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Chapter 1:

The Coming Storm

“For behold, there are many worlds that have passed away 

by the word of my power. And there are many that now stand, 

and innumerable are they unto man;”  Moses 1:35


The Primary had gathered together for a night of fun and a celebration of the holiday of Halloween.  There were treats and games in the Cultural Hall which was going to be followed by a Trunk or Treat.  A Trunk or Treat is an event where the adults in the Ward fill the trunks of their cars with candy and other treats.  The children from the Primary dress up in costumes and carry their Halloween treat bags from car to car collecting the good things that the adults have hidden in their trunks.  It is always a special night, but on this evening, for one very special group of Primary kids, it became an adventure that had consequences for the entire world.


Brother Jenks stood beside his car enjoying the bright and colorful costumes and visiting with the children that he had come to love and respect.  He admired the parents that had raised such children and saw the joy that existed in their families.  One by one he handed out his candies, knowing that eventually, he would run out and the night would be over: at least that's what he thought.


Unexpectedly the sky was lit up by a bright flash, so he looked around himself and saw that time had frozen.  All of the children had stopped in mid-step and the parents icy breath had hung in front of their mouths like an unmoving cloud.  A shabby man in an old fishing jacket was walking towards him, across the park.  The man walked directly up to him, reached out  and with a firm grip, shook the Primary teacher's hand.  The Spirit was nearly overpowering, and as soon as he felt the man's hand touch his, he knew that this was a messenger who had been sent from above.  The strange man smiled and said, “Do you know who I am?”


Not knowing how he knew it, Brother Jenks said, “You're the Immortal Man...”


The bearded man with the long hair nodded, handed him a package and said, “It's time to assemble your Knights.”


There was another flash of light in the sky and everything was normal again.  People were once more moving, children were laughing and the man was gone.  The teacher would have thought that he had had a day dream except for the package which was still in his hands.  Numbly he opened it and inside found a letter addressed to him and a bunch of colorful rings.   Each ring was tagged with a name and looked to be intricately made and of great worth.  Every ring had the CTR shield embossed on it which was engraved into a variety of brightly colored gem stones that were set into the purest of gold  and silver settings.


The note instructed him to give each member of his Primary class the ring which was tagged with that child's name on it.  One by one, the class members came to the trunk of Brother Jenks' car, and one by one they received a CTR ring that had been specifically constructed for their hands.  


A spooky ghost was the first one to receive her golden gift.  Shay's ring had a band that showed three playful dolphins leaping in and out of the water and if you looked at it through different angles you would swear that the dolphins were swimming around the band.  A faceted emerald stone displayed the CTR shield with a set of attached wings.  She put on the ring, holding it at arm's length, and admired its singular beauty.


The next person to receive a ring was dressed like a playful dog.   She had her little brother with her and Brother Jenks felt a little bad giving Mary a fancy ring, and not having one to give her brother: but he knew that he had to follow his instructions.  The band on Mary's ring displayed flying parakeets in a beautiful jungle setting.  The CTR shield was set on a polished purple amethyst that almost looked like it glowed.  


Several more children stopped by receiving only a generous supply of candy before the first boy from his class came by to be given one of the special rings.   Ian was walking his little sister around and was surprised when his teacher handed him a massive silver ring, overlaid with intricate gold tracings of several cats faces.  Each cat face amazingly displayed different moods common among felines everywhere.  The blazing black onyx stone displayed the distinctive CTR shield that he immediately recognized as the shield belonging to the Knights of Helaman.  Ian looked curiously at his teacher, said, “thanks...” and moved on.


Kate also recognized the emblem that she , Ian and several other had been given as Primary Knights of Helaman years earlier.  The platinum ring that she was given fit over the gloves of her  realistic looking raccoon costume.  The large pink sapphire gem had red pandas on either side of the setting holding up the stone as if they were two titans holding up the world.  The feminine tracings of the CTR shield stood out from the ring in a delicate yet powerful fashion.

Gabby arrived dressed as a beautiful princess in a white gown.  She had a sparling tiara with simulated rhinestones and a silver plastic scepter.  Her bag was filled and she had, so far, had a very enjoyable evening.  She was surprised to receive from her Primary teacher a small velvet box, but she was even more surprised when she opened it and found a most beautiful, yet somehow hauntingly familiar looking ring.  It displayed a modified CTR shield with seven or eight varieties of dogs on either side of the three massive crimson rubies.  As large as the ring looked, it seemed to fit on her finger as if it was made for it.


She walked away smiling as her teacher considered the message that was in the envelope for him and the importance of the task that lay ahead of his class, for after he distributed these rings, his task was over. 


The captive had been placed in suspended animation aboard the alien leader's space ship: the hoses and electrodes were attached regularly around the glass tube which held the Earth person unconscious and unmoving.  The Captain of the Guard inspected the device before giving his report to the Mission Commander.


When he was satisfied that everything was in order, he stepped out into the corridor and set out for his Commander's office.  The Guard was frankly afraid of this leader.  It was rumored that he was a man with a temper, and there was supposed to have been more than one guard who had brought unfavorable reports to him and then shortly thereafter found themselves transformed into living zombies.  He was determined that this would never become his fate.


When he reached the office he touched the switch that announced his presence.  After a few seconds the door slid silently open and he entered.  The subdued lighting of the room added to the sense of danger that was represented by the Commander.


Saluting he said, “The captive is secure Commander.” 


“And he cannot escape?” an electronic voice queried.


“He cannot escape.  I am curious... how long will he be held in stasis?”


“That depends.  If he can be turned to do our will, he will be free shortly: if not he will be eliminated, although that would be a shame.”


“Why is that Commander?” the Guard said.


“If he is eliminated, there will be a replacement named for him and all of our work will have been for nothing.  This one we know: we might not learn the identity of his replacement until it is too late.  We cannot allow that to happen.”


“Commander, why is this person so important?”


“Oh my simple Captain of the Guard, do you know nothing?  We are about to make our move against the peoples of Earth.  This creature has been preordained to either lead our enemies, or to find the future leader of our enemies and prepare him for the coming confrontation.  Either way, his mission must not be allowed to continue.  Now go, and notify the scientists that the captive is ready for them.”


The girl in the pumpkin costume received the butterfly ring.  The lovely golden monarch butterflies formed a delicate band that twisted elegantly around Maggie's finger.  Two black and orange Emperor butterflies, with the wings standing outward from the band of the ring supported the strangely luminescent blue-green turquoise gem sporting the special CTR shield.  Maggie smiled a big smile, tried on the ring and felt the warmth of the Spirit telling her that this ring was meant for her and only her.  With the inner glow about her; she almost forgot to finish her trunk or treating, but fortunately she was pulled along with the rest of the crowd and returned to her candy gathering activities.


A chilling costume that represented death next approached the car.  He held his plastic scythe overhead menacingly and said, “Brother Jenks: I have come for you... and your candy too.  Danny pulled off his hood, showing his smiling face and said, “Trick or Treat.”


The teacher asked him if he wanted candy or a present.  Danny decided that the present sounded more interesting, so he chose that.  Luckily he received both.  When he opened up his present he found a CTR ring like none he had ever seen.  He knew that his teacher really liked CTR rings so he wasn't too surprised about it, but he was amazed by how beautiful and expensive it appeared.   On either side of the golden band was an eagle with outstretched wings, rising from a fire like a phoenix.  The CTR shield was emblazoned on an orange fire opal gem.  He put the ring on his finger which fit perfectly and he felt a warmth glowing within it.


Two football players , one a UW Badger and the other a BYU Cougar stepped up to the car and received their rings next.  Tace's ring had a crimson red Jasper, striped with shining black, which was carved into the image of a hamster, being supported by giant titans on either side.  He looked at the ring and was surprised that the CTR symbol, had eagle's wings attached to it.


Cam's ring looked like a crocodile wrapping around his finger with translucent amber eyes that seemed to look into his souls.  Bro. Jenks looked the boys in their faces and said, “These CTR rings, your should never forget to wear.  They are more important than the ones that we have had in class before.”


John received his special ring treat next.  He was dressed as a phosphorous glowing skeleton and carried a large skull shaped candy carrier, which was already pretty full.  The ward members had been pretty generous this year and the kids had received more treats than they would have gotten if they would have just walked around their neighborhoods.


From his Primary teacher, John got both candy bars and a mysterious box.  Opening the gift, which was wrapped in fancier wrapping paper than he had ever seen before, he found a ring box with a CTR ring in it.  His ring had a large roaring tiger's head with tiger stripes around the band.  In the jaws of the wild cat he saw the most dazzling blue sapphire that he had ever seen.  He never could have imagined a blue as penetrating in color as there was on his new ring.  On the sapphire was a CTR shield with eagle wings attached to the shield.  Looking back he saw his teacher giving another present to Alexandra.


The first student that came to Brother Jenks was dressed as a ghost.  Fittingly enough, the last student was also dressed as a ghost.  The last, like the first, received a green ring like Shay's, but Alexandra's also had a jungle setting similar to Mary's.  Instead of parrots flying the band, her ring showed four playful monkeys swinging through the trees and making friendly faces.  A bright green gem of purest jade held  a glowing white CTR shield.  


Holding it at arm's length, she decided that it was the most beautiful thing that she had ever seen  and she wondered how her teacher was ever able to find such a thing.  Walking away, she put the ring on her finger and was just happy that she had it.


Once all of the children had received their rings, the package and the note, which had been given to Brother Jenks by the mysterious Immortal Man, both vanished in a puff of smoke.  At the same moment the teacher momentarily stumbled backward and all memory of the event was erased from his mind.  He never knew that his students had been blessed with such gifts.


After the Trunk or Treat was over everyone went home.  Although a few people had had too many sweet treats and weren't feeling very well, almost everyone else went home and shortly afterwards went peacefully to sleep.  A strange thing happened to the students of Brother Jenks' class though: they all had a dream... the same dream.


In the dream they were all sitting in the woods around a campfire talking and joking.  It was a warm summer night with dark clear skies and crickets chirping.  Slowly the sky above the campfire became brighter and brighter, until there was a blinding beam of light shining on the fire.  In the midst of the beam, a man descended until he stood just above the fire: he wore white robes and a headband.  His gold necklace and gauntlets were more golden than gold could possibly be.


He smiled from the middle of the flames and said, “I am Helaman, and you are my Knights in this day and age.  For decades, members of the Church have sang that they are as the Army of Helamn: although you never realized it, you are my officers and you will lead that Army: but first you must rescue one of your own.”  


“Brennan Howard has been captured by unfriendly forces and is in need of your assistance.  Some day a greater enemy will come along and you will be called upon to stand up then and take command of the millions in my Army; but for now, you must rescue your lost brother.  It is a dangerous task, and one no less important than your later more global confrontation will be.  It is one in which you may lose your lives, but in the process, if you are strong and courageous, you will be able to save the lives of your families and friends.”


“ In the waking world, you have each been given a ring that declares to the world that you are ready to Choose The Right.  This, and your continuing friendships, are what will qualify you to lead my Army.  Although you are still young, if you are to rescue your friend, you must make that choice now.  Don't be surprised that God would send young people on such an important mission: God often chooses the young to be his agents.  That is because, no adults have the faith of a child: so like Samuel, David, Daniel, Enoch and Joseph Smith, he has chosen you to be his agents.  Each of you will be tested: and if you pass you ordeal, you will each be given an object of great power that will enable you to rescue your captured brother.”


“Although your rings are all very similar, each one is slightly different.  Likewise, each of you will have a different test, which has been tailor-made for you and each of you will receive a reward that has been selected specifically for your needs.”


“When you awake from this dream you won't remember it, but when you return to sleep tomorrow night, you'll remember and be tested.  You will experience something that will feel like a dream, but you will, in actuality, have traveled to the Spirit world, where I will meet with you and give you your assignments.  If you make the right choices, in an honorable and just manner: the way that you handle your task will decide many future things.”

  
Don't think that this is only a dream, because it won't be.   You will be in the World of Spirits, and the people that you meet there will be real, and if you are injured there, you will be injured in actual fact.  You won't be able to just wake up to get out of a bad situation.  You can return home at any time by giving up, but if you do that, you will have failed the test and no longer be worthy to even be a member of my Army, much less a leader.”


“No one will force this trial upon you: it must be chosen of your own free will, so tell me now: who among you will take this challenge?”


One by one each child stood up and said, “To rescue Brennan, I will!”  


When all had accepted the challenge, Helaman, smiled and said, “You have chosen well, as I knew that you would.  You have, like Nephi of old, been well prepared by your parents.  Rest well now for  the rest of the night, and I will see you again tomorrow night.”

Chapter 2:

Enlisting the Troops


The next day wasn't very eventful, although each student found themselves unconsciously playing with the new ring on their finger.  Somehow, on a conscious level, they didn't seem to notice that they even had received the new piece of jewelry and no one around them seemed to see the rings either.  After all, each ring had had a very special blessing put upon it.  Each ring was blessed so that, unless its owner willed it, no one would ever look at the ring: therefore, even though it was plain to see on each owners finger, it was for all intents and purposes invisible.


Dan had a game early the next morning, so he was the first to go to bed that night, and on that night anyway,  something inside of him longed for sleep.  Some part of him must have remembered the dream of the previous night and looked forward to this evenings activities.  As soon as his head hit the pillow his ring flashed brightly and his spirit was separated from his body.  Subconsciously he knew that the blessing on his ring would prevent anyone from looking at his sleeping form until his spirit and body were again united.


He seemed to be floating above his bed looking down at himself sleeping soundly.  On his spirit hand he saw that a copy of his ring still rested.  'Maybe,' he thought, 'the ring has a body and a spirit like I do.'  The ring seemed to pull him in one direction and he found that he could fly.  


Rising up through the ceiling and he went right through it where he flew through the roof and into the skies.  He traveled faster and faster spinning completely around the earth and finally off into space.  The feeling of flight was the most exciting thing that he had ever felt.  He rocketed upward and upward and found himself landing on the surface of the moon, where, defying all logic, there was a campfire blazing happily.  The fire pit was ringed by a row of marble benches.  Helaman was there roasting marshmallows and waving to him.


One by one the other members of his class landed in the camp and joined the party.  Each of them had had similar experiences which had brought them there.  The last one to arrive was Gabby.  It wasn't until she landed that Helaman spoke.


“Welcome my friends, my knights and my warriors.  Tonight you will all be tested, and if you succeed, you will each be rewarded with the gifts that you will need to rescue you friend Brennan.  Look at your hands.  Each of you has received a ring that has been made especially for you.  Each ring has on it a representation of a different animal.  Whether you know it or not, each of you has a special connection to that animal which is on your ring.  Those animals will lead you to your gifts.”


“Do you know where we are?” he continued.


“We're on the moon,” said Shay, before anyone else was able to raise their hand.


“Well, yes... we are on the moon: but more important than that; we are also somewhere different than usual.  Can you figure it out?”


Each child tried to figure out what he meant.  Finally, Maggie timidly raised her hand and said, “Are we in the Spirit World?”


“Very good Maggie.  We are in the Spirit World.  That's the only way that you could have traveled here the way that you did.  Beside that, you must be in the land of Spirits to be able to complete your assignments.  There are many dimensions within the Spirit World: you can travel to any one of them from the others.  From our vantage point on the moon we can look down on the Earth and see all of them.”


“All animals have spirits and there is therefore a Spirit World dimension for each form of animal.  You will therefore individually journey to the Spirit World for the animal that is represented on your ring.  Once there, you will find a guide who will tell you what task you need to perform.  When that task is completed you will be given an important gift and returned here.  Remember, animals have spirits too, so don't be surprised if they are able to communicate with you.  They might have different interests than humans do, but they all have feelings.  Treat them right, and they'll treat you right.”


“Mary.  Please hold tightly to your ring and concentrate on your animal.”  As she did so, she transformed into the image of a beautiful and majestic parakeet that glowed a bright violet.  


“Now concentrate on helping Brennan, spread your wings and fly to Spirit World of parakeets on the Earth.”  She did as she was requested: opening her wings she began to flap; rising swiftly into the air leaving behind her a blazing violet colored fire trail.  She flashed a beaky smile and zoomed off on her mission.


The rest of the children watched her flight in awe.


“Shay, please stand up,” Shay stood, “Now girl do the same as Mary just did!”


As she did so she seemed to become a verdant green dolphin.  Playfully she swam up and down through the skies of the moon and with a dolphin's laugh she flipped her tail and swam off toward the seas of Earth leaving behind a fiery rainbow of differing shades of green.


Each child in turn repeated the process and made the journey to Earth, and each one found their way to their assigned animal's world, leaving Helaman behind alone to watch over them from his vantage point on the moon.


The entire Howard family was in a state of frozen preservation, but only Brennan had ever been awakened so he was the only one to have any idea that anything was wrong.  His family had been on vacation in the woods camping when they had been captured.  It would be weeks before anyone noticed that they had gone missing.  Not knowing that his friends had already begun their quest to rescue him, he thought that only he stood a chance of freeing his family.


They had been soundly sleeping when they heard a loud vibration outside of their tent.  There was a bright light and a shaking and the next thing that he knew he was standing in a tube with a small person in a military looking uniform holding some kind of gun on him.  In tubes next to him he saw the rest of his family in tubes of their own, each appearing to be in a deep sleep.


“Step out of the tube, and follow me,” the short officer said.


Stepping cautiously over the lip of the tube Brennan looked at the room around him.  Everything was plastics and metals and he couldn't help thinking the words, 'space ship'.  The guard made an adjustment on a hand held device and Brennan found his hands bound together with some sort of invisible energy.


The guard touched another control and Brennan's mouth was held shut by the same electrical force, compelling him to follow his captor in silence.  It must have been a very big ship because they seemed to walk for a very long time, before they came into the presence of the ship's Commander. 


Looking up from his paperwork, the Commander said, “Hello boy.  I think that it's time that we had a talk.”


The children had all departed and Helaman was left alone.  He looked down on the Earth, located the Immortal Man, touched his own ring and was instantly transported into the presence of the object of his search.


