   It certainly wasn't wine or any type of alcohol that the students were drinking.  The students were definitely drinking the psychotropic beverage known as Ambrule and lots of it.  Many people called Ambrule the nectar of the gods but Nemeth preferred to call it poison instead.  The more Ambrule you drank, the greater chance you had to experience a euphoric feeling.  If you were really lucky, the Ambrule would make you re-experience some of the happiest moments of your past.  If you were really unlucky, the Ambrule would make you re-experience some of the darkest moments of your past.
 
   There was an unusually low amount of supervision by adults at the lake.  In fact, the only adult that Nemeth saw so far was Ferrin.  Ferrin was in his mid-20s.  He had an average build, a mature looking face and a shaved head.  He spent most of his time guarding the front gate into Lord Dragomir's Academy.  He was wielding a large spear in his right hand, much like the one that Crimlore wielded.  In his left hand, he was holding a mug filled nearly to the top with Ambrule.  He was not wearing his usual chain mail armor, but a rather hideous bright pink suit and long black pants instead.  Nemeth ran up to him in a state of panic.
 
   "Why is everybody so intoxicated already?" questioned Nemeth.  "Why are you allowing kids to have Ambrule?"
 
   "I don't think you understand what kind of pressure us guards have," replied Ferrin.  "You're just a kid and you have opportunities available still.  I had opportunities once but I blew my chances.  Ah, no use in thinking about that though.  Do you even understand what kind of pressure you have as a student?  I'm tired of this academy's rules and regulations and I think the students the feel the same way that I do."
 
   "Yeah, I hate the rules and regulations here too," replied Nemeth.  "But I think maybe in this one case they need to be enforced."
 
   "It gets boring guarding the main gate," said Ferrin.  "I've been doing the same job for six, seven, maybe even eight years now.  I can't keep track at this point.  I'm just hoping if I drink enough of this tasty Ambrule that luck with favor me and I'll experience some happy moments.  It’s a shame that I have to drink so much of this stuff and for such a long time in order to feel its effects.  I hope I experience the best moments from my childhood.  Oh and who cares how old they claim you have to be to drink this stuff?  Let's be rebellious tonight.  I've got everything under control.  I'm just trying to be the guard that all you kids love.  There are plenty of kegs of Ambrule scattered around the lake.  Grab yourself a mug and then drink up and enjoy kid!  You'll be glad you did it!"
 
   Nemeth didn't really care for drinking Ambrule.  The few times he tried it, he never really experienced the euphoria that most people did.  He instead was unlucky and re-experienced some of the darkest moments of his life.  There was a ban on Ambrule throughout the entire academy even if you were an adult.  If you were caught with Ambrule, you would face severe consequences from the academy's top ranking officials.  This made Nemeth wonder how such a large supply of Ambrule managed to get to the graduation party and into the hands of so many kids at once.  Something definitely wasn't right about this situation.
 
   "Ferrin, you're right man!" exclaimed Nemeth.  "You know what?  You've always been one of my favorite guards!  I just never told you that before.  You're loved by most of the students.  Oh wait just a second, let me correct myself.  You are my FAVORITE guard of all time and you are loved by ALL the students.  I think that it's awesome you've gotten all of this Ambrule for the party!"
 
   "Yes, I'm so damn awesome aren't I?" questioned Ferrin.  "Oh, but I didn't supply the Ambrule.  Would you believe that it was supplied by Professor Phantas himself!  I never thought that old stiff would loosen up the rules but he went ahead and surprised everyone!"
 
   "That doesn't sound like something Professor Phantas would do," replied Nemeth.  "How do you know Professor Phantas supplied the Ambrule?"
 
   "Well I have this note here," replied Ferrin.  "It says that the ban on Ambrule has been lifted for the third year student's graduation parties and that it was supplied personally by Professor Phantas himself.  After all, it has his signature on it too.  You can't fake a signature."
 
   "May I see the note please?" asked Nemeth politely.
 
   "I can't let you see the note," replied Ferrin.  "It would be a violation of the rules and regulations."
 
   "Didn't we both agree that we were sick of the rules and regulations?" asked Nemeth.  "Let's bend the rules.  No wait, I have an even better idea.  Let's BREAK the rules instead!  After all, you want to be revered right?"
 
   "Revered?" asked Ferrin.
 
   "Yes, revered is the word I said," replied Nemeth.  "You went to this school when you were younger right?  They should have taught you what revered means."
 
   "I don't even know what that word means," said Ferrin.  "Well, whatever it means, I don't care.  I'm sure it's a good thing.  I like the sound of that word.  Revered!  Revered! Revered!"
 
   Ferrin then reached into his pants with his left hand and pulled out the note while still gripping his spear with his right hand.  He shoved the note in Nemeth's face.  Nemeth took the note from Ferrin and started to examine it carefully.  It didn't take long for Nemeth to notice there was something suspicious about the note.
 
   "This note is nothing but a cheap forgery!" exclaimed Nemeth.  "I've seen Professor Phantas' signature many times and this doesn't even come close to the real thing!  Where did you get this note from?"
 
   "It was sent to me by eagle," replied Ferrin.  "I think you're out of your mind kid.  I'm the adult here and I know that this note is real!"
 
   Nemeth jumped up and down frantically.  Ferrin took a large gulp of Ambrule from his mug.
 
   "But it's NOT real!" exclaimed Nemeth.  "Do you have any clue as to who I am?  Don't you see the clothes that I'm wearing?  They don't just hand out these uniforms to just anyone.  Wearing this uniform means that I'm the top ranked student out of all these kids you see around here.  So are you going to believe me and help sort this out?"
 
   "I still don't believe you," slurred Ferrin.  "As for help, the only thing I'll be helping you to is my boot up your ass!"
 
   "So you won't help," replied Nemeth.  "You're just going to get intoxicated and give me blind threats about putting your boot up my ass.  Eh, whatever.  I'm just going to have to look into this situation on my own.  I don't need help from people who refuse to listen to reason."
 
   "You're a complete freak!" laughed Ferrin.  "Look around you kid.  Everyone else is having a good time while you're jumping up and down in my face bragging about how you're the best.  You only just graduated from your third year here.  Talk to me again if you graduate at the top of the class when you reach your final year.  Then maybe I'll be impressed.  For now, you're just a ZERO!  Now get out of my sight before I write up a formal complaint against you!"
 
   Nemeth was so enraged from Ferrin's insults that he felt like dragging him to the edge of the lake and then knocking him in with a roundhouse kick to the face.  However, that wasn't going to help him figure out the mysterious happenings at the party.  By now the sun had completely set.  A loud, unusual howling could be heard in the distance that gave Nemeth the chills.  Nemeth needed to find Bastilone and Aria so he could finish the discussion about escaping from the academy.  He hoped that neither of them had consumed any Ambrule.  If they did, there would be almost no chance in talking any sense into either of them about escaping.  Nemeth walked away from Ferrin in search of Bastilone and Aria.  Nemeth approached the first group of students he could see which consisted of two girls and one boy.  At first glance it looked like they were having a normal conversation.  Nemeth inspected them again and noticed that each one of them was talking to themselves instead of each other.  Nemeth placed his left hand on the shoulder of one of the girls and his right hand on the shoulder of one of the boys.
 
   "Hey, I have a question!" exclaimed Nemeth.  "Have any of you seen Bastilone or Aria?"
 
   The two girls and the one boy continued to talk to themselves.  Nemeth looked closely at their faces.  It appeared that their eyes were rolling up into their head.
 
   "Why are you ignoring me?" asked Nemeth.  "What's wrong with you?"
 
   Nemeth listened carefully to the words coming out of their mouths.  They were speaking gibberish.  The two girls and one boy appeared to have entered a state of euphoria.  Nemeth tried shaking each one of the students to snap them out of their trance but was unsuccessful.
 
   "These three are completely useless," growled Nemeth.  "There has to be at least one person here who was sensible enough to not drink any Ambrule."
 
   Nemeth ditched the group of three and walked around the Serend Lake area some more.  He noticed a boy lying on the ground in the fetal position.  If it weren't for his slow rocking back and forth motions on the grass, Nemeth could have sworn that the boy was dead.  Nemeth got down on one knee and put his left hand gently on the top of the boy's head.
 
   "Dad, I'm so glad you've finally come home," said the boy.  "I was worried that you were never going to come back.  My prayers have been answered."
 
   "I'm not your dad," replied Nemeth.  "You've drank too much Ambrule and its making you imagine things that aren't real.  This is probably a longshot but have you seen Bastilone or Aria anywhere nearby?"
 
   "Why are you being so mean dad?" asked the boy.  "Why would you say that you aren't my father?  I thought you loved me."
 
   In his peripheral vision, Nemeth noticed a girl was approaching them.  Nemeth turned towards the girl and looked up at her.
 
   "This kid is delirious," said Nemeth.  "He thinks I'm his father for some reason.  There's not much I can do for him.  Only time is going to flush the Ambrule out of his system.  It's good to see another sober person here.  I'm sure you already know my name but I don't recognize you.  What's your name?"
 
   "Oh my dearest husband," replied the girl.  "You do have a strange sense of humor.  You know that I'm your darling Elisabet.  I've been your faithful wife for over 5 years.  Has Vasil behaved since I went to the store?"
 
   "Vasil?" asked Nemeth.  "What are you talking about?  Who is Vasil?"
 
   "Oh, quit playing around!" laughed Elisabet.  "Vasil is our 15 month old son.  I really wish you wouldn't let him roll around in the sand like that though.  But I really love how you two are building a sand castle together."
 
   "Mom, is that you?" asked Vasil.
 
   "Yes, of course it is my precious little baby," replied Elisabet.  "Who else would it be?"
 
   "I'm not the one who is playing around here!" exclaimed Nemeth.  "The two of you…"
 
   "How is this possible?" interrupted Elisabet.  "Our son wasn't able to speak more than a few words before I left for the store.  Now I come back and he's able to ask questions?  On top of that, my husband doesn't recognize me.  I see what's going on now!  Both of you are clearly possessed by an unholy force!"
 
   "I don't have time for this!" exclaimed Nemeth.  "I'm just trying to find my friends.  The two of you need to rest."
 
   "I can't bear to see my child and my husband like this!" cried Elisabet.  "The both of you are so impure.  I must put both of you out of your misery!  I pray that the gods understand my actions and will forgive me."
 
   Elisabet reached her arms out in an attempt to choke Nemeth.  Nemeth grabbed her by the wrists and pushed her away.  Nemeth got up to both feet and put his arms to his sides.
 
   "The Ambrule has made you completely bonkers," said Nemeth.  "I suggest that you stay away from me, otherwise I'll have to unleash The Dominator on you."
 
   Elisabet once again made her way towards Nemeth with her arms stretched out looking like she wanted to strangle him.  Nemeth placed his hands underneath her armpits and lifted her up.  He then jumped as high as possible and shifted his weight backwards.  Nemeth curled both of his knees up towards his torso and let go of his grip on her armpits.  He landed flat on his back and Elisabet's forehead smashed into his knees.  This caused her to bounce backwards and enter a quick state of unconsciousness on the grass.  Nemeth sat upright and then got back to a standing position.
 
   "Dad, what happened to mom?" asked Vasil.
 
   "Well um," said Nemeth.  "My dear son, your mom is just taking a little nap for now.  She's had a very long day.  She promised me that when she wakes up she will help finish build that sand castle we were working on."
 
   "What sand castle?" asked Vasil.  "Dad?"
 
   Nemeth shook his head in disbelief.  He tiptoed backwards to avoid any additional conversation with Vasil.  He felt some regret having to knockout Elisabet even though he used one of his favorite maneuvers that he calls The Dominator to get the job done.  Nemeth hoped that Elisabet would wake up and be her normal self again.  That is of course, her normal self with some large red marks on her forehead and a major headache.  If the situation with Elisabet and Vasil were any indication of the kind of help Nemeth would get by talking to more people at the lake, then he was better off performing the search for his friends on his own.
 
   Nemeth continued to walk around the Serend Lake area looking for Bastilone and Aria.  He made his best effort to avoid contact with anyone around him.  He then decided to make his way towards Serend Lake itself.  Perhaps Bastilone and Aria were swimming in the lake.
 
   "Maybe I should start yelling their names out," said Nemeth quietly.  "I just don't want these crazies to realize I'm around.  They might all come after me and try to kill me like that Elisabet girl did."
 
   Nemeth started to become very paranoid.  He thought that someone was following him.  He would constantly look over his shoulder only to discover that nobody was nearby.  He increased his pace towards the lake when suddenly he heard a strange voice from behind him.
 
   "I'm really not impressed with your moves," said the strange voice.  "I'm just not impressed at all."
 
   Nemeth turned around and saw a boy dancing oddly behind him.
 
   "And just who are you exactly?" asked Nemeth.  "What do you mean when you say you're not impressed with my moves?"
 
   "My name is Thanos," said the boy.  "I'm the greatest dancer at Lord Dragomir's Academy."
 
   "I could really care less," replied Nemeth.  "I'm busy at the moment so I'm going to have to ask you to leave me alone."
 
   "How could you say that you don't care?" asked Thanos.  "You were awarded the trophy for best dancer earlier today.  I was completely outraged to hear that you won since you never faced me in a dance competition before though.  But I saw you and I've been following you for a while now.  I've been checking out your moves and I'm not impressed.  I'm not angry anymore though.  I just want to show you that I'm the better dancer with a friendly dance competition.  Then I'll be glad to take that trophy off of your hands.  It's going to look great being displayed in my room."
 
   "You've been following me?" asked Nemeth.  "I don't like to be followed.  No wonder I've been feeling so paranoid.  Never mind that though.  I will accept your challenge but only on one condition.  Since I'm actually the best dancer, I think you need a bit of an advantage.  I'll teach you one of my best dance moves.  I'm sure you'll learn the move in no time.  Then we can gather some of the students around here and let them judge the dance competition.  If they decide in your favor, I'll let you have my dance trophy and declare you the greatest dancer at the academy."
 
   "Now that's what I'm talking about!" exclaimed Thanos.  "What are we waiting for?  Teach me that dance move!"
 
   "Listen to me very carefully," said Nemeth.  "I'm going to need you to turn to your left so you are perpendicular to me.  Then, pretend like you are bowing to a king standing in front of you.  That will be your starting position.  Now close your eyes and take some deep breaths."
 
   Thanos followed Nemeth's instructions and was now perpendicular to him and bowing to nobody with his eyes closed.  Nemeth jumped forward and stretched his left leg so high it was almost completely vertical.  Nemeth drove his left leg hard over the back of Thanos' neck like an ax chopping into wood.  Thanos fell down face first into the grass and looked like he was unable to move or get up.  Nemeth bent down next to Thanos and lifted his face off the ground to examine it.
 
   "I don't think you're ready to dance at my level," said Nemeth.  "After all, you weren't even able to learn my special dance move.  Also, unless I'm mistaken when I first saw you, your nose wasn't broken and shifted to the right side of your face.  You might want to clean that blood dripping out of there too.  Now stop following me."
 
   Nemeth darted off towards the lake.  Upon reaching there, he started to walk around it in a counterclockwise direction.  He peered across the lake hoping to see his friends.  His inability to find his friends fueled his frustration.  All he needed was one more intoxicated nutcase to bother him and he was going back to his dorm.
 
   "ARIA!!!" shouted Nemeth.  "WHERE ARE YOU???"
 
   "BASTILONE!!!" shouted Nemeth.  "ARE EITHER OF YOU EVEN HERE???"
 
   "Oh, what's the use?" mumbled Nemeth.  "I'm never going to find either of them tonight.  I'm so stressed out.  I'll just sit here and stare at the lake for a little while and then I'm going back to my dorm room.  If they had only agreed to leave with me when I spoke to them earlier, I could have avoided this mess."
 
   Nemeth grabbed several rocks off the ground and then sat down with his legs folded.  He placed the rocks in his lap and one by one began to toss them into Serend Lake with his left arm.  He looked at the ripples in the water as each rock sank to the bottom of the lake.  A rush of unusually hot air came blowing in.  He noticed a large Black Orb materialize in the middle of Serend Lake.  The orb would occasionally emit a bright flash of light about every minute or so.  This caused Nemeth to be uncomfortable so he unfolded his legs and stood up.
 
   "Could any of these kids be sober enough to conjure up that Black Orb?" asked Nemeth quietly.
 
   Nemeth began to walk clockwise around the lake and started to head back towards where he first encountered Ferrin.  The sounds of laughter and conversation continued to fill the air.  Nemeth tried to do his best to stealthily maneuver past anyone in the area.  Nemeth began to hear a few screams coming from the direction of the lake.
 
   "I'm sure that's nothing to be worried about," said Nemeth quietly.  "Those screams are probably just caused by bad experiences with Ambrule."
 
   More and more screams could be heard coming from the direction of the lake.  The screams became louder and louder.  Nemeth was almost ready to cover his ears to block out the noise.  He looked around and began to see strange things happening around Serend Lake.  Plants were growing at a rapid pace from the ground and wrapping themselves around the arms and legs of students making them nearly immobile.  Branches were extending themselves from nearby trees and locking students in what closely resembled wooden cages.  The ground around the area became enveloped in shadows and the grass started to wilt.
 
   Blades of grass and clumps of dirt shot up from the ground into Nemeth's face causing him to cough heavily and be unable see.  He sat down on the ground and started rubbing the dirt and grass out of his face with his hands.  He spit a huge chunk of dirt out of his mouth.  When he was finally able to open his eyes and see clearly again, there was an absolutely frightening sight.  A giant wolf, about 20 feet tall was only a short distance away from Nemeth.  A sinister looking troll was riding the wolf on a saddle and was holding reigns that wrapped around the giant wolf's neck.  The troll appeared tiny compared to the wolf so it was unclear as to how tall he was.  One thing that was clear though was that the troll was in command of the wolf.
 
   Suddenly, Nemeth's body began to glow just like it had done when Darunda cast her spell on him at the graduation ceremony.  A yellow ball of energy emerged from Nemeth's body.
 
   "MASTER NEMETH!" yelled the ball of energy.  "YOU MUST GET UP THIS INSTANT!"
 
   Nemeth rolled a couple of times to his left and did a kick-up off the ground onto his feet.  Nemeth looked at the ball of energy.  Within the ball of energy was a mysterious image of a young woman's face.  Nemeth had suspected that this was his Guardian Spirit here to protect him.  In the distance, the troll was casting a spell on a nearby sugar maple tree.  One of its medium sized branches snapped off the tree and gravitated slowly towards the right hand of the troll.  The troll was now grasping the tree branch like a club.
 
   "RUN AWAY FROM SEREND LAKE TOWARD JUSTILE DORMITORY NOW!" yelled the ball of energy.  "RUN NOW NEMETH BEFORE IT'S TOO LATE!"
 
   Nemeth began running toward Justile Dormitory.  The wolf-riding troll began to chase Nemeth.
 
   "It's alright kids!" shouted Ferrin.  "I have the situation under control!  I will kill this foul creature and then the festivities will continue!"
 
   Nemeth stopped to watch as Ferrin started running toward the wolf-riding troll with his spear positioned overhead.  Ferrin threw his spear at the troll.  The troll cast a spell on Ferrin's spear, causing the metal portion to snap off and fall to the ground.  The wooden shaft of the spear was sent spiraling back towards Ferrin.  The wooden shaft of the spear hit Ferrin in his shins causing him to flip over.  Large black roses with many thorns began to entangle Ferrin's body.  Nemeth's heart began to beat rapidly.
 
   "MASTER YOU HAVE TO RUN NOW!" yelled the ball of energy.
 
   "I don't even know what you are," replied Nemeth.  "All I know is that it's my turn to put up a fight against this thing.  I sure as hell know I can do a better job than Ferrin did."
 
   Nemeth instinctually reached for his sword but soon realized he didn't have it with him.  He would have to battle this creature unarmed.  Nemeth dashed towards the tree branch that the troll was carrying and leapt onto it.  Nemeth succeeded in balancing himself on the branch and began to maneuver his way towards the troll.  The troll started shaking the branch up and down.  Nemeth stumbled off of the branch but managed to remain hanging on the branch with both hands.  The troll then swung the branch back and forth.  Nemeth showed great persistence by continuing to hold on to the branch for a few minutes.  He tried to pull himself back on top of the branch but to no avail.  Finally, the troll swung the branch so hard that Nemeth released his grip and went soaring backwards through the air about 25 feet.  Nemeth managed to land on his feet safely.
 
   "Alright, now it's time to get the hell out of here," said Nemeth.  "No time to look back!"
 
   Nemeth began to run as fast as possible toward Justile Dormitory in a zigzag pattern.  He was quite a far distance from his dormitory.  Suddenly a bright flash of light illuminated the area as if the sun rose for a moment and then instantly set again.  Seconds later, the ball of energy was floating next to Nemeth.
 
   "What in the hell is going on back there?" asked Nemeth.  "And who or what are you exactly?"
 
   "Save your breath for now and continue running toward Justile Dormitory," replied the ball of energy.  "All will be explained once we reach our destination."
 
   Nemeth listened to the ball of energy and continued to run towards his dorm.  He noticed in the distance the main gates to Lord Dragomir's Academy had been destroyed.  It appeared that the trunks of several red maple trees had been stacked together and were used as a battering ram to smash the main gates and gain entrance to the academy.  Nemeth continued to run towards Justile Dormitory.  He noticed from afar that the building was enveloped with a turquoise glow.  The Spiro Crystal that was mounted on top of the building must have detected danger in the area.  Nemeth looked behind him, but did not see the wolf-riding troll following them.  All around, the grass was wilted just like back at Serend Lake.  Eventually Nemeth had reached Justile Dormitory again.  A smaller but still dangerous wolf called a Blood Wolf was running around outside.  Suddenly a beam of turquoise light shot down from the Spiro Crystal atop the dormitory and completely eviscerated the nearby Blood Wolf.  Nemeth was now huffing and puffing from the long run from Serend Lake.
 
   "Alright we're here now," said Nemeth.  "Now will you fill me in on just exactly who or what you are and what the hell is going on here?"
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   "My deepest apologies master Nemeth," replied the ball of energy.  "Allow me to introduce myself.  I am Jaida, your Guardian Spirit assigned to you by Darunda.  I will explain more, but let's go inside the dormitory so we are fully safe and secure."
 
   "I notice that you keep calling me master," said Nemeth.  "I like the sound of that!  Anyway, I think that if we try to get through this turquoise barrier, we'll be destroyed just like that Blood Wolf was."
 
   "The barrier will do no harm to either of us," replied Jaida.  "If the Spiro Crystal had thought we were a threat to the building, it would have attacked us just like it did to that Blood Wolf."
 
   "Alright, that makes sense," said Nemeth.  "Let's make our way inside the dormitory now."
 
   Nemeth ran through the turquoise barrier and opened the main gate into the dormitory.  There was no sign of Crimlore or anybody for that matter on the first floor but Nemeth figured it would be best to check.
 
   "IS ANYBODY IN HERE?" shouted Nemeth.
 
   "There is a strong possibility that this building is empty," replied Jaida.  "However, the Spiro Crystal will make us be perfectly safe from Terazhul, Vulpes and any other harm while we're in here."
 
   "Terazhul?" questioned Nemeth with great curiosity.  "Vulpes?  Are we speaking the same language here?"
 
   "Master Nemeth, allow me to explain," replied Jaida.  "Terazhul is the name of the devious troll that was causing all of the chaos back at Serend Lake.  Vulpes is the name of the giant wolf that Terazhul rides on.  Now where exactly is your room?  We need to head there at once."
 
   "I'm on the second floor in room 201," said Nemeth.  "The staircase leading upwards is just right over there in the corner."
 
   "Well then let's head upstairs so I can answer some more of your questions," replied Jaida.  "Let's get you prepared for what's to come."
 
   Nemeth and Jaida made their way upstairs to the second floor.  Nemeth opened the door to his dorm room and walked in.  He removed his diploma from his pocket and placed it into one of the drawers in his desk.  He then flopped onto his bed.
 
   "What exactly do you think you are doing Nemeth?" asked Jaida.
 
   "Listen…" sighed Nemeth.  "I've had a long day today and I just want to go to sleep to escape this nightmare.  Is that too much to ask?  You said we're safe inside here anyhow!"
 
   "Master, I am shocked at your selfishness!" bellowed Jaida.
 
   "Who the hell do you think you are calling me selfish like that?" asked Nemeth angrily.  "That's no way to speak to someone who you were just calling MASTER a few minutes ago."
 
   "You must listen to me!" cried Jaida.
 
   "No, you don't tell me what to do!" yelled Nemeth.  "You have no idea what I've been through in my life.  I've wanted to escape from this academy for quite some time now.  All I've been thinking about all day is figuring out whether or not I should try and escape today or wait a little bit longer.  I'm not going to work as a slave protecting some wealthy prince.  I'm not going to be a slave to this academy either.  You're not even human so I wouldn't expect you to understand how I feel.  Maybe Terazhul coming here and causing all of this trouble is actually a blessing.  I can finally get out of here and search for my real family."
 
   "Do you mean to tell me that you are not concerned for your fellow classmates?" asked Jaida.  "Do you not realize that Terazhul's Forestial Corruption spell is spreading all across the academy and soon will stretch outward into other lands?  You cannot sleep this problem away and you certainly cannot depend on others to handle Terazhul."
 
   "Actually that's where you're wrong," said Nemeth.  "The rest of the students and professors will be returning from their vacations in a day or two.  Most of them have way more experience and power than anyone who is here now.  They'll figure out a way to get the academy back up and running.  Meanwhile, I'll be on a quest to find my real family."
 
   "You still do not understand the severity of the situation master," replied Jaida.  "You won't have to worry about the academy because it will be destroyed.  You'll be free of any forced commitments to any prince of any kingdom because their kingdoms will all have fallen.  Your quest for your family will be cut short because they will be affected by Terazhul's actions as well.  Unless you have the ability to live without any food or clean water, you'll be dead too."
 
   Nemeth began to cry loudly.  He took his pillow and placed his over his head and started to tremble.
 
   "You don't know the horrible way most of the people at this academy treat me!" cried Nemeth.  "If there is one thing I've realized, it's that you cannot fight the whole world by yourself.  I don't want these responsibilities.  I only care about a few of the people that were at the lake anyhow and Terazhul has likely killed them by now."
 
   "So there are still people out there that you care about!" exclaimed Jaida.  "From the information I've retrieved about Terazhul, it would appear that killing them is not his first priority.  He desires to use his magic of the forest to ensnare any life that is in the area and transfer the majority of it to himself slowly over time, making him more powerful.  If Terazhul were to kill anyone at this academy, it would mean that his power would be weakened.  However, you must know that there will be a point when all of the life force from a person will be drained and they will die."
 
   Nemeth removed his head from under his pillow and looked over to Jaida.
 
   "So you're telling me that my friends Bastilone and Aria might still be able to be saved?" asked Nemeth.
 
   "Yes!" said Jaida with confidence.  "As we speak, they are most likely entangled in plants and Terazhul is slowly draining their life force.  However, our window of time is very short.  I estimate that within one full day, those that are already getting their life drained from them will die."
 
   "So they can be saved!" exclaimed Nemeth.  "I can save them and we can all go on a quest to search for our families."
 
   "Absolutely master," replied Jaida.  "For someone who says they don't want responsibility, I don't believe it.  I sense a burning desire inside of you to help your friends and find everyone's families."
 
   "I forgot to mention something Jaida," said Nemeth.  "I don't know if anyone in my family is even alive.  No student at this academy knows if their family members are alive.  We were all told different stories.  Most of us were told that our families were killed and that's why we were brought into the academy.  I was told that my parents are dead but I no longer believe that to be the truth.  I know Guardian Spirits are supposed to be very wise and possess many unique abilities.  Are you able to tell if someone at all is alive in my family Jaida?"
 
   "No, I do not possess the power to do that," replied Jaida.  "Well, at least not now.  As you grow stronger, I grow stronger as well and gain new abilities.  I will always be by your side when you go searching for your family.  But please believe me when I tell you that quest is for another time.  The Forestial Corruption spell's power is contained within the Black Orb that was created by Terazhul.  For now the quest at hand is for you to defeat Terazhul and Vulpes and to destroy the Black Orb at Serend Lake."
 
   "Alright then," said Nemeth.  "Terazhul and Vulpes are standing between me and what I want the most.  I'm going to do whatever it takes to defeat them.  When I'm done killing them, it's going to look like a war zone!"
 
   "We must get ready and go soon," replied Jaida.  "Master, do you have any further questions for me?"
 
   "Yes, there's been something on my mind that I'm puzzled about," answered Nemeth.  "If Terazhul is so incredibly powerful, then how did we manage to escape from Serend Lake?"
 
   Nemeth wiped the tears from his face and listened closely to Jaida.
 
   "Allow me to explain master," replied Jaida.  "Do you remember the bright flash of light back at the lake?"
 
   "How could anyone forget that?" asked Nemeth.  "I've never seen something like that before.  It was like a bad night turned into a beautiful day for just a moment."
 
   "Get used to seeing that bright flash of light," replied Jaida.  "The bright flash of light is a result of when I cast one of my magical spells called the Sunburst Lullaby.  For most creatures, once they are hit by the spell, they are unable to move for about 15 seconds.  They also become invulnerable to any damage when they are feeling the effects of the spell.  That gave us just enough time to run out of the Serend Lake area away from the Black Orb and Terazhul.  Terazhul is the Keeper of the Forest and thus his magic thrives on anything related to the forest.  There were far too many trees in that area, so I wanted us to head out into an open field.  Out in the open field, Terazhul's powers are much more limited.  We're lucky that we weren't followed because I'm sure that Vulpes would have been able to outrun us.  Also, it didn't look like you were carrying any weapons.  You didn't stand a chance against Terazhul.  I just got assigned to you as your Guardian Spirit.  I refuse to have you die on my watch."
 
   "This is starting to make more sense now," replied Nemeth.  "Terazhul is the troll who must be decimated.  Check!  Vulpes is the giant wolf who must be slaughtered.  Check!  The Black Orb is the source of the corruption and needs to be crushed into oblivion.  Check!  But why did you want to bring me all the way back here to my dorm?  We were so close to the main gate which was smashed in already.  We could have escaped through there.  Oh hey wait, couldn't we just go to the Black Orb now and destroy it?"
 
   "Allow me to explain master," said Jaida.  "I wish it were that easy to destroy the Black Orb.  Even if you managed to get back to Serend Lake without being entangled by some sort of plant life like the others, you would still have to swim across the lake.  Serend Lake is probably filled with monsters now.  Now, even if you managed to reach the Black Orb, you still wouldn't be able to destroy it.  You must first destroy Terazhul since he created the Black Orb with his magic.  Finally, the Black Orb can only be destroyed by a weapon that is forged from Estrellium, a rare and precious metal that came to this planet from the stars above.  You were ranked number one so I figured the academy provided you with the finest weapons that we'll be able to use to defeat Terazhul and destroy the Black Orb.  I'm sure you have them stored here in your room.  Please show me your weapons master."
 
   Nemeth gave out a big sigh and then pointed to the wooden sword on his wall.  He then pointed to a small wooden shield that was peeking out from under his bed.  Jaida floated over to the sword on the wall to examine it.
 
   "This is not what I expected," said Jaida with a disappointed tone.  "I was expecting you to already have a weapon forged out of Estrellium.  It will be difficult to kill any of the monsters that we are going to encounter with a wooden sword.  As Keeper of the Forest, Terazhul can also easily control or destroy existing objects made out of wood, so we will need to find a metallic weapon that you can use to defeat him.  Bring both the wooden sword and wooden shield with you for now.  It's better for you to have these with you than nothing at all."
 
