
 

Taylor Davis: 
Flame of Findul  

 
Episode One 

 

Michelle Isenhoff 

 

 

 

 



 

 
 
 

For Taylor 
who makes every day an adventure. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Taylor Davis: Flame of Findul Episode One. Copyright © 2015 by Michelle 

Isenhoff. All rights reserved. No part of this book may be used or repro-
duced in any manner whatsoever without permission except in the case of 
brief quotations embodied in critical articles or reviews.  
 
Edited by Amy Nemecek. 
All rights reserved. 
 
Lexile score: 700L 
 
ISBN-13: 978-1514762103  
ISBN-10: 1514762102 
 
Candle Star Press 
www.michelleisenhoff.com 



 

Get audio for 1.99! 
(You save $15.45.) 

 

 

 

Did you know that reading along with an audiobook in-
creases a child’s reading comprehension, fluency, word 

recognition, decoding skills, and vocabulary?  
 

Try it! Listen along with the first chapter. 
 
 

Flame of Findul audio is available as six individual serial 

episodes. Or get them all for just $1.99 when you purchase 
the complete Kindle novel for $2.99! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Table of ContentsTable of ContentsTable of ContentsTable of Contents    
 
 

Lesson #1 7 

It CIt CIt CIt Can Happen to a Guy from Jerseyan Happen to a Guy from Jerseyan Happen to a Guy from Jerseyan Happen to a Guy from Jersey    
 
Lesson #2 16 

Pirates SometPirates SometPirates SometPirates Sometimes Hang Out in Family Treesimes Hang Out in Family Treesimes Hang Out in Family Treesimes Hang Out in Family Trees    
 
Lesson #3 22 

Cobras Are Not LapdoCobras Are Not LapdoCobras Are Not LapdoCobras Are Not Lapdogsgsgsgs    
 
Lesson #4 27 

Angel Choir DropoutsAngel Choir DropoutsAngel Choir DropoutsAngel Choir Dropouts    Have SeriousHave SeriousHave SeriousHave Serious        
Identity IssuesIdentity IssuesIdentity IssuesIdentity Issues    
 
Lesson #5 34 

Beware oBeware oBeware oBeware of Cabbies with Killer Tempersf Cabbies with Killer Tempersf Cabbies with Killer Tempersf Cabbies with Killer Tempers    
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



7 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Lesson #1 
 

It Can Happen to a Guy from JeIt Can Happen to a Guy from JeIt Can Happen to a Guy from JeIt Can Happen to a Guy from Jerrrrseyseyseysey    
 
 
 
 

Sometimes life gooses you when you’re not looking. 

You might be happily coasting through days in a little New 

Jersey suburb, dreaming about Jennifer Williams and 

making plans to see the new movie showing uptown 

when—bam!—everything changes in an instant. Your 

family moves overseas and suddenly you’re hacking at 

water demons with a four-foot blade.  

You think I’m exaggerating, don’t you? You think I 

have an overactive imagination. That’s what I thought at 

first, too. I figured I’d downed too many late-night peppero-

ni pizzas, watched too many low-budget cable movies, 

taken too many tumbles down the steps. But there’s a whole 

world out there you can’t see, you can’t explain. I guess I 

can’t prove it to you except to tell my story.  

Mom’s always telling me there’s value in writing things 

down. She even bought me a journal with a pattern of dog 

prints and fire hydrants on the cover. I vowed to never, ever 

crack it open. But when something happens that changes 

your life forever—that changes who you are—it’s probably 

worth recording. I don’t want to forget the lessons I learned, 

either. Who knows? Maybe you’ll learn something, too. 

Life, they say, is the greatest teacher. It’s certainly unpre-
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dictable.  

I never thought it would be a cheeseburger that nearly 

got me killed.  