“All is in movement,” he said to the Immortal Man.


“The children are now in the Spirit Worlds?”


“They are my friend.  I must wait on the moon for them to return, and I need someone to give them a little help in their quests.”


“That's what I'm here for my brother.”


“Then it's time to see the plan move forward.”

Chapter 3:

Deployment


The blue-green butterfly floated on the currents of the air, and Maggie realized that she might just enjoy being a butterfly.  She floated down to earth and noticed that the world around her looked somehow cleaner and brighter.  Everything seemed to have a faint glow to it.  Looking around she saw that there were no buildings, and the only creatures in sight were other butterflies and moths: but that they were all more glorious and beautiful than those that she was used to seeing while she was growing up.


She could sense the movements of the air and she knew instinctively how to use them to drift comfortably through the skies.  She could taste the smells all around her, and there wasn't a one that wasn't a wonderful odor.  It would be easy to get lost in this pleasant world and forget why she was here.  


That thought startled her.  She had indeed almost forgotten why she had come here.  She had to keep her mind fixed on what was important.  She couldn't afford to let herself get too distracted by all of the pleasantness around her or Brennan might be lost forever.


She fluttered toward a multitude of friendly looking butterflies of all sizes and colors.  They appeared to be all dancing in a group dance with thousands of participants.  The movements of the beautiful creatures created glorious patterns in the blue blue sky. The group as a whole washed back and forth like the waves crashing on the sea.


A perfect monarch butterfly separated herself from the dance and flew over to greet Maggie.  “Welcome stranger: are you the one called Maggie?”


“I am.  Who are you?  What's going on over there?”


“I am called Fluttafey: and that is the dance of joy.  Can you not sense the purpose and joy in the swarm?”


“I can certainly see the joy... but I don't really understand their purpose.”


“Ah, friend Maggie.  They are being taught the gospel.”


The two new friends watched the aerial dance for several minutes, until finally Fluttafey said, “But you already have knowledge of the gospel.  You are here for a different purpose, and I have been sent here to be your guide.”


A few minutes earlier, the red hamster had burrowed its way into the soft surface of the Moon, but now it surfaced in a world of fragrant grasses and sunshine.  Tace looked at his black lightning shaped striped fur with approval and took a quick survey of his surroundings.  He found that his eyesight wasn't very good, but he could hear and smell things that he would never have been able to imagine before: 'This will take a little getting used to,' he thought to himself.


Suddenly another burrow opened up in the ground next to him.  A golden hamster popped its head up and looked around, “Ah, there you are tunneler.  I was told that I'd find you here, but I wasn't really sure.”


Smelling the scent of the newcomer, Tace knew that he had never met this creature before.  He  had found that, in this place, he had enjoyed the loneliness of the burrow and he felt a slight resentment towards this stranger who had intruded on his solitude.  “Am I supposed to know who you are?” he asked.


The golden hamster twitched its whiskers and said, “We just met: how could you know me?”  It shook its head and continued, “My name is Dirt Pusher, and I have earned the name.  I have pushed dirt aside and made more and longer burrows that any other hamster in the nines hills area.”


Tace could see the pride in the newcomers face and hesitantly said, “Th.. that's quite an accomplishment.”  Not knowing that it was, Tace thought that it might be a nice thing to say anyway.


Obviously pleased, Dirt Pusher said, “Thank you for saying so.  You are a well mannered hamster.  Now, shall we get to work?”


The green dolphin, having finished its journey from the moon splashed into the oceans.  Shay felt at home dipping and diving in and out of the waters.  She found that she loved to go below the surface, and flip her tail as fast and as strong as she could so that she could turn upward and launch herself into the air.


The warm ocean waters seemed natural to her, and breathing through a hole in her head was just too strange for her, so she always had to breathe through her mouth and that limited her movements somewhat: but not enough to take away all of the fun that Shay was having.


She was startled by a chirping voice that snuck up from behind her.  Seeing her startle the newcomer laughed a gleeful dolphin laugh and said, “I'm sorry to have surprised you little one, but you seemed to be distracted and I just had to have a little fun.”  It wasn't a language that any human could have understood, but somehow Shay was able to understand the other dolphin.


Coming out of its laughter, the dolphin stood up on her tail, bowed down saying, “I greet you Sister Shay and welcome you.  I am called, “ and she proceeded to give a long string of chirping noises which Shay knew that she would never remember. Seeing her confusion the dolphin continued, “but why don't you just call me Sister Swimmer.”


“Thank you, Sister Swimmer.  How do you know my name?”


“I have been told that you were coming and have been asked to help you in your quest.”


Ian landed on all fours.  His ring had transformed him into the blackest of black cats: sleek and powerful, and so dark that, when he stood in shadows he was completely invisible.  The Spirit World of Cats was a wooded world which was always at twilight, but to his feline eyes he would have sworn that it has high noon.  He smelled the other cats who had passed that way leaving their markers.  Although he was made of spirit materials, as he had guessed was this entire world: it all felt as real and as normal as the world that he grew up in.


Since becoming a cat, he found that he liked to play like a cat.  He hid in the shade of a green berry bush and waited for someone to come along so that he could leap out and pounce on them.  It wasn't that he wanted to kill anything or eat it (there is no need for that when you're a spirit.), it just seemed like good clean fun that any cat would enjoy. 


A large gray tabby was approaching him so he backed up to get a better spring when his prey arrived.  His tail twitched in excitement and he stepped back again but his foot stepped into water.  Like all cats he felt a shock of fear run through him when he got wet, which threw off his timing and allowed the gray tabby to escape.


He thought about it for a minute thinking that this was strange.  When he was human, he didn't have any great fear of water, so it seemed odd that he would in this place.  He found another hiding place to lay in wait for another playmate to arrive although this time he climbed a tree to make sure that he was nowhere near any water before he got ready.


A white calico cat with yellow and gray spots came casually through the woods, and Ian staked out his victim.  He knew that he was going to have to do something in this world that would let him help Brennan; but since he didn't know yet what it was that he was supposed to do, he decided to have a little fun while he was waiting to find out.
  His tail twitched with excitement, and as soon as the calico was underneath him he pounced.


He had been convinced that he would win this contest, but the calico had heard him and got the drop on him instead.  She waited until Ian had committed himself to his attack and then she grabbed him with her claws and spun him around, winding up pinning him to the ground.  She laughed a playful laugh and said, “You're really new at this aren't you?”


“I just became a cat,” he said, “Until ten minutes ago I was a boy.”


“Well that explains it then.  You were so overwhelmed with how good your night vision was, that you hadn't yet noticed that you have ears that can hear awfully well too.  Me?  I've always been a cat and I heard you coming a mile off, which is just as well.  My name is Annie, and I've been sent to help you in your mission.”


The Immortal Man had traveled to many places in a very short while.  He had to make sure that the relics had not been found and removed.  After all, if the relics were gone, the children would be embarking on their quests for no reason.


Fortunately there was nothing missing, so he then met with the representatives of each world to fill them in on the details of their missions.  Once that was done he returned to the moon and gave his report to Helaman.


“All is in readiness.  If the children are strong enough and if they have enough faith, they have the chance to win through and be able to collect the relics.”


“Each of them will face a trial in their quest that has been selected for their particular animal body and world.  Are there any of the trials that cannot be overcome?”


“Not if they have love and want to save their friend enough.”


Alexandra was getting used to having a tail and had learned how to use it to help her to swing from tree to tree.  Being a monkey, even a green colored monkey, she found wasn't as different from being human as were the transformations of the rest of her class, but it sure was great, she thought to herself.  She found that if she could get a good swing going she could launch herself into the air and jump with a leap that was almost like flying.  The jungle about her offered her many chances to practice her daredevil stunts.


There were quite a few other monkeys swinging around near her, but so far, they hadn't bothered her, and she figured that she would just leave them alone.  On Earth she had seen pictures of monkeys picking fleas off of each other, and she was glad to find out that, in this Spirit World anyway, there were no fleas.


Spinning around the branch that she was on, she spun around it faster and faster, picked a target branch and launched herself into the air.  The exhilaration she felt in her flight was quickly shocked out of her when she landed in front of an ancient monkey holding a walking stick.


“Hold on there child, “ said the old ape.  “Where are you off to in such a rush?”


Alexandra suddenly realized that, while she was having so much fun, she had almost completely forgotten why she was there.  She was thankful that she had been brought back to her mission.  “I'm here on a quest.”


“Really?  A quest?  What are you trying to accomplish on this quest?”


Twisting her face into one of a monkey in deep thought, she answered, “In the end I'm supposed to help rescue a friend, but in this place I'm supposed to find someone who will help me to find out how I'm supposed to do that.”


“That's a fine answer little one.  My name is Chee'ee, and I've been sent to help you do just that.  Now why don't you tell me what your friend needs to be rescued from.”


“Well, I've been told that he has been captured by aliens from another world.”


“Ah.  That can happen.  You see there are many worlds that the Creator has made.  Sometimes the worlds become so evil that they must be destroyed.  When that happens, the few remaining righteous people of that world are instructed to build a space ship and escape to a world that has passed their test.  Maybe your friend has met up with some of these people.”


“But if they're righteous, why would they capture Brennan?”


“It takes many generations to make a voyage like that and the people who reach the new world are the descendants of the ones who originally left the old world.  Who knows what these aliens are like.  The ones who took your friend, over many generations, may have become an evil people on their voyage, or it may just be that they're scared of us and are looking for information.  Either way, your friend needs help.”


“OK.  What do we have to do?”


Danny rocketed toward the Earth in a blazing trail of orange fire.  His feathers crackled with a blinding light while his eagle's wings caught an updraft and he soared skyward once more.  He screeched his joy to the heavens as he dove to the ground again.  There were no small animals for him to hunt so he grabbed a berry bush in his talons when he dove to the ground once again.  Circling higher and higher he made a lap around the mile high peak that rose near him, before deciding that he should go looking for signs of the aliens.


From his vantage point, using his eagle eyes, he could see everything in the greatest detail.  He started out flying in the direction of the sun, but suddenly realized that he had no idea if that was the right way to go or not.  Circling the next mountain over, he saw several other eagles rising and descending from a series of eagle roosts.  Spiraling in; he lit down a short distance from several of the smaller eagles.


One of the smaller eagles said, “Hey, new guy!  What's the deal with the fiery trail?”


Looking back Danny answered, “Don't really know.  I just got it when I got this body.”

“Well, if you ever figure it out, let me know.  Something like that could be handy at night.”


“I suppose.  I'm looking for aliens.  Have you seen any?”


A soothing voice that was coming from a nearby cave said, “Daniel, you are not supposed to be looking for aliens until after you've earned your powers.”


“I thought I already got them.  Don't I have flames?”


“Not yet you don't... and you may never get flames.  What you have now is just a visual effect that comes with this body: it might not a power that you will have in the real world.”


“Oh.  Who are you?  How do you know these things?”

“My name is Old Abe.  I was once famous in your world.  I have been sent to help you find your real power.”


“OK.  Why don't you come out here into the light so that I can see you.”


“Why don't you come here into the cave Daniel?”


“It's dark in there.”


Really?  Maybe that's something that you should be working on.”


Cameron swam through the sky in his crocodile form, landing in the swampy world of alligators and crocs.  His unique golden hide set him apart from the average croc, but only he knew just how different he really was from the rest of them.


The refreshing water felt cool as he glided the the marsh.  The subdued lighting of the swamp made it a little hard to see that there were all sorts of crocodile-like creatures around him.  In this world, alligators, caiman and gharial seemed to all share the same spirit world with the crocodiles.  He knew that he couldn't be eaten in this world, but all of the teeth around him still made him very nervous.  Numerous fights seemed to break out among the various animals, but he could swear that they were laughing like children at play.


A chillingly deep voice spoke to him from somewhere in the water.  “Didn't know that we could think like you did you?”


Splashing his large reptilian head from side to side, Cam said, “Who's there?”


Rising from the water, an old croc lifted his head above the surface.  “That would be me young rookie.  I can see that you're new at this: you're lucky that you're not still in the world of earthly bodies, or you would be a handbag by now.”


“The name is Chomper,” the old reptile continued, “and I'm here to teach you how to be a croc.”


Gabby's red fur bristled as the pack of spirit dogs approached her.  Not knowing if they were friends or foes she automatically took up a defensive stance, and was surprised by the deep growl that escaped her throat.  Noticing her for the first time the other dogs looked up at her, shrugged and submissively bared their throats to her.  The boxer who up until then seemed to be leading the pack said, “All right friend: if you want to be leader of the pack, the job's yours.”


The whole tone of the situation immediately changed.  She quickly sauntered over to her new pack and started leaping for joy.  All of the dogs started leaping with her: their tongues hanging out of their mouths and their tails wagging fiercely.


A little gray poodle yelped with joy and said, “It's good to have you here friend.  My name is Fifi, and if you ever need a friend, I'm your girl.”


“Why thank you Fifi, I'm Gabby, and I'm glad to meet you.”


One by one all of the dogs in the pack came up to her to welcome her to the pack.  She found them all to be very friendly, and she liked them all... even the ones who were sniffing her in annoying ways.  She found that the pack loved to play together almost continuously.  They would wrestle and take turns hiding fruit.  They would laugh together as one dog would search for the hidden fruit in all of the wrong places, and she would learn how useful her sense of smell was in this particular game.  


After a long day of playing, they all went to a nearly pond for a cold drink and lay down for a nap.  Looking at Gabby with her head on her crossed forepaws, Fifi said, “I love it here, don't you?”


Sighing Gabby answered, “I do.  It must be wonderful to always be in this pack.  I was surprised that there was no fighting: I thought there there might be some fighting.”


“Why should there be.  We don't have to eat here, so there is no reason to kill anything, and so there's really no reason to fight.  We do wrestle a lot if that's what you mean.”


“I suppose I do.”


Brennan was dragged in front of the Ship Commander.  The Commander's quarters were much more opulent than the rest of the ship.  He had many nice things, some of which Brennan could recognize and many that he couldn't.  He pointed toward a chair and Brennan was placed there.  The same invisible lines of force, that had held him previously, now locked him down into the chair.


“You wonder, I am sure, why you have been brought here: so I'll tell you.  Hundreds of years ago, the people of Ossus, my world, faced destruction.  We fled to your world, but have found that your world might be facing a similar crisis to the one that Ossus failed.  We can't afford to lose another world before we even have had the chance to make it our new home.”


“Our Temporal Scanner has shown us that you are a focal point in the coming crisis, so we have decided to hold you here, until we can be certain that you are not going to be the cause of the Earth's destruction.”


Something inside Brennan whispered quietly that this story was only partially true and that he should be careful not to say anything important.  In actual fact, Brennan, and the people who he would some day lead, would be Earth's greatest defense when that final crisis arrived, but first the Earth had to survive until that future day.


Turning to the guard, the Commander said, “Release his mouth so that he may speak.”  The guard did as he was told.  “Now, are you going to go along with us, or are we going to have trouble?”  There was a hint of danger in his voice.


Kate clung to the high branch of the bamboo tree.  Her red panda fur blowing in the wind of the treetops, she munched on a delicious bamboo shoot and looked down on the lands below her.  Somehow everything looked brighter and more real than what she had always thought of as real life.  She wrapped her brilliantly striped red tail around the branch to steady herself while she grasped the shoot with both of her forepaws.  


The rolling hills and grasslands seemed to go on forever intermingled with attractively laid out forests; with only the exception of a single towering peak off to the north.  As she contemplated her next move she considered that perhaps the lone mountain might be a clue.  She remembered that she had to do something, so that she could help her classmate, but she had never really been shown exactly what it was that she was supposed to do.


Looking down at the grass below her she saw several young red pandas wrestling and playfully pursuing a game of tag.  The thinnest one pounced on a slower one and rolled him over and over.  She could hear them laughing and giggling.  All of the sudden one of them noticed Kate sitting in the tree branches.  She stood on her hind legs and waved to Kate, “Hey there!  Do you want to join us?”


Once she got over the surprise of hearing a red panda talking, she smiled a catlike smile, saying, “Okay,” and jumped down to the ground.  “Hi.  I'm Kate,” she said.


The thin one said, “I'm Slinky, “ pointing to the bigger one, she said with a smirk, “and that's my brother, we call him Stinky.”  then she broke into a laugh, followed by all of the others.


The big one playfully pushed Slinky, and said, “That's not my name and you know it.”  Turning to Kate she said, “I am called Smiley, and it's nice to meet you friend Kate.  You'll have to forgive my sister; she likes to tease me, but I return the teasing as good as I get,” then sweeping her forepaw towards the others, she said, “and these are our little brothers and sisters.  They haven't earned their names yet, but they will soon.”


Kate bowed to the both of them and said, “It's nice to meet such friendly Red Pandas.”


“Please,” said Slinky, “we preferred to be called Shining Cats.”


“Not me,” Smiley said, “I like the name Firefox.  Of all the names the humans gave us, that one's not only the shortest... it's the coolest,”


“Fine, Fine,” said Slinky, “we're Firefoxes.”  Looking to Kate she said, “Now are you going to join our game or not?”


Kate smiled, nodded, and the game resumed with the new player.


The lilac colored parakeet sang the sweetest of songs.  Mary had heard many forms of music before, but the beautiful trill that lifted to the heavens through her warbling throat and beak, was glorious beyond anything that she had imagined in her past life.  As she flew skyward a trail of multi-colored sparkles followed along behind her, hanging in the air for a few seconds and finally fading into the smell of fresh lilacs.  She decided that she definitely liked this world. 


She had been surprised to discover that her parakeet eyes were able to see colors that her human eyes never could.  The new colors in the ultra-violet spectrum were so brilliant as to be almost hypnotic.  Turning her head and listening, she heard many more songs, as lovely, and yet enormously diverse, as the one that she was singing.  Following the sound of the music she saw a large flock of parakeets, rising and diving in unison, which made them look like a mad dance of crashing waves that were made up of brightly colored birds.