   "There are several shops located around the academy," replied Nemeth.  "I'm sure they are abandoned now and we can just take whatever we need.  Hopefully we will find a weapon made out of Estrellium."
 
   "Master, remember that the Forestial Corruption spell continues to spread in all directions," replied Jaida.  "It would not be wise to head back toward Serend Lake.  I believe the only safe places in the academy are the areas protected by the Spiro Crystals such as the dormitories.  I also sense that Terazhul has begun retreating back to his home at the Great Temple of the Forest."
 
   "We should just smash open every door in this dormitory!" said Nemeth excitedly.  "We can search every kid's room!  We're bound to find enough weapons that are powerful enough to take on Terazhul!  Someone must have a weapon made of Estrellium!  But how can we tell if the weapon is made from Estrellium though?"
 
   "Master, we do not have the time necessary to do such things," replied Jaida.  "Also, you would get in much trouble taking such a drastic approach.  Estrellium isn't needed to kill Terazhul, only to destroy the Black Orb.  After Terazhul is defeated, the Forestial Corruption spell's effects will quickly start to fade.  The Black Orb must be destroyed in order to make sure the Forestial Corruption spell does not get reactivated again.  I can detect whether or not something is made from Estrellium.  It is rumored that there is at least one weapon made of Estrellium in the Great Temple of the Forest." 
 
   "You just ruined my fun little plan," said Nemeth with disappointment.  "We need to get out of the academy and visit some of the shops outside.  If they aren't abandoned though, we're going to need money.  We don't get to keep much money here at the academy.  You would think that I would have some silver but I don't have any.  The same thing goes for gold.  Oh, and you can forget about me having any diamonds!  I have no money whatsoever!"
 
   "Master, there is a lot of money to be found outside of the academy," replied Jaida.  "I will help you get the money you need.  That should be the least of our problems.  Other than the main gate that was destroyed by Terazhul, do you know of any other way to get out of the academy?"
 
   "As a matter of fact yes I do!" said Nemeth excitedly.  "If we leave this dorm and head to the northeast corner of the academy, we'll come to a secret tunnel that leads outside of the gates.  It was something that many students created years ago in order to come in and out of the academy.  We called it the Freedom Tunnel.  Unfortunately, the professors found out about it and it is now sealed by a large rock.  The professors thought it would be funny to call it Freedom Rock.  Archers were posted up around the area too to make sure that nobody could move Freedom Rock and get into the Freedom Tunnel ever again.  But if you say it's not safe to head out at the main gate, then that's going to be our best option of escaping.  I just hope I'm powerful enough to move Freedom Rock out of the way.  Oh and let's just say if there are any remaining archers, they better be cooperative."
 
   "Please gather your things master," replied Jaida.  "Lead the way to Freedom Rock so we can get out of the academy and go after Terazhul."
 
   Nemeth get out of bed and looked around the room.  He grabbed his wooden sword off of the wall.  He then proceeded to grab a sheath for his sword from his closet.  He fit the sheath over his uniform nicely and placed the sword inside it using his left hand.  He opened a drawer in his desk and retrieved a small flask of water and placed it in his pocket.  He then fetched his small wooden shield from under his bed and flung its straps over his right shoulder onto his back.  He took one last look around the room.  There were so many things left behind but he knew he could not carry them all with him.
 
   "I've hated this place for such a long time," said Nemeth.  "I thought I would feel rage inside and want to burn this dormitory to the ground.  But I don't feel that at all.  For some reason I feel sad now that I'm leaving.  I think maybe it's because whenever I was feeling miserable or hopeless, I knew I could retreat back into this room and find peace.  This will probably be the last time I set foot in this room.  Goodbye."
 
   "There is no need to say goodbye," replied Jaida.  "You will be back here soon enough.  Once you defeat Terazhul, you must come back and destroy the Black Orb.  There will be plenty of people that need healing afterwards.  You will have to make a second escape attempt with your friends once they are rescued and healed."
 
   "You're so certain that I'm going to come out of this victorious aren't you?" asked Nemeth.  "I know the room doesn't have ears, but I just had to say goodbye though.  I think it was necessary.  You're a Guardian Spirit and while I'm sure you have even more amazing abilities other than the Sunburst Lullaby, you're not a fortune teller.  You cannot foresee the future Jaida."
 
   Jaida remained silent.  Nemeth opened the door to his dorm room and then slammed it shut.  He headed downstairs to the first floor.  He proceeded to the center of the main hallway and took a small lantern from the wall.
 
   "Outside its pitch black, so I have a feeling that we're going to need this," said Nemeth.  "It looks like it was recently filled with lantern oil so it should work for quite some time."
 
   "Master, that is a great item to have in your possession," replied Jaida.  "Not only will it help us outside in the dark, but it will help us inside the Great Temple of the Forest."
 
   "I've never heard of any Keeper of the Forest nor anything about a Great Temple of The Forest before," said Nemeth.  "I'm ready to hear more information whenever you get the chance.  Let's get going!"
 
   Nemeth dashed out the main gate of Justile Dormitory and through the turquoise light with Jaida following him closely.  Nemeth stopped and took a look around.  He raised the lantern in front of him and began to scan left to right.  It appeared that there were dozens of dead creatures scattered about.  Most of what he saw seemed to resemble the bloodied remains of Blood Wolves and Amber Bats shot down by the Spiro Crystal.
 
   "Look at the damage that was done!" exclaimed Nemeth.  "I've never seen Blood Wolves or Amber Bats inside of the academy's gates before.  Hey, I just thought of something Jaida.  Why couldn't we just have lured Terazhul to one of the dormitories that was closer to Serend Lake?  I could just see it now.  The Spiro Crystal would have killed Vulpes first.  Terazhul would have been devastated that he lost his pet.  I would have felt such joy to see him in pain.  Then seconds later, the Spiro Crystal would have obliterated Terazhul.  Then I would have been completed elated.  The spell would have reversed itself like you said it does and then all we would have had to do was find a weapon made of Estrellium to destroy the Black Orb."
 
   "Master, I wish it were that easy," replied Jaida.  "Terazhul is an intelligent creature, not like these Blood Wolves and Amber Bats.  He knows not to come within the range of the Spiro Crystals.  He saw that you weren't afraid to face him even without a weapon.  He felt the effects of my Sunburst Lullaby spell.  He knows that as long as we work together we pose a threat to him, so that is why I believe he retreated back to his temple so quickly."
 
   "I wanted to knock him off the back of Vulpes," said Nemeth.  "I came so close too.  If only I didn't lose my balance on that tree branch…"
 
   "We can't change the past," replied Jaida.  "Promise me you won't beat yourself up over what happened.  It wasn't your fault."
 
   Nemeth nodded his head in agreement.  He then proceeded to run northeast through the darkness in search of Freedom Rock.  The lantern barely provided any light.  Eventually he ran face first into part of the outer wall that surrounded Lord Dragomir's Academy and crashed to the ground with a loud thud.
 
   "Ok, well at least I've found the wall," said Nemeth.  "I don't think I've broken any bones.  No need to worry about me."
 
   "How can the fate of this land be put into the hands of such a clumsy little boy?" asked Jaida.
 
   Nemeth got back up to his feet and looked at Jaida.
 
   "Listen up you!" exclaimed Nemeth.  "Sure, I'll admit that I'm a bit clumsy at times.  But I'm still your only option at this point!  Now can you make yourself useful and do two things for me?  First, I need you to fly up ahead and see how many paces Freedom Rock is from where I'm standing.  Second, while you're flying around up there, I need you to see if there are still archers posted there."
 
   "Yes master," replied Jaida.  "I'll fly up there and see what I can find and then report my findings to you."
 
   Jaida floated to the top of the academy's outer wall and began to head east.  Nemeth waited patiently while Jaida scouted.  Jaida returned a few minutes later.
 
   "I have some good news to report," said Jaida.  "I did not see any archers or monsters or anything that would harm us.  I did see a large rock which I presume to be Freedom Rock.  It is about 60 paces east of here."
 
   "Thanks Jaida," replied Nemeth.
 
   Nemeth sidled up against the wall at a moderate pace with his left arm reaching outward hoping he would be able to feel Freedom Rock.  After a few minutes, he finally bumped into something.  He shined his lantern on the object he bumped into and indeed it was Freedom Rock.
 
   "Ok, this is it!" said Nemeth excitedly.  "Hopefully I'll be able to move Freedom Rock.  I'll start out by pushing it and see where that takes us."
 
   Nemeth began to push as hard as he could on Freedom Rock, but it was barely budging.
 
   "Well that was embarrassing," said Nemeth.  "It's not budging at all.  Apparently Freedom Rock needs some freeing of its own."
 
   "Your lack of confidence is what is causing you to be unable to move the rock," replied Jaida.  "Find your inner strength."
 
   "Alright, time to unleash my inner strength…" said Nemeth.
 
   Nemeth started to run backwards about 15 paces.  He then began to charge at the rock at full speed and delivered a dropkick to the rock.  Once again, the rock didn't budge at all.
 
   "So yeah, that was even more embarrassing…" said Nemeth.
 
   "Master, are you still going to be able to walk after that?" asked Jaida with great concern.  "That looked like it was more painful than embarrassing…"
 
   "I'm used to kicking people all the time when I fight," replied Nemeth.  "I didn't break my feet or my legs or anything luckily."
 
   "Well that's good to hear," said Jaida.  "Now what do you have planned?"
 
   "The plan is to use a little bit of magic.  One Knockback spell coming right up!  Ademan Movimiento!"
 
   Nemeth's hands began to glow bright blue.  He moved a few feet away from Freedom Rock.  He placed his hands together into a V shape and thrust them outward.  A small bright blue orb fired from his hands and collided with Freedom Rock.  Freedom Rock rolled out of the way revealing the Freedom Tunnel.  Nemeth's hands returned back to their original color.
 
   "I did it!" exclaimed Nemeth.  "I have given freedom back to Freedom Rock! Alright, here's the entrance to the tunnel.  It'll only take us a couple of minutes to crawl in there and out to the other side."
 
   "Well now that you mention that..." replied Jaida.  "Now is a good time to tell you more about my abilities.  Guardian Spirits can pass through most solid objects, so I'll just pass through this wall and wait for you on the other side.  Oh and master, I'm bound to you within a 100 foot radius.  If you need my help, just call for me and I'll enter the tunnel.  Any questions before you head in the tunnel?"
 
   "I wish I could pass through solid objects…" said Nemeth.  "Hey what's this about being bound to me within a 100 foot radius?  Does that mean no matter how much we annoy each other we can't escape one another?"
 
   "That's right," replied Jaida.  "The furthest I can move away from you is only 100 feet.  I'm sure we'll get along just fine though.  If not, you can always request a new Guardian Spirit from Darunda."
 
   "So I can trade you in for a new Guardian Spirit?" asked Nemeth.  "I didn't think that was an option."
 
   "It's not," replied Jaida.  "I was just joking around…"
 
   "Oh come on!" exclaimed Nemeth.  "Alright, no more questions for now.  It's time for me to crawl into the tunnel."
 
   Nemeth began to crawl through Freedom Tunnel with his lantern in front of him.  There were quite a lot of dead insects in the tunnel which made Nemeth a bit squeamish, but no real danger.  After a few minutes, he reached the end of the passage.  He expected to push up a carpet that they used to cover the hole last time.  However, he was surprised to find that there was a second rock blocking his way out of the tunnel.
 
   "Oh come on!" yelled Nemeth.  "This isn't a carpet!  What the hell is this anyhow…Freedom Rock number two!!!???"
 
   Nemeth tried to lift the second rock by using his strength alone.  As was the case with the first rock, he was unable to move it even one inch.
 
   "I have no choice other than to queue up another Knockback spell!" exclaimed Nemeth.  "Ademan Movimiento!"
 
   Nemeth's hands once again began to glow bright blue.  He positioned himself under the center of the rock with his arms at a 45 degree angle.  He placed his hands together into a V shape and thrust them outward.  A small bright blue orb was unleashed from his hands and smashed into the rock above.  The second rock rolled out of the way revealing the exit to the tunnel.  Nemeth's hands returned back to their original color.  The spell had successfully worked again.
 
   Nemeth climbed his way out of the tunnel exit and made his way out of Lord Dragomir's Academy.  Jaida quickly floated her way over to Nemeth.
 
   "FREEDOM!" yelled Nemeth.  "It seems like an eternity since I've been outside the walls of this corrupt academy.  Oh this feels great to be on the other side of the academy walls!"
 
   "What you did to move those rocks was quite impressive master!" exclaimed Jaida.  "You didn't even need me to intervene.  Was there any trouble at all?"
 
   "Well there are a lot of things you have to learn about me," replied Nemeth with a cocky tone.  "First, I totally HATE insects and there were a ton of dead ones in the tunnel.  But other than the fact that I wanted to vomit at the sight of the dead insects, there were no problems in the tunnel.  But hey, you need to know something about my past.  When I first arrived at Lord Dragomir's Academy, I was chosen by the professors to train more in the ways of the warrior instead of the ways of magic.  You'll see that I'm very well-rounded though.  I still have magical spells available for me to use.  It's just a personal preference that I use my speed, agility and intelligence when fighting.  The Knockback spell wasn't something I wanted to use on either of the rocks, mainly because I do not have a lot of mana.  Also, my mana recovery is still very slow compared to most practitioners of magic.  Hopefully the shops will have Mana Potions available."
 
   "I have no doubt that we'll find Mana Potions," replied Jaida.  "I am sure we will find many other items that will be of use to you as well."
 
   "So where exactly should we head off to now?" questioned Nemeth.
 
   "I believe that the best course of action would be for us to head east towards the town of Norfall," replied Jaida. "That is the closest town where we can get supplies."
 
   "Are you forgetting my money problems?" questioned Nemeth.
 
   "Usually when you defeat monsters, they will drop some form of treasure," said Jaida.  "I can also sense when there is any treasure that is nearby.  This includes treasure that is buried beneath the ground.  So again, there is no need to worry about money.  Please take your sword out and get ready to head for Norfall."
 
   Nemeth quickly reached for his sword and pulled it from its sheath.  Tears began to fall from Nemeth's eyes.
 
   "What's wrong master?" questioned Jaida.
 
   "The first thing I yelled when I came to the surface from the underground tunnel was the word freedom!" cried Nemeth.  "For a moment I felt like I was no longer a slave.  I felt like I was just a normal boy.  But those feelings no longer exist inside of me.  In the very short time I've known you Jaida; you've been calling me master.  But the reality is that you're the master and I'm your slave."
 
   "I am sorry that you feel that way," replied Jaida.  "I was human once a very long time ago.  But my own story is quite long, so I shall wait for another time to tell it to you.  Please know that I can no longer feel the full range of emotions that humans can in my current form.  Just know that what you are feeling now is something you can overcome.  Once you have defeated Terazhul and saved your friends…"
 
   "I'll be right back where I started," interrupted Nemeth.  "If the spell reverses itself as quickly as you say it does, then the academy will resume operations very quickly.  I am sure that security will be heightened as well.  I can envision it now.  I'll be forced to continue as a fourth year student and be expected to work myself to the breaking point to become ranked number one again.  Or maybe I won't even get the chance to become a fourth year student and I'll be forced to become Prince Bogdan's bodyguard."
 
   "No, not at all," replied Jaida.  "You'll be known as a hero for what you've done…at least at Lord Dragomir's Academy.  But I'm sure the story will spread throughout the surrounding lands…maybe even throughout all of Tyraneus.  But we will never know the outcome unless we hurry up and head towards Norfall now.  We'll have to travel through the Marika Hills to get there.  You're in the real world now so be prepared for anything.  Now are you ready to pull yourself together and get going?"
 
   Nemeth wiped the tears from his eyes and nodded his head in agreement.  Nemeth and Jaida began their journey towards Norfall by heading east through the Marika Hills.
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   At the top of one of the hills, a lone Blood Wolf could be seen ripping into the flesh of a dead Annamite Deer.  The Blood Wolf was startled by the presence of Nemeth and focused his attention away from the deer onto him.
 
   "I can detect the threat scores and threat levels that different creatures possess," said Jaida.  "It's another power that Guardian Spirits possess.  I can gather more data about different creatures as you grow more experienced.  This Blood Wolf's overall threat score is only 550 out of a possible 1,000,000 points.  The overall threat level to you is extremely low.  Nonetheless, this is your chance to show that you have what it takes to survive in the real world.  Let's see what you can do against it."
 
   The Blood Wolf began to charge at Nemeth, dripping fresh deer blood from his mouth.  Nemeth braced himself and delivered a forward trust with his sword directly in between the eyes of the wolf.  The tip of Nemeth's wooden sword caused the wolf's skull to fracture from the blow.  The Blood Wolf toppled onto its side.  Nemeth kneeled down next to the wolf and gazed into its sorrowful eyes. The wolf let out a low growling noise to express its pain for a short time.
 
   "You stupid filthy animal!" yelled Nemeth.  "I would have left you alone to dine on your venison but you had to go and challenge me.  Now look at you, just lying there helpless.  One thrust of my sword and you've been taken out."
 
   The Blood Wolf died moments later.  The wolf's body emitted dark blue smoke into the air and then vanished.  There was no corpse remaining.  Appearing where the wolf's dead body previously was were 2 gold coins and 4 silver coins.  Nemeth promptly retrieved the coins and put them in his pocket.
 
   "Excellent job master!" exclaimed Jaida.
 
   "Did you expect anything less of me?" laughed Nemeth.  "I know someone out there is listening to me besides you Jaida, so I'm going to say this.  Whether it is men, monsters or the gods themselves, I will never be defeated!"
 
   Nemeth and Jaida continued their travels through the Marika Hills.  They came across what appeared to be a small brick house with smoke coming from the chimney.  A sign in front of the house read "Madame Magica's Potion Shop."  Nemeth tightened his grip on his sword.
 
   "I remember this place…" said Nemeth with hesitation in his voice.  "This is the very place that caused us to get in a lot of trouble and have the Freedom Tunnel blocked off by the professors.  Almost a year ago, a group of kids from Lord Dragomir's Academy decided to venture out on our own through the Freedom Tunnel.  We ran around the Marika Hills and we found this place.  We saw that it was a potion shop and we thought it might have some exciting new potions that we had never seen in class before.  We also figured that that the owner was lonely and would enjoy our company.  When we went inside, she asked us what we would like to buy.  We told her that we were just wandering students from Lord Dragomir's Academy and we didn't have any money.  We politely asked her if she could give us a demonstration of how some of her potions worked.  She seemed more than happy to do so.  After asking us to all to make our way fully inside, she shut the door and closed all the windows.  She said that it needed to be as dark as possible to show us the full effects of her potions."
 
   "What happened next?" asked Jaida.
 
   Nemeth's eyes widened and he took a couple of deep breaths.  Nemeth gripped his sword even tighter.
 
   "Well we expected some sort of magic show," continued Nemeth.  "She decided to just throw vials filled with Stone Curse Potion at us instead!  Maybe that was her sick idea of a magic show.  There were only five of us from the academy in the shop.  Aria, Bastilone and I were there along with a boy named Yusip and a girl named Trinifi.  We headed for the door but it was locked.  Bastilone used his strength to break the lock and managed to open the door.  Aria and I made it out safely with Bastilone.  We ran back to the academy before Madame Magica could turn us to stone.  Yusip and Trinifi weren't so lucky.  They were turned to stone.  Fortunately, the effects of the Stone Curse potion didn't last long.  Both Yusip and Trinifi returned back to the dorms a short time later.  They told us that Madame Magica let them go but warned them never to come back otherwise they would be killed."
 
   "Why would this Madame Magica do such a thing when you were being polite?" asked Jaida.
 
   Nemeth's face began to show more and more signs of anger and stress, as if telling the story to Jaida were making him relive the experience completely.
 
   "Well, I believe I know why she did that," answered Nemeth.  "There was a rumor going around school that years ago one of the female professors that taught how to create and use potions was fired by Professor Phantas for not living up to his high standards.  She was not given another position at the school and was forced to leave.  I don't know what her original name was but she supposedly changed her name to Madame Magica.  She supposedly then opened up this potion shop outside of the school in order to compete with the potion shops inside of the academy."
 
   "This Madame Magica sounds like she could be a big threat," replied Jaida.  "I will detect her threat levels if you want me to."
 
   "No, that won't be necessary," said Nemeth.  "Well, at least not at first.  Oh but before I go on a rampage…is there any way that you can hide Jaida?  I'd like to speak with her alone at first.  I think she will be suspicious if she sees a Guardian Spirit floating around."
 
   "Yes master," replied Jaida.  "Anytime you need me to hide, I can vanish inside your body.  You just have to tell me.  If you need to summon me, just call for me and I will reappear.  It's just that simple.  If I sense that you are in extreme danger, I will be forced to show myself to protect you from harm.  Like I told you before, I will not have you die on my watch.  Oh and if you think that if she sees me she'll freak out, what do you think she'll think of a boy carrying a sword with drops of wolf blood on it?  Please sheath it before it going inside!  With that said, I'm going to hide.  Good luck master."
 
   Jaida vanished inside of Nemeth's body through the insignia of The Great Phoenix D'hal Natar, causing him to glow for a few seconds.  Nemeth walked up to the potion shop and knocked on the door.  Nemeth cleared his throat and tried to deepen his voice.
 
   "Hey, I'm a customer looking for some potions," said Nemeth in a deep voice.  "I really hope that you are open today.  I heard you create some of the best potions in all of Tyraneus.  Plus, I've got plenty of money to spend!"
 
   "Why yes of course we are open!" replied a high pitched voice.  "Come in!  Come right in and make yourself at home!  There's no reason to be shy!"
 
   The door to the potion shop magically opened.  Nemeth proceeded to make his way inside.  A foul stench filled the air.  Nemeth looked around and saw an assortment of potions lined up on various tables.  Each potion had a small card in front of it indicating what type of potion it was, what it did and its price.  Nemeth made a quick mental note of as many potions as possible.  Madame Magica was standing in the back of the shop next to a large cauldron.  The cauldron appeared to be boiling some sort of liquid.  Madame Magica looked with great curiosity at Nemeth.
 
   "You look very familiar boy," said Madame Magica.  "Have you shopped here before?"
 
   Nemeth looked directly at her wrinkled face and tried not to laugh.
 
   "No, no, no, this is the first time I've ever been here before," replied Nemeth.  "I'm in need of potions that will help me defeat Terazhul.  He attacked the Serend Lake region inside of Lord Dragomir's Academy.  He cast some sort of Forestial Corruption spell and now it is spreading across the land causing mass chaos.  Nobody is safe from Terazhul's spell, not even you."
 
   "Lord Dragomir's Academy?" said Madame Magica with a surprised tone.  "And those clothes you are wearing…yes, yes, crimson and gold."
 
   "I've got gold and silver coins to pay for the potions!" begged Nemeth.  "You're an expert at creating potions.  Please tell me what potions would be good to stop Terazhul.  I don't have much time left to stop him."
 
   "GET OUT OF MY SHOP NOW BOY!" bellowed Madame Magica.  "I do not sell any of my potions to anyone associated with Lord Dragomir's Academy.  You knew that before coming in here.  Now you're trying to trick me into selling you potions by making up a story about you needing to stop some creature named Terazhul."
 
   "I'm not making up any stories," said Nemeth.  "What I told you is the truth."
 
   "I TOLD YOU TO LEAVE!" bellowed Madame Magica.  "GET OUT NOW BEFORE I HAVE TO HURT YOU!"
 
   "I don't understand why you want me to leave," said Nemeth in a sarcastic tone.  "My money is as good as anyone else's.  I'll leave but I'd like to make a few adjustments to your marketing plan.  First, I'd like to make some changes to your pricing."
 
   Nemeth became very enraged.  He quickly took out his sword and with all of his might swung it at one of the nearby legs of a table.  The table leg broke off causing several potions on the table to fall off and crash onto the ground.  The potions that still remained on the table were shaking from the force of the blow.
 
   "Whoops, did I break something?" questioned Nemeth in a sarcastic tone.  "Tell me, is that, is that, um, going to cost me more money now?"
 
   "WHAT ARE YOU DOING BOY!!!???" bellowed Madame Magica.
 
   Nemeth quickly grabbed a green colored potion from the table and threw it at Madame Magica, shattering it on her left leg.  She let out a loud scream and started holding her left leg.  He quickly grabbed yet another potion from the table.  This potion was blue in color.  He threw the potion at Madame Magica causing it to shatter on the same leg.  Nemeth pointed at another potion on the table.
 
   "Hey tell me what potion this is?" asked Nemeth.  "Nah, don't answer that.  Just shut the hell up!  I already know what this potion is called.  It's called MY POTION.  I hereby declare that all prices in here are slashed to zero!"
 
   Nemeth pointed at yet another potion on the table.
 
   "THIS ONE IS MINE TOO!" shouted Nemeth.  "ALL OF THESE POTIONS ARE NOW MINE!"
 
   Nemeth calmed down slightly and looked at the long, grotesque nose of Madame Magica.
 
   "This is what you get for turning two of my friends to stone," said Nemeth.  "This is what happens when you threaten to kill innocent children who wanted nothing more than to keep you company.  Now do you remember me you ugly witch?  You stupid ugly witch with a horrible fake name!  I mean come on seriously, do you think anyone really believes your name is Madame Magica!!!???"
 
   Madame Magica was sitting on the floor which was now covered with broken glass from the shattered potion containers.  She was still holding her left leg trying to ease the pain.  Nemeth walked over to Madame Magica and held his sword over her body ready to strike at any time.  He looked at Madame Magica's leg and determined that he must have hit her with an Acid Potion and a Frost Potion.  He noticed that there was a broom behind her.  He identified it to be the Escoba Retama X model, one of the best flying brooms ever created.
 
   "Don't even think about touching that broom!" commanded Nemeth.  "It will be the biggest mistake of your life if you do!"
 
   Madame Magica ignored Nemeth's command and hopped onto the Escoba Retama X and suddenly flew into the fireplace and shot upward through the chimney to the outside of the shop.  Nemeth swung his sword but he missed the witch by a longshot.
 
   "Hey Jaida, come on out!" shouted Nemeth.  "I got Madame Magica to leave the shop.  Hopefully she doesn't come back."
 
   Nemeth's body started to glow and Jaida reappeared.
 
   "I have a feeling she will be waiting outside for you and will be ready to attack," replied Jaida.  "Let's finish gathering what you need and get out of here."
 
   Nemeth began examining the other tables to see what would be worth taking on his journey.  Nemeth noticed that there an item for sale called The Infinite Backpack.  It was priced at 5,000 gold coins.  The card in front of the item described it as a magically infused backpack that allowed you to carry as many items as possible.  This is exactly what he needed to swipe all of the potions in the shop.
 
   "Jaida, come and take a look at this backpack," said Nemeth.  "It's called the Infinite Backpack.  It claims that it can carry as many items as possible.  It sounds like a hoax to me but I might as well give it a try.  Do you have any clue how this backpack works?"
 
   "Let's start by placing one of the potions inside and see what happens," answered Jaida.  "Make sure the potion's container is sealed at the top."
 
   Nemeth took a nearby Mana Potion and placed it inside the Infinite Backpack.  Nemeth peered inside the opening of the Infinite Backpack.  He saw a swirling vortex composed of a wide spectrum of different colors.  He could see the Mana Potion at a greatly reduced size rotating slowly in the vortex in a clockwise direction.
 
   "This backpack is worthless!" yelled Nemeth.  "It just shrunk the Mana Potion and put it in some sort of swirling vortex!  Even if I got it out of there, it's so small now that I'd be lucky to restore even a single mana point by drinking what's left!"
 
   "Reach into the vortex and carefully touch the Mana Potion," replied Jaida.  "It should return to its original size."
 
   Nemeth reached into the Infinite Backpack and exercised caution when he touched the miniaturized version of the Mana Potion.  The Mana Potion was released from the vortex.  It returned to its normal size and placed itself directly into Nemeth's hand.
 
   "I'm sorry," said Nemeth.  "I've changed my opinion about this backpack.  This might be one of the coolest things I've ever seen!  I can see why Madame Magica was charging 5,000 gold coins for it.  But my store-wide sale is still on.  Everything is free, so I'm going to take anything I want!"
 
   Nemeth walked around each table in the shop and one by one took each potion and carefully placed it into his new backpack.  Nemeth was now in possession of everything from Mana Potions to Stone Curse Potions.  Nemeth noticed a large treasure chest in the back left corner of the shop.  He opened the treasure chest and revealed a plethora of gold coins, silver coins and diamonds.  Nemeth placed the small fortune in his backpack with great excitement.  Nemeth peered inside the Infinite Backpack to see that each item he had placed inside was swirling around in the colorful vortex and was automatically sorted properly for easy access.
 
   "I think I've got everything I need from here," said Nemeth.  "Let's head outside and see if Madame Magica is still hanging around.  I think I might have scared her so much that she probably flew away though."
 
   Nemeth then proceeded to make his way outside the potion shop.  Nemeth looked into the sky.  He could see Madame Magica flying awkwardly in circles on her broom.  It appeared that her left leg was still covered in a thick layer of ice from the Frost Potion.  Under the layer of ice, the same leg was still suffering damage from the Acid Potion.
 
   "Hey Jaida," said Nemeth.  "I need you to give me Madame Magica's overall threat score and overall threat level."
 
   "Let me see master," replied Nemeth.  "It appears that Madame Magica's overall threat score is 7,250 out of a possible 1,000,000 points.  Her overall threat level to you is low."
 
   Madame Magica shrieked loudly and suddenly made a suicide dive out of the sky aimed at Nemeth.  Nemeth quickly removed a Stone Curse Potion from his backpack and threw it as hard as he possibly could at Madame Magica.  The vial smashed in her face and she crashed into the ground below jamming her broomstick deep into the soil.  Within seconds she turned completely into stone.  The broom remained unharmed and was not changed into stone.  Nemeth sheathed his sword and then removed the broom from the soil.
 
   "I sure hope that you can hear me even though you're encased in all of that stone," said Nemeth.  "I have a final marketing strategy for the potion shop that I think you'll love.  Now if you'll excuse me, I'll just go ahead and put it into effect right away."
 
   Nemeth ran back into the potion shop.  He walked over to the boiling cauldron.  He took his lantern out and poured a small amount of lantern oil on the floor.  He put his lantern away again.  While holding the broom horizontally he pushed hard on the top of the boiling cauldron.  The boiling cauldron tipped over pouring a mysterious foul smelling, multi-colored liquid all over the floor.  The mysterious boiling liquid from the cauldron combined with the lantern oil causing a fire to ignite.  Nemeth laughed maniacally and ran out of the shop.  He ran over to Madame Magica who was still turned to stone.  He looked at the potion shop which was quickly being consumed by flames.
 
   "Are you ready to continue ahead master?" asked Jaida.  "You've caused quite a lot of destruction here."
 
   "No, not yet," replied Nemeth.  "I'll let you know when I'm ready.  I'm just waiting until the Stone Curse Potion wears off on her."
 
   Nemeth twirled the Escoba Retama X broom all around him in a similar way he trained to learn to fight with a staff.  He continued to watch Madame Magica's Potion Shop burn.  In the corner of his eye, he noticed that the stone that was encasing Madame Magica was rapidly vanishing.  Moments later, Madame Magica was free once again.
 
   "WHAT HAVE YOU DONE TO MY POTION SHOP!!!???" screamed Madame Magica.
 
