-Birth of Ice-

Chapter 1- Visions of Heaven and Hell

I sat lazily lounging in Temporary Hell, also known as 3rd period math with Mr. Hancock. Today was harsher than normal, due to multiple truly long division in each equation. I would have gladly been flogged if it were offered in trade for reprive from algebra. I glanced up and studied the room, scanning for anything worth         looking at besides division. My eyes settled on a blonde-haired girl by the name of Victoria who not only has the character flaws of uncontrollable laughter and egotistically, but is equaled out to okay via fine looks. She whipped aside her long golden hair and rotated to lock her eyes to mine. Flash! I was on what seemed to be a butte in a desert with 2 unknown girls at my right and my best friend Wesley Roberts on the other side. Suddenly, a giant electric claw exploded from the ground 4 feet from me. Vicky emerged, cradled inside of monstrous lightning ball. She marionetted the claw into me, shocking my liquid heart. Ssssseeeeeewwwww! I was back in class, with sweat pouring from me. I realized the whole class was staring at me. I must have screamed. Mr. Hancock towered beside me, a puzzled look on his face.

"M-may I go to the c-clinic?” I was able to say.

He nodded a yes, still with the same look on his face. I stumbled out of room G-25, trying to comprehend what I had seen (a vision?). Who were those girls? What was that creature, and why was Vic in it? Why did she attack me? All these questions bounced through my mind as I careened blindly down the hall. Pow! I ran into some fine-looking girl, knocking her to the floor. And with that came love and hope.

Chapter 2 - Greetings

"Oh! Sorr-", I almost finished.

-Hey! He is fiiiiine!-

"Uh he-"

-Why do I feel like I've always known...Daniel...is that his name?-

"Yes, yes it is... Candice...."

Where did that name come from? Candice.. Oh my god....

"You were beside me on the butte!" we both cried at the same moment.

"You saw the vision too?" She inquired.

"I only hope that wasn't a prophecy. You need a hand?"

I offered my hand to her, and she reached up to grasp it. The moment contact was achieved; my mind welled full with images.

 4 angels side-by-side, standing in an obelisk of light. Electric tears falling upon a beach, in a time of sorrow. An empty city, void of all life. Suddenly, all I was seeing began to swirl and ebb away into darkness.

Chapter 3- The lost days 

 All at once, I was asleep, and then awake, lying on my back, uneven ceiling of my room above me. I flopped to my side and stared across the hall, a slight breach in the darkness caused by the small nightlight plugged in at the top of the stairs. I blinked, stunned at the sudden advancement of time. It wasn't the first time the 4th dimension's standard advancement rate had betrayed me and my mind had forgotten all of the previous allotment that it would never recall. Twice, actually. Once I had surpassed the high speeds usually achievable on a Razor scooter at about noon, hit a ramp, launched impossibly high into the midday air, and blanked out until I came to at a friend's house, 7 miles away. The other time (or the absence of) I was picking around in the mini-cave of Icicle Mountain, a large hill with a tiny, midget cavern that housed stalagmites and stalactites of frozen water year round, when I came across a odd column of the cold stuff. It was 5 inches thick, yet had a necklace locked inside. I had never spotted it before, even though I had been calling this place my sanctuary from parental units for 6 years, give or take a few days. I had even lived in this glorious cavern before. My parents had gone on a 4-day vacation, leaving my brother in charge. Then, on the first night without parents, my brother left to spend the night at his friend's house, promising to return the next morning. That was a near fatal mistake, for me at least. At 11 PM, I noted multiple thumps and voices from the back porch. Peeking out, I located the source. 5 guys and 1 girl were using a ladder to ascend to the roof and forcing open a window to gain access. I speedily gathered two lighters, a sleeping bag and a camera, then flung wide the door to the back porch. I rolled by 3 guys, and flung myself over the edge of the deck, my foot catching the base of the ladder in the process. Lucky thing, really. The screams diverted their attention from me to the now steadily falling girl. I sped to the edge of the woods, turned, and let loose a volley of flashes and whirs as I took picture after picture of the rotten assholes. While they were blinded, I sprinted down hills and leapt clear the stream. Noises of anger and blood thirst arose behind me. They were obviously pissed off at my impromptu photo shoot. I continued my ascent on the opposite bank of the stream as they began their descent on the side of my house. 