Following her instincts, she flew up to join them, and in no time at all she had united with the joyous choir.  The dance-like flight of the flock rose and fell, swirling with a mad frenzy that was both hypnotic and controlling.  She flew the dance of the crowd around her, so utterly absorbed in the music that she almost lost herself entirely, but there was a small part of her that itched at her subconscious: some place within her that knew that she was there for a purpose other than the dance and the music.


With a supreme force of her willpower she bolted from the crowd and returned to her own course, safe in the sudden return of her memories, and with it a knowledge of her mission to this beautiful land.
  Only then did she understand the danger of the trap that she had so narrowly just escaped.  She wasn't sure where she was heading, but she knew that she wouldn't find it back there lost in the mindlessness of following the flock.


Flying up from the forest below her, a large green parrot, colors fading with obvious age, flew up to meet her.  His deep voice cawed and said, “Greeting little cousin.  I was watching you as you were tried by the test of the many.  For a while I feared for you, but you came through with flying colors... if you'll excuse the pun.  Bravo I say to you.”


“Thank you sir, but I'm not supposed to speak to strangers.”


“I'm not really a stranger Mary.  You knew that you were supposed to meet up with a guide... well here I am.  My name is Cruncher, because I'm so good at crunching up the harder seeds.  If you would have stayed with the flock, you would have been too late to help in rescuing your friend: in fact it would have become you that needed rescuing.  Instead, you have already passed your trial, and need now only to fly onward to your reward.”


“OK then: let's go.” She said.


John looked at his sharp tiger's claws.  Sinking them into the soft earth he grabbed hold and pulled with his front paws while pushing off with his powerful rear legs.  His leap was incredible: it was almost like he was flying.  He bounded high up into the tree, his blue striped fur rustling in the wind.  Those same incredible claws dug deeply into the bark of the tree, holding him fast to the precarious perch.  The world of Spirit Tigers was beautiful.  


He leaped from the branch down to the ground and found that he enjoyed sneaking through the tall grasslands.  Feeling the powerful muscles in his back and legs he started to run and he was shocked at the speeds that he could attain.  At first he had a difficult time learning how to coordinate the movement of four legs instead of two, but with a little practice it quickly became second nature to him.


Somewhere along the way a golden tiger had fallen into step beside him.  The two of them looked at each other and smiled a feline grin of mischief and both cats lengthened their strides.  The powerful piston-like legs pounded faster and faster and a great race had begun.


The golden cat quickly took the lead, but John's youth and exuberance drove him to catch and pass his golden opponent.  When he had outdistanced the older cat he leaped to a high cliff and surveyed all of the lands around him, feeling like he had just conquered the world.


In the distance he could see a pride of tiger cubs rolling and jumping in play and he found it strange that the afterlife of tigers would even have cubs.


From a branch above him, a loud voice that rumbled like a growl, said, “Even cubs die sometimes, and their spirits come here until they are resurrected and given a chance to finish growing up.  Watching their play is one of the greatest joys of this already joyful place.”


Seeing the huge golden tiger above him John asked, “How did you know what I was thinking?”


“Seeing what you were looking at it wasn't really difficult to figure that out..”  the bigger cat dropped down to the branch beside him and said, “I can see a lot more about you than that.  I can see that you have a great purpose in being here.  I'm not really sure what it is, but I can see the destiny draped over you like a royal cloak.”


“Can you read minds?”


“No,” replied the big cat, “I'm just good at observing things and I'm also pretty good at guessing what the things that I see mean.  Now why don't you tell me why you're here; maybe I can be of help to you.”


The Immortal Man reported to Helaman, that all was in readiness.  All of the obstacles were in place and all of the children had accepted their missions and begun their quests.  None of them had succumbed totally to the temptations of their newfound animal natures and all of them had made great strides in mastering their new abilities, without losing their human nature in the bargain.


Helaman felt pride in the progress of his knights, and he hoped that some day he would be able to tell their families of just how great and honorable this group of children were.  He considered how much this modern Army of Helaman was, like his Army of old: and how they too had been raised by goodly parents and they too had stepped up for the cause of righteousness.  It was wonderful to know that the future would be in the hands of such capable knights.

Chapter 4:

Trials


With the assurance of her large parrot friend that her trial was now over, Mary was confidant that she would soon be granted her reward.  Her mind raced as she tried to figure out what kind of a reward she had coming.  Maybe she would get three wishes, or lots of gold.  A new computer would be nice, she thought.


Cruncher said, “We must be careful, and never go near that hill over there.”


“Why not?” Mary asked.


“That's where my enemy lives.  He will try to stop me from teaching you all that I know.  If you talk to him, he'll just confuse you.”


'So Cruncher's going to teach me,' she thought.  “Then you're going to be my Yoda?” she asked.


“Something like that,” he replied.  “I'm going to help you to learn how to get all of the things that you want easily.”


A soft voice that only Mary seemed to be able to hear whispered in her ear, “Don't listen Mary.”


“What was that? She said.


“What was what child?


“I heard a voice.”


Looking panicked Cruncher said, “We've flown too close to the hill.  We must run away. Come with me and enjoy yourself flying with the parakeet flock.”


“The parrot is your enemy,” the voice said. “He is trying to lead you away from your reward.  Don't listen to him. ”


Cruncher had a terrified look on his face.  “Hurry up!  We must get away from here!”


The voice said, “You know me Mary.  Search your heart.”


Mary was drowning in confusion and she didn't know what she should do.  It occurred to her that this is probably how Joseph Smith must have felt in the Sacred Grove when the enemy tried to destroy him.  Her mind raced: what did Joseph do?  Suddenly it came to her, and she bowed her head and began to pray.  Immediately the parrot screamed and flew away.


As soon as he was gone, Mary realized that she knew the voice well and she felt the familiar warm peace within her.  It was the voice of the Spirit who had been with her since she was confirmed.  The voice said, “Do you know me now Mary?”


With tears of joy rolling down her face she said, “I do.  Thank you, thank you thank you!  I didn't know what to do.”


“And now you do.  The parrot tried to deceive you by telling you that your trial was over.  He was your real trial and you have passed.  I am your true guide.  Come to my hill and receive your reward.”


Fifi led Gabby away from the pack.  “I have been sent to remind you of your purpose in being in this world, and send to you on your quest.  Many miles from here you will find a ruins. Follow this road and find your destiny.  You will face obstacles along your way, but be strong of spirit and you will prevail.  When you have completed your trial, the Spirit will direct you to your reward.  Now go and take with you the love of your pack.


Hesitantly Gabby set foot upon the path, paw by paw, until she was firmly on her way.  Looking back she saw that Fifi had vanished leaving Gabby all alone.  Setting off at a trot, she fell into a steady gait.  It was nice weather and she began to think that perhaps this wouldn't be a bad experience after all.  She trotted happily down the path, and without realizing it she slowly began to rely more on her senses of smell and hearing than on her sense of sight.  


Distantly she heard the baying of a wolf pack off to her left.  A chill ran through her soul, and she quickened her pace.  The sounds of the wolves got louder and louder, and she was very aware that she was all alone.  A part of her wanted to turn around and return to the safety of her own pack, but she knew that she had to continue if she had any chance of saving Brennan, so instead of retreating she quickened the pace.


Soon the sounds of the wolves were all around her, and she felt like panicking.  The fur on her back bristled and she bared her fangs into the shadows.  The smell of wet wolf fur became overpowering as she continued down the path.  She couldn't see any wolves, but the scents and sounds of them were flooding her acute canine senses.


She heard a growl from above her and she rolled to the left.  Jumping up she scrambled away and ran faster.  The ruins were only a short ways ahead of her: if she could make it there, she thought, maybe she would be safe; but the smell of the wolves was all around her.  It was all that she could do to keep herself moving forward,  Her dog's instincts screamed for her to roll over and bare her throat to the wolves in canine submission.


She trembled and came to a stop, shaking like a beaten dog; until she heard a sweet voice within her say, “Don't be fooled by these sounds and smells: there is no one there.  Remember, even though you have the form of a dog at this moment, you are really a person.  Don't think like a dog, think and act like a person.  Ignore your ears and nose and open your eyes.”


Suddenly the sounds were gone.  She opened her eyes and found that she was all alone.  She squared her now human shoulders, held her head high and walked confidently into the ruins.  She had passed her test and she wondered how her classmates were doing with their trials.


Danny poked his head briefly into the cave, but decided that an eagle has no place in such an enclosed place.  An eagle is meant to fly free and soar with unlimited freedom.  He decided that the eagle called Old Abe must not really know what he was talking about.  After all, he thought, old people have forgotten what it's like to have fun, so he spread his wings and once again took flight.


He resumed his flight toward the sunrise, and flew farther and farther into the desert, but the farther that he got from the mountain peak, the fewer updrafts that there were to keep him soaring.  Pretty soon he had to flap his wings constantly just to stay aloft, and that was quickly becoming very tiring.  He soon was forced to abandon his eastward flight and return to the mountain, where the cool updrafts allowed him to soar effortlessly and take the time to regain his strength.


Looking down from on high he saw the dark cave opening far below him and he shivered with that claustrophobia that any eagle would feel who was contemplating such an enclosed place.  Shaking off his fears he turned south over the grasslands but, as he found to the east; he couldn't fly far before losing his updrafts.  The north and west were no better.


Landing on the mountain's highest peak he examined his possibilities.  He could stay forever with the other young eagles soaring and diving near the mountains, but then he would be unable to help his friend Brennan.  He could try walking away, but he suspected that that would be worse than trying to fly away.  He could just wait and hope that someone would come for him, but that's just not his way.


Finally he decided that he was going to have to chance the cave: just like Old Abe had told him.  He tried several times to get himself to move, but an eagle's fear of dark enclosed places made even the thought of it very difficult.  Eventually he just forced himself into a dive and rocketed into the cave's entrance before he could give himself a chance to chicken out.


The darkness was complete.  He had gotten so used to the sharpness of his eagle eyes that he felt suddenly blinded.  The only way that he could fit through the tight places was to walk and an eagle was meant to fly.  By walking his talons quickly were injured and pained.  The rocks beneath his talons were sharp and cut him with each step, but still he forced himself onward, with a strength that he hadn't realized that he possessed.  He folded his wings to prevent damage to them and pecked the ground before him; feeling his way along the dark path with his beak.


The stillness became deafening as he continued.  The quiet and darkness seemed to go on forever, making the terror that a confined eagle feels even worse, but to save his friend he forced himself to keep going.  His world consisted of silence, darkness, fear and pain and yet he continued onward.  Just as his legs were about to give out on him he entered a large cavern which was brightly lighted by piles of gold, silver and jewels.  Standing before his now human form was the Immortal Man, who was dressed in blinding white, shining with a brilliance unimagined.  He said, “Well done Daniel,  you have passed your trial with honor and courage: prepare to receive your reward.


The space ship was more than a mile wide: its black exterior had been burnt and pitted with the long years of space travel and the blazing heat of re-entry..  It had hidden under the ocean now for almost two years while it waited for the rest of the fleet to come to the Earth and find places of concealment.   During those two years, the Howard family's guard had been sent into a number of American towns and cities to spy on the peoples of Earth.  The Commander had told him of the necessity of their cause, but the  guard had come to find that he liked these Earth people and he was beginning to have some doubts about the true motives of his leader.


Their space ships had been traveling for almost two thousand Earth years.  Of course there was no one still alive from the long ago ages when they had left their nearly forgotten home world, but the stories of their escape from that doomed planet had been handed down from generation to generation.  


It was said that over the millennia, the original four families had grown into millions of people, and that the first small space ship from their planetary flight had to be expanded.  As the population grew greater, more of the larger ships had to be built, until there were now a dozen enormous ships, holding a total population of just over four million.


The guard worried that conflict between his people and the Earth people was inevitable, and he couldn't foresee any happy outcome.  There were many more Earth people than there were Travelers, and his people might be overrun: but on the other hand, the Travelers had technologies, and weapons available to them that were far above those of the Earth.  It was unthinkable to use those weapons, since it was those weapons which had left their home a burned out cinder.  If they were forced to use them again, there would be nothing left of the Earth for either them or the Earthlings to live on.


Therefore he walked down the long hallway, lost in thought, having no idea of what he should do.  He asked himself, 'What would the Earth people do?'   A small voice in his head said, “They would pray!'


Now that was an odd thought.  Obviously he had lived among the humans a little too long, he decided.  He shook his head and continued his walk.


Dirt Pusher looked at Tace and asked him, “What are you doing in this world Tunneler?”


Tace thought about it and said, “My class has to save a guy who used to be in the class.  I guess that he's been captured and is a prisoner of space creatures.  We were told that we would come to these Spirit Worlds and get the things that we need to rescue him.”


At that point he could hear a noise coming toward them through the grasses.  His sensitive hearing could hear something coming, but he wasn't really sure what it was.  Hamsters in the wild are very solitary creatures, so Tace couldn't help feeling a little uneasy about what might be coming.


Dirt Pusher heard the noise too.  “Did you ever meet this person that has been kidnapped?” He asked.


“Well... no.  I never have.”  Tace said.


“Then what business is it to you if he has been captured?”


Without hesitation he answered.  “It's important to the rest of the kids in my class, so it's also important to me.  We are like an army.  This Brennan was... is... one of us: and we never abandon one of our own.  If we stick together and support each other: and never abandon each other: there's nothing that we won't be able to do.”


With a sound of pride, Dirt Pusher said, “Well said Tunneler!  Your answer has shown that you have heart: if you have as much courage, you will prove that you are worthy of a great reward.”


“How do I do that?” Tace asked.


“By simply, crossing the field in front of us, by not turning back and by climbing into that distant burrow on the top of that far hillock.”


Knowing that it had to be harder than that, Tace said, “That's it...?”


“That's it.”


Suspiciously, Tace stepped forward into the field.  Immediately, he again heard the coming noise.  He continued forward and the noise came closer and closer.  All of the sudden it all became clear... It was the sound of small rodent feet running.  Thousands of them!  There were thousands of creatures coming toward him, but he was a hamster, and hamsters are solitary creatures!  The blinding panic made up by the fear of crowds came quickly upon him, as it would on any hamster in the same situation.


The noise was almost deafening!  They were almost upon him!  Everything within him screamed at him to turn around and run, but he pushed forward.  All at once he was in a stream of insanely running lemmings, pushing him sideways.  Looking in that direction, he saw the lemmings jumping off a cliff by the hundreds: and they were dragging him in that direction.


It would be so easy to go with the flow of small rodents, but he had to be there for his classmates... his team.  Reaching within himself he forced himself through the maddened mob, with their little claws scratching him in hundreds of places.  After what seemed to be hours of pushing, he staggered free of the flow of insane lemmings and made his way to his destination. 


He had passed his test.  “What an amazing thing!” he thought to himself.


Maggie soared on her beautiful butterfly's wings enjoying the calm air of this world of butterfly spirits.  She followed her guide,  Fluttafey, who explained to her that this was a world of peace and beauty, but even so she had to face a trial  before she would be granted the power to help rescue her dear friend Brennan.


“What am I to do?,” Maggie asked her new friend.


“There is a canyon in this world that the spirits of all moths and butterflies avoid.  You see, we are creatures that are gentle and we generally go where the air currents take us, therefore we are not strong enough to make ourselves fly in unpleasant places.  The thing that you seek is in an unpleasant place.  Only someone of strong will and determination can fly against the unpleasantness, so only someone like that can retrieve the relic that holds so much power.”


“Am I strong enough?” Maggie asked.

“Who am I to know?  All I know is that I was to to take you to the canyon and start you on your trial.  Whether or not you are strong enough?  That is up to you.”


Flying onward in silence, the entrance to the canyon came into sight: a bright point of light shone at the chasm's far end.  As they neared the opening she began to hear a wailing noise, like the howling of a thousand ghosts.  Finally they reached a point where Fluttafey stopped completely and hovered.  Maggie could see her companion shiver in fear.


“What's the matter?”, she said.


“We're here...”  Fluttafey said quietly.  “I can't go any farther.  I must turn back,”


“What am I supposed to do?” Maggie asked.


“Just fly toward that light at the far end of the canyon.  That is your destination if you are strong enough to reach it...  and Maggie my friend... if you can't make it, you are always welcome to come back and stay forever with us.”  She didn't sound like she held out much hope for Maggie.


Silently and swiftly, Fluttafey turned and flew quickly back in the direction that they had come from.  Maggie watched her friend fly away and leave her; and she thought to herself that she could never just abandon a friend like that.  


With a firm determination to save her old classmate, she turned back to the canyon entrance and flew into the unknown.  As soon as she crossed the threshold she was hit by a downdraft that almost knocked her into the ground.  Struggling mightily she beat her wings fiercely and she was able to fly upward just before she was dashed toward the canyon's floor.


She rose quickly and was just as quickly hit by a battering updraft.  She was then thrown into a spiral flight, but she made herself continue to move forward despite her erratic flight patterns.  Through all of her trials she kept one thought firmly in her mind, 'Keep moving toward the light!'  It was slow progress and she was hammered by howling winds from all sides.


The winds had become such a loud wail that she could almost swear that they were screeching at her to turn back: but she continued forward.  The light ahead of her was constantly getting brighter, and she could almost make out a shape to the light, but then the worst trial yet hit her.


A wind, stronger than any she had faced yet, hit her square in the face blinding her with dust and gritty pain.  The light blurred in front of her.  With every foot that she moved toward the light the force of the howling wind hitting her face doubled.  The edges of her wings began to shred and she felt the blinding pain as the gale tore through her tattered wings.  She felt them try to rip themselves from her aching back and she screamed silently, but she continually moved forward.


Finally she was forced to the ground, where she folded her shredded wings as close to her body as she could in an effort to shield them.  Using the legs that butterflies almost forget that they have, she gripped the ground tightly and crawled towards the brilliance.  It was a good thing that insect legs can grip things much better than human legs can, because if she were still human she would surely have been blown away.


The pain was overpowering and her senses were drowned.  She knew only agony and light.  Only one thought filled her mind.  Only two words, which had become her classes battle cry on the moon.  As the pain reached its peak she shouted those words.  “For Brennan!!!”