It wasn’t even a particularly appetizing cheeseburger, 

just the last squashed and greasy disc hunkering in the 

corner of the warming pan in the cafeteria at Zander Na-

tional Academy. But as the waffles bore a striking resem-

blance to the bulletin board on the wall behind them, I went 

with it. 

I was late to lunch. Being the new guy at school, I hat-

ed the eyes that followed me wherever I went, so I waited 

till most of the eighth grade class was engaged in their meal 

before braving the lunch line. Just as I reached for the prize, 

my hand was brushed aside and my meal snatched away. 

“Hey!” 

“You snooze, you lose, American.” 

The words were directed at me by a brown, leering fe-

male face hovering a good six inches above my own. That 

was the problem with middle school, even in another coun-

try. Just when you thought a growth spurt had kicked in, 

some girl the size of a giraffe put you back in your place. 

“I was going to eat that!” I protested. 

“It’s processed. Full of sodium and saturated fats,” she 

replied. “I’m doing you a favor.” 

“It’ll kill you, too.” 

“I’m a professional.” 

The girl was pretty in a haughty sort of way. Her limbs 

were long and athletic, her curly hair cropped close to her 

head. She looked like an African queen ordering around 

some lowlife servant. Sadly enough, that lowlife was me.  

She placed the burger on her tray with a smug smile, 

having no idea she’d just stepped into the line of fire. 

I was glowering at her, reaching for a prewrapped 

hoagie that could have come from a vending machine 

sometime in the twentieth century, when the floor split open 

right in front of me. With a scream, the girl and the cheese-
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burger plunged into darkness. 

My own shout fizzled in my throat. Frantically, I 

scanned for help, but the lunch ladies were all gabbing in the 

back of the kitchen, their shift almost over. Not one of them 

looked like a fit candidate to go spelunking in the newly 

opened chasm. Speechless, I could only stand there gaping 

like an idiot. 

Then the floor dissolved beneath me. 

I tumbled through blackness thick enough to tar roads 

with, waiting for the crash that would signal my end, but it 

never came. Vaguely, I became aware of absolute stillness. I 

was resting on something lumpy and damp, my stomach 

clenched with nausea. Light was trying to pierce my tightly 

pinched eyes.  

“Well, bless me buckles!” said a male voice that 

sounded, for lack of a better word, hairy. “I netted for bass 

and pulled in a tropical fish.” 

“What do you want?”  

With an amazing effort of will, I pried open my eyes. 

The girl was already on her feet, crouched like a distance 

runner waiting for the start gun. The cheeseburger lay on 

the ground, forgotten.  

“Where’s the lad?” 

My eyes searched out the speaker. I had fallen into 

some sort of giant sinkhole, dim and dank, and I couldn’t 

see him right away. The ground was broken shale that 

supported a mat of spongy moss. Rocky walls stretched high 

above my head. I looked up, expecting to see a scowling 

lunch lady or two, but only blue sky peered back at me. 

“Where’s the lad?” the voice asked again, more impa-

tient this time. 

I spotted the speaker half hidden behind a rocky out-

cropping. He was a mass of rags and hair. I recoiled before I 

realized he couldn’t see me any more clearly than I could 

see him. 

“What lad?” The girl sounded as scornful as ever. I 
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had to give her credit. She had guts. 

“The lad! The lad!” the voice raged. “The filthy little 

bilge rat!” 

The speaker stepped out into the open. My first im-

pression proved correct. His mass of tangled beard and hair 

made an Old English sheepdog look clean cut. The tatters of 

some ancient uniform hung off him, and even from twenty 

feet away I could tell he hadn’t bathed in a really long time. 

“The knave with the cheeseburger!”  

“Oh, him.” Her opinion of me obviously hadn’t risen 

in the last five minutes. “What do you want him for?” 

“That would be none of your business, wench.” 