"Okay, we all split up to take the kid down! We are not gonna stop till we have the little bastard!! I'm  takin my car to the neighborhood on the other side in case he runs there!"

Damn. I had thought they might give up and go rob someone else. Luckily, I prepared for this event also. I quickly finished my climb and ran for a few moments, then slid to the ground and crawled downward. I found the bit of leaves next to a small shrub of a tree and scooted them aside, exposing a hole the size of a large pizza. I scrambled inward, dropping a foot into the icicle cave. I survived there for three days, despite armed with only lighters and a blue and yellow sleeping bag. 

Chapter 4- A tale of survival

I carved a knife by using a long rock up against a column of ice. I scampered out from time to time to snatch various items of importance that would be key to my survival. I gathered a large amount of acorns and nuts and exposed the hole as I returned inward. After getting a roaring fire going, I broke open the nuts, exposing the sweet innards, then dropped them into the fire. That created a miraculous smell that brought nearby herbivore animals running. I simply killed them off one by one, put them in a ice bowl until needed, then cooked em, tore off the skin and nasty stuff, cooked the meat more, then placed them in a different bowl filled with the "meat" of the nuts, blended it good, and dug in. Delish, if I say so myself. I remained for 2 and a half days until I heard my name being called in a frantic manner from a familiar voice. I arose and saw my parents desperately searching for me. I came to them, and after thousands of "we were so worried!” “Don’t ever do that!” and "Thank god you're okay!” I explained my predicament for living in the wild, yet I omitted all details of the cave, for sanctuarial reasons. Anyway, back to the necklace. It was locked tight inside its icy, cylindrical prison, so I retrieved the aforementioned knife and began to cut away at the solid water. Thank god for Amy Aristotle at our babysitter! She taught us how to whittle sticks and rocks to points to create weapons, then we would incorporate those makings into a rousing game of "Animals", where we each chose an animal to be, chose our homes, and set time in our world in motion. We used everything to make fully sheltered environments that we actually through the course of our play used very little. We crafted insanely hysterical scenes, sad moments, discovery of power, and even deep problems between us in argument, which I still regret to this day. We had one game where our land was destroyed and we truly sadly moved to a world of dust and famine, where we were to weak to return to our homeland, which looked like heaven from our location. And another where Amy and me were a pair of raccoons, residing in a beautiful garden. Yet the darkness of others of our kind caused the rest of the creatures in the land to hate us, judging us to be evil due to the misdeeds of others of our kind, and forced us into hiding for something we had not done, and they knew it was not us, but still placed all of us as being the exact same. And the best of all was one where Amy and me fell sick and she dropped into a 3-month coma, and I, a tiny meerkat, lay beside her those long expansions of the present. Then, as she awakened, she found her owner had abandoned her, and a new cruel shell of a human possessed us. She plodded to him, weak due to shortened ligaments, common in coma survivors, and he struck her for bothering him. So her heart was shattered in the instant, and went away to throw herself off some cliff. I attempted to warn the dark despot of an owner but he killed me. Anyway, after I broke the necklace free of the ice (a substance I admired), all became black, and I awoke inside of an abandoned, ancient house. I stood up from the bed, needing to find a clock; desperate to place the amount my "slumber" had proceeded.