Suddenly the wind and the pain were gone and everything was peaceful and calm.  She stood on her now human legs, wearing long white robes.  In front of her stood thee smiling men, standing in a blazing light.  They each were clean-shaven with their long black hair pulled in back in ponytails.  Each man wore a gold and silver headband and silver wristbands. 


The closer of the three said, “Well done Maggie.”


The white calico cat named Annie took some time to show Ian a few things that he would need to know about being a cat.  She showed him the proper way to pounce, how to clean himself and how to greet other cats without getting into a fight.  In return, he showed her that by stepping into the shadows he could become practically invisible, which she thought could be really handy.


The two of them went hunting.  There was nothing to kill in this world, and for some reason they didn't seem to get hungry; therefore they only stalked other cats for play.  It didn't take long to make some new feline friends, and he quickly became lost in the play.  The playing seemed to go on forever and eventually he began to wonder if he had always been a cat.  Licking his paws clean, he took a few minutes to think.  There was something that he needed to do... what was it?


Brennan!  It came to him in a flash: he was there to get something that he would need to help rescue his friend.  With that memory he turned to Annie and said, “It's time for me to go.  I've had a great time but I have a quest to fulfill.”


“Quite right,” she said.  “I wondered how long it would take you to remember.  All of the playing has given you a good control over your new cat's body, and you'll need that control now.  Come, follow me, and I'll show you where to get that thing which you need.”


“What's that?” he said.


With a toothy cat grin she said, “You'll see.  Try to catch me and I'll show you where you need to go.”  she laughed and ran off to the east.


Ian jumped up and followed her as fast as he could.  She led him through the tall grasses, and over the rocky hills.  She bolted up the tallest of trees and Ian shot up right behind her.  She tried to lose him by running into a crowd of hundreds of cats, but he remembered the lesson about using his nose, so he never lost her scent.


In the forest she leaped from tree to tree with the Primary Knight following right behind her.  Her last leap took her to the rocky cliffs of the nearest mountain, and Ian never slowed for an instant.  He had constantly gained ground on her until she leaped across the wide river, landing on a broken branch, which was floating swiftly down the raging river and he froze in his tracks.  Water.  A white water river like this one would have scared him in his human body, but in this feline body he became a frozen block of terror.


As Annie floated out of sight: Ian, for the first time, began to lose hope.  He sat down at the edge of the river and tried to figure out a way to get across without getting wet.  After a while he saw a face looking at him from out of the weeds on the other side.  With a smile like the Cheshire Cat the other cat seemed to be taunting him.  “Hay cat!” the Cheshire said to him, “What'cha doin'?”


“Trying to find a way across the river,” Ian answered.


“Really?  Gettin' ana'where?”


“Not really.  What are you doing?”


“Watchin' you.”  It said with a mischievous grin.


“Well stop it!”  Ian howled.


“Why you wanna come over here?”


“I have to save my friend, and the thing that I need to do it is over there.”


“Really?” the Cheshire said with a grin.  “Why aren't you comin' over then?”


“Because of the water,” Ian said.  “I can't cross the water.”


“I think you can.  I jus' think your a fraidycat.”


“I can't.”


“Can't? … Or won't?”


That was it.  The Cheshire was right, he just had to overcome his fear, and with that decision he leaped.  It was a mighty leap and it took him almost to the other side, but instead he found himself in the swirling water.  He bobbed up and down and sank in and out.  Finally he used his newly trained cats reflexes and began to swim: not the way a human would swim, but the manner in which a cat would swim.  


After what seemed like hours, but was probably really only minutes, he dragged himself up onto the distant shore of the river.  Coughing up water and spitting it out he realized that his paws had been replaced with his own hands.  Standing up on his own two feet he was now able to see over the tall grasses.  There, only a short ways away stood a magnificent building that somehow had a look about it that told him that it was a Temple.  Brushing himself off and running his fingers through his hair he began walking toward the Temple.


The old croc chuckled and said, “I know why you are here: do you?”


“Of course I do,” said Cam, “I'm here to take a test and if I pass the test, I'll get something that will help me and my friends to complete our mission.”


“Hmmm.  A test?  Yes.”, said Chomper, “Help your friends?  I suppose: but isn't there another reason for you to be here?”


Cam was at a loss.  “I don't think so.  What are you talking about?”


The old croc almost seemed to frown.  “Well... if you're here for a test, let's get started. Swim down the river until you arrive at the edge of the swamp.  I'll meet you there, and we'll talk again.  Remember: if at any time you decide that you want to go home, all that you have to do is use your ring and it'll take you home.”


“OK.”, said Cam cautiously.  Chomper frowned again, and his head dipped under the waters of the river and he vanished.


Slowly Cam turned his long crocodile body into the river's flow and began the long swim down river.  Suddenly, a young croc snapped at him.  He rolled sideways, and three more young laughing crocs snapped their powerful jaws at him from that side.


The young crocs all laughed and made fun of Cam who didn't seem to know the rules of the game.  Soon he was was being nipped at from all sides.  The alligators and caiman, watched from the bank laughing.  'Why are they doing this?'. Cam thought. 'Why won't they leave me alone?'  More and more of the youngsters were swimming toward him, each biting and each leaving a little bite marks on him.


“Stop it!”, he yelled at them.  “Why are you doing this?”


One of the young ones answered, “It's part of the game.” Like that was an answer.  “If you don't want to play, why don't you just go home?”  The young ones returned to their biting game and some of them were even able to draw Cameron's blood.


“Stop it!” Cam yelled again.


“Why?” the young one asked.


“Because it hurts,” Cam replied.


“No.  why are you still playing the game, if you don't like it?”  said the little one.


He thought about it for a second and said, “Because I don't give up when I start something.  If I have to play this game, I'm going to win!”  With that realization, Cam began fighting back as he continued his trip downstream.  


The young crocs squealed with delight, as Cam began to fight back.  Now they were really able to play their strange game.  After a few hours Cam left the swamp, leaving behind hundreds of happy playful young crocs.


There at the edge of the swamp, swam Chomper.  “Well my friend,” he said, “What did you learn?”


“I learned that when somethings important, I don't like to give up.”


“There you go.  That's the other reason that you are here.  Now your trial can begin.”


Surprised by that pronouncement, Cam said, “That wasn't my test?”


Chomper chuckled and said, “Oh no.  That was a lesson: but having learned what you've learned, you will have no problem with your test.  See that mountain over there?”  He pointed with his snout toward a mountain, “Your trial is to overcome a croc's fear of heights.  You have to climb that mountain.  When you reach the top of that peak, you will receive your reward.”


And sure enough, Cam climbed that mountain: a terrifying experience to be sure, but he had the inner strength to push that croc body of his to heights that no other croc could ever imagine even attempting.


When he reached the summit, he again became human and found a man in a simple cotton smock, sitting on a large rock.  Smiling, the man said, “Welcome Cam.  Welcome to Mount Zerin.”


Alexandra had been following the aged monkey,  Chee'ee, for hours and she was getting really bored.  The old ape walked very slowly and she wanted to swing freely. She hated having to trail after him, and he just seemed to talk forever.  That was rude, because she wanted to be able to talk too.  It wasn't long until her mind wandered and she wasn't really hearing anything that he was saying.


To make matters worse, every time that he realized that she had stopped listening to him, he would rap her with his walking stick and say, “Listen up youngster!”  That got old fast.  Finally he came to the edge of the jungle and he aimed with his walking stick.


“It's time for your test youngster.”  The old ape said.  “As long as you remember what I told you, you'll do fine.”  Pointing again with his stick, he said, “Now go.”


She vaguely remembered that he told her about several unpleasant traps that she might fall into, but he seemed to think that they would be easy to get out of, if she fell into one: so without saying goodbye to the boring old ape, she set off into the jungle.  She knew that all that she had to do was get to the other side of the jungle: how tough could that be she thought.


At first the place had many pleasant odors, but the farther she went, the more foul they became.  The light became dimmer too as the jungle's canopy became thicker and thicker.  She didn't remember that Chee'ee had told her that the shortest route would actually be the longest.  He had said that it would be much harder going through the dense center of the place than it would be to skirt the edges, so it would take a lot longer to go the short distance through the middle than to go around it.  


Unfortunately, she had been so bored that she wasn't really listening to him, so she headed straight into the overgrown middle.  It wasn't long until things became so dense that one place looked pretty much the same as the next, and to make matters worse, she couldn't get up to the branches so that she could enjoy herself swinging through them.


The ground was so hard that that her bare monkey's feet soon began to ache something awful and after a few hours she was beginning to get hungry.  The darkness and sore feet became monotonous and she soon had no idea if she was traveling in the right direction or not.  For all she knew she had been walking in circles for hours.  


It occurred to her that if she turned around, she might be able to follow the trail of broken branches that she had left behind her and she could just forget her quest: after all, she didn't know Brennan as well as the others did, since she had moved into the Ward shortly before he left.  On the other hand, the rest of the class had become her friends and it was important to them that Brennan be rescued.


Sitting down she tried to remember what it was that Chee'ee had told her.  She said a short prayer and the old ape's words suddenly came back to her.  Turning around, she traced her own steps back to the place that she had entered the jungle, but instead of abandoning her quest, she skirted the jungle's edge swinging merrily from tree to tree and was past it in less than an hour.  


She emerged from the woods and before her stood a bearded man, standing in front of a golden shining thatched cottage, holding in his hand the walking stick that she recognized as belonging to Chee'ee.  He smiled at her and waved the now human Alexandra forward.


The Commander stared at Brennan with cold eyes.  If they hadn't been on board a space ship, Brennan might have thought that the man in front of him was just any other man, but looking closely he could see a few minor differences that set the aliens apart from Earth people.  He had noticed that the aliens all had orange eyes, and slightly violet colored hair.  Their ear lobes seemed to be a little bit longer than an average humans but not so much that many people would notice.  The officers all wore a kind of uniform, but the average person seemed to wear cloths that looked pretty much like tee shirts and sweat pants.


The Commander had questioned Brennan several times, but never seemed happy with his answers.  He asked him questions about Earth's military and demanded to know who else was in Brennan's squad.  The questions really had no meaning to Brennan, so he was never able to answer the Commander.


The Commander often threatened to torture him, so he would have liked to have answered him, but the Alien leader never really followed through on his threat anyway.  The Commander didn't learn anything from Brennan, although Brennan learned a lot from him.


He learned that there were now five ships on Earth and they were only waiting for a few more before they began their plan.


He learned that they had spies in many places around the world and he learned that their ancestors had done something to destroy their own world.  Most importantly, he found that they had weapons that could also destroy ours.  He had to get out of there and warn somebody.


John lay in the cool grasses chatting with the golden tiger for many hours as he explained the circumstances that brought him to the Spirit World of Tigers.  The golden tiger, who was named Grrrarr, listened intently, his tail flicking back and forth while John told his tale.


“There's only one thing that you could be seeking in this world.  I don't know anybody who has ever been able to approach it, so I can't tell you too much about it, but I do know where it is,” said  Grrrarr.


“Then how do you know that it's important?”


“Because it's invisible during the day, but it glows brightly at night, so you'll have to look for it at night.”


“Will you come with me?” John asked.


“I'm sorry, but tigers, as a rule are solitary creatures, so you'll have to go alone.”  With that the golden cat named Grrrarr stood up and wandered off, leaving John all alone.


It seemed too simple.  John knew to expect some sort of trial, so it seemed too easy.  He waited until night fell and he looked out across the plain and sure enough, there was the eerie glow, just like his golden friend had said it would be.


As he trotted toward it he kept thinking, again and again, that it was too easy.  'Maybe,' he thought 'he should try circling around to the west and approach it from the back rather than coming at it straight on.'  As he did so the skies started to cloud up unnaturally, and the farther to the west that he got the denser the clouds became.


It wasn't long until he heard the rumblings of thunder, but he kept moving.  Then the ground next to him erupted in flames as a bolt of lightning struck next to him.  He leaped sideways and another bolt nearly hit him.  Rolling back the other way he was again attacked by the electrical storm, each strike landing closer and closer to him, as if there was an intelligence behind the storm.


Finally he was forced to retreat back the way that he had come, finding himself in the same spot that he was in when he left the path that led straightly toward the light.  The storm dissipate,d and he pondered whether or not he should try again to circle west.


He traveled forward a few dozen steps and decided to circle around to the east this time.  Things went well for a while, but the ground became muddier and stickier.  With each step he became more and more mired down in the mud: as he went farther it slowly became quicksand and as the bog started sucking him down into the muddy trap: he felt the very real fear that he might soon be suffocating.  The panic ran wild through him and he started flailing about wildly.  The more he moved about the more he sank in the mud.  Soon only his head and one paw were above the deadly sands.  Casting his eyes about him he saw a low hanging tree branch, which he reached out for with his only free paw.


His claw sank into the wood and he slowly dragged himself free of the deadly sands, allowing him to climb up onto the branch where he took enough time to gather his breath and renew his strength.  Leaping free of the bog, he quickly retreated to the straight path, where he sat down to think.


He lay there for hours trying to find a safer way to approach the shining light, but he knew that if he he waited any longer the sun would come up and he would lose sight of his destination.  'Maybe I'm over thinking this ,' he thought.  'Maybe there is no trap other than self doubt.'  He stood up and walked directly toward the growing light.


In the center of the brilliant light was a blazing silver pond.  John went to the edge of the pond to get a drink and wash the mud off of himself, but as he gazed into the mirror-like lake, he saw his human face looking back up at him.  From behind him a soothing voice said, once you stopped second guessing yourself, you did very well.  It's time for you to receive your reward.


The firefoxes game of tag went on for hours.  Kate sometimes participated in the game but generally preferred to just watch the others and enjoy the show that they were putting on.  A crashing noise in the bushes ended the game and each of the shining cats turned to see what the noise might be.


The red pandas scattered in fear as the crashing noise got louder and closer.  Kate called to the young creatures and told them to to stay together.  The noises continued to get louder and Kate came and stood in front of the younger creatures to try to protect them.


Suddenly a giant black and white panda burst through the brush and roared, “What are you doing here?  This is my territory!”


The little ones screamed and ran.  The large black and white bear had terrified the young firefoxes.  Kate was scared too, but she knew that the giant panda was really just a bully at heart, and she also knew that if you let a bully win they would bully you forever.


“Come back here,” she whispered to the red pandas.  “If we work together we can drive him away.”


The little animals weren't terribly convinced, but they knew Kate to be a creature of honor: if she promised something, they knew that she would carry out her promise if there was any way that it could possibly be done. 


The big bully laughed and said, “You have got to be kidding!  I'm a giant panda!  I weigh three hundred pounds, and you red pandas each weigh ten to twelve pounds.  It would take thirty of you to weigh as much as I do, so you better just do as you're told.  Now go away, I want this bamboo.”


“Can't we all share the bamboo?  We don't eat very much.”  Kate said.


“Sure we could: but I don't want to, and there's nothing you can do about it.”  And he roared in laughter again.  “Now get out of here.”


“But there are no more bamboo groves around here.  If we leave, we'll starve.”  Cried Slinky.


“Isn't that just too bad,” laughed the bear as he swung his sharp paw at the little Slinky.


Kate grabbed her friend and rolled out of the way.  She was terrified of the bully, but she knew that she had to somehow drive it away: not only to save her little friends, but it was necessary if she hoped to save her old friend Brennan.


Standing on her hind legs, as tall as she could, she defied the giant panda.  “You might be big, but you're all alone.  We are a team, and if we work together we can make sure that you won't get your way!”


“You don't scare me tiny!  What are you going to do?  Make faces at me?”  And the bully laughed loudly again.


The giant panda may have been large, but Kate was definitely smarter.  “We could split up.  Some of us could distract you, while the others would rush in and carry off the tasty bamboo: or we could attack you and drive you away.”  she said.


The other red pandas looked up at her, with a touch of admiration and a little bit of doubt that they could actually do what she said.  The bully laughed again and tried to hit her with his sharp claw, but he was big and clumsy, while she was small and quick, so she easily stepped out of the way.


Kate tried to reason with the bully one more time, “How about it.  Can we work this out without violence?”


In answer to her question, the panda bear tried to swat her with his claws again, and she again stepped out of the way.  Then the bully was surprised to find out that a firefox has sharp claws and teeth too, as Kate slashed the bully's paw with her small claw, drawing first blood.


The clumsy bear roared in pain and charged Kate again, but with her quick agility, she again sidestepped him and she again slashed him with her tiny claws.  The other red pandas watched amazed.  It would never occur to them that someone as small as them might stand up to a huge panda bear.


Calling out to them, Kate said, “Come on!  Together we can win.  We're a team, and the bully is only one.”


Inspired by her heroism, the rest of the shining cats bolted forward and were slashing and nipping at the clumsy giant, who was quickly bleeding from many small cuts and bruises, but had been unable to land even one paw on any one the red pandas.  Soon the bully was laying on the ground crying and covering its head with its massive paws.


“Please stop,” the bully said. “It hurts.”


Kate held up her paw and stopped the attack.  “Do you give up?  Will you promise not to hurt my friends?”

“I promise,” he said. “I promise: but if I leave, what am I too do?  I need to eat bamboo too, so what am I supposed to eat?”


Slinky spoke up and said, “Even though you weren't willing to share with us: we would be happy to share with you.”


“Really?” said the bully, “and in return, I promise to protect you from other big animals that might bother you.”


Smiling a cat-like grin, Kate said, “It looks like things are going to work out for everybody.”


A booming voice from the top of the hill suddenly caught everybody's attention, and standing there they saw, a blazing angel, who said, “You task here is over Kate: it's time for you to receive your reward.”


Shay loved the life of the dolphins.  Sister Swimmer had introduced her to a pod of nearby dolphins and she found that playing swimming games in a group was much more fun than swimming alone.  They taught her how to make a clicking noise which, using her ultrasonic hearing, she could use in the same way that a bat uses radar and that her vision was really sharp: although she was surprised to find out that she had no sense of smell.