The man started pacing. He had an unnatural gait, sort 

of a rolling, limping, off-centered stroll, like a drunken golf 

cart that had a really bad encounter with a speed bump. As 

he paced, he muttered to himself, “I’ll keelhaul the little 

devil…hornswaggled out of four hundred years…the whole 

blessed world…”  

All this time the girl had been standing in a Wonder 

Woman stance, prepared to fight her way out. She looked 

like she could manage it, too. I was pretty ashamed to 

realize I’d been cowering behind her.  

Well, she wasn’t the only one who could defend her-

self. I might not be able to leap tall buildings in a single 

bound, but I hadn’t played Mercutio in last year’s stage 

production of Romeo and Juliet for nothing. I grabbed a stout 

stick from the ground behind me and vaulted into an offen-

sive stance, my “sword” balanced before me. Unfortunately, 

I whacked myself on the head in the process. 

The girl and the man both stumbled backward in sur-

prise. I recovered and pressed my advantage, rushing the old 

geezer with smooth, strong strokes. I didn’t want to hurt 

him, just give us time to get away. 

“Run!” I yelled to the girl. 

“Where?” 

“I don’t have a map. Just go! I’ll follow you!”  
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She sprinted off while I thrust my stick at the man’s 

chest. He teetered backward and I was pounding behind the 

girl in a moment. We didn’t get far. The sinkhole was only 

about a hundred yards across. We screeched to a halt at the 

base of the cliff, panting heavily. Sheer black rock rose all 

around us. 

The girl turned to me accusingly. “What do we do 

now, smarty?” 

I glared at her. Like it was my fault we got sucked 

through the school floor and spit out God-knows-where. 

“Start looking for a way out.” 

We felt our way around to the right, moving quickly. 

The walls were so bare, so perpendicular, that we couldn’t 

even find a finger hold. And every step was circling us 

around, leading us back to where we began. 

I could see the old fellow striding toward us casually, 

almost gleefully, as if he knew he’d catch us eventually. As 

if he knew there was absolutely no way we could escape 

him. 

We redoubled our efforts, jogging faster, scanning the 

unbroken wall. “There has to be a way,” I wailed, my voice 

cracking in my agitation. “We got in, didn’t we?” 

The girl gave a sudden squeal of victory. “In here!” She 

disappeared into a narrow cleft. I don’t know how she ever 

spotted it. 

I glanced back at the hairy man. His look of satisfac-

tion had morphed into sheer terror. He shouted something 

at me and broke into a hobbling run, but I didn’t stay to 

hear the particulars. If he didn’t want me to go this way, this 

was exactly the direction I wanted to take. 

The cleft widened into a narrow canyon. Sunlight ac-

tually reached the ground here and carpeted it with short, 

springy grass. The breeze playing between the rock walls 

smelled fresher, sweet even. The girl and I moved as one 

mind, racing across the open space, tearing past a tree that 

rose out of the valley floor. The tree was gigantic—old and 
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gnarly and heavily laden with fruit—but we didn’t have 

time to stop and admire it. We jogged on to the farthest 

reach of the valley.  

The canyon gradually narrowed until once again it was 

nothing more than a thin fissure twisting between walls of 

unmovable rock. We pushed on, squeezing through the tight 

passage, hoping it might widen into another valley. Or a 

shopping mall. Or the schoolyard. No such luck. The thud 

of restless water soon echoed through the passage and we 

stumbled into a sandy-floored room carved by crashing 

waves. The end of our chasm looked out across a vast 

panorama of ocean.  

We were trapped. 

“I guess we go back and face the psychotic caveman,” 

the girl said glumly. 

“Guess so.” 

Our options did seem particularly limited, but we lin-

gered in the chamber for several minutes, neither of us 

willing to admit defeat.  

“I sure wish I had let you have that cheeseburger,” she 

grumbled. 

I probably would have felt the same, but at least I knew 

admitting it out loud wasn’t the best way to make friends 

and influence people. “So I could face the creep by myself? 

Thank you so much.” 

“Hey, I didn’t sign up to be your bodyguard.” 