Chap. 5:The Challenge

 I dragged my body to the computer and logged on to my under-used backup screen name of SilverSeribii. Remembering my mission of finding out the current time, I glanced at the tiny clock in the corner of the monitor screen. It was 1:13 in the morning of the next day. I hadn't even lost 12 hours, thank god. I flipped back to AOL and waited while my homepage loaded. My eyes lazily fluttered down as a monstrous Flash intro to the SpiritWorld main page. I needed to add a bypass to the intro, even though it was brilliantly done. The black screen faded to the iridescent green of a skeleton frame polygon figure. The empty space between the "bones" flooded with color, revealing a 2D human pasted onto a 3D body. Then, the body exploded, but remained intact, and settled into 3D. He moved around a bit, then looked up, directly into my eyes, then a helpless look fell upon him. He contorted in pain then threw his arms wide if slightly curved upward, and his back in a parentheses position. He screamed as a purple light covered his edges, and his fingers melded into three. A purple and silver color spread over his body. His back stretched and hurtled forward. His legs extended disgustingly long, then the top of them capped with thick, silver, external bone. Three tail like whips spread from the back of his head, and they stretched and squirmed, like cats' tails. His head began to widen at the edges and pull back, yet unlike the rest of the metamorphosis, it seemed to cause unexplainable pain. He screamed as if his face had began to force itself outward and his neck swell massively, which was exactly what was causing his plight. Finally, the swelling and expanding ceased, but not before lengthening his incisors by about 7 inches. He rotated his massive head to me and let loose a dark howl, more scream than anything, but one thing I made sure of when I did up the intro was to have that screech be the most terrifying thing ever heard by man. And I did a damn good job on that section. I've received numerous e-mails saying people wet their pants upon the noise, and I believe them since I too feel inclined to swivel my head and search for something in the room, for it brings back my old excessive-compulsiveness phobia of needing to lock doors, afraid one might come to kill me. The page loaded to the main system and I, feeling need of mental stimulation, set up a specialized arena of choice for my latest (and by feedback, the greatest) game, Neighborhood. The first-person shooter that gave way of single paths to goals, and opened up the way of the MP, multiple ways to take to glory in the game. It offered a choice of over 6,000 weapons, no re-spawn, and photo realistic levels. Also, due to over 40,000 items, an almost never ending number of traps you can set, interlooping as much as 40 items per trap. It never mattered to any Jellyheads (the nickname for a player of the game, derived from a friend of mine's old nickname who played quite often) that the storyline was deep beyond easy comprehension, mixing old stories of mine, Cthulu mythos from H.P. Lovecraft, and some fucked up dreams of mine. It was all about the fun factor to them. The game started since the minimum requirement of 20 players was filled. My starting position was on the back porch of the main house of the Heatherwood level, which was designed to match my neighborhood. I strafed left to pick up a small handgun and reached the grill. I lifted a propane tank and hurled it off the deck to the bottom of a nearby group of trees, which I knew was a staring place for the snipers of the other team, and shot it at the very top of it, causing it to begin to spew flammable liquid. I quickly targeted a medium sized rock located in the pool of propane and shot it perfectly, causing a spark, which in turn detonated the tank, making the tree begin to incinerate. In the corner of the screen flashed some colorful text telling me I just killed 3 people. I spun and kicked out the glass of the back door, scooped up a knife, switched weapons and charged through the kitchen, leapt high, and landed atop the stove. I flipped the knife's tip into my hand and threw it into the stereo, with that sparks began to pour from it and the rest of the system also caught fire, and judging by the 5 kill text (KT) in the corner, the basement was in flames also. I whipped out the gun and proceeded forward, desperate to reach my room. I strafed the corner, trigger held down so upon release the bullet would fire, giving me faster reaction times, but for no reason, the room was clear. Still holding the button, I spun and mounted the stairs, to have gunfire welcome me. I was grazed once, but I rolled into the room and picked off one of the two fellows in my bro's room. Ahh, I understood, this room was an excellent sniping position, but your back was vulnerable, so he had a teammate stake post here to guard him. I trotted up behind the fellow, and gave him a firm shove, pushing him out the very window he had killed from. Huh? Two KTs appeared, instead of one, since his partner's had faded away. I peeked from the window to see he had landed upon a girl escaping the fire-ravaged basement. 

Suddenly, something zinged through the glass in the computer room, and struck me I spun the swivel chair, hoping to find answers behind me, but I knew I would find none, and as expected, no solutions. A spark outside the window flitted up, intriguing me. As I released myself from the chair, I saw that the spark was not at my window, but at the peak of my road. I took a step back, for that light was evil, a black shadow of darkness muffled light, a thing of truth and goodness. It tingled on the air, all around you, waiting for a moment's disbelief to enter your now uncaring mind. No, this light was pure evil, with no heart what so ever. I locked my eyes to it, so if it moved, I would be the first to know. It shuddered, but I held fast, needing more than a feeling and a shake to fuel my theory of hellishness manifestation on Heatherwood drive. It began to shake and quiver, growing, melting, forming anew. Suddenly, a beam, not a physical beam or mental, but more a personal verbal slash at me, hit but dropped no mark of meaning. It knocked me back, for its power was great, yet I knew not its real strength, since all it had done upon me - was speak. The sound strike had impacted, plucked a forgotten string in the piano of the mind, and I knew its name. It was not a name to be spoken, but to hold at heart, and wish it wasn't true. If the word were to hit the air, the very earth would shudder in fear. The title of the beast was the bastard child of the cry of power without wisdom and the roar of despotism. Despite all this, I could not run, could not hide. If I was to see my posterity, or any human's, I must confront it, lest it ravage the earth in search of me. Why? Because the single act of speaking its hell-given name was its way of throwing the steel gauntlet at my feet. I focused my mind and pointed memories and thoughts of love, hope, justice, and truth at the beast. Another burst of visions and words detonated inside my normally calm basis for thought. It had challenged, and I had accepted. 