The dozen dolphins in her pod played for hours and wound up joining together with other pods to make a super pod.  Soon there were almost a thousand of them singing and playing together.  Sister Swimmer had taught her all that she was able and she sort of disappeared into the great mass of dolphins, but Shay never felt alone.  


She leaped out of the water and rode on her tail fin with eight of her new friends.  It seemed to be a perfect community, until she noticed one odd looking dolphin off to the side, all alone.  The lonely swimmer was shorter and chubbier than the others, and they seemed to be totally ignoring her, so Shay swam over to introduce herself.


“Hi there, my name is Shay: what's yours?”


The odd dolphin looked at her shyly and said, “I'm Br''ee''eee.”


“It's nice to meet you,” Shay said.  Looking around, she noticed that the other dolphins were giving her nasty looks That was the first time that she felt anything but fun and friendliness from them.


“I'm surprised that you're talking to me.” Br''ee''eee said.  “That won't make you very popular with the other dolphins,” 


“I don't see why it should make any difference.” Said Shay.


“Really?”


“Really: but then again, I haven't been a dolphin very long.  So why are they treating you like this?”


“Can't you see?” Br''ee''eee asked.


“See what.”


“That I'm a porpoise, not a dolphin.  We're kind of loners as a people, and before we came to this world of spirits, we didn't live a third as long as a dolphin.  Because of that, in the physical world, many dolphins looked down on us porpoises, and considered us inferior to them.  Those prejudices have come with some of them into this spirit world.  This world is giving them a chance to repent of that prejudice before moving on.”


“There are some people that act like that in the human world too,” Said Shay, “but not me: and I won't act like that here either.  I don't see  any reason why we can't be friends.” 


“If that's true, they'll come after you too Shay.”


“Just let them!”


As soon as she said that half a dozen dolphins swam up to them and eyed the scene: finally the biggest one said, “Come away from her Shay!  We don't want to be seen with her kind!”


Shay couldn't believe what she was hearing.
  “What kind?”


Porps!  Can't you see that that's a dirty porp?  Now get out of the way, we're going to drive it away!”


Shay couldn't see how anything in the water could be called dirty, but she only said, “Her name is Br''ee''eee.  I think that you should leave her alone.”


The second biggest dolphin said, “We're going to drive it away, and there's nothing you can do to stop us, so move!”


Other dolphins began to take notice of what was going on, and swam leisurely over to watch.  Finally, one of the six mean dolphins said, “Fine!!  Come on chums, let's teach this Porp lover a lesson!”  With that pronouncement, he swam straight toward Shay, ramming her stomach with his hard snout.  The other five dolphins followed him, and soon, Shay and Br''ee''eee were getting battered from all sides.  They were coming swiftly from every direction darting in and out, not in a dance of joy, like dolphins are known for, but in an ugly and vicious killing frenzy.


“Help us,” Shay called weakly to the hundreds of dolphins on the sidelines.


Through the haze of pain Shay could hear the voice of Sister Swimmer saying, “I am sorry Little Sister, but this is a trial that you must face alone.” 


The battering continued and Shay was getting scared.  She tried her hardest to fight off the six, but they were bigger and had more experience at being a dolphin.  In her struggle to protect herself, she had briefly lost track of Br''ee''eee.  She did her best to put herself between the bigoted dolphins and the small porpoise, but too often they were getting past her and pummeling poor little Br''ee''eee.  


As soon as she could, Shay glanced toward her friend and saw that Br''ee''eee was bleeding and unconscious.  Shay had to get Br''ee''eee's head above water soon so that she could breathe.   She couldn't believe that she had been so happy such a short time ago and she briefly recalled the joy she felt as she landed on this world with her fiery rainbow trailing behind her.


Suddenly it hit her: she had something that these mean dolphins could never even understand... FIRE!  Pushing out with her mind Shay forced her green rainbow of fire into existence.  She made a wall of emerald flames completely surrounding her and the injured porpoise and using her nose she gently nudged Br''ee''eee to the surface where she could breathe.  The onlooking dolphins cheered as she took her friend to safety.


When they got to the surface, Br''ee''eee awoke and said, “Thank you my friend.”  then she shimmered and became a beautiful woman with golden hair.  “You have proven that you are a true Knight of Helaman.  You have risked yourself to defend the weak and innocent, as all knights and people of honor should: well done!  You have earned your reward and your trials are over.

Chapter 5:

Rewards


The lady was the most beautiful woman that Shay had ever seen, with golden tiara, necklace and bracelets.  Each finger had at least two rings of incredible beauty with various colored stones.  Looking at her own beautiful ring she was amazed that the woman's rings were even more glorious to look at: but only her ring radiated power: the woman's were there just for show.


They were standing in the shallow water of the ocean's edge: the lady took her by the arm and led her to the shore, where the moisture immediately vanished from their feet and clothes.  In front of them were dozens of ancient looking soldiers who bowed down before the woman saying, “All hail the Queen.  All hail the Queen of Beauty.”  Then they carried up a throne for the queen and a large  ornate pillow for Shay to sit on.


The queen held up her hand and said, “This girl,” pointing at Shay, “has passed the test that was appointed to her: she is a defender of the weak and the helpless and she is now my equal.  She should not be seated on a pillow at my feet: bring her a throne and place it next to mine.”  


The soldiers quickly brought up another throne and the queen motioned for Shay to sit down.  She then clapped her hands and another soldier brought up a jewel encrusted chest and stood with it next to Shay.  The queen joined Shay while the soldier opened the box and the queen reached inside.


She lifted from the box a silver tiara and held it high for all to see.  She then placed it on Shay's head and declared, “As the Persian Queen, I now crown thee Princess of Persia, and bestow upon you all of the powers that are attached to this crown and position.  Now arise Princess Shay and be recognized by your people.”


Shay stood up and all of the soldiers broke into applause.  The queen then motioned for her to sit down and said, “Princess Shay, now that you are also royalty like me, I am now allowed to introduce myself to thee.  I am Queen Esther.  The Queen Esther that you have read about in the Old Testament, and I have, as is my right as Queen, bestowed upon you the Crown of Power.”


“The Crown of Power gives you all of the powers of the mind.  While the crown rests upon your head, you can read minds, talk to animals, feel the emotions of others and many other things that you will discover with practice: but remember, with power comes responsibilities.  If you accept this Crown you must always use it in service to God and to serve others: never use it for evil.  Do you accept this power and responsibility?”


With tears of joy in her eyes, Shay said, “I do.”


The Spirit led Mary to the top of the hill where she found an angel with a gentle face waiting for her.  In front of him was some sort of round table fashioned intricately out of the purest gold.  There was delicate silver writing in some language that Mary didn't understand traced along the edge of the table.  There were also gemstones evenly spaced all along the rim and a lacy blade shaped object rising from the center.


The angel said, “Welcome my dear.  I am Isaiah.  You have endured a great trial.  In that world of spirits, your closest spirit friend tried to lead you astray, and if you would have done what he wished, you would not be standing here today.  Everyone faces this trial of bad peer pressure at some point in their life, and you showed wisdom by opening your heart and listening to the Spirit.  You showed strength by making the hard decision, and choosing that which you knew to be right even though your friend tried to talk you into going another way.  Well done little sister.”


“Your wisdom and strength qualifies you for a great reward, and in the future you shall be known as Mary the Wise.”  Pointing at the table in front of him he said, “Do you know what this is?”


“Not exactly,” Said Mary.


“It's called a sundial.  Before the world had clocks, we used sundials to tell time and most people had one: but this one is very different.  Although it has never been recorded as such, I'll tell you now that, like the Liahona, it has been blessed with special powers.”


“This dial has the power to control the flow of time.  With this blessed device I was able to turn back time and have the sun move backwards in the sky.  In the coming struggle you will need this power, so I will give this object to you, but first...”  He snapped his fingers and the dial began to shrink.  “A big sundial would be out of place and easily noticed in todays world, therefore I will modify it for your times.”


The dial stopped shrinking when it became the size of a belt buckle.  Isaiah opened a box and pulled out a silver belt that had gold trimmings and encircled with faintly glowing violet colored amethysts.  He attached the dial to the belt, using it as a buckle and held out the newly created Belt of Time to Mary.  “Take this and wear it with courage and use it with wisdom.”


Mary placed the belt around her and felt the control of time seep into her.


Isaiah said, “This belt will allow you to freeze, speed up or slow down time.  It will allow time to speed up around you so that you are able to attain speeds that in your day would be called super speed.  With practice, you'll find other powers that it will give you, but you are not yet ready for that.”


“I will now return you to the moon where you and your classmates will be given further instructions.”


Cam saw the plainly dressed man, who motioned for him to sit down in front of him on another large rock.  “I understand that you had a tough time of it as a crocodile.  In effect, you had to overcome two obstacles, and you did very well, I am told.  A long time ago, I allowed myself to become distracted too, and I had to be taught a certain lesson before I was able to proceed on my mission.  My challenges were different, but the ones that you faced were just as difficult: so now it is time that you be blessed for your diligence.”


“Thank you sir.” Cam said quietly.


“I have been called, the Brother of Jared, because my name is very difficult to pronounce.  A very long time ago, I was like you.  I had learned a lesson and overcame a challenge, and I was given a gift.  Using that gift, I was able to move mountains.  This peak that we are standing on, is called Mount Zerin.  Using the power that was given to me long ago, I commanded this mountain to move, and it did.  It used to be in a very distant place from this spot.”


“I read about you,” Cam said, “you were told that whatever you asked for, God would give you.”


“That's true, my boy.  Because the Lord knew that I would never ask for anything that was wrong.  Some day you may also receive such a promise, but for now, you will be granted the power over earth and stone.  If you do well with that power, you may have more bestowed upon you later in life.”


The Brother of Jared held out an ancient iron hammer.  On one side of the implement's head there was an axe, on the other a sledge hammer head.  The handle was about two and a half feet long, with a leather wrapping and carrying strap.  The thing looked like it would be extremely heavy, but it was actually nearly weightless.


“This tool my brother and I used to hew the lumber and assemble the great ship which carried our friends and family across the sea.  It has been blessed.”  He held the tool out to Cameron and said, “You will receive it, and be known as the Earth Shaker.”


Cam took the hammer of Jared.  “How do I use it?” He asked.


“Let me show you,” said the Brother of Jared, “Why don't I show you how to move this mountain.”


Having overcome his feline fear of water Ian walked toward the building which he could tell was a Temple, although it was not one that he had ever seen photographs of before now.  In front of the Temple stood an old man with a long white beard and a long walking staff.  The man wore red striped robes and sandals, and even though he seemed to be old, he was obviously a very strong man.


The man said, “How do you feel about water son?”


“I love water Ian said, when I was a cat, my cat's instincts made me scared of it, but I overcame even that fear.”


“That's good,” said the man, “by purging any fear of water that may have been lurking in your subconscious, you have now made yourself ready for the gift that you are about to receive.  If any of that fear remained, you would not be able to use your gift.”


Not knowing what else to say, Ian simply said, Thanks... Do I know you?”


“I am Moses, and behind me is the Temple that I was shown in vision, which King Solomon built.  You have shown yourself to be an honorable person, who is able to flow with the changing world about you.  This makes you especially suited to be given the power over all things having to do with water.”


Moses raised his staff into the air and the river that Ian had almost drown in divided down the middle.  Spinning it around and then pointing it at the river, the water spun upward creating a tornado like waterspout.  Banging it on the ground made the waterspout come apart and fall as rain.


The Prophet Moses then said, “With this staff I parted the Red Sea.  I now entrust it into your care.”  He handed the staff carefully to Ian.  “You are now keeper of one of the greatest powers on Earth.  Nothing can withstand water forever.  It is water that makes land fertile and water that tears down mountains.”


Ian held the staff and could feel its might.  It looked heavy but was incredibly light.  Aiming it at the water he made a sweeping motion.  Small ripples appeared on the surface of the water: unfortunately Ian was expecting a huge wave and he couldn't help but feel a little disappointed.


Moses chuckled and said, “It's like learning to play an instrument: it's going to take practice to be able to get the effect that you desire.  You should actually be proud that you made a ripple: I couldn't do that on my first try.”


Ian then asked him, “Are you really Moses?  The Moses?”


“I really am Moses.”


“That's cool.  Are you going to help us to save Brennan?”


“I just did.  That staff is more help than I think that you'll need.  My time is past: it is your turn... yours and your fellow knights to save the future.  You are now the Master of Waters, and I know that you are up to the task.”

 
The angel waved Kate toward the hilltop.  Turning to her Red Panda friends she bid them all goodbye and followed the angel.  As they crested the top of the hill she saw a golden pyramid with flocks of sheep grazing everywhere.  A dark haired female angel stepped out of a nearby tent and hugged the first angel.


The Lady Angel then hugged Kate saying, “Greetings little sister.  My name is Rachel and this is my husband Jacob and we are your distant ancestors.  We have watched your trial with great pride.  We know how hard it is to stand up to a bully and you not only showed courage in doing so, but you also displayed leadership abilities that you may not have known that you had.  Your compassion for your companions made us very proud.”


Shyly Kate said, “Thank you ma'am.”


Laughing a loving laugh Rachel said, “Please dear: call us Grandmother and Grandfather, for we are your distant grandparents.”


“OK... Grandmother.  It's nice to meet you, but I still have a lot to do.  A friend of mine, named Brennan, is in danger, and I have to go help him.”


Jacob smiled brightly, chuckled and said to Rachel, “She really is one of us isn't she?”


Rachel then said, “We're here to help you in your coming struggle.  You will need help in your quest.  In our tent we have something that you will need.”


Leading Kate into the tent, she was shown a dressmakers dummy, and on the dummy was something that could only have been the famous Coat of Many Colors.


“Ages ago,” said Rachel, “we made a coat like this one for our son Joseph.  That coat was destroyed: this one has been made especially for you and as soon as I take a few measurements, I will make the final alterations: then you can put it on.”


“This coat,” said Jacob, “is different than Joseph's.  His bestowed on him the birthright.  Your coat will bestow upon you the mastery of all colors and invisibility, which is the lack of colors.  As our Granddaughter, you are now a Defender of Israel and this coat will give you abilities equal to that status.”


While Jacob was talking, Rachel finished her alterations, and held out the coat to Kate.  Putting it on her granddaughter, Rachel swirled the coat around her.  The long striped coat reached to the ground and glowed like a brilliant rainbow.  It could be tied in the middle with a golden belt if desired.  Kate had never seen such glorious materials and felt the colors flowing through her like a rushing stream.


Reaching out her arms in joy she hugged Rachel and said, “Oh Grandmother I love it!  How can I ever thank you.”


“Just wear it with honor my dear.”


The three men turned away from Maggie and motioned for her to follow.  The odd group climbed the rocky path that led ever upward out of the canyon.  The now calm sky held a sweet scent that grew stronger the farther up the path that they traveled.  The men laughed and joked in a language that Maggie had never before heard and they seemed to have that joy and calm that comes from a very long friendship.


Maggie followed feeling no fear because the Spirit was very strong at the moment, but extremely curious.  Finally she asked, “Where are we going?”


The shortest man turned around and said in perfect English, “Oh I'm sorry, how rude of us.  We just thought that it would be good to get out of the valley before the wind returned.  There is a park just over the top of the hill.  We'll explain everything when we get there.”  After which he turned around and resumed the steep climb.


After another twenty minutes of climbing they crested the hill, and sure enough, there was the most beautiful park that Maggie had ever seen.  The neatly mowed lawns had many birds and small animals running about and playing.  A ring of marble benches were positioned near several bird feeders and fountains.  The men led her to the benches and had her sit on a bench opposite from them.  The leader said, “it's time for you to receive your reward.”


“Ok,” said Maggie, “but I really would like to know who you are.”


The short one slapped the leader on the shoulder and said, “You didn't tell her who we are?  No wonder she's so confused.”


The third one said, “It doesn't matter: we'll just tell her now.”  Turning to Maggie he continued, you probably wouldn't know our names, but as a group we're usually called the Three Nephite Disciples of Jesus: and we have been sent to reward you for your strength of spirit.”


“We were blessed to stay on the earth until the Savior's return, and have for two thousand years assisted true followers of Christ in their missions, and it is our current assignment to give you that which you will need in the coming struggle.” said the leader.


“We were given complete control over our own bodies, so that we could end our aging and modify our appearances when the need required.” said the third Nephite.


“We will now grant this ability to you, with the exception of immortality.” said the short one.


The leader reached into the bag hanging over his shoulder and pulled out a headband that matched theirs.  He placed it on Maggie's head and said, “Like us, you are now a Guardian of Nephi and are given complete control over yourself and anything that you happen to be touching.  Congratulations sister.”


The Commander put on the mind control helmet and guided the Captain of the last spaceship as it landed.  He set it down on the bottom of the Indian Ocean.  Over the years he come to believe that he had to directly control all of the peoples major actions personally.  He had become convinced that only he was capable enough to direct major actions and he had become very skilled at mind control.  


He had come to believe that free-will and the exercise of it was his personal enemy, so he was spending more and more effort taking over more and more minds.  It was his sincere wish that some day he would directly access and control the minds of everyone on Earth.  Soon it would be time for him to implement his plans for the Earth.  He knew that many of his people didn't agree with him, but every time he put on the helmet more and more of those people became his puppet slaves.  Soon there would be no one that was able to stand up to him.


John heard the voice and turned around slowly.  In front of him stood an angel dressed in an ancient looking outfit, made out of the whitest lambskins.  Slung over his shoulder was a belt with several pouches attached to it: hanging on his right hip was a sword and hanging from his back was a horn of some kind that he had only seen in movies.  His calloused feet wore sandals laced half way up to his knees and John could tell that this was a man who had lived in very harsh times: but his eyes displayed a gentle nature inside of the man.


The angel reached out and took John's hand and lifted him to his feet.  “That water” said the angel, “is a sacred spot, for it was used by God long ago to select the army of Israel that would show God's power to the world..”


“I didn't know,” said John.


“If you are to be a warrior in God's Army, go gown and drink of the sacred water,” said the angel.