“I don’t need a bodyguard,” I bristled. “I’m a highly 

trained swordsman.” 

She laughed. “Is that what you call that thing you were 

doing with the stick?” 

I felt my face tighten. “It was better than your plan. 

What was it again? Talking him to death?” 

I spun on my heel and left her standing alone at the 

edge of the sea. Unfortunately, there was no place to go. She 

caught me after a dozen paces. “Maybe we didn’t get off to 

the best start,” she admitted, falling into step beside me.  
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“Is that an apology?” 

“No. I just figure if we’re going to die together, maybe 

we should introduce ourselves.” 

“You first,” I mumbled, fairly certain that eminent 

death was not the best basis on which to start a friendship. 

“All right. I’m Elena Cartagena.” 

I glanced at her suspiciously. “Right. Your parents 

rhymed your names?” 

She pulled herself up to her full height, which was a lot 

higher than me. “I’m Elena Camila Velasquez Cartagena. It 

does not rhyme.” 

I’m sure my face looked doubtful. “You don’t look 

very Hispanic.” 

“On my dad’s side. His father was Spanish. His mother 

was descended from slaves,” she announced proudly.  

Now that I studied her more closely, however, I could 

see her skin wasn’t as dark as I first thought. And her fea-

tures were very fine. It was her long, thin build and closely 

cropped curls that made her appear so fiercely African. 

I shrugged. “I’m Taylor Davis.” After hers, my name 

sounded rather commonplace. 

Elena stopped abruptly and sniffed the air. “Do you 

smell that?”  

I took a deep breath and caught the odor right away. It 

was sort of a tangy, fruity smell. My stomach snarled. 

Thanks to the fault line in the cafeteria floor, both of us had 

missed lunch. “It’s coming from that tree.”  

The old giant loomed on the valley floor not two hun-

dred yards away, its branches drooping like an old man 

straining under the weight of a heavy burden. We covered 

the distance at a trot. In moments we each held a fruit the 

size of an apple with creamy blue-tinged skin. They were 

soft, warm, ripe. I closed my eyes and breathed in the 

fragrance. 

“Belay that! Do not eat unless you have a death wish.” 

The hairy guy stood right behind us. He carried a 
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broadsword, one of those heavy, two-handed jobs. It 

gleamed with a faint reddish hue. And it was poised in the 

air above us.  

 

*** 

 

I suppose this would be a good time to explain how I 

ended up in such a pickle. You see, I’m the last of three 

children. My siblings don’t really come into this story, but 

you should probably know they’re both perfect. Jessica 

attends law school at the University of Michigan where 

she’s never earned less than an A, and Bobby skipped his 

first year of college to compete in motocross. He’s always 

being featured in those extreme sports magazines. If I had a 

nickel for every time I’ve been asked to get his autograph…  

How’s a kid supposed to compete with that? I’m sure 

there’s a natural law against having three superstars in one 

family. They’ve condemned me to life as a nobody. Not a 

prospect I’m doing cartwheels over, I assure you. 

Maybe that’s how I got into the performing arts. Grow-

ing up, I was always pretending to be someone cooler than I 

am. Mom says I’m a natural actor and I’ll wind up with an 

Academy Award someday. Guess that would stand up next 

to my siblings’ accomplishments, but it’ll never happen. 

Mom has a vivid imagination—she writes children’s books. 

She still uses the name Sarah Gail Jones, even though that 

hasn’t been her real name since she married my dad. She 

says it has a certain ring to it and gives her more credibility 

than Sarah Davis. 

All that still doesn’t explain how I got into this mess. 

Or why I’m the only blond in a family of brunettes. Or why 

I possess all the grace and athleticism of a five-footed bea-

gle. Those would be my dad’s fault. (At least two out of 

three—I don’t know where the beagle footedness comes 

from.) Dad looks like he just got off the boat from Scandi-

navia. We share the same blond hair and ice-blue eyes. He’s 
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a bigwig in an international tourism company. When they 

needed someone to manage a brand new resort in the 

Dominican Republic, they sent my dad—and a few cases of 

sunblock.  