Chapter 6: I once was lost

I calmly popped the lock on the window and dropped to the ground, scooping up dagger with my name inscribed upon it as I recovered. I marched forward, knowing impending doom awaited me, yet for my family, friends, and all people, I would have to try to delay it, at least. The monster was steadily growing still, but had formed a shape, from what I could see. But matter it didn't, for both the beast and I knew it would defeat me at any size. I approached ever closer, subtracting the few yards that held us apart. Now, with the beast so close, I recognized it, I knew what it was. It was a Bander, the wolves of Samhain sent by the mighty god Chthulos to decimate all-purpose of life. There were supposedly 4 of them, and to bring them about into Christian terms, they were like the four horsemen of the apocalypse. But this one glowed a dull, yet bright orange and eyes of black persisted from the dense fur to be seen. It ceased its growth, and turned its massive head to me and rushed me, throwing its gigantic mass at me in a flash. Impacted, plucked a forgotten string in the piano of the mind, and I knew its name. It was not a name to be spoken, but to hold at heart, and wish it wasn't true. If the word were to hit the air, the very earth would shudder in fear. The title of the beast was the bastard child of the cry of power without wisdom and the roar of despotism. Despite all this, I could not run, could not hide. If I was to see my posterity, or any human's, I must confront it, lest it ravage the earth in search of me. Why? Because the single act of speaking its hell-given name was its way of throwing the steel gauntlet at my feet. I focused my mind and pointed memories and thoughts of love, hope, justice, and truth at the beast. Another burst of visions and words detonated inside my normally calm basis for thought. It had challenged, and I had accepted. 

Chapter 6: I once was lost

I calmly popped the lock on the window and dropped to the ground, scooping up dagger with my name inscribed upon it as I recovered. I marched forward, knowing impending doom awaited me, yet for my family, friends, and all people, I would have to try to delay it, at least. The monster was steadily growing still, but had formed a shape, from what I could see. But matter it didn't, for both the beast and I knew it would defeat me at any size. I approached ever closer, subtracting the few yards that held us apart. Now, with the beast so close, I recognized it, I knew what it was. It was a Bander; the wolves of Samhain sent by the mighty god Chthulos to deicmate all-purpose of life. There were supposedly 4 of them, and to bring them about into Christian terms, they were like the four horsemen of the apocalypse. But this one glowed a dull, yet bright orange and eyes of black persisted from the dense fur to be seen. It ceased its growth, and turned its massive head to me and rushed me, throwing its gigantic mass at me in a flash. I stumbled to the side, but still the fur brushed against me, and, as I suspected, the hair of a Bander was not soft. It was like thousands of jagged rapiers, disguised. My upper left arm was scored with slashes, and was profusely bleeding, coating the hilt of my dagger with my blood. I looked up, dazed, to see the Bander balanced upon his back feet, his belly exposed. He was giving me a chance to fight. I charged, clouded that it fought with honor and fairness, and drove my pitiful blade forth, but as it planned, gained no purchase. A paw swept back and threw me, launched me through the mix of elements we breathe. I smashed hard upon the ground and crumpled into a heap. All around me was liquid, most of it the red of blood, but some clear, indicating the fall broke my skull and the fluid that encases the brain had found a passage out, spelling death. My eyes fluttered shut and I let the warm liquid wash over me.