Hesitantly John went down to the water and drank, lapping up the water in the way that the remnants of his feline instincts told him to do, lifting the water to his mouth and then lapping it up.  As he did so a trio of trumpets played a melody.


The angel smiled and said, “You have chosen rightly, as did my army in old times.  I am Gideon, Judge of Israel, and you have just shown that you are to be the heir to my power.”  Taking off his shoulder belt, he held it out to John and continued, “This Belt of Gideon is now yours, you will take it and wear it with honor.”


John placed the belt over his right shoulder and it instantly resized itself so that it fit him perfectly.  The sword's hilt rested perfectly where his right hand rested, and the horn was perfectly situated on his back to be reached with his left.


“As long as you wear this belt,” Gideon said, “nothing can hurt you.  God blessed my army of three hundred that we couldn't be defeated, even by the army of over a hundred thousand of our enemies, and that power now passes to you personally... as long as you wear your belt.  Without it you have no promise.” 


“ At your side is the Sword of Ice, which even the mention of it can freeze your enemies with fear: while the Trumpet of Gideon, which can bring down city walls is at your back.  These are an awesome responsibility, but you have proven that you have it within you to wield them with integrity.  After a little practice, you will find others abilities contained within your pouches, but for now concentrate on the basics.”


“I will,” said John, dumbstruck with the experience.


“You, Warrior of Gideon, will now be returned to the moon for further instruction.  As with all of the members of your class, you still have your rings, which brought you to this world of spirits.  All of your rings give you the power of flight, so you will now use that ring to return to your companions on the moon.”


John had almost forgotten his ring, but with this reminder, it only took him one thought to lift himself off from the ground and begin his flight home.


Danny looked around the cavern at the vast wealth all around him and realized that no one else had ever seen more gold, silver and jewels at one time than he now did himself: it was dazzling, but not as brilliant as the glowing Immortal Man, who was walking towards him.  Danny looked up at him and held out his hand for the man to shake.


The Immortal Man smiled and took his hand and shook it back.  “Well done young man,” the glowing man said, “what do you think of this place?”


Danny composed himself and said, “It's really awesome!  Where did you get all of this stuff?”


Chuckling the man said, “This is God's Warehouse.  It's a place where the most sacred of objects are kept.  All of the gold and riches are only here to point out that the real riches in this place are not the wealth of the world that can be seen all around you, but the things that are sacred.  Let me show you a few.”


Walking among the piles of gold they walked until they came to a small leather bag.  “Look at what's in this bag Daniel.”


Danny opened the bag and poured out some small round stones.  They weren't gems, they seemed to be just normal stones.  “What are these?” he asked.


“These are the stones used by the Brother of Jared, which had been touched by God's own hand.  Tell me Daniel: what would you rather have, a gold crown or those stones?”


Danny understood immediately.  Looking around he spied a round ball.  Pointing at it he asked, “Is that what I think it is?”


Nodding his head the man said, “Yes it is.  That indeed is the Liahona,” pointing to something else he continued, “and those are the Gold Plates of Mormon.  This place is filled with the real treasures of God and is one of the Holiest places on Earth.”


Feeling humbled by the experience Danny asked, “Why are we here?”


“We are here young man because you have earned a reward that you will need in your upcoming struggles, and that reward is here.”  Leading Danny to one corner of the cavern they came to a gold box with two angels on top.  Even among all of these fabulous things, it was the most beautiful object he had ever seen.


“This is the Ark of the Covenant,” the Immortal Man said, “The ancient Israelites carried it before them into battle and it would rain fire and lightning down upon their enemies.  If anyone without the priesthood were to touch it they would be instantly destroyed by fire.”  Pointing at two staffs leaning on the wall next to the Ark he said, “The people who moved the Ark from place to place had to use these two staffs to carry it and control that vast power.  You will now be given one of those staffs and it will make you the Lord of the Fire and Storm.”


Picking out one golden staff, he handed  it to Danny.  “Can you feel the power coursing through it Daniel?”


Danny did feel it and nodded.


“Whenever you truly need this power, you can use your ring to summon it: the rest of the time it will stay safely in this spirit world until it is needed.  It is now time to return to the moon where you will be instructed to call for the Firestorm Staff and be taught how to use it.  Good luck in your quest my brother.”


Alexandra followed the bearded man into the golden cottage where there sat a woman on some large pillows.  Both the man and the woman wore white linen clothes and sandals.  The woman waved her over to her and motioned for her to sit on the pillows across from her.  She nodded at the man who slipped quietly out of the door.


There was something familiar about the man and the woman but Alexandra couldn't put her finger on what it was.  The woman smiled and handed her a cup of water.


“I am honored to meet you daughter,” the woman said, “you overcame a very difficult obstacle, and have earned a great reward.  All of your classmates will receive great power, as shall you, but your power is very special and should only be used with love and respect.  Their powers tamper with forces of nature but yours deal with that for which the very universe was created.”


“The universe was organized to give everyone free agency and you will be given the power to control all animals.  You must remember to treat them with respect because they too have free will.  They will obey you if you ask them, but you cannot force them.  If you could, it would bring about the end of the world, so yours is the most dangerous power of all: but we have faith in you daughter.”


“Why do you keep calling me daughter?  I've never met you before.” said Alexandra.


“It's true that we have never met before this now, but we have watched over you all of your life.  My name is Eve and my husband is named Adam.  In the Garden of Eden God gave us the authority to command all animals.  We are your ultimate grandparents, and you will inherit our power once you put on these.” Eve held out two gold and Jade bracelets.  Eve placed them on Alexandra's wrists and loudly stated, “I declare you a Daughter of Eve and grant you my power over animals.”


Alexandra immediately felt a connection to all of the animals within a kilometer of her.  She found that she could sense them in whatever direction that she wanted to, and could feel them cheering for her.


Hearing Eve's proclamation Adam re-entered the cottage, and walked over to his wife and hugged her.  They both gave Alexandra a hug and then Adam gave her a Grandfather's Blessing in which he promised her many great and wonderful things that cannot be spoken of here, but still left her feeling wonderful.


Eve again pointed out to her just how important Free Agency is: showed her how to use the Bracelets: reminded her of the power of the ring and told her about the upcoming training session back on the moon.  They spent the next few hours visiting as only family can and then they bid her goodbye and sent Alexandra back to the moon.


Tace found the burrow at the top of the hill and entered.  Inside of it he found a long tunnel which  he then followed, and when he again resurfaced he was in a very different place.  Climbing out of the burrow, he resumed his human shape and stared at the huge palace before him.  Walking toward him was a regal looking man in flowing white robes and a gold crown: his long white beard was blowing in the wind.


He wasn't sure how he should act in the presence of a king: 'Was he supposed to bow?' he wondered.  He began to kneel, when the king said, “Please, don't do that.  I am here today to honor you, not the other way around.  My name is Solomon: why don't you come into my palace where we can relax in peace.  We have a few things to talk about.”


King Solomon led him into a banquet hall where a table was laid out with a great feast upon it.  The King poured them each a glass of water, which they drank out of a gold goblet, while they ate a delicious roast goose.  “Now,” the King said, “Why don't we get down to business.”


Since his mouth was full, Tace nodded for him to go on.


“Sometimes people get carried along with the crowd and become too afraid to act for themselves.  You overcame that weakness when you waded through that living river of lemmings.  Many years ago, the kingdom of Israel, was being threatened by an invading army, and Israel's army was frozen into inactivity.  My father was a young boy then... much like you.  Of all of Israel, only he overcame that paralysis.  By doing so he was able to slay the giant Goliath and save our nation.”


“Your father was David,” Tace blurted out with a mouth full of food.


“Yes he was.  Through his faith, he defeated the giant, took his sword and cut off the giant's head.  I have preserved the Goliath's sword and armor.  The prophet Nathan was instructed to bless the sword and armor, because one day a young man would need them to fight a titanic battle and right a great wrong.  Today is that day.”


When I place the armor of Goliath upon you, the polished bronze armor will adjust itself to fit you, and in the process, you will receive the power to become a giant, greater and larger than Goliath could ever have imagined.  In this way, his greatest strength: which he used for evil: will become an even greater force for the cause of righteousness.  You will rest here briefly, don your armor, take up your sword, and return to the moon so that you might prepare for your upcoming struggle.”


Gabby entered the ruins and found a warrior woman sitting on one of the broken boulders.  She was tall with dark hair and ancient looking armor with an attached sword hanging from a belt at her side.  A highly polished bronze helmet rested on her head, and Gabby wasn't at first sure whether she should fear this woman or not, but the Spirit whispered to her that this was a friend.


The warrior stood up and tilted her head to Gabby acknowledging her presence.  “Welcome young warrior,” the woman said, you have survived the test of humanity  where you proved that your mind and spirituality makes you a human.  If you would have been overcome by your animal instincts you would shown yourself as nothing more than an animal: but since you are indeed a proven human; you are now ready to receive the power that you will need in your future adventures.”


“My name is Deborah: long ago I was a Judge of Israel and I led many troops into great battles to save God's people.  There was another Judge of Israel who, unlike you, succumbed to his animal instincts and lost his gifts.  Since I am also a Judge, it falls to me to pass on that power to another who has proven worthy of it.  You are that person.”


The warrior woman continued, “I bestow upon you this great gift,” and she placed over Gabby's head, a golden necklace studded with rubies and a hanging locket attached  “In this locket is a lock of Sampson's hair, and as long as you wear this locket, you will have the strength and power of the once Judge Sampson, who was the strongest man who ever lived.  That power will now be yours, and if you remain faithful that power will be yours forever after.”


“You mean I've got super strength?” Gabby asked in amazement.


“That and more,” replied Deborah, “why don't you try out your new found abilities.”


Gabby leaned over and easily picked up one of the boulders, which felt as light as a feather to her.  She decided to see how far she could throw it, so she tossed it underhand.  The two ton rock flew almost out of sight.  “Whoa!” Gabby said, “That was amazing!” 


But then she tried to take a step and she saw that her feet had sunk into the dirt.  With her strength she easily pulled herself free, but the whole thing had surprised her.


“Remember,” said Deborah, you may now be strong, but nothing else around you has changed.  Don't try to lift something heavier than the ground below you can support, or it'll give way.  With a little practice, you'll have no problem overcoming this problem. “


“It is time for you to return to your classmates on the Moon and practice your new abilities.  I will be praying for you my Valiant Warrior.”


The Commander had again tried to use his helmet on Brennan unsuccessfully.  He ordered the guard to return the boy to his cell.  “How are you able to do that” The guard asked.


“Do what?”  Brennan replied.


“He tried to use his mind control helmet on you,” said the guard, “but it didn't work on you.  Everyone in the Traveling Colony Ships live in terror of that helmet.  Everyone but you that is.  How can you resist its power?”


“What does the helmet do?” Brennan asked.


“It turns us into mind controlled zombies.  If it's turned on you; you are forced to watch yourself as the Commander controls you like a puppet.  Even the thought of it is terrifying: but it doesn't work on you.  Why?”


“I don't know.  Maybe God protects me.  I always pray for help when I'm going to be taken before the Commander.”  said Brennan.


The guard stopped walking, having a puzzled look on his face.  Finally he said slowly, “What is prayer... and who is this person called God that you think helps you?”


“You've never heard of God?”  said Brennan.  The guard, still looking confused shook his head.  “If you don't know about God; I have a lot to tell you, and not much time to do it...”

Chapter 6:

Preparations


One by one the children returned to Helaman's camp on the moon.  They had a joyous reunion and each and every one of them was thrilled to find out that all of them had been successful in their endeavors.  They compared their stories, sang songs around the campfire and discussed the things that they had learned.  Eventually morning came and one after another their spirits returned to Earth and reunited with their bodies, which slowly woke up.  During the daytime, none of them completely recalled their nighttime activities while they were awake: they all remembered only what seemed to be vivid dreams.


The following night, as they fell asleep again, their memories were returned to them as their spirits again traveled to the camp on the moon, where they were met by many angels who taught them how to use their newfound powers.  For the next week they traveled to the moon each night and practiced and gained experience; waking up each morning having had what they thought were vivid dreams.  It was a time of true amazements.


There were many techniques which they learned that seemed very familiar to them.  They were told that whenever possible, they should think out the use of their weapons in advance, but when they had to act immediately, they should let the Spirit guide them.  With practice they each learned to make their new abilities feel like an extension of their own bodies.


When they asked their trainers for details of their upcoming rescue attempt: they were always told that they were waiting for a sign.  The kids generally began to get impatient.  They were itching for action, and fortunately for them, they didn't have long to wait.


The Guard was again called before his increasingly power hungry Commander; who the guard could see was becoming more and more irrational.  He suspected that using the mind control helmet was slowly unhinging his Commander's mind, and he didn't know what he could do about it.


He touched the door chime and was admitted into the mad leader's presence.  He could see the  insanity in his eyes and spoke cautiously, “You called me sir?”


Slowly, with menace in his voice the Commander said accusingly, “The earth boy has resisted my mind control.  Why do you think that is?”


“I don't know sir...”


“I have to wonder if someone else might be helping them.  You Maybe?”  The madman said.


Feeling the horror that comes to an innocent man who has been accused of a great crime, creeping up on him, the guard said, “I would never do that sir,” he said: although he had come to like Brennan and would indeed help him if he knew how.  “The boy said that it was someone named God that was helping him.”


“Bah!  I don't believe any such nonsense!  Get out of here!  I'm going to be watching you!” The mad leader shouted at the guard who quickly turned and ran out of the office.  The guard leaned back against the closed door breathing hard.


Suddenly he felt an itching at the back of his mind.  The itching became stronger and began to hurt.


“The mind control!” He thought.  He started running and reached the end of the hall.  Turning to the right he continued running and made a terrified dash towards his room.  He felt the itching become a burning pain and slowly growing into a tearing within his head.  Throwing himself into his room he paced franticly around as he felt the control of his mind slipping away.


The panic was becoming overpowering and he didn't know what to do.  Suddenly the words that Brennan told him came to his mind and he fell to his knees and said his first simple prayer.  Immediately his mind became clear and he felt a gentle calm wrap itself around him like a comforting blanket.  He had never experienced such a feeling and he didn't want it to end, but he also knew that he had to tell everybody that he knew about it.  He now realized that they no longer had to worry about mind control.  For the first time in centuries one of his people finally understood the principle of free agency.  For the first time, he felt hope.


The children had spent six days training and since the seventh was the Sabbath they rested.  On the eighth day they again gathered themselves on the moon for training; but on this day something was different.  Only three people were there waiting for them.  Helaman, the Immortal Man and a hooded stranger awaited their arrival.  When everyone got there Helaman said, “The day has arrived my Knights.  We have received the sign and it is time for you to rescue your friend and if possible save two great peoples from destruction.”


“This man,” he pointed to the stranger, “is God's first convert among the aliens.  He has been guarding the Howard family and has valuable information for you.  His conversion has been long foretold in the days of his ancient ancestors and his appearance is the sign that we have been waiting for.”  Turning to the hooded guard he said, “This my Knights is our new brother... hear him.  He will answer all of your questions about the aliens who have abducted your friend.  With his help we have devised a rescue plan which will be soon explained to you.”


Pointing to the children he said to the guard, “If we are not already too late, these warriors will bring about the freedom of your people.  Please Brother, talk to them.”


The guard pulled back his hood and the children got their first look at an alien.  Some of them were actually a little disappointed that he looked so human.  Helaman explained that all peoples everywhere were made in the image of God, so they shouldn't be too surprised that they look pretty much like us, with only minor differences.  The violet hair and orange eyes were the most noticeable, although Danny did point out that he seemed to have longer earlobes...  he wasn't really sure if that was the case with all aliens or only this one.


The young alien cleared his throat and began, “First let me say that your friend, Brennan, is known to me and he is well.  It was he that led me to God.  Although I am not really any older than you, I have seen and experienced many different and terrifying things: and I have seen that your world is a much more desirable world than the ship that I came from.”


“I have lived all of my life on a rock of a space ship that has traveled through the darkness of cold space.  We are raised without families and live without names, and it's a horrible thing to be without a name, and an even more horrible thing to be without a family.  We are ruled by an insane Supreme Commander.  Many of our leaders want to join the peoples of your world, but he wants to use our advanced weapons to wipe you all out and then take over your world.”


He then proceeded to tell the Knights about the world destroying weapons, and how they are located in a pod in the bottom center of each of the ten space ships.  He warned them of the mind control device and told them how prayer will defeat this horrible machine.  He also told them that those people who are mind controlled are innocents: having to helplessly watch their actions through the eyes of their controlled body; he begged them to free them of the mind control if at all possible.


Doubtful of their abilities to do so, the Knights all promised to try.


The Immortal man spoke next.  “The time has come to use the training and powers that have been given to you.  If you have faith, like the Army of Helaman in olden times, you might come out of this uninjured.” 


“Each of you will be assigned a space ship to bring down.  You have to make sure that they are never able to bring their weapons on line.  That is the most important thing, and if you can; you must try to avoid hurting any of the innocent people on board.  If you find a way to free the mind controlled crews, go ahead and do so, but above all: don't let them fire their weapons.”


“Once those ships have been stopped, you will join together for a final assault on the mother ship.  That is where you will find Brennan, and that is where you will be opposed by the Supreme Commander.  Our young alien friend here has supplied us with information about each ship and he will accompany you on your final assault.  Unlike you, he has been given no special gifts, so it will be up to all of you to protect him.”


He proceeded to give each Knight one on one instructions.  Ian couldn't help but notice that Helaman gave a small box to the alien who promptly placed it in his coat pocket.  Although it seemed odd, Ian trusted Helaman and said nothing about it to the others.


Finally, it was time to go.  Helaman and the Immortal Man laid their hands on the head of each Knight, set them apart as a member of Helaman's Army and gave them a special mission and blessing for each Knight, after which each Knight used their ring and began the assault on the alien crafts.

Chapter 7:

Confrontations


The Supreme Commander had issued the order and all of the mind controlled Ship Captains were horrified to see their mind controlled bodies adjust the controls which would raise their ships from the sea beds and arm the ultimate weapons.  Their minds screamed soundlessly in an effort to prevent this tragedy; but in terror they realized that they didn't know where they could turn for help.