So on a windy April day, Mom and I packed up every-

thing we owned and put it in storage. Then we moved away 

from the only home I had ever known. A few days later I 

started at Zander National Academy, fell through the 

cafeteria floor, and ended up at the point of a broadsword 

somewhere in the middle of the Caribbean. 
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Lesson #2 
 

Pirates Sometimes Pirates Sometimes Pirates Sometimes Pirates Sometimes     
Hang Out in Family TreeHang Out in Family TreeHang Out in Family TreeHang Out in Family Treessss    

 
 
 
 

“What exactly are you planning to do with that 

sword?” Elena asked cautiously. 

“Salvaging the biggest wreck you ever heard tell of,” 

came the man’s gruff reply. “Come along. Smartly now, I 

haven’t got all day. I summoned you for a reason.” 

“You summoned us?” Elena exclaimed. 

He scowled. “Not you, wench. You blundered in on 

your own.” 

So that left… “Me? You wanted me? Hey, wait a sec-

ond. You opened that gulf in the floor?” Okay, mine was not 

the most nimble mind in the valley. 

He merely grunted and sat us down just beyond range 

of the sweet-smelling tree, though he stayed on his feet. 

“Reef your sails, me hearty. I have much to explain before 

you can ever hope to understand your mission.” 

“My what?” I squeaked. If they had opened any wider, 

my eyes would have popped out of my head and bounced 

off my sneakers. 

The man sighed impatiently. “You’re certain he’s the 

one?” he called out, looking somewhere over our heads. 

“Seems about as sharp as a belaying pin.” 
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I jerked my eyes around the valley—a dangerous ac-

tion considering the protruding state they were in—but it 

was empty. Apparently the man received some kind of 

answer, or perhaps the silence was his answer, for he 

slumped in resignation and started his story. 

“I was marooned here many long years ago—” 

“Ahem.” It was Elena. 

His face darkened. “What now, wench?” 

“What is wrong with you?” She blazed into a queen 

again. “This is the twenty-first century. Quit calling me 

that.” 

“Would you prefer peasant? Provincial? Vixen? Bump-

kin?” 

“I prefer Elena,” she demanded, tossing her curls. 

“Look, do I need to stay and listen to this? It has nothing to 

do with me and I’d like to join my fourth hour class, if you 

don’t mind.” 

“This hadn’t anything to do with you,” he said with ir-

ritation. “But it might now.” 

“Because I got the burger first?” 

“Because you’re here,” he snapped. “Look, I’m just a 

lowly Jack Tar. I do what I’m told. As I was saying,” he 

began again with an impatient glance at Elena, “I was 

marooned here long ago. Me ship sank in a storm, the worst 

I’ve ever sailed in. The waves reached twenty feet if they 

reached an inch. When the vessel foundered, I entangled in 

the wreckage, but me blade was still about me person. I 

managed to cut away the lines and climb onto a spar. For 

three days I clung there like a sodden hen. Eventually the 

waves deposited me inside a chamber of pure rock. ’Twas 

the last I ever saw of the outside world.  

“I dragged meself up the valley and found this here 

tree. I meant no harm. I was famished, and the smell tickled 

me senses. I took some, and I ate.”  

His face grew terrible then. He lashed out with his fists, 

fluttering the tatters of his uniform. His eyes burned within 
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their mask of hair. “How was I to know? There was no 

sentry! That inept scallywag of a—”  

He cut off abruptly with a glance at the two of us. 

“’Twas the worst blunder of me life.” He sank against the 

rock wall and stared at his boots so long I thought he was 

finished. 

Elena had an utterly bored look on her face, but I was 

thoroughly entranced. The man could have been an actor 

right off the set of Pi-rates of the Caribbean. Was this some 

dramatic hoax? Were there hidden cameras set up some-

where? I had to know what was going on. “What happened 

when you ate the fruit?” I prompted. 