Chapter 7: But Now I'm Found

My visual units opened, and I was in the Ice Cavern. I tried to wonder what I was doing here, but the thought would not come. None did, but I still persisted forward to the back of the cave. A solid wall. But quite suddenly, it began to bubble, like a boiling pot of water. The bubbles gathered in the center and formed one large one. It popped and in its place was a hole. Unable to pause, or even hold control of my body, I stepped through, into another cave, blank with the exception of a small tide pool in the center, which shone as if the moon was staring upon it, but the room was sealed without the bubble hole. I walked respectfully towards the pool, as if it was a great man I was to ask a favor of, and kneeled beside it. I pointed my middle and index finger forth together and dipped them into the pool. The water was cold beyond imagination, and even if I was able to control mine self, I would not have the strength to pull back. It began to flow upward over my hand, coating it, freezing it. But it did not cease there, no; it continued to roll up across my hand, and all over my body. But when it touched the necklace, which was now across my neck, the water rose no higher. In fact, no more came upon me. It was being sucked up into the now intermittently flashing necklace. Then the water was gone, and two seconds later, the necklace unleashed a strobe of blue light and I was in the abandoned house again. It was a memory, the forgotten memory of when I discovered the necklace. But, a sudden wave of blue covered my vision suddenly.

Chapter 7: I Am

 It cleared, to reveal more blue. I was inside a giant bubble, in a beautiful ocean, with some white creature before me.

-Hello. I have been waiting a long time for you-, it spoke.

It looked like what I had ventured an angel would seem like.

"You have?” I pondered.

-Could you tell me your name, my friend? -

"Yes. Daniel."

-No, child, you were adopted by humans and they granted you that name.. Tell me your real name. -

"But that's.."

-No. Search inside you, and speak the truth-

"Inside me, okay. Little insight, ok. Words from the heart, yeah. Here we go now."

I looked in my memories. Nothing. 

-Deeper, where the name of your enemy rests. -

What? I didn't understand. The Bander's name, that's...

"K-k-ky-kyin-Kyint!!"

-Yes! Now tell me who are, what you are! -

"I.."

-You already know that's not it!!-

"Is it..”

-If that were it you wouldn't question!!-

"Ah.."

-No! -

-No! -

-Tell me now! Scream aloud the truth, the name of the righteous!! Scream so the whole universe knows! -

"I- I-"

-Say it the right way!!-

I bundled my mind together, all things I know, trust and am, and screamed the silent scream of who I really am.

-I AM SPIRITICE, HOLY DEFENDER OF TRUTH!!!-

The bubble was gone, as was the angel, and the water poured over me, into me, filling me with what I always was. In heart, mind, body, and spirit, I was water, and every brook, stream, river, lake, pond, sea, ocean, tide pool, and drop of water was also me, and heeded my word, just as my eyes would. I was again alive, and I pushed myself from the bloodstained ground, and stared into the eyes of the beast.

Chapter 8: The Scythe of Truth

 I shot my right hand out, then drew the middle two fingers together and with great difficulty, pulled back the other fingers. The middle fingers flashed a brilliant blue, and smiled at the Bander, who was now furious. By quickly passing my body through a liquid state then back to solid, I had filled my wounds. I launched my fist up at the beast, which it nimbly dodged, and fell into the planned spot where my knee was already impacting the monster. My other fist rose up and smashed down upon his head, knocking it back into the knee, doubling the damage. I poised to jump, but a paw came from nowhere and though my right hand rose to block, the blow still stunned me. The Bander pulled its head back and opened its mouth wide, revealing thousands of small daggers and a throat that slid all the way to Hell. The jaws snapped shut over my left shoulder, peppering me with deep wounds. I screamed in pain, and dropped to the ground, greeting the road with my head once again. I began the process of morphing my atoms to hydrogen and oxygen, but I knew that would do no good, since the bander recovered from attacks too rapidly for me to become water to heal my wounds. I groped for my necklace to find a unifying point to place my arms close to my body so the water from my chest could quickly fill the new holes, but found it too was flashing to water but why? It was already contained more water than me. Wait! That's it! The water it absorbed can aid me! I ripped what remained of it from around my neck and held it high. From my mouth bellowed words I did not know but obviously my "alter ego" Kyint, who was rapidly merging with me to form SpiritIce, understood, for the water I now held in my hand was wriggling, struggling to form anew. The words still tumbled from me, and I found by the second I was beginning to understand, like Spanish phrases slowly being transitioned to English. I could not yet seize the whole meaning, but I snatched one choice phrase perfectly. I had said:

-[words I could not understand] behold the Scythe Of Truth!!-

At that, the necklace/water shot out into a long staff, and I instinctively held the staff high to my right, and swung it to the left, forcing part of it to swish out a curved blade. It shimmered, then froze solid, creating a practical weapon. My eyes admired it for a few moments, but quickly raised to the bander who was already airborne, seeking to slash with strength not even water would tolerate. I focused my thoughts and a curved shoulder plate shot from my neck and solidified to ice also, as the rest of me fell to a blend between H2O and human. I hefted my protected shoulder upward, just in time for it to meet outstretched claws and the force behind it. The claws skritched off and the force was absorbed into my body as my right arm slung the blade forward, striking it hard just above its left eye. The beast screamed, for it was the first time it had really experienced pain

-Recess is over, time to get to class, and get learn, you bastard-bitch-whatever the hell you are- I spat.

The bander again rushed me, with his mouth swung open. I braced myself to the pain, but none came. I opened my eyes and peeked to my right to spot it still had its teeth buried into my arm. But why was there no pain? I cocked my left arm back and slammed the beast off me, and saw that my shoulder had turned to water on its very own. Hah. The bander fell back to 7 feet away, but had a grin on its orange face. It was swelling again, growing, but not to just huge power, but to a shockingly fast, agile, and powerful creature. That inched the difficulty meter up say, one, two, maybe 70! It was just a sonic blur racing around me, charging every now and then, to which I could barely dodge. I had to slow it down, otherwise I should give in and let Chthulos or whatever held control of these warmongers win. I slashed blindly, even wildly, with my monstrous scythe, but gained no purchase. It was just too fast to be caught. The giant wolf-dog-whatever is going.... Wait! I have an idea.

"Bring it on, shit eater!!”  I taunted.

The bander once again ceased spinning and charged. I closed my eyes and timed the quarter-seconds. One...two...three...NOW! I pulled from memory the name of the beast and sent it directly mind-to-mind. The bander paused in mid-rush and looked upon me. I raised the scythe and released it hard, the extreme force behind the swing creating destabilizations in the targeting, but it still caused some good damage upon connection with the front leg. As the section from the knee down started skyward, and as the irregular blood of the bander flowed and splashed like a hell-borne waterfall, I lifted the scythe again, and closed my liquid eyes. I drew in a breath, and imagined the stream behind my house. I exhaled into the thought, binding imaginary and real into one, a tapestry woven into a painting. And it was real. I held that stream and dove in, let it surround me, meld with me, dance with me. Slowly, the imaginarily real stream joined into a perspective neural net mimicking mine, and knew what I needed. The stream followed its past, back to the start, and reconstructed its destiny. The flow of time bent and placed us into one moments, enabling us to draw on each other. I provided to it to what it required to live, and paused, waiting for this extra-dimensional zone to side parallel to true, then called for the return of a favor. It fueled me with the one thing I crave, water. I reached out my proverbial hand, and shoved away the continuum I created, ripping me into reality, but I brought what I had gained in surreality with me. And my eyes opened. The weapon fell gently, seemingly to do no damage, but it carried with it the heavy weightlessness of non-existence. The scythe did not even cause pain to the bander as it slid in, or in another point, it caused great pain to the scythe as the bander slid onto it. As the blade had the spacelessness around it de-exist into non-existence, the minds of both inhumans, me and him, connected directly, letting me ease behind his eyes and his life flashed before my eyes. 

Chapter 9: Farewell To An Innocent

I was shot into creation from the cannon of blankness, born as a full-grown. Propelled into warrior ship by a non-present despot, disobeyment was torn from my mind along with the senses of justice, truth and love. In the next moment I faced a child, a child brimming to the edge with peace of mind. My limbs marionette to hurt, to kill the boy. Even though I had the power to resist this control, I saw no wrong in it. He sought to destroy me, just as my master did unto the boy. I felt the pain, but shed no tears, since I saw no injustice in this. My eyes admired all I saw as my body hurtled around, but cared for it not, for I was not one to feel love, in any measure. Suddenly, something pierced straight to the core of my mind. Something rustled deep within, and flew from me, and I was flooded with all I was deprived. But before they had all flashed themselves to me, I saw the boy drop something, and another thing slid from my mind. And all was black. 


I looked up, back in my own body, at the space where bander had stood before he ceased to exist. I dropped the scythe and fell to the ground. I began to cry the tears that one innocent could not.