The Captain of the ship Rending Claw saw his mile wide ship break the surface of the water.  The earthlings didn't have ships or defenses that he could see.  He had hoped that the Earth people might have been able to stop the slaughter, but seeing nothing there to stop him, his heart sank.


The the navigator said, “Sir: a small creature has appeared out of nowhere and blocked our path.”


“Put the image on screen,” the Captain replied.  There on the screen he saw only one small Earth girl, in a brilliantly colored cloak, and his brief flash of hope disappeared.


Kate kept herself invisible during her flight from the moon while she searched the sea looking for the alien ship.  When one rose nearby, she soared over to it, blocked its path and became visible.  The monstrously sized craft rose out of the water and headed toward land.  When it had reached the volcanic sea coast she decided it was time to act.


Using her powers over light she, as the Defender of Israel, created illusions that dwarfed the huge space ship.  Rising out of the ocean, the ship's pilot suddenly saw a vision of the Pumpkin King rise up in front of the ship.  The pilot banked the ship quickly to the left and was confronted by the vision of another attacker.  An enormous King Triton leaped at the ship stabbing forward with his trident.  The pilot banked the ship wildly again.  Kate sent a barrage of illusions in the path of the ship and the pilot frantically veered the ship left and right, up and down and spinning sideways in an effort to escape.


Kate skillfully maneuvered the giant ship until it crashed into the volcanic mountain which she had previously made invisible, so that the pilot never saw it coming.  The resulting volcano's eruption vaporised the terrible weapon and sent the damaged ship back to the bottom of the sea,


Wrapping her colorful cloak about her she again became invisible and entered the sinking ship.  Walking unseen through the dark vessel she searched out the control room.  She watched the activities around her and figured out who the person was that was in command.


From her unseen position, she was able to determine that the Captain was indeed a victim of the mind control device.  She then used her powers to create three dimensional images that told the story of God and explained that prayer to God could free someone of mind control.


The guards fired their weapons again and again at the images and the blasts passed harmlessly through them.  Fortunately Kate had chosen a safe location to project her illusions, so none of the stray bolts came near her and the images continued.  The Captain was therefore able to see all of the images and hope rose within his trapped soul.  In the silence of his mind, he screamed out to God for deliverance and was instantly freed.  


Danny stood on the beach watching the alien vessel, Black Fortress, rise out of the sea and bear down on him.  He couldn't see the crew in the alien control room as they began to arm their weapon, but the Spirit within him told him that it was time to act.


Reaching out,  as the Lord of Fire and Storm, he used the powers of his ring to summon his staff.  It appeared in his hand and he raised it over his head spinning it faster and faster drawing down lightning from the sky in the process.  Bolts of lightning raked the hardened exterior of the space ship.  Soon electricity arced back and forth across the surface of the craft, knocking out the senors and communications modules that were spread evenly about it: but the monstrous vehicle continued to move forward, and even worse, the deadly weapon that Danny had been warned about began to glow and crackle with energy.


He knew that he had to stop that weapon quickly, so he ended his lightning attack and aimed his staff directly at the weapon pod and willed the fire from Heaven out of the end of the staff.  Fire erupted and flew laser-like into the evil device.  The weapon exploded into thousands of pieces of shrapnel.  He aimed the weapon again and again, blowing hole after hole in the underside of the ship until it staggered and fell back into the ocean.


Activating his ring, he flew into a ragged hole in the craft to see if any of its inhabitants were injured.  He had to push his way through the force field which held out the water, and then he found armed guards lining the corridors.  Their blasters looked formidable, so Dan spun his staff in front of him creating a wall of electrical fire that shielded him from their attacks. 


As the blaster bolts bounced off of his wall of power he sent crackling lightning down the hall shocking the guards into unconsciousness.  He continued his forward motion until he found the control room, where he shocked everyone senseless.  Tying them up he began to tell them about God and the power of prayer.  One by one, he could see the crew reaching out with silent prayers.  He smiled as he saw them being freed of their mind control.


The starship, Juggernaut, moved forward without opposition.  The weapons masters aboard the ship used their smaller weapons to attack cars moving on the coast highway, so that they could adjust the targeting of their weapon systems, before they had to engage any of the bigger weapons.  So far they hadn't hit anything, but with each attempt, they got closer and closer.


After, what they believed was their final needed adjustment, they took aim on a bus full of school children.  The section head of the weapon masters felt his mind controlled hand reach for the firing control.  His spirit within him sobbed as he saw his hand close on the trigger, and a bolt of energy flash toward the helpless bus.  He was a gentle man, and it tore him up to think that he could be the cause of the death of innocents.


The bolt would have killed everyone in the bus, except for the timely appearance of a rocketing boulder, which flew through the air and intercepted the bolt.  When the two collided, both bolt and boulder were obliterated... but the bus was safe.


The weapon master tried to find the source of the flying rock, but suddenly the ship was under attack by hundreds of flying boulders and he had to attend to the ship's defenses.  Flying high above the battle, Cameron, the Earth Shaker, was directing the attack.


He could see that the ship had force fields that were strong enough to deflect his boulder attack.  Raising his hammer above his head, he saw the energies building around the main weapon and said, “Oh no you don't.  If my rocks aren't big enough, let's try something with a little more weight.”  Spinning his hammer in the air, he laughed and said, “Aliens... meet Mount Zerin!”


With that pronouncement, the fabled mountain dropped from the sky and buried the ship under millions of tons of solid granite: its powerful main weapon was crushed, and only the force field saved the ship itself from suffering the same fate.


Cam walked to the ship through the mountain: the rock opening up before him like a crowd moving out of the way of a passing president.  His tunnel took him to the viewing window of the ship's control room, where he saw the Captain of the captured Juggernaut.  Using the axe side of his hammer, Cam shattered the control rooms window.


A giant hand, made of solid rock reached into the control room, seized the Captain and brought him safely before the Earth Shaker: where Cam told the mind-controlled man how he could be free of his captivity.


Over the Indian ocean the Space Cruiser Star Hammer rose from the sea bed.  A hapless fishing vessel was shattered in its rise and the injured crew was scattered over the top of the enormous ship.  Flying down from their base on the Moon Mary the Wise saw the situation and realized that with the lives of the fishermen at stake, her job had become much more difficult.  She not only had to fulfill her mission, but she had an unexpected rescue to perform.  On top of that, she had to try to do it all without the rest of the world finding out about the attempted invasion, for the world was just not yet ready for that kind of information.


Thinking quickly, the Mistress of Time, immediately froze all time around the massive vessel.  It froze instantly in mid air and the fishermen became as immobile statues.  Next she looked for the weapons pod, which she encased in a different bubble of time.  In the second bubble she drastically sped up the flow of time.  


In seconds the pod aged a thousand years, and she sped up the process even more.  Soon the weapons pod began to crumble with age and soon the decayed weapon had fallen to dust.  She then found the ship's thrusters and similarly aged them.  Then she slowly reversed time around the remainder of the entire vessel and watched as it lowered itself back into the ocean.  She witnessed the fishing ship come back together and the fishermen fall upwards onto its deck.  The water smoothed out and all was as it was in the beginning, with one exception.


The space ship was now back at the bottom of the Indian Ocean, but this time its weapons were gone and its engines were badly damaged with age.  To the crew, the captain had just given the order to raise the ship, and then suddenly they found the ship disabled.  They found it very disturbing.


Mary adjusted her Time Dial and entered the ship.  Moving at a speed faster than the eye could follow she searched the space ship looking for the control room.  She passed, what to her were nearly motionless soldiers.  For every ten steps that she took the aliens could only move an inch.  To them she was only a blur of motion.  Occasionally she stood still long enough that an eagle-eyed alien was able to catch a glimpse of her, but it did them no good.


Finding the control room, she put on another burst of speed and tied up everyone in the room.  She then sealed the room with a bubble of frozen time and allowed the captain to see her.  With all of the time in the world at her disposal, she taught the captain about God and the deliverance power of prayer.  As with all of the other mind controlled captains, the Captain saw that was salvation was possible and she cried out to God in her heart.


Upon receiving freedom, she looked up to Mary with tears in her eyes and said, “Can you help me free the rest of my crew?”


The Dark Star had lain hidden in the deepest jungles of the Amazon rainforest, when its captain received word from the Supreme Commander that it was time to attack the Earth creatures.  His ship had been long hidden from prying spy satellites with a thick coating of vines.  His men would now have to cut the ship free of its overgrowth before it could rise to the attack.


Little notice to them their nemesis had arrived and would seek to stop them.  On this world of men, the Daughter of Eve had become its defender.  Alexandra flew down from above, her jade ring blazing with emerald fire as she watched the aliens climb onto the top of the ship and begin to cut away the brush.  


Using her ring she transformed into her monkey form and reaching out with her mind, she called out to all of the creatures of the forest.  “Arise my friends!  Our world is in danger from the strange ones!  Please, my friends: join me in driving away the danger!  Join me in the defense of our world, my friends!”


They came first by the hundreds and then by the thousands.  Alexandra led the initial assault as the aliens were besieged by her brigade of three hundred biting and screaming monkeys.  The growing wave of snarling animals quickly subdued the work crews on the surface of the ship.


At the same time, millions upon millions of of biting and stinging insects swarmed through the open hatches and attacked the alien inhabitants, who were then unable to perform even the simplest of tasks.  Witnessing the scene on the monitors, the ship's captain sealed the control room.


Switching to her human form, Alexandra became the point in a wave of living creatures that flooded down the corridors in her wake.  Thousands of large snakes trapped the aliens in their coils and wild carnivores cornered the rest. 


From the control room, the captain tried to raise the ship (a ship which is meant to be crewed by thousands)  without a crew: He was unsuccessful.  He watched helplessly on the monitors as the little girl leading the mass of animal fury began to speak.  “Listen to me Captain; I know that you can hear me!  On the outside of your ship my monkey brigade is dismantling your ultimate weapon and it's time for me to free you from your mind control.  Listen to me now, while I tell you of God and the power of prayer...”


The captain of the Burning Venom, cringed inside as he heard himself give the order to begin the attack.  Her mind screamed silently in protest, but the Supreme Commander's mind control helmet had long since made her a spectator in her own body.  Silently she wept in despair.  


Looking at the control room view screen, she was shocked to see a huge boulder fly up from below and crash into the screen, cracking it deeply.  Aiming the ship's cameras downward she saw a small human throwing another boulder at the view screen.  'Impossible!', she thought.


The Valiant Warrior continued her barrage of boulders until she spotted the weapons pod on the bottom of the ship.  Activating her ring Gabby flew into the sky and soared straight to the nasty looking weapon.  Grabbing the weapon with her hands, standing upside down on the bottom of the ship, she braced her legs and ripped the weapons pod away from the ship tossing it casually into the sea.


Next she flew to a nearby hatch, where she dug her fingers into the seams of the sealed hatch, and stuck her fingers through the steel hatch as easily and if it were jelly.  Taking a firm hold, she tore open the hatch and entered the massive ship.  


Grabbing the biggest alien she could find, she picked him up with one hand, shook him and demanded “Where is the Control Room?!”  The alien pointed and she held him in front of her as a shield and flew on down the hallway.  


Holding the alien in one hand, she often used the other hand to throw large pieces of furniture at anyone who tried to attack her and when she arrived at the control room, she kicked down the door.


One lucky guard got off a lucky shot and broke the latch on Gabby's locket, and when it fell to the floor, she felt her strength leave her.  She had been warned that she had her strength, only as long as she had the locket, and the worst had just happened.

 
 Releasing her captive, she knew that she had to bluff.  Looking up at the captain, she said, “You've seen what I can do, and if you don't want me to hurt you, you will order your people to lay down their weapons, right now!”


The captain hesitated and one of the guards raised his gun to shoot.  Suddenly remembering her ring, Gabby transformed into a huge crimson dog, and with a blinding speed, she launched herself at her attacker and disarmed him and in a whirlwind of growls and teeth she had disarmed all of the guards and stood on all fours before the captain growling.


In terror the captain's mind was briefly freed from its control and she shouted, “We surrender!  We surrender!”


Bending over to pick up her locket, the Valiant Warrior returned to her human form, and began the process of freeing the captain from her mind control permanently. 


Tace stood on the edge of the Alaskan glacier and watched as the Starship Rolling Thunder rose out of the crevice into the Arctic sky.  The Northern Lights made the ship seem even more impressive as it began its journey across the frozen wasteland.


He watched as they blew holes in the ice while they calibrated their weapons systems.  Finally he saw them begin their journey southward.  Tace knew how he would defeat the ship.  He could hardly wait, but he knew that he had to wait for just the right moment.  If he did it right, it aught to be a  very effective: and more than a little fun.


The ship picked up speed and just as it neared Tace's place of concealment he grew to giant size.  Soon he was much bigger than the ship, and he caught it like it was a football.  Jumping up in the air, he came down, shaking the earth as he landed: then he spiked the ship like it was a football.


The force fields in the ship saved the crew from being killed, but they were all badly shaken up and disoriented.  


Tace picked up the ship again, and tore off the main weapons pod.  Putting it back down, he shrunk back to his normal size and entered the ship through the hole that was left when he tore off the pod.  He could hear the crew rushing toward him, so he activated his ring and went hamster.


Being so small, he was able to move around the ship unnoticed.  After an hour of searching, he found his way to the control room.  Once he was sure who the Captain of the ship was, he again became human.  Growing to a size of twenty feet, he pulled the sword of Goliath out of its sheath, which he stabbed into the ground: blocking the control room door.


He stood before the Captain, as an imposing giant figure, dressed in gleaming bronze armor.  He reached out and grabbed the Captain in his enormous hand, pinned his arms and began to explain to him how he could be freed of his mind control.


Ian watched as the star ship, Lost Home, began to rise out of the ocean.  He shook his head, smiled and thought 'these people really don't know who they're dealing with or they wouldn't have let me find them near the water.'  Chuckling to himself he opened a whirlpool that yanked the gigantic ship back under the sea.


Unfortunately, the ship's captain increased the thrust on the engine and the vessel began to rise again. Frowning, Ian slammed the Staff of Moses on the ground three times and three waterspouts rose out of the sea and raked the hull of the rocky exterior of the space ship.  Chunks of the rock were ripped off the ship's surface, but it kept coming.  A ship that was made to travel through space had to be airtight, so the aliens inside stayed dry, even though they had a rocky flight. 


Watching through the captain's eyes, the Supreme Commander laughed as he thought that he had won, but not being one to give up easily, The Master of Waters lowered his staff to the ground and raised it up parallel to the ground in a rapid motion.  The waters all around the ship raised up in a tidal wave, forcing the massive vessel to flip upside down and land on its roof.


The Supreme Commander became furious at this turn of events and he ordered the ship's captain to turn the ship back over, but something else was happening.  Ian held his staff close to him and whispered the word, “freeze”.   Suddenly ice began to form at impossible speeds, and the ship was quickly encased in a glacier.


Opening a small hole through the massive glacier, Ian changed into his cat form.  No alien could be small enough to use the hole to escape, but a black cat had no problem squeezing its way through it.  When he got inside, he found the aliens in an uproar, running from place to place, with no idea what they should do.


Keeping to the shadows, in which his cat form was invisible, he moved slowly about the ship.  He first went to the weapons control room where he used steam to disable the ships weapons, and then he did the same to the ship's engines.  So far the unearthly occupants of the vessel never even realized that they had been boarded, but Ian decided that it was time to announce his presence.  


Rupturing the water tanks he created a surf board out of ice and created a vast wave that rolled through the halls of the ship as he surfed the crest of the wave in a nimbus of St Elmo's Fire.  Seeing the onrushing wave come crashing down on him, the captain was unable to prevent the submission of himself and his staff.


For once, the Supreme Commander had to watch helplessly as one of his slaves bodies was frozen up to the neck in ice.  The small human who had crippled his ship proceeded to tell the enslaved captain how to break the mind control, and when that happened, the Supreme Commander could no longer see what was happening aboard the Lost Home: he vowed vengeance on the small human.


Maggie flew in close to the star ship Crimson Raider.  As she approached, she found the weapons pod and increased its mass until the metal beams that supported it bent.  In this fashion she re-aimed the weapon back upon the ship.  If the enemy tried to fire it now, they would only blast themselves into smithereens.  


Pushing against the ship's hull, she reduced her mass until she could pass through the wall.  It was a strange experience as she pushed through the solid wall, feeling something like walking through jello.  Once through the wall, she stretched her face so that she looked like the alien that she had met on the moon.  As soon as she was satisfied that her disguise would suffice, she stepped out into the hallway and strode forward, in what she hoped looked like a confident manner.


The corridors were filled with people and she was struck with the feeling that underneath it all these were just people like anyone else that she knew: she couldn't bring herself to hate them, even though this ship could wipe out her entire world.  Still, she was the named Defender of Nephi, and she took her responsibilities seriously, therefore she continued onward.


An intercom called for a repair crew to go fix the broken weapon, so she knew that her time was limited.  It was fortunate that her ring translated the aliens language for her, or she never would have known about it.  She had to hurry.  She knew approximately where the control room was supposed to be and she knew that she didn't have time to walk all of the way there.  She figured that it was time to take a few chances.


When no-one was looking, she stuck her head through one wall after another until she found unoccupied rooms.  She would take short-cuts through those rooms and move on to the next room.  Finally she was three floors directly above the control room, so she reduced her mass and dropped through floor after floor until she fell through the ceiling of the control room.


The captain and his crew were shocked to see someone fall upon them from what seemed like nowhere.  The attack on all of the ships were happening at exactly the same time, so he didn't know that the Earth even had any defenders.



As soon as she hit the floor Maggie increased her density to that of diamond because as soon as the ship's crew realized what was happening, she knew that they would attack her: and they did, but they bounced harmlessly off of her.  The mind controlled captain reached for his gun and Maggie stretched her arms and tied him up like he was in the coils of a snake,


“Stay back!” She ordered the crew, “Or I'll crush your captain!”