The man looked up in surprise, as if he had forgotten 

we were there. “Naught.” He jumped up and began pacing 

back and forth in front of us again. “And everything. It 

doomed me to this valley until the end of the world, till the 

great Sinking of the Ship. The fire that will one day destroy 

the earth is the only thing that can kill me.” 

“What?!” Elena and I said it together. She was listen-

ing now, doubtful, but intent. 

The man paused. Pointing so we wouldn’t miss it, he 

said slowly, “That tree is the one that was planted in the 

Garden of Eden millennia ago.” 

Elena did some rapid Sunday school calculations. 

“The Tree of the Knowledge of Good and Evil?” she asked. 

“The one that got Adam and Eve in so much trouble?” 

“No.” He glared at us, one eyeball twitching spastically 

to the left. “The other one. The one mankind could no 

longer be permitted to eat from. ’Twas the reason they were 

banished from the garden. ’Tis the Tree of Life.” 

I gaped at him, completely astounded. “But how did it 

get here?” 

He sighed dramatically. “It could not be allowed to 

remain among the peasantry, could it? ’Twas removed here 

until the Renewal of All Things.” 

Elena leveled him with a skeptical look. She was obvi-
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ously doing a far better job of remembering than I was. “I 

thought God put an angel with a flaming sword in front of 

it.” 

“Aye,” he agreed. “The Flame of Findul.” 

“Well…” she drawled. “Where is it?” 

His face darkened again, and his rogue eye plunged 

about its socket like a wild stallion. “The flame was entrust-

ed to a scoundrel!” he burst out. “A blackjack! A rogue!”  

At our curious glances, he calmed himself enough to 

elaborate. “After four thousand years, Findul requested a 

holiday. It gets irksome in this scurvy sinkhole. His sword 

was given to a dunderhead who allowed the flame to go out. 

This new angel was away from his post when I blundered 

onto the tree and ate. As punishment, I’ve been appointed 

sentry duty in his stead.” 

“What about the guy who slacked off?” I protested. 

“What happened to him?” 

The man’s mouth twisted until crooked, yellow teeth 

showed through his hair. He looked like a shaggy wolf with 

a really bad tobacco-co addiction.  

“He was pink-slipped,” he muttered with disgust.  

I felt my eyebrows hurtle up my face. “Really? An an-

gel?” 

He ignored me and began working himself back into a 

rage. “He should have been keelhauled! Or kissed by the 

cat-o-nine! Heaven help the one he’s been reassigned to.” 

“Okay, Captain Sparrow,” Elena put in, “this whole 

playacting thing has gone on long enough. I have to admit, 

you make a pretty convincing pirate. Maybe not as good as 

Johnny Depp, but you’ll do. So joke’s over. What’s going 

on? Who are you, really?” 

The man’s glance strayed across the valley and rested 

on the chasm leading to the ocean as if it had rested there 

many times before. His face was fierce and proud. “In life, I 

was known as the Scourge of the Seven Seas. Davy Jones is 

me name.” 
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For three seconds, the valley was so still that I could 

hear the far off waves. Then Elena’s laughter gave the 

impression that this was stupidest thing she had ever heard 

in her life. “Right. I want to go back to school now. Do you 

hear me?” she asked, raising her voice and addressing the 

stone walls and whatever pranksters might be hidden there. 

“I have an algebra test at 1:55 and I need to be there for it or 

I can’t be responsible for my report card.” 

The silence surrounding us lingered on and on. Davy 

shrugged at her as if to say, “Hey, what’d I tell you?” 

“Okay,” she said. “Let me get this straight. You want 

us to believe that you’re Davy Jones. You were shipwrecked 

on this—this wherever we are, and you ate of the Tree of 

Life. So now you can’t die and you’re doomed to guard the 

tree until the end of time. Did I miss anything?” 