   Nemeth swept Madame Magica's legs out from under her with the Escoba Retama X broom knocking her onto the grass.  Madame Magica held the back of her neck with one hand and her left leg with the other.
 
   "STAY DOWN!" yelled Nemeth.  "I've finished my marketing plan changes for your potion shop.  I've decided that I didn't like the design of the shop so I figured it would be best if it just burned to the ground.  Also, brooms weren't meant to fly on.  They were meant to sweep things, like when I swept your legs out from under you.  Or if I decide to let you live, you could also use that broom to sweep up the rubble from your torched potion shop.  Just what the hell were you thinking earlier?  You started flying around and then you charged towards me.  You nearly crashed and killed yourself.  Even worse, you could have crashed into me and killed me."
 
   "What do you want from me?" asked Madame Magica in a depressed tone.  "You've already done enough damage."
 
   "I want you to stay down there and listen to me!" commanded Nemeth.  "It wasn't that long ago that a group of my friends and I came into your potion shop.  We just needed a break from the academy.  We were so nice to you but you didn't return the favor.  Since you managed to turn two of my friends into stone, we had to go and report to some of the professors that they were missing.  Our friends came back a short time later but we all got in trouble for leaving the academy.  Do you know what our punishment was?"
 
   "I don't know what your punishment was," answered Madame Magica.  "But I'm sure you're going to tell me."
 
   "Oh, how disappointing," said Nemeth.  "You never heard about our punishment.  You're right about one thing and that is the part about me telling you what the punishment is.  Oh, but I'm just a little boy though.  There's a little game that us kids like to play and it is called show and tell.  I think it will make you remember my story.  Tell me witch, are you ready to play show and tell?"
 
   "Yes," replied Madame Magica.  "I'm ready to play."
 
   "Excellent!" exclaimed Nemeth.  "Our punishment was that my friends and I were sent into the Detention Center at Lord Dragomir's Academy.  The Detention Center is pretty much a prison for students and it is where the worst punishments are carried out.  We were each assigned two large, muscular men wearing masks as our guards.  Each of us was tied to a large stone block chiseled into the shape of a heptagon.  We were each given the option of choosing either the number 1 or the number 2.  After we said the number we wanted, one of the guards would spin the stone heptagon until we were dizzy and disoriented.  Then the other guard took a large sledgehammer out.  If you chose the number 1, your right shin would be broken by the sledgehammer.  If you chose the number 2, your left shin would be broken by the sledgehammer.  I chose number 1.  My left shin was crushed so hard that I almost passed out from the pain.  In fact, I wish I had passed out from the pain.  I stayed awake crying until we were let out the next day.  We were given minimal healing.  None of us were able to walk normally for over a month.  We were told to never speak the truth about what happened in the Detention Center otherwise we'd receive further punishment.  Well, that concludes the telling part of the game.  Now it's time for some showing!"
 
   Nemeth began to attack Madame Magica's already injured left leg with the hard end of the broom.  Madame Magica began screaming again.
 
   "Oh, I'm terribly sorry," said Nemeth.  "I don't have a sledgehammer with me but I don't want to fail the showing part of this game.  You're just going to have to use your imagination.  Just pretend that this broom is a sledgehammer.  I can only hope hitting that wound on your leg caused by the Acid Potion with this broom gives you a similar experience to what I had to endure."
 
   Nemeth screamed and continued to bash the hard end of the broom into Madame Magica's left leg.  After striking her about 30 times with the broom, the broom broke in half.  Nemeth gathered up the broken pieces of the broom and threw them into the burning rubble of Madame Magica's Potion Shop.
 
   "And that's how us kiddies play show and tell," said Nemeth.  "I hope you've had fun playing.  You'll have some trouble walking.  You can't fly either.  Oh and if you were using that potion shop as your house as well, then I guess you're homeless now."
 
   "You've ruined me!" cried Madame Magica.
 
   "You did this to yourself," replied Nemeth.  "There are just two more things I need from you.  First, I need you to tell me the name you went by when you taught at Lord Dragomir's Academy.  Second, I need you to apologize for what you did to my friends and me."
 
   "Fine, you win!" cried Madame Magica.  "Many years ago I taught at Lord Dragomir's Academy under the name Professor Margaid.  I'm still bitter about being fired from there.  I'm sorry for what I did to you and your friends!"
 
   "I guess I really do win then," replied Nemeth.  "Have a lovely evening!"
 
   Nemeth felt a rush of adrenaline from his victory.  He started to walk away from Madame Magica.  He took out his flask and drank several sips of water from it.  A huge smile came across his face.
 
   "I finally got my revenge!" screamed Nemeth.  "I thought being free felt good but revenge feels so much sweeter.  I swear there is no greater feeling possible than getting revenge!"
 
   "Master, congratulations on your victory over Madame Magica," said Jaida.  "It is my belief that you have more than enough money and potions to help you up until your encounter with Terazhul.  I wish that you had not destroyed the Escoba Retama X.  You could have used it to fly."
 
   "Jaida, do you know how ridiculous that sounds?" asked Nemeth.  "Brooms are for witches only.  Just the mere thought of a story about a boy flying around on a broom trying to save the world makes me sick to my stomach.  What we're dealing with here is real life!  This isn't fiction!"
 
   "Alright then, are you ready to continue master?" asked Jaida.  "You must want to celebrate or rest but we must continue to proceed towards Norfall."
 
   Nemeth nodded in agreement.  They continued to travel up and down the Marika Hills towards Norfall.  Storm clouds began to form and a heavy rain began to pour down.  This made Nemeth want to run faster to reach the town.  Nemeth continued to traipse through the muddy hills.  Nemeth and Jaida learned much more about one another on their travels.  They continued to battle numerous Blood Wolves on the way.  After beating one of the Blood Wolves to near death, Nemeth came up with an idea.
 
   "Jaida, I have to ask you a question," said Nemeth.  "Is there any way that I can prevent a Blood Wolf from mostly vanishing after it dies?"
 
   "Yes, there is a way," replied Jaida.  "You need to quickly move the dead body out of the area where it died.  That way, it will behave like a regular corpse instead of vanishing."
 
   "That's great information to have," said Nemeth.  "Watch this!"
 
   Nemeth sliced the head off of the badly injured Blood Wolf with his sword.  The head rolled forward a few feet.  Nemeth kicked the severed head a few more feet forward.  Nemeth winced as he grabbed the severed head of the Blood Wolf by one of its ears and placed it into the Infinite Backpack.  The remaining parts of the Blood Wolf vanished as normal, leaving behind 8 silver coins.  Nemeth placed the silver coins in his backpack and turned to Jaida.
 
   "Once again Jaida, thanks for that info," said Nemeth.  "That severed Blood Wolf's head could be very useful."
 
   Nemeth and Jaida continued travelling through the Marika Hills in the heavy rain until they finally reached Norfall.  They were very fortunate that they did not encounter any more monsters on their way.  Norfall was unaffected by the Forestial Corruption spell, but it was only a short matter of time before they would be.  The rain began to pour down even harder as they reached Norfall.
 
   "Jaida, I need you to hide for a bit," said Nemeth.  "There are probably guards and I don't want them to be freaked out."
 
   "Ok, I will!" exclaimed Jaida.  "Aren't you forgetting something again?  Sheath your sword!  Any time someone sees you carrying a sword, you make yourself a target."
 
   "Oh, that's right," replied Nemeth.  "I was just having so much fun killing Blood Wolves on the way here…"
 
   Nemeth sheathed his sword.  Jaida circled around in the air and disappeared into Nemeth's body straight through the insignia of D'hal Natar on his uniform.  Nemeth's body glowed momentarily.  Nemeth walked right up to the main entrance of Norfall.  He noticed two guards wielding swords at the main entrance to Norfall.
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   "HALT!" shouted the guards simultaneously.  "What business do you have running around at night in the rain by yourself young boy?  Do you not know of the dangers outside?  You could easily be killed!"
 
   Nemeth put his head down and put on a fake sad face.  The drama was about to begin.
 
   "I managed to escape from Lord Dragomir's Academy," said Nemeth with a sad tone in his voice.  "The amount of abuse the students receive has risen to an all-time high.  I was supposed to be chained to a wall and beaten with a cane for not getting a perfect score on my History of Swords exam.  I just had to make my escape.  I heard that Norfall was the best place to go to so I came here as soon as I could.  Please tell me that you'll let me in your town so I can be safe."
 
   "This news outrages me greatly," said one of the guards.  "I had always heard that Lord Dragomir's Academy was supposed to be a place where orphans were taken in and cared for.  I heard they were trained to become great soldiers.  I never heard of any cases of abuse before."
 
   "Please, come into town and be safe," said the other guard.  It is getting very late and the rain seems to be getting worse.  You can stay at the Norfall Inn for the night.  Just explain your story to the innkeeper and tell them that Jebrow and Hedrick will cover your costs for the night.  You'll need a password to get a free stay at the inn.  The password is NOVABURST.  Just don't go telling everyone the password ok?  By the way, I'm Hedrick and this wonderful fellow over here is Jebrow."
 
   Nemeth raised his head up and feigned a grin.
 
   "Oh thank you guys very much!" exclaimed Nemeth.  "I'll make my way to the inn right away!  I promise I won't tell anyone the password and I won't cause any trouble!"
 
   Nemeth then proceeded to walk into town.  He made his way under the awning of the nearest building to shield himself from the rain.  Jaida reappeared once again.
 
   "Why didn't you just tell them the truth?" questioned Jaida.  "Those who tell lies at such a young age will grow to become corrupt later in life."
 
   "Oh please!" exclaimed Nemeth.  "Did you really expect the guards to let me into town at nighttime by telling stories about Terazhul?  So far the Forestial Corruption spell hasn't had any effect here.  If I told them that story, they wouldn't have let me in.  Actually, they probably have thrown me in the town jail.  I played with their emotions and now I've got a free room for the night.  Oh and hey, I don't remember saying for you to come out of hiding just yet!"
 
   "Master, you don't plan on going to sleep now do you?" interrupted Jaida.  "At the very least, we still need to get you a sword made out of metal.  A sword that is similar to the ones that the guards were carrying would work."
 
   "I'll be honest with you," said Nemeth.  "There's nothing I'd rather do more than go get the free room at the Norfall Inn and pass out into a nice deep sleep forgetting about all of this nonsense.  But I'm still pretty pumped full of adrenaline from what happened earlier with Madame Magica, so I think I can stay up for as long as I need to in order to complete this quest."
 
   "Excellent!" exclaimed Jaida.  "Keep thinking of your friends that are still in danger and you will remain focused on the task at hand."
 
   "I'm definitely hungry and thirsty though," said Nemeth.  "I don't suppose Guardian Spirits need to eat or drink do they?"
 
   "I do not require anything to eat or drink," replied Jaida.  "That is something only mortals require to survive."
 
   Nemeth took out his flask of water and took another drink.  His stomach growled even louder than before.
 
   "I really wish I had more eaten at The Great Hall of Athos when I had a chance," said Nemeth.  "Perhaps it is best if we head to the inn now.  I'm sure they will have food and drink for sale.  After that, we've got to find some shops that sell weapons and armor.  The problem is that it's still nighttime and those shops are probably closed for the evening.  I'm going to have to break into the shops and take what I need."
 
   "You've already stolen from Madame Magica," replied Jaida in a serious tone.  "That was somewhat justified because of what she did to you and your friends.  But the shopkeepers at Norfall haven't done anything cruel to you.  If you continue stealing from others, you might find yourself following the path of the thief instead of the path of the hero."
 
   "There's really no other option but to take what I want," said Nemeth.  "We didn't exactly get much money from the Blood Wolves that were killed.  But the good news is that I got a ton of gold, silver and diamonds from Madame Magica's Potion Shop.  I'll just leave some money behind without the shopkeeper being there.  I'm going to need you to vanish again Jaida."
 
   Jaida disappeared back into Nemeth's body causing him to glow temporarily.  Nemeth noticed that the awning he was standing under was attached to a building that its door and all of its windows boarded up.  However, there was also a map in a large frame posted to the left of the door.  Nemeth examined the map carefully.  It appeared that Norfall had much to offer.  There was a fortune teller, a medical center, a blacksmith and even stables.  However, he just needed an inn and a weapon shop.  Luckily it appeared that all he had to do was move straightforward along the path he was already on and he would be able to reach the Norfall Inn.  A short distance after the Norfall Inn was a place called Numandu Weapon Shop.  Nemeth took his focus away from the map and started to walk on a stone road leading to the Norfall Inn.  Looking around, Nemeth noticed that nobody was walking around.  He felt so alone walking around in the rain at night.  He imagined that the townsfolk were all care-free and in a deep sleep.  These thoughts caused Nemeth to feel very jealous.  Jaida emerged from Nemeth's body.
 
   "WHAT ARE YOU DOING?" asked Jaida.  "WATCH OUT!  STOP!"
 
   Nemeth was walking like a zombie and daydreaming.  He was inches away from walking into a fountain outside of the Norfall Inn.  Jaida's voice had snapped him out of his trance-like state and he stopped short.  As if the rain had not gotten him wet enough, another step or two and he would have tripped and fallen into the fountain.
 
   "I'M OK!" shouted Nemeth.  "I'm fine.  I'm in a perfect state of mind right now."
 
   Nemeth kneeled down in front of the fountain.  He took his hands and splashed his face with the water from the fountain.  He then got up slowly from his knees back onto his feet.
 
   "Alright, so where is this stupid inn supposed to be at?" questioned Nemeth.
 
   "Master, we are here," said Jaida.  "I sense you are extremely tired.  If I hadn't alerted you, you would have walked into the fountain."
 
   "Oh, thanks Jaida…" said Nemeth sounding embarrassed.  "Alright, I'm going inside the inn now.  I need you to vanish again."
 
   Jaida once again disappeared within Nemeth's body causing his body to glow for a few seconds.  Nemeth looked at the building in front of him with delight.  He walked carefully up the stone steps and opened the front door.  Nemeth scanned the lobby of the inn.  Straight ahead there was another door.  There were several leather couches surrounding a large glass table on the right.  Candles lined the walls giving off a pleasant amount of light.  A large organ was in the far right corner underneath a staircase going upward.  On the left side, there was a wooden counter which appeared to be the front desk.  Behind the counter there stood a short, rotund man with dark hair wearing a tight-fitting blue overcoat.
 
   "Welcome to the Norfall Inn!" said the man.  "I'm Tioli and I'm the innkeeper here.  How can I help you today?"
 
   "Pleased to meet you sir," said Nemeth with a polite tone.  "I need a room for the night.  I soaked from the rain and I am quite exhausted."
 
   "It'll be 250 gold pieces for a stay in a standard room for the night," replied Tioli.  "I must say you look really young.  My apologies in advance, but you do have money right?"
 
   "Well, I spoke to two of the guards at the front gate," replied Nemeth.  "Jebrow and Hedrick were their names.  They told me that they were going to cover the cost of my room due to my unfortunate situation."
 
   "Unfortunate situation?" asked Tioli.  "What seems to be the matter?"
 
   Nemeth put on another sad face and hung his head low.
 
   "Well, that's something I'd much rather discuss with you in the morning sir," said Nemeth quietly.  "I don't think I have the energy to talk about it now.  As for the room, the guards told me that I should just tell you the password which is NOVABURST!"
 
   Nemeth raised his head and made eye contact with Tioli.  Tioli looked at Nemeth with shock and surprise.
 
   "Ah that's great news!" said Tioli with excitement in his voice.  "The guards must have really taken a liking to you.  They have decided to pay for your room for the night.  I'll set you up with our finest suite right away.  Your room number is 11.  Normally that room would cost you 550 gold pieces per night.  Consider yourself fortunate kid!"
 
   Tioli reached under the desk and picked out a large brass key.  He placed the key on top of the counter.  Nemeth was only as tall as the counter and couldn't see over.  He jumped up and down a couple of times and scanned the back area to see what he could find.  He noticed that there seemed to be a treasure chest, as well as a trapdoor partially covered by a blue rug.  Finally he managed a jump high enough and grabbed the key.  He looked at the key, which had the number 11 carved into it and placed it into his backpack.
 
   "Thank you very much sir," said Nemeth.  "Can I ask you one more favor?  I've journeyed very far and I'm very hungry and thirsty.  Is there any way that I can get something to eat and drink this late?"
 
   "Why of course!" exclaimed Tioli.  "Head through that door and it will take you into our dining area.  It's open all day and night.  Tell the bartender or waitress what you want and they will be more than happy to prepare it for you."
 
   "Oh, I can't wait to eat!" said Nemeth joyously.  "Thanks Tioli!"
 
   "Enjoy yourself while you are here," replied Tioli.  "My duty is to accommodate all those who are staying at the Norfolk Inn.  If there's anything else you need, please come back and see me."
 
   Nemeth walked towards the door of the dining area.  He rubbed his hands together with excitement.  He opened the door, walked in and slowly shut the door behind him.  The dining room area was a sight to behold.  It was very extravagant and something like he had never seen before.  The room was lit by dozens of candles held from the ceiling by crystal chandeliers.  It felt like it was at least 10 steps up from the dining areas back at Lord Dragomir's Academy.  Nemeth scanned the room to see if there was anybody there.  There appeared to be a slim, teenaged girl with long blonde hair asleep at one of the tables in the center of the room.  There was a slim, handsome man with brown hair standing behind the bar cleaning a glass.  Nemeth walked over to a barstool and climbed atop it to sit down.
 
   "Hello there young fellow," said the bartender.  "The name's Divato.  I'm the bartender here at the fabulous Norfolk Inn.  What can I get to you drink?"
 
   Nemeth looked at a large menu of drinks that was posted behind Divato.  There were all sorts of drinks.  There was Pear Juice, Grape Juice, Tomato Juice, Pomegranate Juice, Blueberry Juice and a lot more.  They seemed to have every type of fruit or vegetable available in juice form.  Ambrule was also listed, but it had been crossed off with an X.
 
   "Why is Ambrule crossed off of your menu?" asked Nemeth.
 
   "Well, I couldn't serve Ambrule to someone as young as you anyhow," replied Divato.  "That is, unless you are a dwarf or midget.  You aren't a dwarf or midget are you?"
 
   "I'm not a dwarf or a midget!" replied Nemeth with an angry tone.
 
   "I was just fooling around kid," replied Divato.  "We don't have any Ambrule because our entire supply of it was stolen a few days ago.  We won't get another shipment of it in for at least another week.  We still don't have any leads as to who stole it either.  It's really bothering everyone who works here, especially Tioli since he's the owner.  He's been rather paranoid and anxious.  He's tried accusing just about everyone that comes inside the inn of stealing it.  He's even accused his loyal staff here at the inn of stealing it.  I found it to be highly offensive when he accused me of stealing it.  He's going to wind up hurting business if he continues acting the way he does.  Hell, I wouldn't put it past him to even accuse a young kid like you."
 
   "I'm sorry to hear that," replied Nemeth sincerely.  "He didn't accuse me of anything though.  I've seen kegs of Ambrule before and they're rather large.  I'm sure he didn't think a midget like me could be capable of carrying them out."
 
   "It's good to see you have a sense of humor after all!" laughed Divato.  "Your first drink is on the house kid."
 
   "I'll have a Pomegranate Juice then," said Nemeth.  "It looks like all of these drinks will give me the energy I need.  I'll let you mix up that drink and then I'll tell you something I think you'll find very useful."
 
   "One Pomegranate Juice coming right up!" exclaimed Divato.
 
   Divato turned around and began to mix the drink for Nemeth.  Nemeth kicked his feet back and forth in anticipation of his beverage.
 
   "Do you want some food also?" asked Divato.
 
   "Yeah, my stomach's been growling all day," answered Nemeth.  "Show me a menu whenever you get the chance."
 
   "You'll have to wake up the waitress who is sleeping over at that table behind you," said Divato.  "She handles all of the food orders.  I'd wake her up normally, but she'd probably just get upset at me.  She'll be much happier if she opens her eyes and sees a kid like you instead."
 
   Divato put the mug of Pomegranate Juice in front of Nemeth.  Nemeth gulped down his Pomegranate Juice in a hurry.  Nemeth hopped off of the stool and then walked over to the girl who was asleep at the center table.  She seemed to be at such peace.  He was jealous because he wanted to be asleep too.  He tapped the girl on her shoulder several times.  The girl quickly awoke and she sprung upright in her chair.  Nemeth felt bad that he woke her up, but he was starving.
 
   "Sorry for having to wake you," said Nemeth in a serious tone.  "I just arrived here after a long trip and I'm starving!"
 
   "Well aren't you adorable?" said the girl.  "My name is Tienna.  Have you thought about what you wanted to eat?"
 
   Nemeth started to blush put his hands behind his back.
 
   "I didn't get a chance to look at a menu," replied Nemeth.  "I think if I could eat anything right now it would have to be some roasted chicken.  If you have it, I want that for sure.  If you don't, I'll take a look at a menu."
 
   "Why sure we have roasted chicken cutie!" replied Tienna.  "It's only 25 silver coins.  I'll go in the back and put your order in with our chef.  His name is Kaleo.  Just have a seat and your order will be ready shortly."
 
   Nemeth began to blush even more and he sat down on the opposite side of where the waitress was previously sitting so he could face the bartender.  The waitress made her way into the kitchen area.
 
   "I think she likes you!" laughed Divato.  "Before you start blushing even more than you are, I should tell you…NO NOT IN THAT WAY.  You kinda look like her younger brother.  She always likes telling stories about him."
 
   Nemeth seemed relieved by what Divato said.
 
   "Hey Divato, can I get another Pomegranate Juice?" asked Nemeth.
 
   "Of course you can," said Divato.  "That'll be 5 silver coins please."
 
   Divato began to pour another glass of Pomegranate Juice.  Before he was done pouring, Nemeth had already brought over 5 silver coins and placed them on the bar counter.
 
   "Here ya go kid!" exclaimed Divato.
 
   Divato handed Nemeth another mug of Pomegranate Juice.  Nemeth walked back over to his table and sat down.  Shortly after sitting down, Tienna made her way back from out of the kitchen area and came over to Nemeth.  She looked at Nemeth and smiled.
 
   "Oh I've just got to sit down and talk to you!" said Tienna who was beaming with joy.  "You'll never guess who you remind me of!"
 
   "Oh I bet I can guess!" exclaimed Nemeth.  "I remind you of your little brother right?"
 
   Tienna blushed and smiled even more.
 
   "How did you know?" questioned Tienna.
 
   "I've got psychic abilities," said Nemeth jokingly.  "I have the ability to read minds, tell the future, the usual psychic stuff.  In fact, I'm in town because I'm interviewing for the town's fortune teller position."
 
   "Oh you're so silly!" said Tienna with laughter and excitement.  "You can't fool me though.  I know you're not in town applying to be the new fortune teller.  I haven't seen anybody come in here wearing those colors in such a long time but I know what they represent.  Those are the colors that the best and brightest from Lord Dragomir's Academy wear.  You must have done quite a great job to graduate so early.  Did you come here all the way by yourself from there?"
 
   Nemeth nodded his head at Tienna.
 
   "So you must have met my younger brother there right?" inquired Tienna.  "His name is Elijah.  If he worked hard, he would have just made it out of his second year.  He's nine years old.  Oh and I apologize, what is your name?"
 
   "Well I've escaped from Lord Dragomir's Academy," replied Nemeth.  "I wish I could say I graduated but I just finished my third year there.  There's a lot of trouble happening over there right now.  I don't recall meeting any student named Elijah either.  I'm sorry, but there are just so many students there.  Oh, and my name is Nemeth."
 
   "Nemeth, what kind of trouble is happening there?" questioned Tienna with peril in her voice.
 
   Nemeth waved for Divato to come over.  Divato walked over to the table and sat down with them.
 
   "It's a very long story," said Nemeth.  "I'll try to make it brief, just because I'm pressed for time.  The third year students were having a graduation party at a place called Serend Lake which is still within the walls of Lord Dragomir's Academy.  I got to the party later than most people.  By the time I got there, it seemed like everyone was drinking Ambrule even though it's a banned substance there.  I have a feeling that whoever brought the Ambrule to the academy probably stole it from here.  That's what I wanted to tell you earlier Divato.  To make things worse, there is a monster called Terazhul who attacked the academy while everyone was intoxicated.  Terazhul cast some sort of devious spell that is slowly corrupting anything related to the forest.  There is also a Black Orb that needs to be destroyed since that is where the spell started.  So unfortunately I have to go back to the academy.  The world is pretty much doomed unless Terazhul is stopped.  His spell hasn't hit Norfall yet, but it soon will.  I've got to get equipped with the correct items and then head to the Great Temple of the Forest and destroy him."
 
   "You've got quite an imagination!" said Tienna while giggling.
 
   "I'm actually being serious," said Nemeth.  "This isn't some fable."
 
   "This does sound quite serious," said Divato.  "So this Terazhul character is responsible for stealing our Ambrule supply.  However, that's the least of our problems now isn't it?  The way you tell the story, it sounds like the world is going to end."
 
   "Oh no!" exclaimed Tienna.  "That means my brother is in danger already!  Could you please do me a favor?"
 
   Nemeth shrugged his shoulders.
 
   "Maybe," said Nemeth.  "It depends on what the favor is."
 
   "The food is ready!" said a voice from the kitchen.  "Come pick it up!"
 
   "There's your food," said Tienna.  "I'll be right back with it."
 
   Tienna hurried into the kitchen area.  A few moments later she came out with a plate with a large roasted chicken on it.  She put the plate down in front of Nemeth.  Nemeth began to chomp away at the roasted chicken.
 
   "Now where was I?" questioned Tienna.  "Oh yes, I have a favor to ask of you.  I have an amulet that I would like to give to you.  It's supposed to bring good luck to those in battle.  I think it would be helpful to you now.  Once you're done defeating that monster, could you please give it to my brother?  You did say you were going back to the academy after all."
 
   Nemeth stopped chomping down his roasted chicken.  He took a swig of Pomegranate Juice and looked at Tienna.  Tienna handed over a silver amulet with small emerald fixed in the center of it.  Nemeth placed Tienna's Amulet into his backpack.
 
   "Sure, no problem," said Nemeth.  "I'll ask Professor Phantas who he is and I'll deliver it to him personally."
 
   "Oh no!" replied Tienna with a look of concern on her face.  "Not Professor Phantas!  He's the reason why Elijah and I haven't seen each other in so long!  I didn't want to end up being a guard or soldier, so I just gave up and stopped doing all of my work there.  As my punishment, I was expelled from the academy five years ago, at the age of 9.  I was a second year student.  Being expelled is something that I'll always regret though.  My brother was still being cared for at Kokinos Nursery.  He was only 4 years old at the time.  I was only concerned about myself.  I never appreciated the fact that I was one of the few people that knew I had a real biological family member in the academy with me.  I'm lucky that I made it alive to Norfall and that Tioli gave me a job here at the inn.  Also, the town fortune teller Milana lets me see what Elijah looks like whenever I visit her.  I've gotten to see him grow up from afar but it's not the same as being there with him.  Please, please, please can you find Elijah and deliver the amulet to him yourself?"
 
   "If you wish," said Nemeth.  "I won't tell Professor Phantas about this at all.  In fact, I didn't see him at the graduation party.  I hope he's alright."
 
   Nemeth disliked that he was being assigned more responsibility.  However, Tienna's story made him very curious.  Tienna ran around the table and gave Nemeth a big hug.  Nemeth began to blush once again.
 
   "Thank you so much Nemeth!" exclaimed Tienna.
 
   Tienna let go of her hug and sat down next to Nemeth.
 
   "I have a question for you Tienna," said Nemeth.  "Everyone's memories regarding family history are supposed to be erased when they enter the academy.  So how do you know that you and Elijah are really brother and sister?"
 
   "Magic is not a perfect art," answered Tienna.  "When one of the professors tried to erase my memory, the spell didn't work.  When I was questioned about my family afterwards, I just told them the answers I thought they wanted to hear.  They believed that the spell worked.  It's almost impossible for the spell to fail, but in my case it did.  I'm sure there are other students at the academy that know the truth about their families but they haven't come forward about what they know."
 
   "I'm very jealous of you," said Nemeth sincerely.  "After I defeat Terazhul, I want to find out the truth about what happened to my biological family.  Hey Tienna or Divato, is it true that there is a weapon shop near this inn?"
 
   Tienna didn't respond.  She was just gazing at Nemeth.
 
   "Yes, there sure is kid," said Divato.  "They're even closer to each other than you'd think.  They're practically attached together.  You could probably jump from the roof of the inn onto the weapon shop if you were crazy enough to do so!  The weapon shop is closed for the day though.  So if its new equipment that you're seeking, you'd best head up to bed, get a good night's rest and then go on over there in the morning."
 
   "There's really not any time for me to go to sleep," said Nemeth.  "I've told you the situation already.  Can you think of any other way to get into the weapon shop before it opens?"
 
   Tienna nodded her head breaking her long gaze at Nemeth's face.
 
   "There's a trapdoor behind the innkeeper's desk," said Tienna.  "It's supposed to lead to a system of tunnels underneath the town.  You can probably just travel through the tunnels and get into the weapon shop that way.  Just don't get yourself into trouble!"
 
   Nemeth began to think about what they said.  He now had a couple of options for getting into the weapon shop.  Tienna and Divato had practically told him to go ahead and steal whatever he wanted from the weapon shop.  Nemeth finished up the last bite of his roasted chicken and gulped down the remainder of his Pomegranate Juice.  He put 25 silver coins on the table.
 
   "Thanks for your help," said Nemeth.  "I'm going to head up to my room now.  I haven't even seen what it looks like yet."
 
   "Nice meeting you kid," said Divato.  "Thanks for letting us know what's going on.  I'm not sure if we should stay in town or head out."
 
   Divato got up from his seat and walked back over to the bar area.
 
   "Please remember to keep your promise!" said Tienna excitedly.  "I know you'll defeat Terazhul pretty soon.  Finding your biological family might take longer and I'm so sorry for that.  I know how painful it is to be an orphan as well but that pain was eased knowing that I had Elijah as a brother.  So, to help ease your pain, I'd very much like for you to be my honorary little brother.  That is of course, if you don't mind having me as your big sister."
 
   Nemeth hugged Tienna and lifted her slightly off the ground.
 
   "I'd love for you to be my big sister!" exclaimed Nemeth.  "Thank you so much Tienna!  You've given me an extra purpose in life."
 
   "You're gonna make me cry…" replied Tienna.  "I can't be all teary eyed if customers come in.  Now go on little brother, you've got work to do!  I'll see you soon!"
 
   Nemeth put down Tienna and let go of his hug.  Nemeth nodded his head and headed out of the dining area into the main lobby.  The innkeeper was nowhere in sight.  The front door appeared to be heavily locked from the inside.  He headed up the flight of stairs on his left to the second floor.
 
   "Ok, room 11, room 11, where are you?" asked Nemeth.
 
   The first room number he saw was 59.  The next room number he saw was 58.  This was a most unusual numbering system for the rooms.  The second floor rooms were labeled in the 50s.  The third floor rooms were labeled in the 40s.  The fourth floor rooms were labeled in the 30s.  The fifth floor rooms were labeled in the 20s.  The sixth floor rooms were labeled in the 10s.  Room 11 was the final room on the sixth floor.  Nemeth eagerly grabbed the room key out of his backpack and took it out.  He put it into the lock, turned it sideways and opened the door.  He made his way into the room, closed the door and locked it.  He then quickly put down everything he was carrying on top of the large, elegant desk that was at the front of the room.  He dashed toward the large king sized bed in the center of the room and leapt onto it face first.  Nemeth's body slowly sank into the comfortable bed.  This bed was much better than the one he had back at Justile Dormitory.
 