Unsure of what to do, the aliens, who really had spent all of their lives traveling in space, had never really received any real combat training: so they laid down their guns and backed away.  That was good, because Maggie was a defender at heart, and really had no desire to hurt these people.


Then she turned to the captain and proceeded to tell him about free will, and how there is a God, who wants him to live free...


The Princess of Persia watched the Star ship Lightning Strike as it rose from the sea bed.  Her crown glowed dimly displaying the hidden power within.  Reaching out Shay placed suggestions in the heads of the ship's crew to look in other directions.  Perhaps she could have just taken control of their minds, but she had learned that free agency is all important: after all, that was the entire difference between God's plan and the adversary's.  Therefore she only used her telepathy to create suggestions, not commands.  In that way she was able to approach the vessel without being seen.


While the ship was still in the water, she communicated with her dolphin and porpoise friends and asked them to do what they could to disable the weapon while it was still under the sea.  They silently chewed up the wiring to the deadly weapon and rammed it repeatedly to knock it out of alignment.  Meanwhile Shay entered the large structure unnoticed and began her journey to the control room.  She had read the minds of several aliens, so she knew exactly how to find it.


She could have simply used her telepathy to make sure that no one noticed her as she walked to the control room; but where would the fun be in that?  Instead, she used her telepathy to place the illusion in the minds of the aliens that their leader was a lovely and powerful queen, rather than a Supreme Commander.


Making them see her as a beautiful seven foot tall warrior queen, she strode down the hallway, where hundreds of aliens bowed down to her and cried with joy at her passing.  She smiled at her admirers and waved for them to follow her while she continued down the wide corridors.  By the time she reached the control room she was surrounded by a congregation of thousands of people that loved their new queen.


She strode regally into the control room and faced the ship's captain.  Putting on a compelling smile, she looked at the captain and ordered him to cease his attack on the humans.


The captain saw her arrival and was in great turmoil, because he thought that she was his queen, and the spirit within him desperately wanted to obey her.  Unfortunately, the mind control device of the Supreme Commander, had a firm control over his actions.


He had never wanted to attack the earthlings, but he had been given no choice.  When he saw the approach of the queen, he felt a brief moment of hope, but his hopes were bitterly dashed when he felt no release from the mind control.


Scanning the turmoil in his mind, Shay felt compassion for the helpless captain.  She ordered her followers to restrain the captain as she neared him.  Looking deeply into his eyes, she said, “My poor captain.  You have had your free will stolen from you.  There is no greater gift that is given to all of us than our free will, and someone has taken yours.  I can use my powers to break this control and will do so now.”


With but a thought she snapped the strong bands that had kept him in captivity for so long.  The captain broke down, weeping with tears of joy.  He bowed at her feet crying but she ordered him to stand up.


“Captain, don't thank me.” said the Princess of Persia,  “I was sent by God to free you, but I only have the power to break the mind control.  Only God can make sure that you can never be the victim of mind control again.”


Looking up the captain said, “Who is this God that you talk about?  Will he help me and my people?”


Beaming brightly Shay answered, “Oh yes: he most definitely will.  Let me tell you about God...”


By the time the Warrior of Gideon had arrived, the Thundering Storm had already risen from the depths of the sea.  Although John had no way of knowing it; his was the final ship beside the one that hosted the Supreme Commander.  Like his fellow Knights, he was at first amazed by the sheer size of the task before him, but it didn't take him long to size up the situation and go on the attack before he was spotted by his adversaries.  


As the last of the ship's captains to still be under the mind control of the Supreme Commander: he had been warned that he might come under attack.  When the captain saw John fly into view, he didn't wait to be attacked: he immediately ordered the ultimate weapon to be fired.


Seeing the weapon begin to build up a charge, John checked that the Belt of Gideon was secured and swiftly placed himself in front of the fearsome cannon, just before the captain pulled the trigger.  Blinding light and heat blazed forward, hitting John square in the chest and it would have shattered the Earth's crust if the Warrior of Gideon hadn't blocked its destructive fury.  As it was, the unimaginable energies were reflected off of his indestructible body and vaporized the very weapon that had spawned the energies, leaving a smoking hole in the bottom of the ship.


With the weapon neutralized, John reached over his back and lifted the Trumpet of Gideon to his lips and blew a sustained blast.  Like an earthquake, the walls of the ship began to crack and pieces began to fall off into the sea.  He blew it again and again, and each time the ship lost large chunks of its hull.  


Finally he entered the ship through one of the holes.  Hoping to quickly clear the halls, he transformed into his tiger form, and bounded down the corridor, terrifying all who chanced upon him.  Having been raised on an enclosed space ship, few of the aliens had ever seen any animal, much less one as large and fearsome as a blue tiger.


Eventually word of the tiger got back to the control room and the captain sent a squadron of guards to hunt it down.  One of them got lucky and grazed a shoulder of the tiger.  Up until that point, John had assumed that the tiger form would be as invulnerable as his human form... but it wasn't.  He immediately returned to his natural form and the blaster bolts began to bounce off of him.


Switching tactics, the hunters threw a net over his head.  They had hoped to capture the tiger with the net, but it would surely would work to catch a human child they reasoned: but they hadn't reckoned with the abilities of their attacker.


John drew the Sword of Ice and quickly cut his way out of the net: then, holding it over his head, as Gideon did in olden days, he yelled, “the Sword of Gideon!”  As in olden days, waves of panic spread throughout the alien crew and they scrambled every which way in an effort to escape.  Finally he walked through the empty corridors until he came to the control room.


The trumpet made short work of the door and he was swiftly inside the control room.  The tiger subdued the captain's guards and using a guards gun, he made the captain listen to him as he explained the power of prayer and free agency.


The man whose name John carried looked down from the moon with pride.  Although he would never admit it, the Apostle John, The Immortal Man, couldn't help but pay a little extra attention to this young man with his name, and he smiled that he, and all of his classmates had been successful.  All that was left was for them to return to the moon and then, together, take on the Supreme Commander himself.

Chapter 8:

The Final Battle


One by one the Supreme Commander watched as his ships were defeated and he lost contact with them: and somehow, those people under his direct mind control had been set free from his control.  He had to take matters into his own hands.


For many years he had controlled the thoughts of everyone in any position of authority, so he believed that he was the only one in all of the alien peoples who really knew how to think quickly, thoughtfully and make the snap decisions that were often necessary in a crisis.  When he lost communications with his last ship, his hands flew across the control panel.


He immediately raised the force fields to protect his command ship.  No one on the other ships expected to be attacked by anything less than an entire army, so none of the ship's captains had raised their shields when individual children had attacked them.  That was their mistake, and the Supreme Commander wouldn't repeat it.  Soon, he decided, he would fire his powerful weapon and wipe out these Earth people who had caused him so much trouble.


Looking at the viewer he saw a ten thousand foot tall skeletal man rise up in front of his ship, followed quickly by an enormous dinosaur.  He realized that this had happened to one of his ships before, and before reacting and driving the command vessel sideways, he checked his sensors.  He couldn't believe what his sensors told him.  The giant attackers were just illusions... projections of light.  Looking about more closely, he saw a single human in a brightly colored cloak in the center of it.


He chuckled and took aim at her with one of the ship's cannons, but suddenly she appeared to vanish, along with her projections.  Another giant seemed to appear out of nowhere, and he ignored it.  Unfortunately for him, this giant was real and unexpectedly hammered his shields with an enormous sword.  Then his shields were next assaulted by a barrage of lightning bolts from the clouds above and rocks from below, but the shields continued to hold.  The lightning was followed by repeated blasts of flames, with temperatures that rivaled the surface of the sun.  His shields weakened, but held.


He noticed something odd going on several miles away.  There were waterspouts rising up from the sea and they seemed to be attacking something other than his ship.  He turned his sensors toward the disturbance and saw a small escape pod from one of the fallen ships, and it was under attack by one of the small humans who seemed to have control over the planets waters.


The Commander trained his sensors on the escape pod and found that it only held one occupant, and that was one of his people.  Being convinced that the escape pod wasn't really filled with humans, he turned his cannon the the human who controlled the waterspouts, and he fired.


Just before the blast hit, another human child flew in front of the water master and intercepted the bolt.  There was a blinding flash as the bolt hit, and as the air cleared, both humans had disappeared.  The Commander had the escape pod brought on board, and returned his attention to his attackers.


The ship started vibrating and looked around once more.  As the lightning attack continued, he saw another human blowing a horn that raked the ship with blasts of sound and vibrations.  Suddenly, from another direction, boulders began a bombardment of the shields, while old cars were thrown from another direction.  Switching his viewer in that direction, there was a human girl, of great strength attacking his ship.  These creatures were really beginning to bother them, and he decided that it was time to do something about it.


The escape pod opened up, and the young alien, who had last been seen on the surface of the moon, stepped out, and back into the ship that he had fled from days before.  He had been given two missions: he had to switch off the shields, and he had to free Brennan.  Unlike the other children, he had no special powers, and he was all alone for this attack.  He showed great courage, in taking on this dangerous mission.


He had grown up on this ship, so he knew its layout and getting to the shield controls was no problem.  As one of the Supreme Commander's guards, he was able to order the shield control operators off on another errand, while he sabotaged the controls.  With that done, he casually walked off to complete the second part of his mission.


The Supreme Commander was shocked when the ships force shields suddenly disappeared, and the human children surged forward.  The fire and sonic blasts had opened a hole in the hull and they were entering his ship.  Turning to his security console, he put up emergency bulkheads in every corridor and used force shields to seal the seven children who had attacked his ship in a single portion of the ship.


Kate, Dan, Ian, John, Tace, Cam and Gabby, knew that they had performed their parts well and hoped that the others had as much success.


Little did the Supreme Commander know that others had entered the ship in other, unseen ways.  Soon he had heard that the third deck was being terrorized be a being that ran faster than they could see.  This creature seemed to be searching for something, but no one was sure what it was.  Acting swiftly, he erected force fields throughout the deck and found that he had trapped one small human between two of the fields.  Lifting the rest of the force fields on that deck he sent a few guards to bring the creature to him.


Next he heard that another small human was leading an army of animals throughout another deck, and she also seemed to be looking for something.  Repeating the process that he used earlier, he trapped the army of animals between two force fields and dispatched a few guards to take the girl prisoner.  Looking at her in the monitor, he was puzzled by the fact that she was smiling, as if she had been the one who had been triumphant.


Another deck was plagued by a human who could stretch herself snakelike and tie up crew members.  Two more force fields and this one was also trapped.  Sending a few more guards, he noticed that she too wore a triumphant smile, and just as he began to ponder these strange smiles, he received another alarm.


The deck just below his was being disrupted by the passage of the queen.  A part of him knew that they had no queen, but something inside of him wanted there to be one.  He immediately recognized that this was something close to his mind control.  'This opponent', he thought, 'is the most dangerous one of all!'  Wasting no time with force fields, he gassed the entire deck, putting everyone to sleep.  Imagine his surprise, when he found that the fearsome warrior queen, was in fact a small human child.


He had never looked back at his defeated enemies, and never noticed that the child who could stretch, had quietly walked through the wall, and entered the ultimate weapon's control room, where she silently disabled the weapon, before walking through the wall, back to where she allowed herself to be captured, as if she had been easily defeated. 


The friendly guard freed Brennan and gave him a note.  Brennan read the note, with a puzzled look on his face and asked, “Why can't we free my family now too?”


“I don't know,” said the guard, “the angel just told me to give you a few things and then follow you.  You have received the note that tells you what you must do.  Now I must give you this.”  He handed Brennan a small box, that when he opened it, he found that it contained a beautiful golden ring, with a modified CTR shield.


Placing it on his finger, he was given a telepathic update of his situation, and he knew what it was that he was supposed to do.  In the same fashion that the other Knights would use their rings to summon their gifts, Brennan reached out with his ring and summoned his.  “Let's go see the Supreme Commander he said.”


The captured children had been brought in front of the Commander.  If he had known the source of their powers he would have surely disarmed them but, since he didn't know, he had them all placed in individual force fields in the room in front of him.  “You are all powerful creatures,” he said, “and as soon as I find out how to take those powers from you,  I will become the most powerful being that there is.  You seem to be able to resist my mind control, but once I figure out how you do that, I will modify my helmet, to eliminate that situation, and you will all become my unwilling slaves.


The Commander couldn't help chuckling to himself.  He was intoxicated with the thought of the power that he had envisioned for himself.  A quiet knocking at the door, drew his attention, and looking on the monitor, he saw that it was his own personal guard which he had rescued from the human with the waterspouts.  He wasn't sure why the humans were after him, but he decided to share his triumph with the small guard.  Pushing the door control he let the guard enter


He was surprised when the captive Brennan also entered, but 'Why Not!'  He might as well let the captive know just how bad the situation was for his world.  


Brennan, shook his head and said, “I think that it's time to end this Commander.”


“I agree boy,” said the Commander, “now will you kneel down to me?”


“No free person shall ever have to bow down to you again.”  Holding up the flag that was his gift, Brennan said, “This is the sacred Title of Liberty, and it has the power to inspire the desire for freedom to the captives, and while you were distracted by my friends, I have walked the corridors of this ship freeing the minds of all the peoples living here, so that for the first time in many of their lives, they have the freedom to choose the lives that they want, without your control.”


“Not for long,” the commander growled, “I'll have them under my control again in no time!”  reaching for his mind control helmet he planned to turn it back on, this time at full power.


The bright light of freedom blazed forth from the Title of Liberty and vaporized the helmet.  “Freedom,” Brennan said, “will always destroy captivity, and this Title is more than a match for that demonic helmet.”


The Commander screamed and leaped for the weapons console.  “If I can't control it, I'll see your world in ruins then.”


Sadly shaking his head, Brennan raised the Title of Liberty and the previously defeated space ships, which were now crewed by free citizens, raised up out of the ocean, surrounding the Commander's single vessel: and even the people of the Supreme Commander's ship had now been freed.  The only captive left was the former Supreme Commander.


Brennan looked at his fellow Knights and said, “The Title of Liberty brings freedom to the captive!  It's time for us all to be free.”  He held the Title high and the force fields that held his friends prisoner were dissolved.


Looking at the young guard, he nodded and said, “My brother; if you would please signal the captains of the other ships that the peoples of this ship have joined them in their desire to be free, and that the commander has been defeated.”

  
Brennan and his family had been returned to their campground thinking that they had had really bad dreams, and they had no idea that they had been held captive by aliens.  They had no idea that Brennan and his friends had saved the world.  Someday the Knights would be called upon for a greater battle and then their memories would be returned, but until that day, it was important that Brennan have the opportunity to grow up with a normal life.  He had no idea where the really amazing CTR ring that he now always wore came from, but he would keep it with him always.


Shortly thereafter, the various ship captains and the Knights met to discuss the fate of the alien refugees.  Included in that meeting was Helaman, the Immortal Man, an angel that they had never met before and the young guard.   The ship intercoms carried the meeting to every member of the alien fleet, so that everyone had a vote in deciding what would become of them.  Each angel explained one of the possible choices.


The Immortal Man, who secretly knew most of the great leaders of the world, suggested that they integrate themselves into Earth society and try not to disturb the Earth's cultures too much with their advanced technological knowledge.  The only drawback of this was that if word got out about them, evil people probably would try to exploit them.


Helaman, suggested that the angels could lead them to another world, where they could start over again without any interference from others. The only problem with this option was that it would take so long to get there that none of the currently living aliens would still be alive when they arrived.


The last angel to speak was unknown to the Knights.  Standing up, he said, “My name is Enoch, and the people of my city have invited you to join us and become citizens along side us in our city without evil.  You have already chosen Liberty and to follow God, but you would have a lot yet to learn.  In time, when the Earth is also purified of all evil, our city will be returned to the Earth and you will be purified and immortal citizens.  If you join us, your ships would have to be destroyed to make sure that their technologies didn't fall into the hands of evil men that are currently on the Earth.”


Helaman rose again and said, “These are your choices my friends, we leave you now and await your decision.  Farewell for now my brothers and sisters.”


The aliens decided to go with Enoch to his city, and as they departed, the Knight and angels were left behind.  Only the guard remained from the alien populace.  


Looking at the small guard, the Immortal Man said, “You my friend have earned a reward above all of your people.  Tell me: what do you most desire?”


Looking at the Knights around him he said, “I wish to be here, with my friends and join them.”


Smiling knowingly, Helaman said, “My friend, you never knew it, but you already are.  Eons ago, the last prophet of your world predicted that one day one of your people would bring salvation to all of your people.  You were that long ago seen savior.  Some day your people will be returned to this Earth, and it is now your job to prepare the Earth for that day, as a member of this Army of Helaman.”


“When the Knights return to Earth, you will leave with them.  A veil of forgetfulness will come upon you and you will be placed in a loving home with an Earthly family.   Some day you will join them in their greatest battle and your memories will be returned to you.  For now you will be a regular Earth child, but some day you will use both sides of your nature to help your people adjust when they return.”


Turning to all of the Knights, Helaman said, “I am proud of all of you, my beloved Knights.  It is now time for you to return to your homes.  You too will forget your activities, until that future day when the Knights will be again needed.  Farewell for now.”


At the Ward Thanksgiving Party, the Primary met again.  Brennen had returned for a visit, and the class all brought each other up to date on all of the things that they had done while they were apart.  Tace and Cam were introduced to Brennan and he could swear that he had known them from somewhere, but all of the children had forgotten their adventures until that future day when the Knights of Helaman would be called upon to save the world again.  Still, Tace looked down at his special CTR ring and was surprised that Brennan had one too.


The Primary President introduced Brother Jenks to a new member of the class, who had long earlobes, and what looked like orange colored eyes.  Surprisingly, the new kid had a special CTR ring, with that same odd CTR shield design that the other kids in the class wore.  He wondered where they had all got them.


Helaman looked down on his Knights with pride.  He would be watching each and every one of them, waiting for them to fulfill their preordained missions: the day when they would once again be called upon to save the world.