“Nay, that’ll do.” 

“Oh, please. What happens if you mess up?” Her 

words dripped with sarcasm.  

He raised his head and set his shoulders proudly. “I 

wield the sword of Findul. Great sight has been given me, a 

knowledge of the things of this age. I cannot fail.” I suspect-

ed he might have rehearsed that speech in the mirror once 

or twice.  

Elena wasn’t impressed. “You barely stopped us in 

time. If we had eaten that fruit, would we be stuck here 

forever, too?” 

His shoulders drooped and he nodded. “It would have 

been disastrous. Part of me job is to prevent such a thing. 

But foremost, I must make sure the tree never comes to ruin. 

Its destruction would bring about the end of life on Earth.” 

I chuckled nervously. I wanted to blow him off as 

Elena had done. With all my heart I wanted to disbelieve. 

But if he was lying, Davy was the best actor I had ever seen. 

And the utter lack of reaction in the clearing was sending 

warning prickles up and down my arms. There was also the 

matter of the cafeteria floor.  
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“That’s impossible, right?” I asked. “The destruction, I 

mean. No one out in the real world even knows about the 

tree.” 

A crazed light touched the man’s eyes. His voice grew 

soft, men-acing. “There is one who knows, one who would 

destroy it. It’s been foretold that when danger grows most 

dire, one will be sent to counteract him. The One of Two 

Names.” 

“Everyone has two names,” Elena scoffed. 

“You have four,” I pointed out. 

She glared down at the top of my head. 

“The One would not have just any two names,” Davy 

went on. “He would come at the joining of my two names.” 

Elena and I glanced at each other then back at Davy. 

Elena ad-dressed him pointedly. “Uh, that would rule out 

everyone here except you.” 

“Would it?” Davy asked, looking hard at me. “Are not 

Davis and Davy variations of each other?” 

I chuckled again, a desperate attempt at lightness that 

jangled to the earth like a steel chain. “I suppose they could 

be,” I consented. “But that doesn’t explain your other—”  

I had a sudden, terrible thought. “Sarah Gail Jones,” I 

whispered. 

“Who’s that?” Elena asked. 

I felt the blood drain from my face. “My mother.” 
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Lesson #3 
 

Cobras Are Not LapdogsCobras Are Not LapdogsCobras Are Not LapdogsCobras Are Not Lapdogs 
 
 
 
 

“I really, really need a sandwich,” I managed. 

“I know where to find a cheeseburger,” Elena offered. 

“You’re not helping.” 

Davy led us to a low opening in the rock face not far 

from the tree. It broadened into a spacious living area. The 

floor was covered with plush carpeting and scattered with 

overstuffed chairs. A tousled pullout couch took up one 

corner; another held a table and two chairs. The apartment 

also had a refrigerator, a stove, a sink, and electric lighting. 

Best of all, a widescreen plasma television stretched across 

most of one wall. 

“Dude! This is where you live?” I blurted. Not bad for 

a four-hundred-year-old bachelor. 

“Help yourself to whatever you find in the galley,” 

Davy grunted. 

He didn’t have to tell me twice. I dug through several 

plastic tubs of leftovers—a leafy salad, fried potatoes, and 

some really bad-smelling fish—before deciding on a con-

tainer of Kung Pao chicken. I didn’t know where he had 

found Chinese take-out, and I didn’t care. It was a delicacy I 

hadn’t tasted since leaving Jersey. And it would wash down 

really nicely with one of those bottles of Sierra Mist. 
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Elena wrapped half the salad in a tortilla. “So, Davy, 

what do you do here all day?” she asked with bored resigna-

tion. 

“I guard the tree.” He indicated a wall of surveillance 

screens picturing live images of the giant from all angles.  

“That’s all?” 

“Oh, I do a little gardening, some crocheting, a bit of 

scrapbooking.” He grinned. “I also get 538 channels.” 