   "Jaida…" said Nemeth.  "JAIDA???"
 
   Nemeth's body began to glow and Jaida emerged from his body and began floating overhead.
 
   "Jaida, I'm going to need some sleep," said Nemeth.  "I feel like I'm going to crack from the pressure of all this if I don't get a little bit of rest.  A half hour nap should be all I need and I'll be ready to continue.  Can you please wake me up in a half hour?"
 
   "If you so desire master," replied Nemeth.  "Just remember that as each second passes, Terazhul grows stronger.  In a half hour, the Forestial Corruption spell's area of effect might even reach here."
 
   "You sure know what to say to a kid to make them have pleasant dreams," said Nemeth sarcastically.  "It's a risk that I'm willing to take."
 
   "How can a boy this lazy and irresponsible be capable of stopping Terazhul?" asked Jaida.
 
   "Oh please…" replied Nemeth.  "Not this again.  You saw what I was able to do against Madame Magica.  Plus, I've got an honorary big sister now…"
 
   Nemeth drifted into a deep sleep in the middle of his sentence.  He started snoring loudly and drooling on his pillow.  Nemeth began to have vivid dreams of his past.
 
   "Nobody knows the answer?" said Professor Darcy.  "I understand that all of you are first year students here at Lord Dragomir's Academy, but that is no reason for an entire classroom to be unable to answer such a simple question.  This is not Kokinos Nursery anymore so you will not be treated like babies anymore!  Well if nobody raises their hand, then I'm just going to have to call on somebody.  Surely SOMEBODY knows the answer!"
 
   Professor Darcy began to look around the classroom for the student that appeared to be the most timid.
 
   "Hey little boy!" shouted Professor Darcy.  "Whoever is sitting in desk C3, tell me the answer to the question."
 
   "I don't know," replied the boy in a meek voice.  "I don't know the answer to the question ma'am."
 
   "I don't believe you," said Professor Darcy.  "Your body language tells me everything I need to know.  I'll repeat the question one more time and you WILL give me the correct answer.  What is the process for creating a Transmutation Potion?"
 
   "Ok fine, I'll recite the process for you," replied the boy hesitantly.  "To make a Transmutation Potion, you need to mix 4 parts Bleeding Widow, 6 parts Dark Cuphea, and 2 parts Purple Ternatea with 24 ounces of water."
 
   "So it seems we are both correct," said Professor Darcy.  "You knew the answer to the question all along and I knew that you had the answer.  Surely you will tell me your name, right boy?  You don't want me to call you the boy who sits in desk C3 all year long now do you?"
 
   "My name is Nemeth," said the young boy.  "Anything else you need from me?"
 
   "Well Nemeth," replied Professor Darcy.  "I don't need anything else from you now.  At least you're off to a good start.  As for the rest of the class, that remains to be unseen.  They are probably a bunch of morons compared to you."
 
   All of the students in the class turned their desks around in the direction of desk C3 where Nemeth was sitting.  They began to stare blankly at him and started to cough.  Nemeth slumped down in his chair nervously.  He folded his arms, put them on the desk and pushed his face into the center of his folded arms.  This was one of Nemeth's first memories of feeling embarrassed and he was reliving it through his dreams.
 
   "CLASS!" shouted Professor Darcy.  "Stop pretending like you have to cough and turn your desks around this instant!  Turn them around now otherwise I am going to have to punish you!  This is your last warning!"
 
   The class was unresponsive.  They continued to stare at Nemeth.  The coughs became louder and synchronized.  He remained frozen with fear with his face pushed into the center of his folded arms on the desk.
 
   "Hey silly!" said a familiar voice.  "This is just a dream.  Well, maybe it's a bit of a nightmare.  But you can change the outcome!  Lift your head up!  It's safe!"
 
   The familiar voice was that of Aria.  A vision of Aria appeared in the far right corner of the classroom near Professor Darcy.
 
   "Come on silly!" said the vision of Aria.  "Remember how we spoke about the power of lucid dreaming?  Do whatever you want!  Hee hee!"
 
   Nemeth lifted his head from the desk.  He unfolded his arms and raised one of them into the air.  Professor Darcy looked at Nemeth.
 
   "Yes Nemeth?" asked Professor Darcy.  "What is it you have to say?"
 
   "You're doing a terrible job teaching us," said Nemeth.  "You're doing an even worse job trying to punish these kids.  You've lost all control of the class.  Now you see, I answered one of your questions and I think that it's only fair that you answer one of my questions back.  What in the world is stopping me from punishing you for your poor performance as a teacher?"
 
   The students in the room stopped coughing suddenly and shifted their attention off of Nemeth and back onto Professor Darcy.
 
   "Who in the bloody hell are you to judge me little boy?" asked Professor Darcy angrily.
 
   "I'm afraid that's the wrong answer to my question," said Nemeth with a devilish look on his face.  "Don't answer a question with another question.  Now it's time for you to learn another lesson about Transmutation Potions."
 
   Nemeth envisioned three steel chains that busted out of the classroom walls.  The first steel chain wrapped around the right arm of Professor Darcy.  The second steel chain wrapped around the left arm of Professor Darcy.  The final steel chain wrapped around the throat of Professor Darcy.  Professor Darcy was locked into place and was unable to move or speak.  He envisioned a very large Transmutation Potion floating in front of Professor Darcy.  He then made the Transmutation Potion smash into her face.  Professor Darcy slowly started to transform into dozens of other smaller Transmutation Potions that floated around the classroom.  The students began to clap and cheer loudly.  The Transmutation Potions suddenly started to zigzag across the room.  Each one of them smashed directly into the faces of one of the students.  The students clapping and cheering quickly turned to screams of terror.  Within moments, each one of the students began to transform into a clone of Aria, just as she looked when she was a first year student.  Nemeth looked over at the original vision of Aria.
 
   "I always wanted you to be in all of my first year classes," said Nemeth.  "Professor Darcy's class was one of those that you weren't in, until now of course!"
 
   "Hee hee!" laughed the vision of Aria.  "Good job!  I certainly was cute when I was 8 years old wasn't I?  You were cute too, but I've got you outnumbered here!  I told you that lucid dreaming was powerful stuff.  You can do whatever you want to in your dreams!  One of these days, with more practice we're both going to master lucid dreaming!"
 
   "WAKE UP MASTER!!!" shouted Jaida.  "A half hour has passed already and it's time for you to get up.  We've got to continue on our journey."
 
   Nemeth slowly awakened from his slumber.  He was face down and covered in drool.  He turned over and saw Jaida hovering above him and let out a large scream.  He rolled over several times to his right and fell off the comfortable bed onto the floor.
 
   "It's me master," said Jaida.  "What's wrong with you?"
 
   "You scared the hell out of me!" exclaimed Nemeth.  "I'm sure there will be a time when I don't freak out when I see a Guardian Spirit floating around after I wake up.  But for now, please don't do that Jaida.  Use that 100 foot boundary to our advantage ok?"
 
   "I'm sorry," replied Jaida.  "I meant no harm.  I was just doing my job. "
 
   Nemeth got up from the floor and looked around room 11.  He walked over to the window and looked up into the sky.  The heavy rain had stopped.  The sky was pitch black and all he could see Despisa, one of the 10 known moons of Tyraneus.  Despisa had an unusual red halo around it.
 
   "It's ok," replied Nemeth.  "So there are two ways to get into the weapon shop next door according to the people I met in the dining area downstairs.  We can either get in through the roof of the weapon shop or through a trapdoor behind the front desk that acts as an underground passageway throughout the town.  We're already on the highest floor of the inn.  All we need to do is get up to the roof of the inn."
 
   Nemeth opened the window which pushed it outward.  He turned around and leaned back looking upwards at the outside of the inn.  He turned around again and took a step backwards into the room.  He closed the window and sighed.
 
   "There's no way I can scale the outside of the building and I can't fly," said Nemeth with great disappointment in his voice.  "I guess I'll have to try the trapdoor instead.  Let's go Jaida."
 
   "If only you had a magic broom," said Jaida.  "You know, something like an Escoba Retama X."
 
   "Here we go again!" exclaimed Nemeth.  "I didn't mean to break the magic broom!  And sure, maybe throwing the broken pieces of the broom into the flaming rumble of the potion shop wasn't the brightest idea after all."
 
   Nemeth gathered up his items that he previously placed by the desk before taking a nap.  He opened the door to room 11 and walked out into the hallway.  He shut the door gently and then locked it.  He began to descend the staircases to the main lobby, doing so very quietly as to not wake up anybody in the inn.  The innkeeper was still nowhere in sight.  Nemeth was very pleased at this and began to smile.  Many of the candles were now blown out, so it was quite dark in the main lobby.
 
   Nemeth lifted himself up and on to the top of the front desk.  He made his way behind the front desk and started to crawl on his stomach.  He inched his way forward.  After a few minutes of crawling around in the dark, he finally found the blue rug.  He slowly pulled the rug off and found the trapdoor.  The trapdoor appeared to open upwards and toward the back of the room.  Nemeth slowly got to his knees and pulled upward on a moderately sized brass ring on the trapdoor.  He pulled upward until he got to his feet and managed to slowly lower the trapdoor's hatch to the floor.  The trapdoor made a mild creaking noise as it was lowered but nothing too alarming.  Nemeth looked down into the newly revealed hole.  He couldn't see how far down the hole went.  He thought about using the lantern, but figured that someone might be wandering around at night time and he would be caught sneaking around.
 
   "Wait a minute," said Nemeth quietly.  "Didn't I see a treasure chest back here too?  Maybe there's something of use in there."
 
   Nemeth began to crawl towards all the way towards the back of the front desk area.  He eventually bumped into the treasure chest.  Nemeth tried lifting the lid to the treasure chest but to no avail.  The treasure chest was locked from the front in the center with a small lock.
 
   "There's only one way I know to pick a lock," said Nemeth quietly.  "My oversized lock pick should work very well."
 
   Nemeth drew his sword and sliced the small lock off of the treasure chest.  Nemeth sheathed his sword.  He opened the heavy lid to the treasure chest and began to dig blindly inside of it hoping to find something good.  As his hands ran through the contents of the treasure chest, he felt what seemed to be coins.  He initially wanted to grab coins and stuff them into his backpack but he decided against it.  After all, he probably had enough money from robbing the treasure chest at Madame Magica's Potion Shop to last him for years.  More money wouldn't help him get any closer to getting down below or on top of the roof.  After several minutes of shifting coins around from side to side, he felt something sharp poking his right hand.  He moved his hand slowly around the edge of the object making sure not to get a cut in the palm of his hand.  As he moved his hand around the object he wondered more and more about what the item was.  It felt like a small metal pipe.  He lifted the object out of the treasure chest carefully and examined it carefully.  It wasn't a metal pipe after all.  It was something much better.  It was a metal grappling hook with a large length of rope attached to it.  This is exactly what Nemeth needed.  Nemeth closed the lid to the treasure chest slowly and placed the damaged lock back on it as best as he could.  He slowly crawled his way back over to the trapdoor.  Nemeth took a look down into the hole that the trapdoor was covering once again.  Nemeth came too close to the opening and clumsily fell into the hole.  He screamed loudly as he fell in and was holding on with only his right arm.  He managed to bring his other arm up and out of the hole.  He struggled to pull himself up out of the hole.
 
   "WHAT'S GOING ON OUT HERE?" asked a voice very loudly.
 
   A clapping of hands and snapping of fingers caused all of the unlit candles to once again light up all around the room.  Nemeth heard loud footsteps coming towards him.  Suddenly a pair of large sweaty hands clasped around Nemeth's hands and he was pulled up partially from the hole.  Half of Nemeth's body was still in the hole and he was dangling from the grasp of another person's hands.  Nemeth looked up and saw that it was Tioli the innkeeper who had pulled him up from the hole.
 
   "YOU'RE TRYING TO ROB ME BOY!" shouted Tioli angrily.  "You probably had something to do with the theft of our Ambrule supply too.  I knew I shouldn't have trusted you the moment I first saw you walk through the door.  I allowed you to stay for free in our nicest room and this is how you repay me?  I should just drop you down below into the darkness!  Your bones will shatter from the fall and the creatures below will finish you off."
 
   "Allow me to explain!" shouted Nemeth nervously.  "Just lift me out of here and I'll explain everything to you sir."
 
   "Don't you try and weasel your way out of this you little thief!" shouted Tioli.  "Tell your lies to the creatures below and see if they have any mercy on you.  I won't feel any guilt to see a thief die and there will be no blood on my hands."
 
   Nemeth raised both of his knees up his chest and forcefully kicked Tioli in the chest with both legs knocking Tioli backwards into the front desk.  This broke Nemeth free from his grasp and sent Nemeth backwards into the treasure chest.  Nemeth rolled to his left a couple of times and then made a dash at Tioli who was sitting down against the front desk.  Tioli made an attempt to stand up but was too heavy to make it to his feet on his own.  Nemeth took out his sword and pointed it at Tioli's throat.
 
   "Shhhhhhhhhhh… " said Nemeth in a soft voice.  "I'm only going to tell you this once more.  I didn't take your Ambrule and if you don't sit there and shut the hell up, I will hurt you, you fat, disgusting pig."
 
   Tioli began to flail his arms wildly and started screaming for help.
 
   Nemeth flipped his sword over so he was holding the handles with both of his hands.  He jammed the handle of his sword into the right side of Tioli's head knocking him unconscious.  Tioli fell face forward onto the ground.  Nemeth flipped his sword over once again and put it back in its sheath.  Nemeth grabbed Tioli by his head and dragged him over to the hole that the trapdoor was covering.  He forced Tioli head-first into the hole.  Tioli was so fat that he got stuck upside down inside the hole.  Nemeth removed Tioli's shoes and tossed them aside.  Nemeth covered his mouth with both hands trying not to laugh at the sight of the fat, shoeless innkeeper trapped upside down in the hole.  Nemeth looked around the lobby to see if anyone else was there but it didn't appear that anyone was around despite all of the noise that was made.  Nemeth climbed back onto the other side of the front desk and made his way back to the top floor.  He unlocked room 11, opened the door and then quickly shut it behind him and locked it again.
 
   "Calling Jaida," said Nemeth.  "Come on out Jaida!"
 
   Jaida appeared before Nemeth as he commanded.
 
   "What do you need now master?" asked Jaida.
 
   "I had some trouble with Tioli the innkeeper downstairs," answered Nemeth.  "I nearly fell into the hole that was underneath the trapdoor behind the front desk.  He wanted to drop me into the hole as punishment for searching through his treasure chest.  He even blamed me for stealing his Ambrule supply.  I couldn't see how far of a drop it was but according to Tioli it sounded like it was far enough that I would have broken a lot of bones.  He kept insisting that there were creatures below that would have finished me off if I went down there.  I had no choice other than to knock him out and stuff his fat ass into the opening himself.  But all of that trouble was worth it!  Take a look at what I found in the treasure chest!"
 
   Nemeth grabbed the grappling hook from his backpack and showed it to Jaida.
 
   "Do you like it?" asked Nemeth.  "I was going to use it to climb down and see what was underneath the trapdoor.  Now that's no longer an option.  But all I have to do now is use it to get on top of the roof!"
 
   "Yes, I like the grappling hook," replied Jaida.  "I predict that this plan will work.  Please proceed but be careful not to fall."
 
   Nemeth ran over to the window and opened it.  He leaned backward and looked up towards the roof of the inn.  Using his left hand, he threw the grappling hook as high as he could above the roof.  After hearing a loud clang, Nemeth tugged on the rope hard to make sure that the grappling hook was securely latched onto the roof.
 
   "I guess I'm better at using a grappling hook than I thought," said Nemeth.  "I would have figured that it would have fallen off and hit me in the head.  Oh, but I still have to climb up.  I hope I didn't jinx myself."
 
   Nemeth gripped the middle of the rope tightly with both hands and hopped out of the window.  He planted his feet against the exterior of the inn and began to pull himself up while walking up towards the roof.  In just under a minute, Nemeth reached the roof of the Norfall Inn.  He picked up his grappling hook and placed it into his backpack.  Nemeth took out his lantern and walked the entire length of the roof towards Numandu Weapon Shop making sure to inspect the floor for anything that may get in his way for his next risky task.  Numandu Weapon Shop was about one and a half stories lower than Norfall Inn.  The gap between the two buildings was about 13 feet total.  Nemeth felt confident that he could make the jump.
 
   "Alright, let's do this!" said Nemeth with much excitement.
 
   "I'll float on over to the roof of the weapon shop," replied Jaida.  "If you're planning on jumping master, just aim for where I'm floating.  If you crash into me, you'll pass completely through me unharmed since I'm completely transparent."
 
   "That's a great idea actually," replied Nemeth.  "I'm surprised I didn't think of it first."
 
   Jaida floated over to the roof of the weapon shop.  Nemeth walked back to where he first climbed up to the roof of the inn.  A warm breeze could be felt against his back.  He stretched his arms and legs and then made a mad dash towards the other side of the inn.  As he reached the end of the roof, he leapt up into the air aiming for Jaida.  He landed successfully on the roof of the weapon shop and did several forward somersaults to slow his momentum.  He rested on his back on the roof of the weapon shop momentarily.
 
   "Ha, I knew I could do it!" exclaimed Nemeth while breathing heavily.
 
   Nemeth put his hands behind his head and performed a nip up bringing him to a standing position.  He looked out at Norfall.  The town seemed to be quite affluent as a whole, not just the Norfall Inn.  There were quite a lot of lights on in the surrounding buildings but the town appeared to be completely deserted.  Everyone must have been asleep.
 
   "Now all we have to do is get inside the weapon shop," said Nemeth.  "I wish Bastilone was here.  He would be able to smash a hole in the roof with his fists alone.  It is quite the feat to see."
 
   Nemeth began to pace back and forth on the roof of the weapon shop trying to think of a way to get into the weapon shop.
 
   "Master, I believe that potions are your best option," said Jaida.  "An Acid Potion would be the best thing to try first."
 
   "Of course!" exclaimed Nemeth.  "I've still got plenty of potions left in my backpack.  If an Acid Potion was able to cause that much damage to Madame Magica's leg, just imagine what it can do to the roof!"
 
   Nemeth peered into his backpack and began searching frantically for a precious green colored Acid Potion.
 
   "Yes, yes, here we are!" exclaimed Nemeth.  "It's time to dissolve the roof!  This had better work!"
 
   Nemeth took out an Acid Potion from his backpack and smashed it violently in the center of the roof of the weapon shop.  Nemeth watched with a big grin on his face as the acid began to create an opening in the roof of the weapon shop.  The plan had succeeded.  Now all Nemeth had to do was drop down below and gather whatever he needed.
 
   "Hey Jaida, can you go down below and check and see if there's anybody guarding the place?" questioned Nemeth.
 
   "I will check for you now," replied Nemeth.  "I'll be back shortly."
 
   Jaida floated below into the weapon shop and moments later floated back up to Nemeth.
 
   "The weapon shop is unguarded," said Jaida.  "I feel you will be pleased at the amount of equipment this shop has in stock too.  Good fortune is with us tonight."
 
   "Excellent!" exclaimed Nemeth.  "I can't wait to see what this place has got for me to take."
 
   Nemeth used his grappling hook and made his descent into the weapon shop below.  He put the grappling hook into his backpack.  The weapon shop was almost totally dark, so he used his small lantern to examine the items in the shop.
 
   "Let's see here," said Nemeth.  "I'm going to need a sword, shield and armor that contain absolutely no wood in them.  Metal, metal, metal, that's what I need.  I'm going to pick a sword first since that's the most important thing I need."
 
   Nemeth looked around at the various swords.  The craftsmanship of the swords looked to be of very high quality.  However, most of the swords seemed to be designed for adults, not kids.  Nemeth was particularly impressed by a sword called the Scimitar of The Desert.
 
   "This sword right here!" exclaimed Nemeth.  "This one must be at least twice the size of the wooden sword I've got now.  Look at the curve in the blade!  I can't wait for the day I'll be able to use a sword like this one."
 
   Nemeth continued to search around the weapon shop for a sword that would be a good fit for him.  He finally found a sword called the Short Sword of Orius.  This sword was the perfect match for Nemeth.  It was about the same length as his wooden practice sword, only forged out of steel and slightly heavier.  Nemeth took a few practice swings with his new sword.  He placed his old wooden sword into his backpack and then placed his new sword into his sheath.
 
   "Time for some shield shopping now," said Nemeth.  "Let's see what they have in stock shall we?"
 
   Nemeth made his way over to the shield section of the shop and began to examine each shield carefully.  He saw a sign that said "Shields From All Regions Of Tyraneus."  If the sign were telling the truth, it meant that he would be able to obtain a worthy shield after all.  Once again, most of the shields were way too big for Nemeth to carry.  After a few minutes of frantically searching, Nemeth picked up the Buckler of Orius.  The Buckler of Orius was a small shield that appeared to be forged out of copper.  He placed his wooden shield into his backpack and then flung the Buckler of Orius over his back.
 
   "This shield looks like it will work out just fine," said Nemeth.  "I wonder who this Orius fellow is.  Any ideas Jaida?"
 
   "Orius is the town's best blacksmith," replied Jaida.  "Didn't you pay attention to the map of the town earlier?  Orius the Blacksmith was listed on the map!"
 
   "I didn't pay attention," said Nemeth.  "I was so exhausted and in a daze that I almost fell into the fountain outside the inn remember?  Anyhow, let's grab some armor and then we can finally head on over to The Great Temple of the Forest.  As for the temple, you still need to give me details on it Jaida."
 
   Nemeth began searching for armor in the shop.  He tried on various pieces of armor in the shop.  All of the suits of armor were so large and it made it look like he was hiding in a turtle shell.  He had barely any mobility while wearing any of the suits of armor he tried on.  After trying on over a dozen different pieces of armor, Nemeth finally tossed the last suit of armor over to the side and sighed.
 
   "There's nothing that fits me," said Nemeth with great disappointment.  "I thought I would have found another piece created by Orius.  What am I supposed to do now?"
 
   "I can tell you much about the temple," replied Jaida.  "The first of which is that there is a lot of treasure to be found inside.  Perhaps there is armor suitable for you inside of the temple."
 
   "That's good news indeed," replied Nemeth.  "Let's get the hell out of here!"
 
   "Remember what we talked about earlier," said Jaida.  "You should pay for the sword and shield you took from here.  It would be nice if you threw in a little extra so the owner can repair the roof too."
 
   Nemeth tossed a random amount of gold and silver coins on the floor of the shop as payment for what he took and damages to the roof.  Nemeth walked over to the front door of the shop.  He opened the door easily and then exited to the outside.  He then shut the door behind him.  Nemeth took a few steps forward and began to think that something was a bit odd.
 
   "Wait a minute," said Nemeth.  "Hold on a second."
 
   Nemeth turned around and walked back to the front door of the weapon shop.  He put his hand on the knob of the door, slowly turned the handle and pushed the door forward.  Nemeth's jaw dropped.
 
   "This is ridiculous," said Nemeth slowly.  "I didn't unlock anything from the inside.  The front door to the weapon shop was unlocked the entire time.  Look at all that extra work we had to put in!"
 
   "Sometimes the best solution to a problem is the simplest one," replied Jaida.  "Look on the bright side.  If you hadn't gone inside Norfall Inn, you wouldn't have met Tienna though."
 
   "Well then," said Nemeth with a look of frustration in his face.  "I do like that I have an honorary older sister now.  I'm still mad though.  Give me another easy solution.  Jaida, tell me that a magic portal will open up right here.  Tell me that it's going to take us straight to Terazhul and I just have to and kill him with one slash of my sword!"
 
   "No such scenario exists," replied Jaida.  "If I could create that scenario for you, I would master."
 
   "Alright let's get the hell out of this town!" exclaimed Nemeth.  "Disappear for now and then we can discuss the temple when we are outside of town."
 
   Jaida disappeared inside of Nemeth's body causing the usual momentary body glow.  Nemeth draw his new sword from his sheath and equipped his new shield.  He started running towards the town gate where he had entered Norfall originally.  Jebrow and Hedrick were still at the main gate.
 
   "HALT!" shouted Jebrow.  "What are you doing out so late?"
 
   "It's me guys!" exclaimed Nemeth.  "You were so kind to me earlier.  I just wanted to say thanks!"
 
   "Ah yes, the boy!" exclaimed Hedrick.  "But shouldn't you be sound asleep at the Norfall Inn?"
 
   "Oh, I checked in there," said Nemeth with a smile.  "Everything is just perfect over there.  In addition to saying thanks, I thought I would just go out for a little stroll.  I'll be back shortly."
 
   Jebrow and Hedrick looked at Nemeth with great suspicion.
 
   "Hey kid, where'd ya get that new sword at?" questioned Hedrick.
 
   "And where'd ya get that new shield at?" questioned Jebrow.
 
   Nemeth looked back and forth at Jebrow and Hedrick.
 
   "Well to tell you the truth guys," replied Nemeth.  "When I was checking into the Norfall Inn, a wonderful thing happened to me.  That lovely innkeeper Tioli told me that I was the ten thousandth person to check into the inn."
 
   "Ten thousandth person?" questioned Hedrick.  "I wonder how he kept track of all the people checking in and out of the place over the years.  He must truly be a brilliant business man!"
 
   "Yes that's right!" continued Nemeth.  "I was the ten thousandth customer!  As a reward, he gave me this wonderful new sword and fabulous new shield that you see right before your eyes!  He said they were donated from a place called Numandu's Weapon Shop.  I wonder where that shop is though.  I would love to send Numandu a personal thank you, just like I did with Tioli."
 
   "Well congratulations kid!" exclaimed Jebrow.
 
   "Yeah, congrats kid!" said Hedrick.  "Things are looking up for you!  Still, be safe out there.  We'll be here when you get back.  Goodbye for now!"
 
   Nemeth ran to the northeast until he wasn't able to see Jebrow and Hedrick anymore.
 
   "Jaida appear!" shouted Nemeth.  "I'm out of Norfall now.  I'm so glad that those two guards are such simpletons."
 
   Jaida appeared before Nemeth and floated in front of his face.
 
   "Indeed they lack the level of intellect that you possess master," said Jaida.  "I hope the rest of the people who reside in Norfall aren't as incompetent.  If they are, then I can only imagine that when the Forestial Corruption spell arrives there, the town will be taken very easily."
 
   "I don't understand how adults can be so stupid," said Nemeth.  "How can they be so easily fooled by someone my age?"
 
   "You already know the answer to your question," interrupted Jaida.  "I can sense that the Forestial Corruption's area of effect is only about 10 minutes away from us now.  Please listen to me carefully.  We must continue northeast to the Illusari Forest.  It is there that we will find The Great Temple of the Forest.  However it will not be an easy task to get to the temple."
 
   Nemeth bit his lip and then nodded at Jaida.  They began to travel northeast towards the Illusari Forest.
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   The grass was much taller in this region northeast of Norfall making it much more difficult to travel.  Tall oak trees were scattered about the land in various spots.  Nemeth noticed an unusual circular light appear on his clothing.
 
   "I think we're being spied on," said Nemeth.  "Someone is reflecting moonlight in our direction.  I just saw a circular light on my clothing.  But who could be spying on us?"
 
   "It's probably the Illusari Goblins," replied Jaida.  "The Illusari Forest is their homeland and they don't like outsiders."
 
   "HELP!" someone shouted from the distance.  "I'm stuck and I need help.  Over here!"
 
   Nemeth began to look around but couldn't see anybody.  His heart began to beat rapidly.
 
   "Jaida, do you see anybody?" questioned Nemeth.  "I don't see anybody at all."
 
   "Look over there," replied Jaida.  "There appears to be another human trapped underneath a branch by that oak tree."
 
   Jaida floated over the body of the trapped person while Nemeth followed.  There was a person about the same height as Nemeth lying face down.  A tree branch was lying horizontally over the back of their knees.
 
   "What exactly happened here?" questioned Nemeth.
 
   "Finally someone is here to rescue me," said the trapped individual.  "Thank the gods!  Please lift the branch off of my legs."
 
   Nemeth sheathed his sword and slung his shield over his shoulder.  He bent down and picked up the branch with both hands.  It was surprisingly light in weight.  He tossed the branch aside with ease.
 
   "Well there you are," said Nemeth.  "I just removed the branch off of you.  It was really light though.  I can't possibly see how you got hurt."
 
   "Oh, I think I'm going to need some help to get me off the ground," said the unknown person.  "I'm in such terrible pain.  I need to see if my legs are broken.  I hope they aren't broken but I think they are."
 
   "Alright then," said Nemeth very slowly.  "I'm here to help you.  I'm going to try and move one of your legs slowly.  Just try to stay calm.  Let me know how much pain you're experiencing when I move your legs.  I'll start with the left leg."
 
   Nemeth kneeled down and grabbed the person's left foot and began to curl it forward.  Suddenly the person wrapped their legs around Nemeth's neck and began to choke Nemeth.  Nemeth forced himself to his feet.  The unknown person continued to dangle upside down from Nemeth's neck.  Nemeth wrapped his arms tightly around the unknown person's legs and jumped as high as possible into the air and dropped down to his knees.  This forced the unknown person's face to be driven hard into the ground causing his legs to unwrap from Nemeth's neck.  Nemeth rolled backwards to his knees again and tried to catch his breath.  He stared at the body of the mysterious person lying on the ground with a look of shock on his face.
 
   "You said you were injured," gasped Nemeth.  "Just what the hell are you trying to do to me?"
 
   The mysterious person quickly sprang to their feet and turned around to face Nemeth.  The person was wearing a mask painted with a variety of colors.  Other than the painted mask, the person was wearing white clothes from head to toe.  Nemeth got back up to his feet and equipped his sword and shield.  The mysterious person reached into their front pockets and pulled out two sharp daggers, each about a foot in length.
 
   "I'm not going to let a little boy like you or anyone else for that matter get to Terazhul," said the masked person.  "It is my destiny to be the sole hero to defeat that monster and claim all the rewards that I deserve."
 
   "How did you know I was going after Terazhul?" questioned Nemeth.  "Just who are you anyway?"
 
   "You just told me you're going after Terazhul," replied the masked person.  "You aren't too smart are you?"
 
   Nemeth started to feel extremely angry.  He twirled his sword a couple times in his left hand and pointed it in the direction of the masked person.
 
   "Tell me your name now!" shouted Nemeth.
 
   "You know that I won't be doing that," replied the masked person.  "I'm just the masked person to you little boy."
 
   "You're no hero," said Nemeth.  "You're insane but not nearly as insane as I am.  Who walks around wearing a mask like that?  Your clothes aren't much of an improvement either.  You're covered in dirt from when I drove your head into the ground after you gave me that poorly executed choke.  Just go home, take a bath and wash your mask and clothes while you still can.  If you don't take me up on my offer soon, I'll be forced to mix your own blood in with those dirt stains."
 
   "Your insults may give you an advantage with some people little boy," said the masked person.  "But they will not give you an advantage over a great hero such as me!"
 
   "You know what's funny?" questioned Nemeth.  "You keep calling me a little boy, yet you're the same height as me.  You're probably the same age as me too.  You're pretending to be an adult and you've failed to convince me otherwise.  You say that you're a hero, but you're definitely no hero at all."
 
   The masked person began to laugh loudly.
 
   "I don't normally want to work with others either," continued Nemeth.  "We could have teamed up and dealt with Terazhul together.  Now you're going to be nothing more than another easy practice fight.  I'm the hero here, not you."
 
   "I've done more good deeds than you today," said the masked person.  "Earlier today I saved a family of four who was traveling on horseback from a group of bandits."
 
   "That's nothing compared to what I did today," replied Nemeth.  "I saved over a dozen innocent children from being sentenced to execution by a corrupt court system!"
 
   "I don't believe a word coming out of your mouth," said the masked person.  "You probably slept all day."
 
   "I don't believe a damn thing you said either," replied Nemeth.  "Just shut up and fight!"
 
   The masked person dashed forward and began to perform a series of short vertical strikes with his daggers.  One dagger would strike Nemeth's sword and the other would strike his shield.  The sound of metal striking metal rang loudly throughout the air.  Nemeth was pushed backward with each subsequent strike but managed to avoid injury.
 
   "Jaida, I need your help!" yelled Nemeth.  "Give me an overall threat score and overall threat level for this masked maniac!"
 
   "Calling for help so soon?" asked the masked person.  "I haven't even begun to show you the extent of my capabilities."
 
   "Let me see master," replied Jaida.  "It appears that the masked individual's overall threat score is 15,500 out of a possible 1,000,000 points.  His overall threat level to you is low."
 
   Nemeth needed to back the masked person into one of the oak trees.  Nemeth charged forward and delivered a horizontal slash with his sword which was blocked by both of the masked person's daggers.  Nemeth delivered a swift vertical slash with his sword but once again it was blocked by the daggers.  It appeared that the masked person was skilled at using daggers as a shield.  Nemeth continued to move forward at a slow pace while slashing his sword.  Every shot was blocked by the daggers.  After a seventh failed slashing attack by Nemeth, the masked person spun around in a circle very fast cutting at Nemeth's shield horizontally and causing sparks to ignite.
 
   "Oh masked one, you are truly the lone hero of the land!" shouted Jaida.
 
   Jaida started moving rapidly side to side above Nemeth's head.  The masked person looked at Jaida taking focus away from the battle with Nemeth.  Nemeth used this to his advantage as he was able to bash his shield into the masked person's chest knocking them backwards and much closer to a large oak tree.  A strong warm wind started to blow from the west.  The masked person leapt high into air over Nemeth and tried to stab Nemeth from behind.  Nemeth was able to counter the strikes from the daggers by crossing his sword diagonally over his head and behind his back.  With all of his might, Nemeth trust his sword up into the air launching the daggers into the air.  With his sword pointed skyward, Nemeth quickly did a 180 degree spin and swept the legs of the masked person knocking them to the ground.  One of the daggers fell flat on the ground and the other dagger pierced the soil.  Both daggers were far out of reach for either combatant to reach.
 
   "Not bad for a little boy," said the masked person.  "But I can still maim you with my bare hands and claim victory."
 
   Nemeth slashed his sword vertically at the masked person, but the attack was countered when the masked person caught the guard of his sword with his hands.  The masked person grabbed Nemeth's left arm with his legs and twisted it until finally Nemeth's sword fell to the ground.  The masked person sprung up from the ground, faked throwing a punch and then started throwing a series of front kicks at Nemeth.  Nemeth blocked five of the front kicks with his shield but the sixth front kick finally knocked his shield out of his hand.  Nemeth threw a spinning back fist but the masked person ducked under it.  Nemeth lunged forward throwing a flurry of punches but the masked person performed a backflip to avoid them.  The masked person flipped into the air and delivered a vicious kick to the side of Nemeth's face knocking Nemeth onto his back.  The masked person quickly mounted Nemeth forcing their body weight on him while grabbing both of his wrists.  Suddenly, the warm wind started to blow even stronger.  A dark shadow appeared beneath Nemeth's body and started to spread out across the area.
 
   "The Forestial Corruption spell has just spread to this area!" Jaida yelled out.  "You two need to stop fighting and work together now!"
 
   The masked person was distracted again momentarily allowing Nemeth to turn himself over to his side.  With some more force, Nemeth was finally about to turn himself once more until he was mounted on top of the masked person.  Nemeth clenched his left fist tightly and began to punch the masked person in the side of the head repeatedly.  He had hoped to draw blood but only managed to hurt his fist.  Nemeth noticed a small leather pouch attached to the masked person's pants.  Nemeth reached for the person's mask in an attempt to pull it off and reveal just who his assailant was.
 
   "Give me your mask!" commanded Nemeth.  "You can't defeat me, so just show me who you are and surrender!  Don't make me use magic on you!"
 
   The masked person covered his mask with one arm while trying to punch Nemeth from the ground.  Nemeth pulled the small leather pouch off of his attacker and tossed it aside.  Nemeth picked his opponent's head off of the ground and bashed it into the ground over and over several times.  Nemeth managed to lift his opponent's head and place his left arm under his jaw.  He reached around with his right arm and clasped his hands together tightly causing a tight chokehold to be applied.  With one final desperate effort, the masked person managed to roll backwards and break out of the chokehold.  The masked person then rolled over onto his back and glanced at the dark sky above.  Nemeth rolled backwards and sat down facing the masked person while trying to catch his breath.   Slowly both of them got up to their feet and faced each other.
 
   "Now look at what you've done," gasped the masked person.  "Whatever that thing travelling with you is correct.  The Forestial Corruption spell's area of effect has spread here now.  Things are going to be even more difficult for me because of you.  But no matter, I am still going to be the one to stop Terazhul.  Goodbye for now."
 
   "You can't leave unless I say you can!" yelled Nemeth.  "I'm not finished with you yet!"
 
   Nemeth lunged forward and hit the masked person with a palm strike to his right ear.  Nemeth grabbed the masked person's hands.  Nemeth dragged the masked person with all of his strength towards the closest oak tree.  Nemeth spun the masked person around in a circle slamming them into the oak tree with a loud thud.  Their hands released from one another and large pieces of bark fell off the tree.  Nemeth delivered a strong uppercut with his left hand to his opponent's jaw, followed by a left knee to the stomach.  Nemeth hit his opponent with nasty sounding slaps across the side of the head with the back of his right hand multiple times.  Blood began to trickle out of the right ear and mouth of the masked person.  Nemeth stomped hard on the masked person's left foot and applied enough pressure to hold him in place.  Nemeth then applied a standing arm bar submission hold on the masked person.
 
   "You can't get away from me," said Nemeth.  "Can't you see I've won?  I didn't even try my hardest.  Heck, I didn't even use any magic on you.  You're bleeding from the mouth and even one of your ears.  That means you're mortal.  I probably gave you a couple of broken toes too.  How dare you call yourself a hero?  You're pathetic!  Now you have 5 seconds to surrender otherwise you're going to see the inside of your arm very up close and personal."
 
   The masked person remained silent.  Suddenly, one of the tree's lower branches came alive and started to wrap itself around the masked person's torso.  Nemeth let go of the standing arm bar and performed a back handspring to avoid any danger.  The tree branch began to drag the masked person backwards.  The masked person reached into their pocket and dropped several pellets on the ground.  The surrounding air instantly turned into thick smoke.  Nemeth ran away from the smoke and tried finding his sword and shield.  In about half a minute the smoke dissipated.  Nemeth looked at the tree but the masked person was nowhere to be found.  The tree branch had returned to its original state.
 
   "Where did that masked freak go?" questioned Nemeth.  "And where the hell is my sword and shield?"
 
   "Master, come quickly over here!" shouted Jaida.  "I do not detect the presence of any other human life in the area.  It appears that you are safe from the one who wears the mask for now.  Look at the ground over where I am floating and you will find many different items of interest.  Watch out in case anything sprouts from the ground and tries to ensnare you."
 
   Nemeth followed Jaida around wherever she was floating over and retrieved his sword, his shield, two daggers and the small leather pouch.  Nemeth opened the small leather pouch and revealed a spyglass and a notebook.
 
   "A spyglass!" exclaimed Nemeth.  "So it must have been that masked person who was spying on us before.  I wonder how he knows about Terazhul though."
 
   Nemeth opened the notebook and began flipping through its pages and examining its contents.
 
   "What do you think this notebook is for?" questioned Nemeth.
 
   Jaida floated over Nemeth's head and paused momentarily.
 
   "This notebook looks like it is going to be our key to getting through the Illusari Forest," replied Jaida.  "It is loaded with information, so it will probably have usefulness far past the Illusari Forest as well."
 
   "Key to getting through the Illusari Forest?" questioned Nemeth.
 
   "This notebook will help us solve the puzzles in the Illusari Forest," replied Jaida.  "It is rumored that if a person cannot solve the puzzles of the Illusari Forest, they will not only be unable to reach the temple, but they will face serious consequences as well.  For now, let's continue just a little further ahead.  I'll let you know when we need to follow instructions from that notebook."
 
   Nemeth put the small leather pouch, the spyglass, both daggers and the notebook in his backpack.  Nemeth looked up into the night sky and then looked at Jaida.  He took a quick drink of water from his flask.
 
   "That masked person won't be able to defeat Terazhul without the notebook then!" exclaimed Nemeth.  "He or she or it or whatever it was behind that mask definitely picked the wrong person to mess with.  If I didn't have you with me Jaida, I'd start calling myself the lone hero.  I don't think I'd like wearing a mask though."
 
   Nemeth and Jaida continued travelling northeast to the Illusari Forest.
 
   "Alright here we are," said Jaida.  "Open up the notebook and let's see what we can find."
 
   Nemeth retrieved the notebook from his backpack.  He opened it up and began to search for a map that would lead them to the Great Temple of the Forest.
 
   "You weren't kidding when you said there's a lot of information in here," said Nemeth with a depressing tone in his voice.
 
   "Let's proceed into the first region of the forest," replied Jaida.  "Be on the lookout for any Illusari Goblins."
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   Nemeth and Jaida slowly made their way through the center of two giant white oak trees that appeared to be dying.  They were now officially in the Illusari Forest.  A single long path was ahead.  A loud rumbling sound could be heard coming from behind them.  Nemeth turned around to see what was going on.  Thick bushes covered with thorns had risen high from the ground blocking the path back out of the Illusari Forest.  Nemeth drew his sword and began to slash at the bushes repeatedly hacking pieces of them off.  However, within a few seconds after slashing the bushes, the bushes would regenerate themselves.
 
   "So now we can't even leave if we wanted to?" asked Nemeth.
 
   "There is no turning back once you enter the Illusari Forest," answered Jaida.  "The only way to get out is to solve the puzzles within."
 
   "I suppose there is no such thing as fairness in this life," said Nemeth quietly.  "But alas we must continue."
 
   "What brings you two into the Illusari Forest?" asked a shrill voice.
 
   A plume of purple and green smoke arose from the grass and a small green creature appeared in front of Nemeth.
 
   "We're headed to the Great Temple of the Forest," replied Nemeth.  "And I suppose that you are an Illusari Goblin?"
 
   "Why yes, I am an Illusari Goblin," replied the creature.  "Pardon my poor manners.  My name is Stojan.  What are your names?"
 
   "My name is Nemeth," answered Nemeth.  "And this is my Guardian Spirit Jaida.  Can you help us get to the temple?"
 
   "Only you are able to get yourself to the temple," replied Stojan.  "My job is to decide how difficult it is for anyone who wants to reach the temple."
 
   Nemeth went to reach for his sword.
 
   "STOP!" commanded Stojan.  "My job isn't to fight you.  I'm only here to play a game with you.  It's called the Grand Goblin Game!  Care to play?"
 
   "It doesn't seem like you're giving me any other choice," answered Nemeth.  "Explain the rules of this game to me and we'll play."
 
   "Excellent!" exclaimed Stojan.  "In order to play, we start out with a quill, a bottle of ink and a piece of parchment each.  We must both choose one of the following words: fire, water or wood.  We must then write the word that we chose on our piece of parchment and turn the piece of parchment over so the other player cannot see.  Once we are both done making our choices and writing them down, we must reveal our choices by flipping the piece of parchment over.  Fire defeats wood, wood defeats water and water defeats fire.  If we both choose the same word, we must continue to play until one player is defeated.  A single loss for you will make the puzzles you encounter in the Illusari Forest to be extremely difficult.  If you somehow manage to defeat me at the game, the puzzles you encounter in the Illusari Forest will be much easier.  Do you have any questions?"
 
   "No, but I have some comments," replied Nemeth.  "This game is just a…"
 
   "Hey master!" interrupted Jaida.  "Let's just play the game first and then maybe you can make your comments later.  We're ready to play Stojan."
 
   "Wonderful!" exclaimed Stojan.  "I love this game and I'm sure you will too!  There is nothing more exciting than the Grand Goblin Game!"
 
   "Uh, sure," replied Nemeth.  "Can we start the game already?"
 
   Stojan raised his hands high and cast a spell.  Two small tree stumps came out of the ground.  A quill, a bottle of ink and a piece of parchment appeared on each tree stump.
 
   "You have 10 seconds to write down your choice and turn your piece of paper over once we start," said Stojan.  "If you're ready, just say so and we'll begin."
 
   "Uh, I'm ready," said Nemeth.  "Let's play and get this over with already."
 
   "BEGIN!" exclaimed Stojan.
 
   Nemeth used the quill and bottle of ink to write down his answer on the piece of parchment and turned it over.  He covered the top of the paper to make sure Stojan couldn't see through it.  Stojan wrote his answer down on his piece of parchment and turned it over.
 
   "Ok, time is up!" exclaimed Stojan.  "Now we must flip over our pieces of parchment."
 
   Stojan flipped over his piece of parchment to reveal the word WOOD.  Nemeth flipped over his piece of parchment to reveal the word FIRE.  Nemeth had won the game.
 
   "I've been defeated again!!!???" shouted Stojan.  "How could this be?"
 
   "We both had a 33% chance to win," said Nemeth.  "You made up the rules.  I played by them fair and square and I won.  Now keep up your end of the bargain and give us easier puzzles as we travel throughout the Illusari Forest."
 
   "Very well then," replied Stojan.  "Congratulations on your win.  I have made the puzzles in the Illusari Forest much easier for you.  Regardless, you will remain trapped in the Illusari Forest for as long as you are unable to solve the necessary puzzles needed to reach the temple.  Farewell!"
 
   Stojan turned into a plume of purple and green smoke and vanished.  The tree stumps and the equipment used for the Grand Goblin Game were gone too.
 
   "How were you able to defeat Stojan at the Grand Goblin Game?" asked Jaida.
 
   "It was quite simple to defeat him," answered Nemeth.  "When you told me to stop my comment about the game, it was a good idea actually.  I was going to rudely tell him that the Grand Goblin Game is nothing more than a cheaply modified version of a game that kids play called Rock Paper Scissors.  That might have really upset him.  I figured that since he lived in the forest, he would have naturally chosen wood since that's what trees are made of.  All I had to do was choose fire and the victory was ours.  I would have preferred to hack his little goblin head off with my sword and then punt his dead body into the bushes though.  It would have been more fun than playing that ridiculous game."
 
   "You are truly a genius master!" exclaimed Jaida.  "No wonder you were ranked number one!"
 
   "It seems like you learned how to be sarcastic," replied Nemeth.  "You're more similar to a human than you think Jaida.  Anyhow, now what do we have going on up ahead?"
 
   Nemeth looked ahead and saw that there was no longer just a single long path.  There were four paths to choose from ahead of them.  Each path seemed to have music playing from it.  Nemeth began to shuffle through the pages in the notebook.  He noticed a musical staff with notes on the first page listed under the Illusari Forest section.
 
   "What do you make of this Jaida?" asked Nemeth.
 
   "I detect that in each of the four paths ahead, distinct music is playing," replied Jaida with confidence.  "I think the key to solving this puzzle is to figure out which song inscribed in the notebook is the one playing from the tunnel."
 
   "That sounds easy enough," replied Nemeth confidently.  "We started musical training back at Lord Dragomir's Academy before we even began learning combat."
 
   Nemeth walked slowly towards the center of the four pathways.  The music began to play louder as he approached the pathways.  The four songs mixed together, making it impossible to hear one song over the other.
 
   "Be careful," said Jaida.  "Remember what Stojan said.  Choosing the wrong path could mean being trapped in the Illusari Forest forever!"
 
   "Alright, so we need to find this song," said Nemeth.  "In 4/4 timing, the notes are A# B D E E A# F G G E E C.  There's too much music being played at once.  How can we get through Jaida?"
 
   "Concentration is the key," replied Jaida.  "Make your way as closely as possible to the entrance and cover one of your ears.  Then listen very carefully to the music that is being played.  If you truly believe without any doubt that the music being played matches what is in the notebook, then that is the passage we must travel through."
 
   Nemeth slowly walked over to the first opening on the left, covered his right ear and began to listen to the music.  The sound of violins could be heard playing from the leftmost passageway.
 
   "This isn't the correct path," said Nemeth.  "The violins are playing much too quickly, so the timing is off even if the notes were correct.  Let's hear what passageway number two sounds like."
 
   Nemeth sidled over to the second opening from the left.  Again, he covered his right ear and moved as closely as possible to the opening trying to listen with his left ear to hear if the music being played matched the music inscribed in the notebook.  The sound of an organ could be heard playing from this passageway.
 
   "This might be the correct passageway," said Nemeth.  "The timing is definitely 4/4.  Now as for the notes, it's A# B D E E A F G B E F C.  No, this isn't the correct passageway either Jaida.  Alright, there are two more passageways to check."
 
   Nemeth sidled over to the third opening from the left.  Once again, he covered his right ear with his right hand.  He inched as closely as possible to the opening of the passageway and began to listen with his left ear.  This time, the sound of a guitar could be heard in the distance.
 
   "I really believe that this is the correct one this time," said Nemeth who seemed overconfident.  "Yes, there is 4/4 timing once again.  As for the notes, it's A# B D E E A# F G G E E C, just like the notebook says.  Let's go Jaida!"
 
   "You should check the last passageway just as a precaution," replied Jaida.  "You don't want us to be trapped here forever if a mistake is made do you?"
 
   Nemeth seemed disappointed that Jaida didn't agree with his decision.
 
   "Ok fine, I'll check the final passageway," replied Nemeth.  "But only because you have absolutely no confidence in me."
 
   Nemeth sidled over to the fourth and final opening from the left.  He covered his right ear with his right hand and moved as closely as possible to the opening of the passageway.  The sound of trumpets could be heard in the distance.
 
   "The timing isn't in 4/4," said Nemeth.  "The notes seemed to be correct but that doesn't matter as long as the timing isn't in 4/4.  The third passageway from the left is the one that we need to head through.  Are you ready Jaida?"
 
   "I believe you have solved the puzzle," replied Jaida.  "Let's proceed."
 
   Nemeth and Jaida made their way through the third passageway from the left.  The sounds of the guitars became much louder as they walked further through the passageway.  After about a minute of walking the sounds of the guitars went away.  The forest was almost completely silent.  The passageway that they were travelling through was quite thin and extremely long.  They were surrounded by bushes and tall oak trees on both sides.  The leaves on the branches of the oak trees were abundant enough to block out much of the night sky.  Nemeth and Jaida continued walking for another 10 minutes until they finally reached an opening leading them into a much wider, square shaped area such as the one they had been at before.  Once again a loud rumbling sound came rushing behind them.  Nemeth jumped forward and turned around.  Just as in the previous area, thick bushes covered with thorns had risen from the ground blocking the path back.
 
   "I'm not even going to bother hacking at these bushes again," said Nemeth.  "I'm supposed to be a hero, not a gardener.  It's time for the next puzzle."
 
   Nemeth turned around again.  This time there were six different passages to choose from.  Nemeth opened up the notebook again and saw that underneath the musical staff the numbers 000110 were inscribed.
 
   "What do you suppose these numbers mean?" asked Nemeth.  "The academy is supposed to teach us to excel at math.  Deep down inside I feel that this is something that the older students would know how to solve for sure.  I'm not so confident in my abilities here."
 
   "There are many ways to interpret these numbers," answered Jaida.  "There are six passages and six numbers.  The zeroes represent the incorrect pathways, while the ones represent the correct pathways.  If we choose pathways 4 or 5, we can make it to the next area."
 
   "There can't be two correct pathways," replied Nemeth.  "The last room we just came from only had one correct pathway.  When we were travelling, it put us on an arc towards the right.  I think that these numbers are binary.  The numbers 000110 are six in binary, so the correct pathway is the sixth one, the path all the way on the right."
 
   "Excellent thinking," replied Jaida.  "I hope for our sake that you are correct.  I'll say it again.  If we choose the wrong path, we may be trapped here forever."
 
   "I know I'm right," said Nemeth with confidence.  "I just know it!  Let's go through path number six now!  Come on Jaida!"
 
   Nemeth and Jaida proceeded through path number six.  The passageway curved to the right much more than the previous passageway.  Once again, they were surrounded by bushes and tall oak trees on both sides.  The bushes appeared to be thicker and have thorns on them.  The leaves on the oak trees varied greatly in color but were even more abundant that they blocked out even more of the night sky above.  After travelling for about another 10 minutes, they had reached yet another opening in the forest.  This opening was much larger than the previous one and there were eight passageways to choose from this time.  Thick bushes covered with thorns had risen from the ground blocking the path back.
 
   "I'm not even going to bother looking behind me," said Nemeth.  "Let me guess, more bushes have grown blocking the path back?"
 
   "Yes master," replied Jaida.  "It seems that even though we are solving the puzzles correctly, we can only move forward, not backwards."
 
   Nemeth shook his head and let out a big sigh.  Once again he opened the notebook.  Underneath the musical staff and the numbers, it read "Only when eight is applied many a time shall the true path be known."  Nemeth looked around and noticed a square block about quarter of his height protruding out of the ground.  The block had the letter X engraved into it.
 
   "What do we do now Jaida?" asked Nemeth.
 
   "You need to jump on the block," instructed Jaida.  "Do it!"
 
   Nemeth jumped up into the air and stomped down hard on the square block.  The square block sank down and became level with the ground.
 
   "Nothing happened!" said Nemeth angrily.  "You would think that this block would be of use.  There's got to be something else I have to do but what is it?  WHAT IS IT THAT I HAVE TO DO???"
 
   Nemeth began to throw a tantrum and starting jumping up and down on the block.  On his eighth stomping of the block into the ground, the block no longer came up from the ground.  Nemeth scratched his head.  Suddenly, he was pushed forward near the eight passageways and onto the ground.  He found himself covered in a sticky web.
 
   "Help me Jaida!" shouted Nemeth.
 
   "Slice the web with your sword and defend yourself!" yelled Jaida.  "There's a Venoma that we have to take care of!  I'll try and distract it while you get yourself free.  Here's some information that you'll find of use to you.  The Venoma is an oversized spider that shoots a large sticky web to trap its prey.  Once its victim was trapped, it sinks its venomous fangs into the victim.  The Venoma waits until its victim is dead from the venom before consuming it.  It appears that the Venoma's overall threat score is 13,250 out of a possible 1,000,000 points.  The Venoma's overall threat level to you is low."
 
   Jaida floated into the face of the Venoma.  Jaida tried to zigzag back and forth in the Venoma's line of sight to draw it away from Nemeth.  Nemeth was struggling to reach his sword.  He tried rolling around but kept getting tangled further in the web.
 
   "Hurry up!" yelled Jaida.  "Do not let the Venoma poison you!  Do you hear me?"
 
   Nemeth managed to reach into his backpack and grab ahold of one of the daggers he obtained after his encounter with the masked person.  He began to cut away at the web while still rolling on the ground.  After getting his arms free from the web, he was able to reach his sword.  The Venoma finally ignored Jaida's movements and crawled over to Nemeth who was now lying on the ground covered from the middle of his torso to his feet in webbing.
 
   "Get the hell away from me!" screamed Nemeth.  "I hate spiders even more than I hate insects!  And you've got to be the biggest spider I've ever seen!"
 
   Nemeth swung his sword wildly into the empty space between the Venoma and him hoping it would cause it to retreat.
 
   The Venoma crawled over Nemeth's torso and began to open its mouth, exposing its multiple venom-filled fangs.  Nemeth tightly grasped the handle of his sword with both hands and horizontally slashed the Venoma across its front set of fangs severing them from its mouth.  The Venoma let out a shriek and backed off of him.  Green ooze could be seen dripping from where the fangs had previously been rooted.  Nemeth used the dagger once more to cut the remaining webbing from his body and kicked up off the ground onto his feet.  Nemeth twirled his sword in his hand and pointed it at the Venoma.  Nemeth's eyes began to look crazed.
 
   "You probably don't understand the words that I'm saying," said Nemeth.  "But still you must listen to me.  If it's not words that I can make you understand, it's going to be pain that you understand."
 
   Nemeth looked over at Jaida with a disgusted look on his face.
 
   "Why did this thing, this Venoma as you call it attack me?" inquired Nemeth very seriously.  "Did I set off a trap by making a mistake?"
 
   "You're overthinking this," replied Jaida.  "The answer is always going to be EIGHT here.  There are eight doors, you needed to step on the block eight times and the creature has eight legs!  Now kill the Venoma!"
 
   Nemeth took out one his daggers and threw it at the Venoma's shell causing it to be pierced.  The Venoma let out another shriek and backed off a couple of more steps.  More green ooze could be spotted pouring from the open wound on the Venoma's shell.  Nemeth ran over to the left side of the Venoma and slid as fast as possible on the ground while slicing off four of the Venoma's legs one by one.  The Venoma let out an even louder shriek.  It flipped onto its back like a helpless overgrown turtle.  More green ooze poured out of the newly opened wounds on the Venoma.  Nemeth rolled over several times in the grass and got back up to his feet.  He walked over to the Venoma and hacked off each of its remaining four legs one by one.  He stared at the disgusting overturned body of Venoma.  It was now completely immobile and oozing a green substance from various parts of its body.
 
   "I'm giving you one last chance to speak to me beast!" bellowed Nemeth to Venoma.  "So you've got nothing to say at all?  I'm going to be a nice guy just this one time.  Instead of having you suffer, I'm going to end your life!"
 
   Nemeth looked at his sword, already covered in green ooze from his previous attacks on Venoma.  He grasped the sword with both hands and began to perform an unorthodox series of slashes at the underbelly and the exoskeleton of Venoma.  The Venoma was easily shredded into dozens of pieces by Nemeth's sword.  With each slash more green ooze would pour from Venoma's body until finally the creature let out one final loud shriek and transformed into a giant pile of green ooze with nothing else but Nemeth's dagger floating in it.  The eight passageways lit up brightly and converged into a single passageway in the center.  Nemeth took his sword and used it to carefully remove the dagger from the green ooze.  He wiped the green ooze off of his sword and dagger by wiping them on the ground.  He placed the dagger into his backpack and sheathed his sword.
 
   "Do you have any empty vials, bottles or any other sort of containers in your backpack?" inquired Jaida.
 
   "All of them contain some sort of potion from Madame Magica's shop," replied Nemeth.  "Why do you ask?"
 
   "I highly recommend that you either use or dump the contents of one of those containers and pick up the green ooze," suggested Jaida.  "It's venomous properties will surely be of use to you in the Great Temple of the Forest."
 
   Nemeth began to search through his potion collection.  It looks like I've got plenty of Healing Potions.  I could certainly use one too.  Nemeth gulped down a Healing Potion and wiped his mouth.  Nemeth's body began to glow bright red momentarily.
 
   "I feel completely recharged!" said Nemeth excitedly.  "That certainly didn't taste as good as Pomegranate Juice, but it certainly did the trick."
 
   Nemeth filled the empty bottle with the green ooze.  He sealed the bottle and placed it into his backpack.  Nemeth stared at the single large passage that was now there instead of the eight smaller passages.
 
   "So the eight paths have converged into one," said Nemeth slowly.  "Let's make our way to the next part of the forest!"
 
   Nemeth and Jaida made their way through the large path.  The path was similar to the previous ones.  There were bushes on both sides with more thorns than any of the previous paths.  The oak trees were even taller and contained branches with so many colorful leaves that they completely blocked out any view of the night sky.  After an eight minute walk along the path, Nemeth and Jaida stopped short.  Stojan had reappeared again in front of them.
 
   "I must congratulate you on solving all of the puzzles," said Stojan.  "But don't get a big head!  You were given the easier puzzles.  You wouldn't have been so fortunate if you had the more difficult puzzles.  Anyhow, I just wanted to let you know that I'm giving you a chance to leave the Illusari Forest.  If you want me to, I can create a portal for you that will lead you back to where you originally came in.  The Great Temple of the Forest is only a short walk ahead.  You'll encounter danger in there like you've never experienced.  So what do you choose?  Do you want the portal out of here or do you want to continue ahead to the temple?"
 
   "We appreciate your offer to let us out of the forest," said Nemeth.  "But we have to decline.  We must proceed to the temple.  We have important business to take care of."
 
   "Very well then," replied Stojan.  "You have made your choice.  Continue ahead to the temple.  Good luck.  You're going to need it!"
 
   Stojan vanished once again.  Nemeth and Jaida continued on the path and made it to an extremely wide opening in the forest.
 
   "We're here master," whispered Jaida.  "Look up ahead!  Isn't it spectacular?"
 
   A look of surprise came across Nemeth's face.
 
   "This can't be it," said Nemeth quietly.  "No, it can't be…"
 
   "Yes master, this is the Great Temple of the Forest," whispered Jaida.  "This is our next challenge."
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   "I've never seen a temple of this size before!" exclaimed Nemeth with a hint of anger in his voice.  "I haven't been to many temples before but the ones I've been to were all much smaller than this one.  Temples are supposed to be small and are meant for praying to gods and goddesses."
 
   "Did you really expect that Terazhul and Vulpes would hide in a place smaller than this?" asked Jaida.
 
   "Actually yes I did!" said Nemeth his voice growing with more anger.  "I expected us to just walk into a small temple and have a final battle with Terazhul where I would come out the victor."
 
   "Your expectations do not match the reality of the situation," replied Jaida.  "Getting through the temple and defeating Terazhul and Vulpes will be an arduous task."
 
   Nemeth walked up to a massive wooden drawbridge.  The drawbridge spanned the distance across a deep river to the temple entrance.  The water in the river appeared to be murky and discolored.  Dead fish could be seen floating on the surface.  Nemeth began to walk slowly across the drawbridge toward the entrance of the Great Temple of the Forest.  Approximately half-way through his walk across the drawbridge, the vines that controlled the drawbridge's suspension began to pull the drawbridge into its upright position.  Nemeth slid down the drawbridge into the first section of the Great Temple of the Forest and landed hard on his back.  He carefully got up off of the ground and rubbed his back trying to reduce the amount of pain inflicted from the friction of the slide.
 
   "Are you ok master?" asked Jaida with a concerned tone.
 
   "Yeah, I'm just great…" said Nemeth sarcastically.  "This is the best I've ever felt in my life."
 
   Nemeth turned around to see that the drawbridge was completely closed.  A large magical bubble formed a seal around the drawbridge preventing any possible exit from the temple.  Nemeth took out the notebook from his backpack.  The notebook was shut tightly and he was not able to open it anymore.
 
   "I can't open the notebook anymore," said Nemeth despairingly.  "What am I supposed to do now?"
 
   "There's nothing we can do but press forward," replied Jaida.  "Do not discard the notebook just yet though.  I have a feeling that we can get it to open once again."
 
   Nemeth put the notebook into his backpack again.  Nemeth turned around and began to scan the room around him.  The floor was covered in grass that was knee-high to Nemeth.  There were a lot of large colorful mushrooms sprouting from the ground.  The temple's walls appeared to be made of stone but were covered largely by a variety of plant-life.  In the far left and right corners of the room, there were two large statues of eagles.  Atop these statues were monkey heads with square openings carved out for their mouths.  Straight ahead was a wooden door.  Nemeth equipped his sword and shield and began to walk towards the door.  A single wooden arrow shot from each of the monkey head statues just seconds apart from one another.  Nemeth swept his shield from left to right to deflect the arrows, causing the arrowheads to break off upon impact.  Nemeth ran towards the wooden door even quicker.
 
   "This door had better not be locked," said Nemeth quietly to himself.  "Come on, just open, just open…"
 
   Nemeth pulled hard on the door handle and the door flung open.  Nemeth proceeded into the next room and slammed the door behind him.
 
   "JAIDA!" yelled Nemeth.  "We no longer have access to the information in the notebook.  The exit to the temple is sealed shut magically and two statues just shot arrows at me!  What kind of lunatic would design such a place?  And what else can I expect to happen to me here?"
 
   Before Jaida could respond, Nemeth already started to pace forward in the new room which had a fairly steep decline.  Holes opened from the ceiling and hundreds of wooden logs of various shapes and sizes rolled down the walls onto the ground.  Nemeth jumped into the air and landed on one of the logs.  For about seven seconds, he managed to maintain his balance and ride the log down the decline.  Then several other logs hit him from behind causing him to fall off balance backwards onto another rolling log.  More and more logs continued to pour out of the openings in the ceiling.  Nemeth was now rolling on several logs down the slope towards an open body of water towards the end of the room.
 
   "The water is toxic!" screamed Jaida.  "Don't land in the water under any circumstances!  Get off of the logs now!"
 
   Nemeth rolled around as much as possible in all different directions.  After a huge struggle, he landed on his stomach in an area with no logs on the ground with his head facing the entrance.  He jammed his sword and shield into the ground at a 45 degree angle.  This would hopefully prevent him from rolling down into the toxic water below and allow any logs to roll up into the air and over him instead of landing on him.  Nemeth was now stuck lying on the floor.  He curled his legs forward towards his body leaving his shins exposed to the ceiling.  Nemeth pressed his body as closely to the ground as possible to make sure that no logs would strike him.  Nemeth shut his eyes in fear as logs continued to pour downward for about another a minute and a half.  Many of them rolled over his sword and shield leaving Nemeth unscathed.  When the sounds of the rolling logs stopped, Nemeth opened his eyes.  He pulled his sword and shield from out of the ground and got up to his feet.  Nemeth looked down the slope and saw the cluttered masses of logs.  Nemeth carefully approached the edge of the water.  He noticed that most of the logs were now submerged in the body of water, but some of them were floating on top.  It looked like there were enough logs to form a sturdy enough bridge that he could get to the other side where another wooden door was.
 
   "What should I do Jaida?" asked Nemeth with great concern.  "How badly can I get damaged by the water if I touch it?  I mean, it's not like I'm going to be drinking it or anything.  I think there's enough logs here for me to walk across the water easily."
 
   "You saw what happened before!" exclaimed Jaida.  "You tried to balance yourself on the logs and you fell down.  If this water enters your system, you'll have to use an Anti-Venom Potion to cure yourself of its poisonous effects.  There is no sense is wasting one of those potions when you can get across to the other side a much easier way.  I'm going to let you think this one over."
 
   "Why do I have to think this one over?" asked Nemeth bitterly.  "You're supposed to be my Guardian Spirit!  You do understand what the word GUARDIAN means right?"
 
   "Thinking about how to get to the other side will benefit you greatly," replied Jaida.  "Trust your judgment!"
 
   Nemeth put away his sword and shield.  He focused his attention on the left wall above the toxic water.  Unlike the rest of the room, the walls above the water were free of any plant life.  Nemeth dashed towards the left wall.  He jumped and turned his body into the direction of the wooden door, quickly running horizontally across the wall for about five steps.  He used his legs to repel himself off of the wall.  These actions launched him past the water gap.  Finally, he performed a forward roll to get to safety on the ground in front of him.
 
   "Are you satisfied?" asked Nemeth bitterly.  "Wall running isn't exactly the best thing to do if you want to conserve energy for battle."
 
   "The important thing is that you figured out what you needed to do without my help," replied Jaida.  "I'm more than satisfied with your performance so far.  Are you?"
 
   "That doesn't matter," responded Nemeth.  "What matters are exactly two things.  The first is if this door is going to open.  The second is if I go through this door, what the hell am I going to have to deal with this time?  Trust me, if I knew those wooden logs could feel pain, I'd be slicing them all apart with my sword right now!"
 
   "Haven't you realized that this place will constantly be filled with traps?" questioned Jaida.  "Terazhul is very well guarded here.  Expect that each room you enter is going to present you with a challenge more difficult than the last one."
 
   Nemeth let out a large sigh and put his hand on the handle to the door.  He pulled the door open and walked slowly into the next room.  He shut the door quietly behind him.  He began to observe the room to see what possible traps could be set.  At the far end of the room there was a platform elevated about 30 feet off of the ground.  At the top of the platform there was another wooden door.  Bushes covered in thorns lined the sides of the room.  In the far right corner, there was a block that looked like it could be stepped on, similar to the one in the Illusari Forest.  He was too far away to see what type of design, if any was inscribed into the top of the block.  There were also several rocks about three quarters the size of Nemeth scattered about the room.  Nemeth looked up at the ceiling and noticed that there was a bat-like creature hanging upside down.  Nemeth brought out his lantern and lifted it up high above his head.  The bright light disturbed the bat-like creature and it began to fly around the room.  Nemeth drew his sword and prepared for battle.
 
   "Jaida, I need more information on this creature immediately," commanded Nemeth.  "An overall threat score and overall threat level would help as well."
 
   "The creature that you are talking about is called the Vile Chiroptera," reported Jaida.  "This bat actually possesses two heads.  A single bite from either of its heads will cause you to become poisoned.  Also, this creature has unusual magical regeneration abilities, as I'm sure you'll soon see.  It has an overall threat score of 11,000 out of a possible 1,000,000 points.  The overall threat level to you is low."
 
   Nemeth began to poke his sword up into the air hoping to provoke an attack from the Vile Chiroptera.  The creature began to fly towards Nemeth and he promptly sliced the creature into two nearly equal parts down the center.  The two pieces of the creature collapsed onto the ground.  Nemeth put his sword away and began to laugh.
 
   "Well that certainly was an easy win for me," said Jaida with a bright smile on his face.  "That poor pathetic little bat couldn't handle even one slice from my sword.  I think for the first time you might have gotten the whole low threat level thing correct."
 
   Suddenly the two pieces of the Vile Chiroptera began to regenerate into two brand new creatures, as if there was no damage done.  The two newly generated creatures flew into the air.  A beam of sound shot from each of the Vile Chiroptera's striking Nemeth.  Nemeth tried to reach for his sword but instead wound up stumbling awkwardly backwards.  The Vile Chiroptera had caused a state of confusion for Nemeth making any physical action he wanted to perform turn out to be another random physical action.
 
   "Nemeth, you've got to relax!" shouted Jaida.  "The effects of their spell will only last about 20 more seconds.  If you get bitten, you are going to need to use an Anti-Venom Potion after you kill them.  By only performing slices with your sword on these creatures, it will do no good.  They will continue to regenerate and form new creatures until they outnumber you.  You need to stab them through their heart and then set them aflame with your lantern to get rid of them completely."
 
   Nemeth was unable to remain calm despite Jaida's advice.  He continued to try and reach for his sword but only managed to get his legs stuck in a split position on the ground.  One of the Vile Chiroptera's lunged at Nemeth and gave him a deep bite in the right side of his neck and then retreated.  The other Vile Chiroptera also lunged at Nemeth but the effects of the beam of sound wore off.  Right before he was about to be bitten again he was able to swat the creature away making it retreat.  Nemeth put his right hand over the bite in his neck.  He felt blood dripping from his neck into the palm of his hand.
 
   "I'm bleeding from the neck," said Nemeth in a frightened tone.  "My damn neck is bleeding!"
 
   "You're going to start feeling very ill soon unless you kill the Vile Chiroptera's and consume some Anti-Venom Potion," replied Jaida.  "Don't worry about the bleeding from the neck.  It will heal itself soon."
 
   Nemeth removed his hand from his neck and shook off drops of blood to the ground.  He wielded his sword in his left hand and his lantern in the right hand.  Nemeth charged at the closest Vile Chiroptera and sliced it in half with his sword.  Once again the creature fell into two pieces to the ground.  Nemeth quickly stabbed the two halves of the creature in the heart with his sword.  He kneeled down and used his lantern to burn the sliced fragments of the Vile Chiroptera.  They quickly caught on fire.  Nemeth got back to his feet, took a few small paces backward and watched as the creature burned to death.  The fire quickly extinguished and dark shadows arose from the ground and floated through the ceiling.  Nemeth dashed after the next Vile Chiroptera.  Nemeth performed a small jump and sliced the creature into two pieces.  Nemeth pierced the two halves of the creature in the heart and once again set the pieces aflame with his lantern.  Nemeth watched the second creature burn to death.  Dark shadows once again arose from the ground and floated through the ceiling.  Nemeth put his lantern away and searched the Infinite Backpack for an Anti-Venom Potion.  He found one and consumed the foul-tasting purple liquid in a several large gulps.
 
   "How long until my neck heals?" asked Nemeth in a concerned tone.
 
   "I just told you," replied Jaida.  "Don't worry about your neck.  The bites are not large and will heal soon.  The important thing is that your body has been cleansed of the poison.  Now let's go through the door up there."
 
   "That's easy for you to say," said Nemeth still sounding depressed.  "You can just fly up there.  I've got to figure out how to get up there."
 
   Nemeth walked cautiously to the block in the far right corner of the room.  He looked at the top of the block which had the image of a monkey's head inscribed in it.  Nemeth seemed confused and then shook his head.
 
   "I'm not falling for this again," said Nemeth.  "If I push down on this block, I'll just have another Venoma attacking me…or worse.  I've got a better idea."
 
   Nemeth reached into his backpack and pulled out his grappling hook.  Nemeth threw the grappling hook high onto the platform above.  He tugged on the grappling hook and made sure it was secured to the platform.  He climbed up to the top of the platform and put his grappling hook away.  Nemeth looked down below and signaled for Jaida to join him atop the platform.  He walked confidently to the wooden door and tried to open the door.  The door did not budge.  Nemeth continued to try and pull and twist on the door's handle, but the door remained closed.
 
   "The damn door is locked!" whined Nemeth.
 
   Nemeth sighed and then reached into his backpack for his grappling hook.  He placed the end of the grappling hook on the door handle and climbed down below.  He walked over to the block and looked at it momentarily.  He drew his sword and then jumped on the block.  Unlike the block that was in the Illusari Forest, this block did not sink when Nemeth jumped on it.  Nemeth continued to pounce on the block several more times, but it refused to sink into the ground.  Nemeth became very angry and walked off of the block.  He put his sword away and scooped up the nearest large rock into his arms.  The rock was rather heavy and very difficult to carry.  Nemeth waddled his way back over to the block and dropped the heavy rock on top of it.  The heavy weight of the rock was enough to cause the block to sink into the ground.  Nemeth performed a backflip and drew his sword expecting another battle to occur.  A metallic clicking noise could be heard coming from above.  The right side of the platform started to shake and transformed into a set of stairs leading up towards to the door.  Nemeth walked up the newly formed staircase.  He grabbed his grappling hook from the door handle and put it into his backpack.  Nemeth was hoping that the metallic clicking noise he heard was the door unlocking.  He reached for the handle of the door and pulled on it and fortunately the door opened.  Nemeth and Jaida then proceeded into the next room.
 
   "Good job master!" exclaimed Jaida.
 
   Nemeth looked around the next room.  This next room was much larger than any of the previous rooms.  It was rather barren compared to the other rooms.  There were only a few bushes covered with thorns and a couple small puddles of water.  Engraved into the stone ceiling were drawings of different species of birds.  There were three doors to choose from instead of one.  One door was on the left, one door was in the center and one door was on the right.  Nemeth randomly chose the right door as the first door he wanted to go in.  Nemeth approached the door on the right and opened it.  Nemeth and Jaida proceeded into the next room.
 
   "There were no traps in that other room," said Nemeth.  "And this door opened up far too easily.  Something bad is bound to happen here."
 
   A thicker wooden door with no handles magically appeared over the door behind them causing them to be shut in.  There was an unusual ankle-high layer of nearly dead grass covering most of the floor.  In the center of the room, there were two identical wooden statues.  The statues had the body of a gorilla, but the head of a hawk.  In the arms of each statue was a large axe.
 
   "I sense great danger in this room," replied Jaida.  "I also sense that there is a great reward as well.  It doesn't look like there's another way out besides the way we came in.  We've got to figure out a way out of here!"
 
   "I'll see if I can push these statues out of the way," said Nemeth.  "Whoever carved these statues is quite talented, don't you think?  I wonder who the artist is."
 
   Nemeth walked over to the two statues in the center of the room.  He placed his left hand on the left statue and his right hand on the right statue and began to push.
 
   "No, that's just not going to work," said Nemeth.  "I've got to push one statue at a time with both of my hands."
 
   Nemeth started to push the statue on his left with both hands.
 
   "This statue doesn't even feel like it was carved out of wood!" exclaimed Nemeth.  "It feels like actual fur.  This artist is simply amazing.  Any ideas on how the artist accomplished such an effect?"
 
   Nemeth had not realized that both statues were now alive.  Quickly he was hoisted into the air by his right arm by the left arm of the leftmost statue.  Nemeth looked into the dark red eyes of the statue that had tightly gripped him.  Nemeth drew his sword with his left arm and cut across the statue's arm that was holding him.  The grip was released and Nemeth ran toward the door where he came in.
 
   "Jaida, what are those things?" asked Nemeth.  "Tell me what you know about these things."
 
   "I'm trying to gather as much information as I can about these creatures," replied Jaida.  "These creatures are known as Buteo Graueri.  They are harmless when they are in statue form but come to life when they are touched by anything organic.  It appears that a single Buteo Graueri has an overall threat score of 26,000 out of a possible 1,000,000 points.  The overall threat level to you is fairly low.  You were able to escape their tight grip with your sword, so you can inflict damage that way.  I believe destroying both of them is the only way to get out of here and get a reward.  Now attack!"
 
   Nemeth charged the leftmost Buteo Graueri but quickly came to a halt as the monster swung its axe vertically at Nemeth.  The axe attack nearly missed him but hit the ground instead.  Nemeth performed a backflip and locked onto the eyes of the rightmost monster.  He charged at the creature.  The monster swung his axe in a downward motion at Nemeth.  Nemeth managed to sidestep the monster and sliced at its torso.  Small amounts of brown ooze began to drip from the monster's torso, but it appeared to be unfazed.  Nemeth refocused his attention on the leftmost Buteo Graueri.  He circled to the left of the monster and began to walk backwards towards the left wall until he was pressed up against it.  He gestured for the monster to charge him.  The beast began to walk with an increased speed toward him.  Nemeth waited until the beast came within striking distance of him.  The beast swung his axe again at Nemeth, but he rolled out of the way.  The axe got stuck in the ground for a few moments which allowed Nemeth to come in and slice the top of the beast's right leg.  After several backflips towards the door where he came in, Nemeth refocused his attention on the rightmost Buteo Graueri.  Nemeth ran to the right wall and gestured for the monster to attack him.
 
   "Attack me already!" screamed Nemeth.  "Your big buddy over there is hurt.  Do you feel any compassion for your fellow monsters?  I know I don't.  Now get the hell over here and get what's coming to you!"
 
   The Buteo Graueri increased its pace and approached Nemeth.  It swung its axe at Nemeth, but Nemeth rolled out of the way.  Nemeth stabbed the beast in the back of its right leg twice.  Nemeth then headed towards the center of the room.  The Buteo Graueri had been separated from one another.  One was now on Nemeth's left side and the other was on Nemeth's right side.  Both of the Buteo Graueri began to walk straight toward Nemeth in the center.  Almost simultaneously the two monsters swung their axes at Nemeth.  Nemeth performed a front flip out of harm's way.  Since the axes missed Nemeth, the statues wound up chopping each other with their axes deep into their shoulders.  Brown ooze gushed from their open wounds onto the floor.  The monsters tried to remove their axes from each other but failed to do so.  Nemeth saw this as an opportunity to inflict more damage.  Nemeth charged the monsters and delivered a jumping slice attack to each of the handles of their axes rendering their weapons completely useless.
 
   "Such a pity," said Nemeth.  "You had a two on one advantage and you still couldn't defeat me.  If you're watching this Terazhul, let this be a lesson to what's going to happen to you and Vulpes!"
 
   Nemeth then ran to the far left wall, circled around and delivered a hard dropkick to the back of the knee of one of the monsters causing him to fall backwards onto the ground which was covered in brown ooze.  Nemeth ran to the opposite wall, circled around and delivered a jumping roundhouse kick to the back of the second monster's head knocking it forward and onto the other Buteo Graueri.  The monsters were unable to get up and continued to leak brown ooze from their bodies.  Nemeth began to run in circles around the monsters hacking, slashing and stabbing with his sword at every possible place on their bodies.  They finally perished once Nemeth severed the beaks off of their heads.  The creatures left nothing behind other than a pool of disgusting brown ooze.  Shortly after the defeat of the two monsters, a golden light began to shine brightly at the far end of the room opposite the door.  A beautiful treasure chest appeared where the light glistened.  Nemeth ran over to the treasure chest and flung open the lid.  Inside he found some lightweight chain mail armor.  He tried on the armor and it fit almost perfectly.  The thick wooden barrier that was blocking the entrance crumbled into nothingness.  This brought a grin to Nemeth's face.
 
   "Phew, that was close!" exclaimed Nemeth.  "I was nearly beheaded!  You were right about the treasure though.  I've got this great armor now.  I'm feeling a lot better.  By the way, do you think I should collect some of this brown ooze?"
 
   "It never hurts to have a lot of different items," replied Jaida.  "I would suggest drinking another Healing Potion and then filling the vial with the brown ooze."
 
   Nemeth reached into his backpack and grabbed a Healing Potion.  He chugged down the Healing Potion and felt refreshed.  He walked over to the pool of brown ooze and scooped up as much as he could into the empty vial.  He sealed the vial and placed it into his backpack.
 
   "I want to go in the room that would have originally been on our left when we first came in," said Nemeth.  "So we just have to go straight across once we open this door.  Alright, let's keep going!"
 
   Nemeth made his way to the door, opened it and headed back into the previous room.  Nemeth and Jaida made their way across the room and opened the door.  In this somewhat thin corridor, there were dozens of wooden spears of varying lengths moving in and out of the walls.  None of them were long enough to penetrate Nemeth's flesh as long as he stood in the center of the room and walked slowly along a narrow path that was cut into the tall grass.  The path ahead appeared to lead to another treasure chest.  Nemeth took a couple of steps forward and the ground below him started to move.  Nemeth got down on one knee to avoid going completely off balance.  He continued on the path on one knee.  The movement along the pathway brought him dangerously close to the spears that were moving in and out of the walls.  Nemeth swung wildly with his sword at the spears on the walls breaking the ends off most of them.  At the end of the path, Nemeth reached the treasure chest.
 
   "I made it Jaida!" exclaimed Nemeth.  "I can't wait to see what's in here!"
 
   "Master, watch out!" shouted Jaida.  "Look above you!"
 
   As Nemeth was about to open the treasure chest, vines from the ceiling swooped down and wrapped themselves around his legs.  Nemeth was dragged upside down to the ceiling by the vines.  Nemeth experienced a rush of blood to his head and felt his energy being drained from his body from the vines.  He took in a deep breath as he watched the upside down view of the room which had now been littered with broken spears.  He tried to break the grasp of the vines by stretching, wiggling and kicking his legs, but it was to no avail.  Nemeth decided he had no other choice than to use his sword to cut the vines and hopefully not break his neck on the way down.  Nemeth sliced his sword at the vines.  The slice was strong enough to free one of his legs.  He performed a sit-up and sliced again at the vines with his sword.  This time he was completely free from the grasp of the vines and he fell down to the ground landing hard on his tailbone.  The pain from the fall was intense but was soon forgotten when Nemeth turned towards the treasure chest and opened it.  Inside the treasure chest was a wooden bow and a quiver of 25 wooden arrows!  Nemeth smiled with excitement and put his newly found items into his backpack.
 
   "This is an excellent find Jaida!" shouted Nemeth with great pleasure.  "I hope that I still have what it takes to shoot with a bow and arrow.  I haven't done any archery training in over a year."
 
   Jaida floated in front of Nemeth.
 
   "You have yet to come across a challenge that you haven't overcome," replied Jaida.  "I'm sure you will be great with a bow and arrow if the time comes that you need to use it."
 
   Nemeth nodded in agreement and smiled at Jaida.
 
   "Ok, let's backtrack to the other room!" exclaimed Nemeth.  "The final door was in the center, so it should now be on our left."
 
   Nemeth and Jaida made their way into the previous room.  Nemeth opened the third and final door in that particular area and they proceeded to enter into the next room.  This floor was covered with knee-high grass and dozens of large colorful mushrooms.  A giant colorful mushroom was positioned in the center of the room.  Each mushroom emitted a mild light from their centers.  Large spider webs were in each corner of the room.  The walls of the room had pictures of various animals carved into them.  At the far end of the room was a wooden door.  Nemeth dodged around each of the mushrooms and made his way to the wooden door.  He tried to open the door, but the door was locked.
 
   "Another locked door!" exclaimed Nemeth.  "I'm sick of locked doors!  I'm going to smash this one in!"
 
   Nemeth backed up about 10 paces.  He charged the door and thrust his shoulder into it.  The door didn't budge and Nemeth wound up with only a hurt shoulder and more frustration.  Jaida floated high above the giant mushroom in the center of the room.
 
   "Look up here!" yelled Jaida.  "I'm above the giant mushroom.  There's a key suspended from a vine here.  I bet you this is the key that opens that door!"
 
   "I'm not going to be able to reach that key with my sword," replied Nemeth.  "It looks like I'm going to have to use that bow sooner than I thought."
 
   Nemeth took out his wooden bow and quiver of arrows that he found earlier in the temple.  He placed an arrow on the string of his bow and aimed for the vine.  He pulled back on the string and released.  The arrow narrowly missed the vine and wound up hitting the wall and breaking apart.  Nemeth now had 24 arrows left in his quiver.
 
   "Alright, I'm a bit rusty," said Nemeth with disappointment.  "I wasn't trained in archery as my primary skill so give me a break!"
 
   "I didn't say anything bad about you," replied Jaida.  "You're beating yourself up again without a valid reason.  I can help you here.  Right now it's like you're shooting into the darkness.  I'm going to position myself exactly in the center of the vine to create more light.  Shoot at the center of me and you should penetrate the vine.  You can't hurt me with a shot from a wooden arrow.  I'm transparent and pretty much invulnerable remember?"
 
   "Round two, here I go!" exclaimed Nemeth.
 
   Nemeth readied his bow again.  23 arrows were left in his quiver.  He aimed for the center of Jaida.  He pulled back hard on the string and released.  The arrow soared through the air and pierced the vine causing the key to drop down onto the giant mushroom below.  The key sank into the mushroom and out of sight.  Nemeth put his bow and arrows away.  He then drew his sword and charged at the giant mushroom.
 
   "No, wait!" shouted Jaida.  "Don't do that!"
 
   It was too late though.  Nemeth had already sliced through the base of the giant mushroom causing it to fall over.  Its once colorful exterior was now dark grey and began to emit a noxious gas into the air.  Nemeth inhaled some of this noxious gas causing him to feel dizzy and nauseous.  He reached inside the mushroom in search of the key.  After fumbling around inside the mushroom for a while he managed to find the key and grabbed it out of the mushroom.  The dozens of other smaller mushrooms also turned to dark grey and began to emit a noxious gas into the air.  Nemeth was unable to breathe anything but the noxious gases while crawling on his hands and knees across the grass toward the door.
 
   "You've got to hurry!" yelled Jaida.  "This whole room is going to be filled from top to bottom with the gas from the mushrooms!  You've made it too far to die now!"
 
   Nemeth continued to crawl on his hands and knees towards the door.  He felt more and more enfeebled with each passing second.  He felt like he was going to pass out.  Nemeth scratched his fingernails against the wooden door.  With his last bit of strength, he placed the key in the lock and opened the door.  He could feel fresh air coming from the next room, which he breathed in deeply.  He crawled into the next room, got to his feet and then slammed the door shut behind him.  Nemeth bent over with his hands on his knees and continued to breathe in the fresh air.  His dizziness and nausea had been remedied and most importantly he was still alive.
 
   "I forgot to tell you not to hurt any of the mushrooms," said Jaida.  "Their way of defending themselves is to emit toxic gas."
 
   "I'll take the blame for that one," replied Nemeth.  "I was careless…"
 
   Nemeth looked ahead and saw that the room he was in was quite large.  In fact, this was by far the largest room in the temple so far.  In the center of the room was a massive door with four large locks on it.  Nemeth and Jaida proceeded to make their way towards the door, when all of a sudden two large thorn-covered bushes magically appeared about 10 feet from them.  Behind the bushes, a creature with the body of a lizard and the arms of a bear appeared.  Nemeth drew his sword and shield.  The bushes simultaneously spewed an array of thorns in the direction of Nemeth.  He managed to deflect most of them with his shield.  His chain mail armor was not able to be pierced by the thorns either.  A few of the thorns had stuck into his hands and face causing some mild discomfort.
 
   "Jaida, you know the deal!" shouted Nemeth.  "Tell me exactly what I am dealing with here!"
 
   "I'm gathering the information now master," replied Jaida.  "Please wait just a few moments."
 
   Nemeth decided not to wait and instead charged after the rightmost bush preparing to slash it with his sword.  The part bear, part lizard creature jumped at Nemeth and swung its tail at him.  The tail whipped Nemeth hard across both of his thighs causing him to flip over and onto his back.
 
   "The creature that just attacked you is called a Pogonus," informed Jaida.  "The Pogonus has an overall threat score of 32,000 out of a possible 1,000,000 points.  The overall threat level to you is fairly low.  A single thorned bush is called a Berberis.  A Berberis spits out numerous thorns if you get close enough to it.  A single Berberis has an overall threat score of 9,250 out of a possible 1,000,000 points.  The overall threat level to you is low."
 
   Nemeth rubbed his thighs and got back to a standing position.  He ran back near the door where he entered from.  He put his sword and shield away and began removing the thorns from his hands and face.  He took out his bow and quiver of arrows.  As he tried to ready his bow, the Pogonus dashed towards him.  The Pogonus knocked the bow out of his hand with its tail causing it to tumble across the room.  Nemeth sat down and crossed his arms over his face in defense.  The Pogonus lifted Nemeth into the air with its claws and threw him forcefully toward the far wall across the room.  Nemeth repelled himself off of the wall with his right foot, spun around towards the Pogonus and landed safely on the ground.  He drew his sword and cautiously walked over to the Pogonus.  The Pogonus swung its tail at Nemeth, but he hopped over it.  The Pogonus once again swung its tail at Nemeth from the opposite direction, but he slid into the tail and wrapped both of his legs around it.  The Pogonus struggled to move its tail now that Nemeth had a tight hold on it.  Nemeth performed a fierce diagonal slash on the monster's tail severing it off of its body.  Surprisingly, no blood, ooze or any other liquid was coming from the monster's body which was disappointing to Nemeth.  He put his sword away and released the hold he had on the creature's tail.  He picked up the tail from the ground.  Nemeth swung the tail at the Pogonus slapping it across the face.  He swung the tail at the Pogonus again but this time the creature caught its own severed tail with its claws.  Nemeth let go of the tail and drew his sword.  The Pogonus appeared to be distracted by the tail it was holding.  Nemeth sliced off the Pogonus' right claw with his sword and took several paces backward.  The Pogonus dropped its tail and swung at Nemeth with its left claw causing a gash to open on the right side of Nemeth's face.  The Pogonus swung its left claw at Nemeth once more.  Nemeth ducked the attack and countered by slicing off the left claw of the Pogonus.  Nemeth pressed the handle of his sword against the gash in his own face to stop any additional bleeding.
 
   "You better not have damaged my beautiful face," said Nemeth.  "You've got no more offensive capabilities.  Your tail and your claws are lying on the ground.  Try picking them up and reattaching them.  You won't be able to.  Try kicking me and I'll break your legs.  Try swinging at me with your clawless arms and I'll snap them in half."
 
   "I don't think this creature can communicate with you," said Jaida.  "I've noticed you keep talking to these monsters.  You're wasting your breath."
 
   "I have fun toying around with them," replied Nemeth.  "It makes me feel good inside to mess around with them.  If I want to believe that these monsters know what I'm saying, then so be it.  This is my reality and I control it.  I'm entitled to some fun after the miserable day I've had.  Hell, what am I saying?  It's the next day already and I should be in bed."
 
   Nemeth put his sword away and ran back towards his bow that he lost earlier.  He put the bow away and then walked back over to the Pogonus.  Nemeth looked at the Pogonus and saw fear in the monster's eyes.
 
   "Still not talking?" questioned Nemeth sarcastically.  "I could slice you into even more little pieces with my sword, but I don't want to take the easy route again.  If you can't talk and you can't fight, then I've only got one use for you."
 
   Nemeth gave the Pogonus a swift kick to its chest, causing it to lean forward.  Nemeth wrapped his arms around the Pogonus' body and locked his hands together tightly.  He rotated the Pogonus so its back was facing the two Berberis.  Nemeth removed the grasp he had from behind the Pogonus' back and began to grasp the beast around its throat.  Nemeth started to push the Pogonus towards the two Berberis.  The Pogonus began to resist by pushing back.  Nemeth was pushed back a couple of steps ultimately Nemeth managed to overpower the creature.  The two Berberis began to continuously spew hundreds of thorns around the room.  Nemeth used the Pogonus as a shield by continuing to push its body toward the rightmost Berberis.  As more and more thorns pierced the backside of the Pogonus' body, the creature became more lethargic.  Inches away from the rightmost Berberis, Nemeth swept both of the Pogonus' legs out from under itself.  The Pogonus fell on top of the Berberis piercing its body with hundreds of additional thorns.  The Pogonus could not handle what was possibly thousands of thorns embedded into its body.  It turned into a plume of green and brown smoke and vanished.  Nemeth did a cartwheel in between the two Berberis plants and then performed a split.  Nemeth promptly drew his sword.  Reaching as far out as possible with his sword, he rotated in a 360 degree motion cutting both Berberis plants at the root.  Both Berberis plants withered and died in seconds.  A loud noise came from the direction of the giant door.  Nemeth got back up to his feet and looked at the giant door with great curiosity.
 
   "The lock on the upper left of the door is now unlocked!" shouted Jaida.  "Only three more to go!"
 
   Nemeth began to look around the room.  He noticed that there were three grey orbs in the room.  One was near the entrance, another was suspended from the ceiling and the final one was near the giant door across the room.  Nemeth struck the grey orb near the entrance with his sword.  The orb's color changed from grey to bright green.  A loud noise similar to the one earlier came from the direction of the giant door.
 
   "The lock on the upper right of the door is unlocked now!" shouted Jaida.  "All you have to do is strike the other orbs!"
 
   "I'll try and shoot the orb on the ceiling with an arrow," replied Nemeth.  "That's got to be the best way to hit it."
 
   Nemeth took out his bow and quiver of arrows.  He aimed for the black orb on the ceiling and shot an arrow at it.  22 arrows were left in his quiver.  The black orb on the ceiling turned bright green.  The lock on the bottom left of the giant door unlocked.  Nemeth ran towards the final grey orb, but suddenly the lock on the upper right of the giant door became locked again.  Seconds later, the lock on the bottom left of the giant door become relocked.
 
   "I think you need to move faster," said Jaida.  "If you don't strike the orbs quickly enough, you won't be able to unlock the remaining three locks."
 
   Nemeth tried to position himself as equidistant as possible between the three grey orbs.  He readied his bow.  He shot an arrow at the grey orb near the entrance with success.  21 arrows were left in his quiver.  The grey orb turned bright green again and the lock on the upper right of the giant door unlocked.  Nemeth hurried himself when preparing his bow again.  He shot an arrow at the grey orb suspended from the ceiling.  20 arrows were left in his quiver.  The grey orb turned bright green again and the lock on the bottom left of the giant door unlocked.  Unconvinced of the time left to prepare another successful shot with his bow and arrow, Nemeth quickly grabbed a dagger out of his backpack and threw it at the remaining grey orb.  The dagger hit the final grey orb and it began to turn bright green.  The bottom right lock on the giant door unlocked.  The giant door opened outward by itself.  Nemeth picked up his dagger and put it away.  Nemeth and Jaida proceeded into the next room.  The giant door slammed shut behind them.  Nemeth tried to reopen the door but he was unable to even touch the door.  A magical barrier now enveloped the entire door.
 
   "Alright, what do we have to do in this room?" asked Nemeth.
 
   The room they were in was even larger than before.  There was grass about ankle-high throughout.  The ceiling in this room was at least 50 feet high.  Several hundreds of feet away, it appeared that there was a glowing object in the center of the room.  Nemeth pulled out the spyglass from his backpack.  He focused the spyglass and pointed it in the direction of the glowing object.
 
   "It's the largest treasure chest I've seen so far!" exclaimed Nemeth.  "It doesn't look like there's too much else in here either, so let's rush after it!"
 
   Nemeth took a couple of steps forward when all of a sudden the entire room began to shake.  A large hedge maze covering nearly the entire area of the room began ascending from the ground.
 
   "Looks like we can't rush after it now," said Jaida.  "I'll be your guide through the maze since I can move back and forth through the walls of the maze.  I'll tell you every single move you need to make to get to the treasure chest and out of the maze.  How does that sound master?"
 
   "We're pressed for time," replied Nemeth.  "I know you've said it a lot in the past and now I'm saying it.  You were right and I'm finally able to accept it as fact.  I've got a couple of other strategies that I think will get us through the maze faster.  We'll use your plan as a last resort.  No offense."
 
   Nemeth drew his sword and began to hack at the walls of the hedge maze which was still ascending from the ground.  It was approximately six feet tall now and looked as if it was going to continue growing until it hit the ceiling.  The walls of the hedge maze regenerated themselves similarly to how the bushes regenerated themselves back in the Illusari Forest.  Nemeth was furious.
 
   "Let's just go with my plan master," said Jaida.  "We will still make good time getting to Terazhul."
 
   "You said it was important for me to figure out things on my own," replied Nemeth.  "Watch and see what I'm capable of."
 
   Nemeth walked about seven feet into the hedge maze and turned to his left.  The hedge maze continued to grow and looked as if it were 16 feet high now.  Nemeth let out a loud scream and began to run up the hedge maze.  He took about nine steps vertically and then repelled himself off of the left side of the hedge maze and managed to grab hold of the top part of the opposite side of the hedge maze entrance.  He pulled himself up and laid flat on his stomach while digging into the hedge maze with his fingertips and the tips of his boots.  He closed his eyes and waited patiently as the hedge maze continued to ascend.
 
   "Master!" shouted Jaida.  "The ceiling is completely covered with spikes about five feet in length.  If the hedge maze continues to grow, you will be impaled by them!  The hedge maze has risen to about 24 feet now.  You can still manage to make it down safely if you use your sword or daggers to climb down."
 
   "I'm not going to give up on my plan just yet!" yelled Nemeth.  "If I come within six feet of the spikes, let me know and I'll roll off and climb down."
 
   Nemeth opened his eyes and turned his head to the right side.  In his peripheral vision he could see the spikes above.  Nemeth started to sweat profusely but still maintained his grip.  At about 35 feet up, the hedge maze stopped its ascension.  Nemeth stood up on top of the hedge maze.  He raised his arm up in the air but was unable to reach the spikes.  He was safe from being impaled.
 
   "I told you my plan was going to work!" exclaimed Nemeth.  "I can see exactly where the treasure chest is from here.  I just have to balance myself up here without falling."
 
   Plumes of smoke began to arise down below.  Nemeth looked below and saw that monsters had appeared throughout the hedge maze.
 
   "Jaida, I need a favor," said Nemeth.  "I need you to go as far ahead as possible and make sure that the monsters aren't able to hit me with any ranged attacks."
 
   "Yes master," replied Jaida.  "I will float ahead and scan the area."
 
   Nemeth managed to balance himself easily on top of the hedge maze.  A series of short jumps allowed him to take shortcuts all the way from where he started to the center of the hedge maze.  Jaida came floating back over to Nemeth.
 
   "I have news to report," said Jaida.  "The treasure chest in the center is being guarded closely by five Troll Warriors and a Troll Warlord.  A single Troll Warrior has an overall threat score of 9,400 out of a possible 1,000,000 points.  The overall threat level to you is low.  The Troll Warlord has an overall threat score of 42,500 out of a possible 1,000,000 points.  Its overall threat level to you is fairly low."
 
   "Then it's time to kill them all," said Nemeth quietly.  "We need to lure them over here first so I can get down."
 
   "HEY TROLLS!" screamed Nemeth.  "Look up here!  I'm here to steal whatever is in that treasure chest.  Come over here and try to stop me!"
 
   The Troll Warlord signaled for the Troll Warriors to head over to the hedge maze wall where Nemeth was standing on.  The Troll Warlord remained guarding the treasure chest.  The Troll Warriors were obedient to the Troll Warlord and followed their orders.  They all walked carefully over to the hedge maze wall.  They looked up and began to poke their spears into the air.  They soon realized that they were incapable of reaching Nemeth so they tossed their spears aside and tried climbing the hedge wall.  Nemeth laughed as the Troll Warriors made attempt after attempt to climb the hedge wall only to fail.
 
   "HEY, I'M STILL UP HERE!" screamed Nemeth.  "But I won't be for much longer!  TRUST FALL!!!"
 
   Nemeth dove off of top of the hedge maze wall and spread his arms wide like an eagle.  Before the Troll Warriors could even look up, Nemeth had already performed a crash landing onto three out of the five of them.  Nemeth rolled off of the Troll Warriors he had just flattened and kicked up to his feet.  The two Troll Warriors that were not laid out on the ground scurried for their spears.  Nemeth ran towards the nearest Troll Warrior and jumped on its back before it could reach its spear.
 
   "Where do you think you're going?" asked Nemeth.  "You're not very good at catching people when they want to do a trust fall now are you?"
 
   Nemeth turned the Troll Warrior's head far to the right.  He then forced the Troll Warrior's head far to the left causing its neck to snap.  The Troll Warrior fell to its death with Nemeth still on its back.  Nemeth rolled off the dead Troll Warrior and performed a kip-up with no hands.  The other Troll Warrior that wasn't laid out on the ground had just reached its spear but it still had its back turned to Nemeth.  Nemeth walked on top of the chests of each of the Troll Warriors that were laid out over to the only standing Troll Warrior.  Nemeth tapped the Troll Warrior on its shoulder and then placed his arms at his sides.  The Troll Warrior turned around and saw Nemeth who appeared to be very non-threatening since he had his arms at his sides.
 
   "You've got a bunch of problems," said Nemeth.  "You're not good at trust falls either.  Even worse than that, you're just so slow.  I don't see how you are able to keep your job guarding the temple when you can't even handle a little kid like me.  If I were your boss, I would fire you."
 
   "How disrespectful of you," replied the Troll Warrior.  "I'm not slow at all.  I am a great and proud warrior like most trolls are!"
 
   "You can understand me!" exclaimed Nemeth.  "Oh, and you can talk back to me too.  This is just lovely!  How about I give you the benefit of the doubt?  I'll give you one free attack on me with your spear.  Come on!  Attack me!  Give me your best shot!  Stick me with that spear and made me bleed!"
 
   The Troll Warrior attempted to pierce Nemeth's throat with his spear.  Nemeth's hands quickly moved from his sides and caught the spear on its shaft, just a few inches below the sharp tip.
 
   "Just as I suspected," said Nemeth with a serious tone.  "You really are too slow.  The only other way I know of to prove you're such a great warrior like you claim you are is if you can overpower me.  Let's have a test of strength shall we?"
 
   Nemeth began to push the spear away from him back towards the Troll Warrior.  Nemeth snapped the tip of the spear off with his hands and jammed it into the throat of the Troll Warrior.  The Troll Warrior panicked and pulled the tip of the spear out of its throat.  Blood began pouring out of the Troll Warrior's throat and it gasped for air.  The wound was too deep and Nemeth watched as the creature collapsed to its demise.  He glanced over at the Troll Warlord and saw that it was still standing in the same position guarding the treasure chest.  Nemeth walked back over to the three Troll Warriors that were laid out from the fall.  Nemeth walked on top of each of the Troll Warrior's chests again.
 
   "Now you three are a special bunch," said Nemeth.  "You saved me from what could have been a fatal fall.  But I also think you may have broken a couple of my ribs.  Two of your friends are dead.  Your leader looks like he's too scared to face me so he just stands by that treasure chest.  What shall I do with you?"
 
   Nemeth drew his sword and clasped it with both hands.  One by one, he severed off the heads of the three remaining Troll Warriors.  Nemeth's boots were now soaked with the blood of the dead Troll Warriors.  Nemeth wielded his shield with his right hand.  Jaida flew close to Nemeth.
 
   "Master, we are running out of time!" exclaimed Jaida.  "There are so many more rooms in the temple.  We need to find a way to get to Terazhul and Vulpes as quickly as possible!"
 
   "You're right," replied Nemeth.  "This temple feels like it doesn't have an end to it.  But I've got a plan that I think you'll love.  Now watch it unfold."
 
   Nemeth turned his attention to the Troll Warlord and began strolling calmly towards the creature.
 
   "You're not much of a leader now are you?" asked Nemeth.  "You didn't come to the aid of your underlings and now they're all dead.  You also had ample opportunity to flee but you didn't.  That must mean you're either really stupid or there's something really good in that treasure chest.  Now move aside stupid so I can take that sweet treasure."
 
   The Troll Warlord lunged forward with his spear.  Nemeth deflected the attack with his shield causing the tip of the spear to break off.  The Troll Warlord tossed the broken spear aside.  Nemeth put his sword and shield away.  Nemeth delivered a two front kicks to the Troll Warlord's stomach causing the Troll Warlord to lean forward.  Nemeth tackled the Troll Warlord to the ground.  Nemeth pressed hard on the left shoulder of the Troll Warlord with his right hand to keep the creature grounded.  Nemeth delivered a series of hammer fists to the Troll Warlord's face with his left hand causing it to be stunned.
 
   "Master, open the treasure chest now!" shouted Jaida.  "Do it while the Troll Warlord is stunned!"
 
   Nemeth dismounted the Troll Warlord and darted towards the nearby treasure chest.  Nemeth rubbed his hands together with excitement and then opened the treasure chest.  Inside the treasure chest, he saw a broad sword and a new sheath.  He put his old sword, old sheath and his shield into the Infinite Backpack.  He pulled out the broad sword and gripped it tightly in his left hand.  His body emitted a bright orange glow for about 10 seconds.  He began to examine the new sword.  It was as lightweight as his old sword, although slightly longer.  It had the most beautiful design he had ever seen for a sword.  The sword had multiple sockets going up and down the blade and scattered across the handle and guard as well.
 
   "Looks like I've got myself a brand new sword," said Nemeth pensively.  "I'm going to love testing it out!"
 
   "I detect that this sword is made from Estrellium!" exclaimed Jaida.  "For some reason though, I am unable to identify the name and the origin of this sword.  I am truly sorry master."
 
   "What are these sockets on the sword for?" asked Nemeth.
 
   "You can place various objects in the sockets," replied Jaida.  "From the shape of the sockets, it looks like they should be filled in with various gemstones."
 
   "Gemstones?" questioned Nemeth.  "What good would gemstones be in this sword?"
 
   "Watch out!" exclaimed Jaida.  "The Troll Warlord is regaining its senses!"
 
   "Jaida, I need you to hide!" shouted Nemeth.  "Hide now!"
 
   Jaida disappeared inside of Nemeth's body causing him to glow momentarily.  He grabbed the new sheath out of the treasure chest.  He put his new sheath over his shoulder.  Nemeth rotated his wrist several times trying to get a feel for his new weapon.  He banged the edge of the sword couple of times on the ground.  The Troll Warlord finally arose to its feet after the pummeling that Nemeth gave it.
 
   "Put the sword back into the treasure chest!" commanded the Troll Warlord.  "You have no right to steal that sword or anything else in this temple!"
 
   Nemeth pointed the sword at the Troll Warlord.  He began to inch closer towards the Troll Warlord.  The Troll Warlord cowardly walked backwards until finally he was backed up against a hedge maze wall.  Nemeth pressed the tip of his new sword against the throat of the Troll Warlord.  The Troll Warlord began to tremble with fear.
 
   "Listen up and listen very closely," demanded Nemeth.  "Let's quiet our voices down and talk rationally."
 
   "Whatever you say," replied the Troll Warlord quietly.  "Just don't kill me."
 
   "Sidle along the hedge maze until you reach the corner," said Nemeth quietly.  "I'm going to sidle along with you.  If I sense even for a second that you are going to attack me, I promise you that I will kill you.  Now start sidling."
 
   Nemeth tilted his head towards the right to indicate the direction that he wanted The Troll Warlord to move towards.  The Troll Warlord started to sidle along the hedge maze.  Nemeth locked eye contact with the Troll Warlord and sidled along with him.  Nemeth kept his sword pointed directly at the Troll Warlord's throat with every sidestep they took.  After about 45 seconds, they reached a corner of the hedge maze.
 
   "Tell me what Terazhul knows about what is going on in here," said Nemeth quietly.  "Can Terazhul see us or hear us now?  Be honest or you'll suffer consequences far worse than your underlings did."
 
   "Terazhul cannot see or hear us," replied the Troll Warlord quietly.  "Terazhul is very busy.  I can communicate with Terazhul if I need to.  I don't always get an instant reply from him since he is so busy."
 
   Nemeth reached into his backpack with his right hand and retrieved two Transmutation Potions while still pointing his sword at the Troll Warlord's throat with his left hand.
 
   "Tell Terazhul that you've captured an intruder," said Nemeth quietly.  "Tell Terazhul that you need to bring the intruder to him immediately.  Do it now."
 
   "Master Terazhul!" shouted the Troll Warlord.  "I have captured an intruder lurking in the temple.  I need to bring the intruder to you immediately."
 
   Nemeth smashed one of the Transmutation Potions in the face of the Troll Warlord while looking at his own body and thinking of images of himself.  Nemeth chugged down the remaining Transmutation Potion while looking directly at and thinking of the Troll Warlord.  In less than 15 seconds, Nemeth had transformed into the Troll Warlord and the Troll Warlord had transformed into Nemeth.  The real Nemeth who now looked like the Troll Warlord grabbed hold of the fake Nemeth.
 
   "Bring the intruder to me immediately!" echoed the voice of Terazhul.  "Step into the portal and enter my chamber."
 
   A portal that was brown and green in color opened up near the treasure chest.  They both walked into the portal and were teleported what appeared to be the topmost level of the Great Temple of the Forest.  The portal then sealed up.
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   Looking around the room, it appeared that they were inside of a giant redwood tree with the top portion hollowed out.  In the center of the room was another large redwood tree that extended for hundreds of feet into the sky.  One look and Nemeth could see that it dwarfed any of the buildings at Lord Dragomir's Academy.  Around the room were large puddles that contained a variety of different colored liquids.  Large plumes of black smoke began to appear just left of the tall redwood tree in the center of the room.  Approximately 20 seconds later, Terazhul and Vulpes emerged from the plumes of smoke.  Terazhul was overjoyed at the sight of one of his Troll Warlords tightly gripping Nemeth.  However, he didn't realize that the two Transmutation Potions were used and were still in effect.
 
   "You've done a magnificent job capturing that intruder," said Terazhul.  "You will be well rewarded for your good deeds my troll brother.  Wait, something isn't quite right.  What is going on here?"
 
   The effects of the Transmutation Potions began to fade.  The fake Nemeth transformed into the real Troll Warlord.  Soon after, the fake Troll Warlord transformed into the real Nemeth.
 
   "Surprise!" exclaimed Nemeth.  "Remember me?"
 
   Nemeth held the Troll Warlord tightly around the waist with his right arm.  Nemeth drew his sword from its sheath with his left hand.  He reached over the Troll Warlord's left shoulder with his sword.  He placed the blade of the sword under the chin of the Troll Warlord and slowly slit the creature's throat.  Blood gushed out of the open wound onto the sword, all over the Troll Warlord and onto the grass below.  Nemeth removed his right hand from the waist of the Troll Warlord and placed it upon the creature's throat.  Nemeth pushed the Troll Warlord's lifeless body off to his left side and watched as it collapsed to the ground.  Nemeth gazed at his right hand which was covered in the Troll Warlord's blood.  He stuck out his tongue and licked some of the blood off his hands and then smeared the rest on his armor.
 
   "That tasted a lot better than I expected it to," said Nemeth.  "Jaida, you can come out now."
 
   Jaida magically reappeared out of Nemeth's body and began to float above him and move from side to side.
 
   "What are your thoughts about your troll brother now?" asked Nemeth.  "He failed to guard the treasure chest containing this sword, which by the way works just perfect as you just witnessed.  He also allowed me to skip countless levels of this temple and come straight to you."
 
   "I remember you little boy," said Terazhul.  "You're one of those little brats from Lord Dragomir's Academy.  You were the one who made that sad attempt at attacking me.  When you realized that you stood no chance against me, you ran away from me like a pathetic coward.  But something's changed about you.  You've obviously become insane.   You've foolishly broke into my temple, killed many of my guards and now you dare to step foot in the same room as me?  You should have tried harder to kill me back at the academy when you first saw me.  The Forestial Corruption spell that I casted continues to plague the land and has made me an unstoppable force.  I only have one final decision to make.  Should I drain your energy and give it to myself or just send you into oblivion?  I won't let you know my decision this instant, but you'll know soon enough!"
 
   "Jaida, how am I supposed to kill Terazhul and Vulpes?" whispered Nemeth nervously.
 
   "You need to get your confidence back up," replied Jaida quietly.  "When you were fighting your previous battles, I could feel the confidence radiate from you.  This battle shouldn't be any different."
 
   "But I'm just a kid!" whined Nemeth.  "Terazhul and Vulpes are too powerful for someone like me!"
 
   "Use everything you have in your arsenal," continued Jaida.  "Aren't you forgetting something?  Tienna gave you an amulet to wear for good luck.  You never put it on.  Now would be a good time to start."
 
   Nemeth reached into his backpack, retrieved Tienna's Amulet and placed it around his neck.
 
   "I'm going to need to get an overall threat score and overall threat level from both Terazhul and Vulpes," said Nemeth.  "Can you please do that?"
 
   "Here is what I know about Terazhul and Vulpes," replied Jaida.  "Terazhul has an overall threat score of 175,000 out of a possible 1,000,000 points.  The overall threat level to you from Terazhul is high.  Vulpes has an overall threat score of 122,500 out of a possible 1,000,000 points.  The overall threat level to you from Vulpes is moderate.  The good news is that enough time has passed that I can cast the Sunburst Lullaby spell again.  You just need to tell me when you want me to cast it.  Also, I'm going to give you a little advantage.  I'm going to cast my Crescent Shield spell on you.  It will reduce any damage that you receive by one quarter."
 
   Jaida cast the Crescent Shield spell on Nemeth.  The spell caused several rings of purple light to envelope his body and then vanished.  Nemeth pulled out his bow and quiver of arrows.  He readied an arrow on his bow and fired at the head of Vulpes.  The arrow soared through the air spanning the 45 foot distance between them.  The arrow narrowly missed Vulpes' head, instead piercing the right side of its body.  19 arrows were left in his quiver.  Terazhul's hands started to glow green.  The arrow that had pierced the body of Vulpes was magically removed and soared back toward Nemeth's head who narrowly avoided it by flopping onto his back.  Nemeth got on his knees and put his bow and arrows away.  He performed a headspring to get to his feet and wielded his sword and shield.  Terazhul began to charge after Nemeth.  Nemeth showed no fear and stood his ground.  He held his head high and focused directly into the malevolent eyes of Terazhul.  About 15 feet away from Nemeth, Terazhul pulled back on the reigns attached to Vulpes causing them to come to a halt.
 
   "Terazhul, listen up!" shouted Nemeth.  "You know that any type of combat between us is going to end up as a stalemate at best.  I have something important to tell you.  I'm sorry about what I've done.  I shouldn't be fighting you.  Instead, I should be praising you for the destruction you caused back at Lord Dragomir's Academy.  Stealing the Ambrule and poisoning everyone at the graduation party was brilliant.  Then you cast the Forestial Corruption spell in the perfect location.  That was even more brilliant.  Nobody knew what was going to hit them.  I thought you were doing wrongful things at first but the truth is you did all the right things.  I was nothing more than a slave when I was at that corrupt academy.  Every single person there hated me and lied to me about my family and my past.  They were all jealous of my talents and I now know they are all beneath me.  I propose a truce between us.  Think about what we can accomplish if we work together!"
 
   "I don't trust a single word out of your mouth boy!" shouted Terazhul.  "I wasn't the one responsible for stealing the Ambrule that caused those stupid kids to become so intoxicated.  In fact, I'll never tell you who did that.  I'm merely responsible for casting the Forestial Corruption spell.  I wanted to be more than just a guardian of this temple for the rest of my life.  I wanted to be an unstoppable force and that is what I've become.  Besides, a truce would never work.  You should know very well that trolls and humans do not co-exist well in this world.  In fact, they can NEVER co-exist.  I am deeply insulted by your ruse.  Now shut up and face the consequences for your actions!"
 
   Terazhul turned around and began to move at a moderate pace in a counter clockwise circle around the tall redwood tree in the center of the room.
 
   "What do you think you're doing?" asked Jaida with great concern.  "I thought you were really going to side with Terazhul!"
 
   "I'm just trying to play some mind games with Terazhul," said Nemeth.  "I thought trolls were supposed to be much dumber.  If I had gotten him to agree to an alliance, I can only imagine how easy it would have been to kill him.  Alright, it's time for a big battle here.  Let's go Jaida!"
 
   Nemeth dashed clockwise around the tall redwood in the center of the room until he came within a safe striking distance to Terazhul and Vulpes.  He jumped into the air and attempted a diagonal slice with his sword at the head of Vulpes.  Terazhul blocked this attempt by throwing a spear at Nemeth.  The spear deflected off of Nemeth's shield and the tip broke off.  Nemeth missed his own sword attack and landed on his feet but only a few feet away from the mouth of Vulpes.  Vulpes' had horrendous breath that smelled like rotting carcasses.  Nemeth performed a series of backflips and then pressed his back up against the giant redwood.  Terazhul made a second movement counter clockwise around the tall redwood in the center.  Nemeth stayed close to the tall redwood and began to move counter clockwise around it as well.  What Nemeth saw next was a huge surprise to him.  There was a hole carved out in the base of the tree large enough for Nemeth to easily walk in and out of.
 
   "I hope this is a complete tunnel from one side of the tree to the other," said Nemeth.  "Come on, please be a tunnel!  Please be a tunnel!"
 
   He jogged through the carved out pathway in the tree and made it out to the other side.  Terazhul had just made it around tall redwood tree for the second time.
 
   "Where are you boy!!!???" shouted Terazhul.  "You cannot delay the fate I have chosen for you, so surrender to me now!"
 
   Nemeth heard Terazhul travel around the tall redwood for a third time in a counter clockwise direction.  Nemeth gripped the handle of his sword tightly and waited for Terazhul to come around.  When Nemeth heard Terazhul approaching, he emerged from the hole and sliced at the rear left leg of Vulpes.  The sword produced a deep cut about half-way through Vulpes' leg causing blood to pour out and some bone and muscle to be exposed.  Vulpes howled in pain.  Nemeth made his way back into the hole in the tree.  Terazhul's pace slowed down a bit due to the damage inflicted on Vulpes' left leg.  However, Terazhul continued to circle around the tree.
 
   "What have you done to my precious Vulpes?" screamed Terazhul.  "I'll give you 30 seconds to come out of hiding to face me or I'll obliterate that tree!"
 
   Nemeth knew that Terazhul would not destroy any part of his temple and remained in hiding.  When he heard Terazhul circle around near his hiding spot again, he rolled out and delivered a slicing blow with his sword to the rear right leg of Vulpes.  The sword produced a similar cut to the one on Vulpes' rear left leg, one that caused blood to pour out and bone and muscle to be exposed.  Terazhul's pace slowed down even more, but continued to circle around the tree.  Nemeth began to run after Terazhul.
 
   "Jaida, can you take a closer look at the puddles of liquid around here?" asked Nemeth.  "I need to know what these puddles contain."
 
   Jaida began to float around examining the puddles around the room.  Nemeth continued to run after Terazhul, but still could not match the pace that his wolf Vulpes was producing.
 
   "Terazhul!" shouted Nemeth.  "Your wolf is becoming more and more of a cripple as time goes on.  I'll give you a chance to surrender now or I'm going to sever all four of his legs off!"
 
   Terazhul pulled back on Vulpes' reigns making him come to a halt.
 
   "You grow more and more bothersome by the second," replied Terazhul.  "You think you are a warrior but you can only prance around like a little girl in gymnastics class."
 
   Terazhul and Vulpes turned around to face Nemeth.  Terazhul prepared to cast a spell on Nemeth.
 
   "Imano Madera!" shouted Terazhul.
 
   A wide ranged brown beam fired from Terazhul's hands and connected with his Infinite Backpack.  Nemeth's wooden sword, wooden shield, bows and arrows were removed from his backpack and began to fly through the air towards Terazhul.  They stopped a few feet away from Terazhul and began to float in front of him.
 
   "Those are my things!" screamed Nemeth.  "You have no right to steal them from me!  Give them back to me NOW!"
 
   "Perhaps I've gone too far," replied Terazhul.  "Stealing from a child was wrong of me.  Here, you can have everything back."
 
   "Drop my things NOW!" screamed Nemeth.
 
   "That would be very rude of me to drop them," replied Terazhul.  "Allow me to personally deliver them to you."
 
   "That's better!" exclaimed Nemeth.  "I want this to be a fair fight!"
 
   The wooden sword rotated in mid-air several times and then finally pointed at Nemeth.  The sword went soaring through the air toward Nemeth.  Nemeth blocked the wooden sword with his shield.  The wooden sword broke into five different pieces and Nemeth was knocked back several paces.  Next, the wooden shield went flying at Nemeth.  Nemeth blocked the wooden shield with his copper shield causing the wooden shield to break into three different sized pieces.  Nemeth was knocked back several more paces.  Terazhul magically raised the bow and arrows in the air.  When Nemeth saw this, his heart began to beat rapidly and he started to run toward the hole in the large redwood tree.  Terazhul began to fire arrows in rapid succession at Nemeth.  Nemeth saw a shower of arrows fly alongside him and over his head.  Nemeth had fortunately not been hit by any of the arrows, so he decided to turn around and charge back at him.  Terazhul launched the wooden bow at Nemeth, but he sliced it in half with his sword just before impact.
 
   "I've had that sword and shield for years!" cried Nemeth.
 
   "How does it feel to know that I've destroyed things that you treasured from your youth?" questioned Terazhul while laughing.
 
   "I actually don't feel bad at all," replied Nemeth.  "Now that I've got much better equipment, I couldn't care less about that old junk.  You know what?  You're very rude.  You dodged my question earlier, so I'm going to ask you another one.  How does it feel to know that I personally killed your troll brothers?  I didn't just kill the one up here but I killed five more down below.  My personal favorite of all the killings I did was the one that you witnessed.  I slit his throat with the very treasure he was trying to protect.  I felt his warm blood all over my hands and I loved it.  I even tasted it and I rather enjoyed the flavor.  I plan on cutting you into little bite size pieces and eating you myself.  I might even do the same with your pet wolf Vulpes.  Speaking of wolves, allow me to show you something you might find of interest."
 
   Nemeth reached into his backpack and pulled out the severed head of the Blood Wolf from the Marika Hills.  He punted the severed head of the Blood Wolf towards Terazhul.
 
   "I've been slaughtering Blood Wolves as well," said Nemeth.  "Ah yes, that's it.  I'm going to chop Vulpes' head off and take it with me.  Vulpes' head will be a priceless piece in my collection."
 
   "You are really starting to anger me!" shouted Terazhul.  "Who are you to slaughter innocent trolls and wolves?  They are family to me!"
 
   "I'm just getting revenge!" exclaimed Nemeth.  "I'm doing this for all the families you've harmed and most importantly for myself!  Purenza Perno!"
 
   Nemeth cast the Purity Bolt spell at the head of Vulpes.  A yellow ball of energy flew out of Nemeth's hands and connected successfully causing minor damage.  Vulpes howled and began to charge after Nemeth.  Terazhul seemed to have lost control of his pet, at least for the moment.  Nemeth ran back near the entrance to the tunnel that was dug out in the giant redwood tree.  Vulpes continued to chase after Nemeth.  Nemeth stopped short and then ran underneath Vulpes toward the back of the beast's rear left leg which was still bleeding.
 
   "Sit down and crush the boy!" commanded Terazhul.
 
   Vulpes began to sit down but found it difficult to accomplish the task due to the injuries it suffered earlier.  Nemeth had already reached the rear left leg so he was safe from being crushed by Vulpes.
 
   "He's doing a poor job sitting down!" exclaimed Nemeth.  "You're losing control of your pet.  Learn from a pro and watch how I make this bastard sit!
 
   Nemeth performed a horizontal slice with his sword on the already damaged rear left leg of Vulpes.  The sword cracked several bones in the creature's leg.  Vulpes started to howl loudly and started to wobble.  Nemeth dashed over to the beast's rear right leg.
 
   "I'm your new master now!" shouted Nemeth confidently.  "Now do what your new master says and sit!"
 
   Nemeth performed a diagonal slash with his sword on the previously injured rear right leg of Vulpes.  The attack shattered multiple bones in Vulpes' rear right leg.  Vulpes let out another ear shattering howl and began to wobble even more.  Nemeth backed up a few feet away from Vulpes.  The weight of Vulpes' body could no longer support itself due to the severe damage done to its legs.  Vulpes collapsed under its own weight.  Vulpes' rear legs were now in a split formation and barely connected to its body.
 
   "I told you I'd make him sit!" laughed Nemeth.
 
   "Get up Vulpes!" commanded Terazhul.
 
   "I can guarantee that your stupid little pet will never walk again," said Nemeth.  "You might as well hop off of that saddle and face me one on one now.  Vulpes can't offer you anymore protection."
 
   Jaida came floating back over to Nemeth.
 
   "I've examined the puddles as you requested," said Jaida.  "It appears that the thick green pools of liquid are acid similar to what you would find in an Acid Potion.  The dark purple pools of liquid contain venom similar to what a Vile Chiroptera has."
 
   Nemeth put away his sword and shield and looked up at the many branches above.  He took out his grappling hook and a Cyclone Potion.  He smashed the Cyclone Potion on the ground causing him to be lifted about 25 feet into the air by the cyclone that formed beneath his feet.  He threw his grappling hook over one of the branches on the giant redwood.  Nemeth was now swinging back and forth in the air over Terazhul.  Nemeth looked down below and tried to create a perfectly timed drop so he could get behind Terazhul on his saddle.  Nemeth finally saw his opportunity and pulled hard enough on his grappling hook that the branch broke off the tree.  Nemeth successfully made a surprise landing behind Terazhul on his saddle.  Nemeth tapped Terazhul on his shoulder.
 
   "Is there room for two on this saddle?" asked Nemeth.
 
   "Get off of Vulpes this instant!" demanded Terazhul.  "He's already carrying too much weight now that you've injured him!  Get back onto the ground where you belong and bow to me!"
 
   "I guess this means you won't be offering me any free wolf-riding lessons," replied Nemeth.  "There's no point in me being up here on Vulpes with you now is there?  So if you insist on me getting back on the ground, then I'll get back down then."
 
   Nemeth wrapped the rope of his grappling hook around Terazhul's throat and began to choke him.  Terazhul held onto the reigns with his left hand while striking Nemeth in the face with his right elbow.  Nemeth continued to wrap more and more rope around Terazhul's neck.  Nemeth secured the grappling hook to Terazhul's leather armor.  Nemeth then dove to the ground below pulling Terazhul off of the saddle with him.  Both of them hit the ground with a loud thud.  Nemeth landed on his back while Terazhul landed on his face and stomach.  Nemeth maintained a tight grip on the rope and got up to his feet.  Nemeth began to pull on the rope while walking backwards towards a pool of acid.  Nemeth tugged harder on the rope causing Terazhul to be dragged faster through the grass.  Terazhul rolled from his stomach to his back and managed to stand up.  He leapt forward at Nemeth in order to loosen the pressure of the rope around his throat.  Terazhul leapt once more at Nemeth striking him in the face with both his fists simultaneously.  Nemeth was stunned momentarily and this allowed Terazhul to be able to remove the grappling hook from his armor.  Terazhul also managed to unwrap the rope from his neck.  Terazhul maintained a grip on his end of the rope and began to pull hoping it would knock Nemeth forward.  Nemeth and Terazhul engaged in a back and forth tug of war with the rope attached to the grappling hook.  Their efforts were in vain as neither could seem to overpower the other.
 
   "Cast Sunburst Lullaby NOW!!!" shouted Nemeth.  Jaida swooped in and cast the Sunburst Lullaby spell on Terazhul.  Instantly a bright flash of light was set off in the area.  Terazhul was unable to move.  He appeared to be nothing more than a very life-like statue.
 
   "You have 15 seconds before Terazhul is able to move again," said Jaida.  "Remember he will be invulnerable for that time period as well."
 
   Nemeth pried the grappling hook from Terazhul's hands and put it away.  He ran behind Terazhul and scooped him up into his arms.  Nemeth clumsily walked Terazhul over towards the nearest pool of acid.  He threw Terazhul underhanded up into the air and performed two backflips to prevent getting any acid on himself.  Terazhul landed in the pool of acid.  Nemeth watched as Terazhul's body floated on top of the acid and then slowly sank below.  Nemeth anxiously counted down the seconds in his head until Jaida's spell finally wore off.  Terazhul became unfrozen and began to splash frantically in the pool of acid.
 
   "Terazhul is drowning and beating ripped apart in that pool of acid!" shouted Nemeth joyfully.  "Now all we have to do is finish off Vulpes and our task here in the temple is complete!"
 
   Nemeth wielded his sword and shield and dashed back in the direction of Vulpes.  Suddenly a large brown beam of light could be seen focused on the giant redwood tree.  Dozens of branches of various sizes snapped off of the giant redwood tree and began flying towards Nemeth.  Nemeth tried to block the branches with his shield but was knocked to the ground.  Nemeth was trapped underneath dozens of branches.  Nemeth screamed in agony.  It felt as if many of his bones were crushed by the weight of the branches.  He was barely able to move.
 
   "I thought the kids at Lord Dragomir's Academy were supposed to be a lot brighter," said Terazhul.  "Did you really think that I'd keep pools of acid in my chamber that would be effective on me?  Now foolish boy, you will lay there and suffer while I heal my precious Vulpes.  I will heal Vulpes and me using the very life force from those who were affected by the Forestial Corruption spell.  Soon we will return to full power!  I will then have the pleasure of watching Vulpes feast upon your nearly lifeless body."
 
   Terazhul walked over to Vulpes.  He began to cast a healing spell on Vulpes in the hopes that it would repair the damage done to its rear legs.  Nemeth no longer had a sword or shield in hand.  With his right arm he managed to wiggle his way into his backpack and pull out another Cyclone Potion.  He banged the potion multiple times on the ground in order to shatter it.  A cyclone was formed causing the branches covering Nemeth to be caught within it.  The branches were sent scattering in various directions.  Nemeth was no longer buried under the branches but was severely hurt.  He reached into his backpack again and pulled out a Healing Potion.  He drank the potion and began to feel revitalized.  He got to his feet and then retrieved his sword and shield from the grass.  He put his sword and shield away.  Nemeth ran towards Terazhul, who was still deeply focused on casting his healing spell on Vulpes.  Nemeth jumped into the air, performed a forward flip and kicked Terazhul in the back of his shoulders knocking him flat on his face and stomach.  The healing spell was broken and Vulpes was still as crippled as before.  Nemeth stomped down on Terazhul's back and shoulders multiple times.  Nemeth jumped high into the air hoping to deliver a stomp with enough force to break Terazhul's spinal cord.  Moments before he landed, Terazhul rolled to the left causing Nemeth to miss.  Terazhul cast a spell on the ground causing dirt and grass to be thrown into Nemeth's face.  Nemeth spun around and began to stumble away from Terazhul.  Nemeth began to cough and tried to wipe the dirt out of his face with his forearms.
 
   "Not that again!" shouted Nemeth.
 
   Nemeth finally managed to wipe enough dirt from his eyes so he could see again.  Nemeth turned towards Terazhul again who had managed to get up from the ground.  He drew his sword and swung wildly at Terazhul.  Terazhul continued to back up towards Vulpes after every wild swing of the sword that Nemeth made.  Nemeth continued to force Terazhul back along the right side of Vulpes.  Terazhul attempted a punch with his left arm but Nemeth caught his left fist with his right hand and squeezed tightly.  Nemeth sheathed his sword and then tightly grabbed Terazhul's left wrist with his left hand.  Nemeth ran up the giant redwood tree a couple of steps and then did a backflip while still holding onto Terazhul's arm.  Terazhul's left arm was ripped from its socket.  Terazhul's arm was barely attached to his body.  It was attached by skin alone.  Terazhul began to scream in agony.  Nemeth made direct eye contact with Terazhul.  Nemeth clapped his hands twice quickly.  He then folded his arms together and then swiftly swung them outward with his palms facing down.  The fear in Terazhul's eyes grew even greater from Nemeth's strange gestures.
 
   "I'm glad you understand that meant," said Nemeth.  "You've lost all hope in winning this battle now haven't you?  Now walk backwards towards Vulpes!  Do it now otherwise I'm going to break your other arm too.  Then you'll really have something to scream about."
 
   Terazhul followed Nemeth's orders and began to walk backwards.  Nemeth guided him towards Vulpes.  Vulpes still could not see what was going on behind him.  As soon as they reached the front right leg of Vulpes, Nemeth paused.  Terazhul focused his attention on his broken arm.  Nemeth smacked Terazhul across the face with his right hand.  He then followed up with a swift kick in the jaw knocking him back several feet and stunning him.  Nemeth drew his sword, stabbed the back of Vulpes' right leg, twisted the sword 90 degrees and removed it.  Vulpes howled louder than ever and blood was now gushing from three of his four legs.  Nemeth ran in front of Vulpes and pointed his sword at his oversized head.  Nemeth's eyes were bloodshot and filled with rage.
 
   "You're under MY control now!" commanded Nemeth.  "You weren't listening earlier, but I am making you listen now.  I'm going to keep you as my new pet.  I think I know what would be perfect for your next meal…"
 
   Nemeth sheathed his sword and grabbed Terazhul by his ears.  Nemeth bounced Terazhul's face off of his left knee causing blood to pour out of his nose.  He then wrapped his arms around Terazhul's back, just below the neck.  Nemeth locked his hands together tightly.  Nemeth struck Terazhul with a several knees to the chest and stomach.  Nemeth positioned himself just a few feet in front of Vulpes' head all the while dragging Terazhul along with him.  Terazhul's head was hung low.
 
   "Raise your head up!" commanded Nemeth.  "Raise your head up with pride Terazhul! "
 
   Terazhul raised his head and looked into Nemeth's eyes.  Nemeth looked into the eyes of Terazhul, winked at him and then smirked.
 
   "See, you did it!" exclaimed Nemeth.  "I just wanted you to get one final look at the warrior who managed to defeat you!  By the way, I don't know if we've been formally introduced.  My name is Nemeth, I'm 10 years old and I'm better than you…"
 
   Nemeth locked his hands even tighter and gave Terazhul an overhead belly to belly throw.  Vulpes opened his mouth wide and caught Terazhul in his mouth.  Vulpes had no problem sinking his teeth through Terazhul's leather armor and into his body.  Blood began to ooze out of Vulpes' mouth.
 
   "On second thought, I don't think I want you for a pet at all," laughed Nemeth maniacally.  "I hope troll is good enough for your last meal you bastard!"
 
   Nemeth drew his sword and twirled it in his hand.  He ran up the giant redwood tree for several steps and performed a backflip causing him to land on Vulpes' head.  Nemeth howled loudly mocking Vulpes.  Nemeth cast a spell called War Enchantment on his sword which makes any weapon inflict double the normal damage when used.  He gripped his sword with both hands tightly and delivered several downward thrusts at Vulpes.  These downward thrusts were so powerful they pierced through the top of Vulpes' upper jaw, through Terazhul's body and through the bottom of Vulpes' lower jaw.  The head of Vulpes appeared to be nothing more than a fountain of blood after the devastation and carnage Nemeth caused.  Terazhul and Vulpes collapsed to the ground to their deaths.  Nemeth looked at his blood covered sword and let out even more maniacal laughter.  Nemeth hopped off of Vulpes' head to the ground below.  Jaida floated over to Nemeth.  The giant redwood tree in the center of the room rumbled briefly and then sank into the ground as if it never existed.  A small altar arose from the ground about 20 feet from the dead bodies of Terazhul and Vulpes.
 
   "Look over where the giant redwood used to be!" exclaimed Jaida.
 
   A small glowing object could be seen from where Nemeth was standing.  Nemeth walked over to the small glowing object, picked it up and stared at it in awe.
 
   "What is this Jaida?" asked Nemeth.
 
   "This is one of the gemstones I was telling you about earlier!" exclaimed Jaida.  "This is the Forest Emerald!  Place it in the center socket of your sword!"
 
   Nemeth took the Forest Emerald and put it into the center socket of his sword.  The gemstone locked into place and the sword glowed bright green momentarily before returning to normal.
 
   "I hope this is more than just a decoration," said Nemeth.  "When the sword wasn't covered in blood and guts it looked just fine.  Please tell me this emerald does something useful."
 
   "You now possess an incredible amount of forest magic in your sword now," replied Jaida.  "You're going to need some training to make full use of it.  However, the type of magic you saw Terazhul using are some examples of what you'll be able to cast now."
 
   "That's great news!" exclaimed Nemeth.  "I'll have an unbelievable advantage in combat now!  It's all sinking in now!  We've defeated Terazhul and Vulpes!  Now all we have to do is destroy the Black Orb!  Thank you so much for your help!"
 
   "I hate to interrupt such a touching moment," said a distant voice.  "However, there are more important things that you need to do.  You need to hand over the Forest Emerald to me."
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   "Master, look up into the sky!" shouted Jaida.
 
   Nemeth looked into the sky above and squinted.  He saw what appeared to be a man in a dark purple cloak and hood levitating at least 60 feet into the air.
 
   "Come down here so we can talk!" shouted Nemeth.
 
   "This isn't going to go well," whispered Jaida.  "I'm unable to gather any information about the man in the dark purple cloak."
 
   The man in the dark purple cloak slowly descended about 30 feet from his original position and continued to levitate in the air.
 
   "Who are you?" asked Nemeth.  "What do you need the Forest Emerald for?  I earned it fair and square."
 
   "My name is Xantil," replied the man in the dark purple cloak.  "The Forest Emerald belongs to me.  I saw the entire battle you had with Terazhul and Vulpes.  You somehow managed to slaughter them.  They were both two of my favorite minions.  It will be difficult finding a suitable replacement for them.  Care to explain why you are here?"
 
   "Terazhul had to be destroyed!" shouted Nemeth.  "He invaded Lord Dragomir's Academy.  He cast a Forestial Corruption spell there that could have destroyed the entire world if it spread far enough.  I had to save my friends and my home."
 
   "Lord Dragomir's Academy!!!???" laughed Xantil.  "I wonder why Terazhul decided to leave this temple unguarded and go there of all places.  It is very unusual behavior for my minions to disobey me.  Also, you can't possibly consider that place to be your home.  You are just a boy, but you aren't a baby.  You're old enough to know how that place really operates.  They do everything in their power to turn every single one of you orphans into brainwashed slaves!  Each one of you orphans suffers a war inside of you.  Each one of you orphans is also at war with one another.  These wars can never been won.  You are not a normal child.  Is it normal for children to get trained to become ruthless killers?  I saw the demonic look on your face when you were fighting.  You are covered in blood from head to toe.  You should be care-free like most children are.  Do you not dream of happier days?  Ah, but forget about all that.  Remove the Forest Emerald from the sword and hand it over.  You can keep that sword even though you stole that as well.  I've decided to appoint you as the new guardian of this temple.  You're quite good with that sword and you'll need to use it as a weapon in case anybody is foolish enough to try and break into this temple again."
 
   A look of frustration came across Nemeth's face.  There was a lot of truth to what Xantil was saying.  It was almost as if Xantil could read Nemeth's mind.  Nemeth desperately wanted to cry, but held back his tears.
 
   "You do have some valid points," replied Nemeth.  "But I'm not going to be forced to do anything by you Xantil.  If I were to become a temple guardian I'd just end up being a slave to you instead of a slave to Lord Dragomir's Academy.  That's not something I plan on becoming.  Terazhul was essentially your slave but his actions were his way of trying to escape from this temple and from you."
 
   "Well then," replied Xantil.  "I'll just have to take the Forest Emerald by force.  This will be a good test to see if you were ever worthy of being the new Keeper of the Forest."
 
   "Master, we have to teleport out of here immediately!" exclaimed Jaida.
 
   "How exactly are we supposed to do that?" questioned Nemeth with a nervous tone.
 
   "The altar that arose from the ground is the quickest way out of here," replied Jaida.  "I am able to open a portal on that altar using my mana.  It should take about 30 seconds to open up.  Once the portal is open, think of the exact place where you want to teleport to and then jump inside of the portal!  Got that?"
 
   "I hope so," replied Nemeth slowly.  "I'll defend myself against Xantil in the meantime."
 
   "He's flying around," said Jaida.  "I doubt he'll come down and make himself susceptible to attacks.  You really shouldn't have destroyed that Escoba Retama X!"
 
   "Stop talking about that stupid flying broom and go create the portal!" exclaimed Nemeth.
 
   Jaida floated over to the altar and began to transform into a portal.  Nemeth made sure that his sword and shield were gripped tightly and he was ready for any attack.  Nemeth proceeded over to the altar.  He pointed his sword at Xantil.
 
   "Come down here now and fight me!" commanded Nemeth.  "Only a coward would fly around and not attack me face to face!"
 
   "I think I'll stay where I am," replied Xantil.  "Allow me to show you what I'm capable of.  Do you care to guess whether or not I already have some other gemstones myself?"
 
   Xantil summoned a large purple sphere of magical energy in his arms and raised it high above his head.  Xantil threw the sphere on the ground below.  When the sphere impacted with the ground below, it created a deafening explosion.  The sphere transformed into a 25 foot tall purple ring of energy that stretched in diameter throughout the entire room.  Nemeth braced himself behind his shield.  As the purple ring of energy collided with Nemeth, he fell to his hands and knees.  There were no visible wounds but he experienced a pain so great that he never felt before in his entire life.  His copper shield became warped to the point of it being completely useless.  He tossed it aside with what little strength he had left.  Nemeth wanted to scream to relieve some of his suffering, but found he was incapable of doing so.
 
   "I was mistaken," said Xantil.  "It only took one of my attacks to bring you to your knees.  You wouldn't have made a very good replacement for Terazhul after all.  Ah, you pitiful little orphan.  I hope for your sake that you make it to the afterlife.  I imagine you will get to meet your parents and they will see that they didn't lose much when they abandoned you…"
 
   Nemeth looked around and saw that the altar was still intact.  He saw that Jaida had successfully opened the portal.  He thought that Jaida must have been immune to Xantil's attack, at least while transformed.  Some of the pain that he experienced earlier was going away but he was still very lethargic.  Nemeth knew that another attack from Xantil would happen any second now.  With every last bit of strength in his body, he crawled towards the portal.  He struggled to get to his feet.  In the corner of his eye, he could see another purple ring making its way towards him.  He thought of the Serend Lake region of Lord Dragomir's Academy and stumbled through the open portal.  Xantil's attack nearly missed him and moments later, Nemeth found himself lying on the ground near Serend Lake in Lord Dragomir's Academy.  His left hand barely had his sword grasped around it, but it was fully intact with the Forest Emerald securely placed in the center socket.  The portal closed and Jaida appeared once again.
 
   "Master, you need emergency healing immediately!" exclaimed Jaida with concern.  "Check for a Rejuvenation Potion in your backpack!"
 
   Nemeth was unable to move an inch.  He was planted face first in the grass.  He noticed that the grass had returned to its normal color.  If he were to take his final breath, he hoped that this was a sign that the Forestial Corruption spell had been broken.  Perhaps someone else could destroy the Black Orb if he died right now.  It was obvious at this point that he needed help from someone else.  Jaida floated around the area and saw a plethora of students in dire need of medical attention.  Some people appeared to be normal and were tending to those injured by the Forestial Corruption spell.  However, the wounded far outnumbered those that were healthy.
 
   "My master Nemeth needs help!" shouted Jaida.  "Aria?  Bastilone?  Are you out there?  Is anybody out there that can help him?"
 
   "I'm Aria!" shouted a female voice.  "Where is Nemeth at?"
 
   "Follow me!" exclaimed Jaida.
 
   "Bastilone!" shouted Aria.  "Come over here now!  Nemeth needs our help!"
 
   Jaida led Aria and Bastilone over to Nemeth who was still lying face down on the ground.  A look of deep sadness came over the face of Aria.
 
   "What is that thing floating around?" questioned Bastilone in a deep tone.
 
   "I am Nemeth's Guardian Spirit," replied Jaida.  "My name is Jaida."
 
   Bastilone gave Jaida a look of disdain.
 
   "What kind of guardian are you to allow this to happen to Nemeth?" asked Bastilone in a negative tone.  "Just look at the condition he is in!  He's covered in blood stains and can barely move."
 
   "Bastilone, stop it!" exclaimed Aria.  "Jaida is obviously on our side otherwise she wouldn't have called for us to help him.  There's no reason to say such nasty things to her."
 
   Aria kneeled down beside Nemeth and put her hands around his.  She began to gently shake his body.
 
   "Bastilone, help me turn him over," said Aria frantically.
 
   Bastilone and Aria turned Nemeth over onto his back.  Tears began to fall from Aria's eyes.
 
   "What's wrong Aria?" questioned Bastilone in a concerned tone.
 
   "Well, it was one thing to heal myself and then heal you," replied Aria.  "But then we started going around trying to heal the others that are wounded.  I've depleted all of my mana.  We're barely recovered ourselves.  If I don't get a Mana Potion, I'm not going to be able to help heal Nemeth."
 
   "Look in Nemeth's backpack," said Jaida.  "It is a magical item called the Infinite Backpack.  You will see a variety of items in a miniaturized size swirling around in a vortex.  You simply need to touch the item you want and it will grow to its normal size.  He has a lot of potions in there.  One of them surely has to be a Mana Potion."
 
   Aria reached into Nemeth's backpack and began frantically searching for a Mana Potion.
 
   "I've found one!" exclaimed Aria.
 
   Aria chugged down the Mana Potion.  A bright white glow surrounded her body momentarily.  Aria's mana was now fully replenished.  Aria put her hands over Nemeth's chest and began to cast the Rejuvenation spell.
 
   "Rejuven Curacion!" shouted Aria.
 
   Nemeth's body began to glow bright yellow.  Nemeth began to look somewhat healthier.  He sat up slowly and began to look around at his surroundings.
 
   "Come back to us Nemeth!" exclaimed Bastilone.
 
   "Where am I?" asked Nemeth quietly.
 
   "You're back at the academy," said Aria.  "We're near Serend Lake."
 
   "Aria, is that you?" questioned Nemeth.
 
   "Yes, it's me silly," answered Aria.  "Bastilone is here too."
 
   "What about Jaida?" asked Nemeth.  "Please tell me that Jaida is ok."
 
   "Do not worry about me master," replied Jaida.  "We are concerned about your health."
 
   "So has the Forestial Corruption spell been broken completely?" questioned Nemeth.
 
   "Yes master," replied Jaida.  "Defeating Terazhul has broken the spell.  We must now focus our attention on the destruction of the Black Orb.  Only you are able to destroy the Black Orb and only with that sword."
 
   Nemeth started to look very discontented.
 
   "How am I supposed to destroy the Black Orb?" asked Nemeth.  "I can't even walk on my own.  Then I'm supposed to swim out in the middle of Serend Lake and still have enough power to destroy the Black Orb with my sword?"
 
   "Are there any professors around that can get Nemeth over to the Black Orb?" asked Jaida.
 
   "We haven't seen any professors in a long time," replied Bastilone.  "The last time I saw one was back at the graduation ceremony we had yesterday.  Something very suspicious is going on with the professors.  But we can't concern ourselves with the professors now.  I have an idea on what we can do.  Let's head to the edge of Serend Lake now.  Aria and Jaida, follow my lead.  I'll carry Nemeth."
 
   Bastilone carefully hoisted Nemeth over his right shoulder.
 
   "Tighten up that grip on your sword and keep it that way buddy," said Bastilone.  "Everything is going to be ok."
 
   They travelled over to the edge of Serend Lake.  The Black Orb had stopped emitting pulses of light.
 
   "It would be much easier to fly over there," said Bastilone.  "If only we had a flying broom like the Escoba Retama X…"
 
   "That's ridiculous!" exclaimed Aria.  "Flying brooms are for witches only!  Besides, I'm going to cast a spell on the lake.  It will create a temporary bridge from the edge of the lake all the way to the Black Orb.  I'm going to need to even more Mana Potions.  I need to get all the Mana Potions out of Nemeth's backpack."
 
   Aria reached into Nemeth's backpack and took out 15 remaining Mana Potions and placed them on the ground near her.  She picked one of them back up and gulped it down which restored her mana completely.  Aria held her arms outward with her palms facing upward.
 
   "Alright here I go!" exclaimed Aria.  "Puente Seguri!"
 
   A grey, semi-transparent bridge began to form from the edge of the lake and extended out to the Black Orb.
 
   "Let's go buddy!" said Bastilone.  "I've got you safely over my shoulder but you need to make sure you hold onto that sword as tight as possible!"
 
   Bastilone began to walk across the makeshift magical bridge towards the Black Orb in the center of the lake.  Jaida floated around, over and under the lake to examine if there were any monsters lurking about.  Jaida did not discover monsters but found something even more disturbing.  Jaida flew back to Bastilone and Nemeth to report her findings.
 
   "I have some terrible news to report," said Jaida.  "There are dozens of dead bodies of children scattered about Serend Lake."
 
   "That's all the more reason that we need to smash this Black Orb," replied Bastilone.  "Now please don't be the bearer of any more bad news.  I need to concentrate."
 
   Bastilone continued to walk across the bridge towards the Black Orb.  Whenever the bridge appeared to fade, Aria gulped down another Mana Potion and recast her spell to create the bridge.  After hundreds of feet of walking and seven recasts of Aria's spell, Bastilone finally stood in front of the Black Orb.
 
   "We made it to the Black Orb buddy," said Bastilone.  "If you need to deliver the strike that destroys the Black Orb, then there's only one way I can think to do it.  Hold the sword outward as far as you can.  And believe me when I tell you that you REALLY need to hold on to your sword tightly now."
 
   "I've got the sword pointed outward and I'm holding onto it as tightly as possible," said Nemeth softly.  "I don't have a lot of strength left, so please hurry and do what you need to do.  I trust you."
 
   Bastilone picked Nemeth off of his right shoulder and flipped him over so he was carrying him by his feet.  Bastilone used his incredible strength to swing Nemeth's body towards the Black Orb like he was a hammer.  Nemeth's sword collided with Black Orb causing a large crack in the exterior of the orb.  The Black Orb started to randomly change colors.  Bastilone hoisted Nemeth over his right shoulder again and turned around.  Nemeth sheathed his sword.  Bastilone started to run back towards the starting point of the bridge.  After reaching the half-way point on the bridge, the Black Orb exploded.  The makeshift bridge collapsed causing Bastilone and Nemeth to fall into the lake.  The force of the explosion caused the lake water to push both Bastilone and Nemeth onto the shore.  Luckily, Bastilone was unharmed and Nemeth did not receive any additional injuries.
 
   "Master, the Black Orb has been destroyed!" exclaimed Jaida.  "Now we must get the help that you need."
 
   "Let's get you back to your dorm room buddy," said Bastilone.  "You need a lot of rest to recover.  We can take care of you ourselves.  What do you think Aria?"
 
   "It looks like there are enough healers out here helping everyone else," replied Aria.  "Our attention needs to be focused on Nemeth right now."
 
   Bastilone, Aria and Jaida brought Nemeth from Serend Lake all the way back to Nemeth's dorm room at Justile Dormitory.  Bastilone laid Nemeth down on his bed.  Nemeth dropped his sheathed sword on the floor.  Bastilone removed the backpack he was carrying and the armor he was wearing and placed them against the wall of his dorm room.
 
   "Thank you all for helping me," said Nemeth quietly.  "Jaida, please listen to me.  I'm sorry for anything bad I said about you.  I doubted that we would be able to work together but luckily I was wrong.  If it wasn't for you, I would have never been able to accomplish half of the things I did today.  I've only known you for such a short time but I already consider you my friend Jaida.  I consider you to all be my friends…"
 
   "I consider you my friend as well master," said Jaida.  "Now please rest."
 
   Nemeth began to fall into a deep sleep and started to snore lightly.
 
   "You have known me for an even shorter time than Nemeth has," said Jaida.  "But I have a favor to ask both of you."
 
   "What favor would that be?" asked Aria.
 
   "Yes, what favor do you need from us?" asked Bastilone.
 
   "I sense that there is more danger coming," replied Jaida.  "The evil that caused Nemeth to be in such a terrible condition was not Terazhul or Vulpes.  The evil that put him into this horrible condition and almost killed him is called Xantil."
 
   Bastilone and Aria turned towards each other simultaneously with a look of confusion on both of their faces.  They had no idea what had happened to them today and had never heard of any of these names before.
 
   "I'll explain what happened to us," continued Jaida.  "We just need to take care of Nemeth at any cost.  When Nemeth recovers, I am going to need the two of you to join us in going after Xantil.  Nemeth considers you his best friends.  In fact, the only reason he went through all of this trouble and risked his life was because of the two of you.  He wants to escape from the academy again.  This time he wants the two of you to come along with him.  He wants to find his real family and your real families as well."
 
   "I'll do anything to help Nemeth out," said Bastilone.  "I'd like to find my real family and I'll help him fight Xantil."
 
   "Consider me in as well," said Aria.  "I'd like to see if I have a real family and I want to take on Xantil too."
 
   "This is good news indeed," replied Jaida.  "Thank you very much."
 
   Bastilone, Aria and Jaida looked over Nemeth to make sure he was safe.  Jaida told Bastilone and Aria as many details about the journey that she and Nemeth went on.  Bastilone and Aria both listened very attentively.
 
   "That is quite the story," whispered Bastilone.  "If Xantil is looking for gemstones, then we need to start looking for them as well before he can get ahold of them"
 
   "Yes, Bastilone is right," whispered Aria.  "Our first priority is getting Nemeth back to full strength.  He's a true leader and he will know exactly what we need to do next.  Jaida, I'm sure there's plenty more that you can tell us, but we need to get ourselves some sleep now also.  We'll stay here overnight here in Nemeth's dorm room."
 
   "Thank you both so very much," replied Jaida.  "I will return inside Nemeth's body and hope that my presence will accelerate the healing process."
 
   Jaida circled around the room and then entered Nemeth's body through the insignia of D'hal Natar on Nemeth's uniform.  Nemeth's body glowed momentarily.
 
   "What have we gotten ourselves into?" whispered Bastilone.
 
   "We've certainly got a lot of adventuring ahead," whispered Aria.  "I'm not sure where it's going to lead us.  And there are so many unanswered questions left.  One thing for sure is that Nemeth was right when he was talking about responsibility.  We're just kids and we're being forced to grow up way too quickly.  It's certainly a frightening thought."
 
   "You're right about that," whispered Bastilone.  "Let's do what Nemeth always wants to do.  Let's get some sleep and escape our problems."
 
   Bastilone went to lay down on the floor on the left side of Nemeth's bed.  Aria laid down on the floor on the right side of Nemeth's bed.
 
   "Good night Bastilone," whispered Aria.  "Sweet dreams.  I wish you would practice lucid dreaming.  I even got Nemeth practicing it."
 
   "Good night Aria," whispered Bastilone.  "Sweet dreams.  Count me in for the next lesson on lucid dreaming."
 
   Both Aria and Bastilone's minds raced with thoughts for at least a half hour before finally calming down and falling to sleep.  Little did they know that their slumber would only be a short break from the troublesome things to come…
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   First, allow me to thank you for purchasing the first book in The Orphan Wars series.  If you enjoyed this book, please help spread the word about it.  Tweeting, sending messages  to friends on Facebook and Google+ and  word of mouth are great ways to spread the word about the book.   I would greatly appreciate a personal review by you on Amazon.  I am always excited to hear from people who enjoy my books.  To contact me, you can do so by following the links below.  Please "follow", "like" and "subscribe" to as many as possible.  It is free and easy to do and it would make me very happy!
 
    
 
   Shane Rowling's Official Website - http://www.shanerowling.com
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   Shane Rowling's Twitter - http://www.twitter.com/shanerowling
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   The Orphan Wars Official Website – http://www.theorphanwars.com
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   You can e-mail me through the contact page on my main website and the main website for The Orphan Wars.  There is also an official mailing list that you can subscribe to for free on my website and on the main website for The Orphan Wars.  Subscribing to the mailing list gives you the chance to read excerpts from upcoming books, the chance to win signed paperbacks of my books and  much  more!
 
    
 
   Talk to you soon,
 
   Shane Rowling
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