“Impressive,” she replied with an exaggerated yawn. 

During their brief exchange, I managed to polish off 

the entire box of chicken, another of fried rice, and three 

shrimp eggrolls. Feeling much better, I settled into a leather 

recliner and broached the subject at hand. “So, Mr. Jones, 

you were saying something about a heinous enemy who’s 

seeking to end all life on Earth in a hail of fire and destruc-

tion.” 

The old pirate’s face grew grave. “Aye. There is one 

who would scuttle the ship and take every last human down 

with it. He must be stopped. And you are the one who must 

do it.” 

“Why me?” I asked, more curious now than fright-

ened. I had eaten some food, regained some perspective, 

and figured Elena’s skepticism was well founded.  

“You are the One of Two Names.” 

“I’m nobody,” I argued.  

“You’ve been chosen.” 

“I can’t even walk through the school cafeteria without 

falling through the floor.” 

“You were meant to fall through the floor.” 

“I get C’s in school, I suck at sports, and I knocked my 

own tooth out on a water fountain when I was eight.” I 

wasn’t trying to be annoying; I was merely pointing out the 

facts that could win me a “least likely to succeed” nomina-

tion. But patience wasn’t one of Davy’s virtues.  

“Listen here, you lubber!” he growled, brandishing his 

sword. “This wasn’t me idea. You were born with a pur-
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pose. Your parents were meant to meet and marry. Your 

father was meant to take this new job. And you were meant 

to parlay with me today.” 

I sighed. There was no arguing with this guy. “What if 

I fail?”  

“That is not your concern. What is meant to be will be 

regardless of your success or failure. You can bet your 

fortune on it. But there’s comfort in knowing you’re part of 

Plan A.” 

“Very inspirational,” Elena broke in with biting sar-

casm. “Have you ever considered a career as a motivational 

speaker?”  

The glare Davy shot her could have started a fire.  

Since I wasn’t going anywhere, I figured I’d hear him 

out. “Okay, tell me about my enemy.” 

Davy settled himself in a chair across from me. “In life, 

he was me shipmate. Me second-in-command, Bartholo-

mew Swain.” 

“You want me to fight another pirate?” 

“Once he was a pirate. He has become something far 

worse.” 

“Super,” I drawled. 

“Bart was a ruthless fighter, a merciless killer. That’s 

why I took him aboard. He helped me win many prizes on 

the open sea. I shudder to think I could have become what 

he is. I would have, but for a trick of fate.”  

“A trick of fate?” I asked. “What does that mean?” 

“It means I got to this island ahead of him. I came 

ashore first.” 

“So he’s been here, too.”  

“Aye. During the storm, he was entangled in the same 

debris. I thought he was food for the sharks, but there was 

still life in him. Unbeknownst to me, he followed me up the 

valley where he overheard me argument with the guardian 

of the tree. He learned what happened. He heard the conse-

quences, and he desired eternal life for himself.” 
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“He ate from the tree, too? I have an adversary who 

can’t die?” 

“Aye. Though I tried to stop him, he managed to 

snatch a wilted, wormy fruit that had fallen to the valley 

floor. He ate it. It had not the potency of one freshly picked, 

but it gave to him a diminished life, a half-life. He became a 

shadow, neither dead nor alive.” 

“An undead adversary.” I nodded. “Even better.” 

I heard Elena blow out her breath in exasperation. 

“Sounds like a jolly sort. I can’t wait to meet him. You’ll get 

me a date, won’t you, Davis?” 

Davy kept his eyes locked on me. “You don’t yet know 

the full extent of your enemy. He’s been to Hades where he 

met one older and darker than himself. Great authority has 

been given him to recruit among the living and the dead. 

And an unquenchable thirst for power has been implanted 

within him. He seeks control, death, domination. He will 

stop at nothing.” 

“So what exactly am I supposed to do with a guy like 

that?” I asked. “Give him a phone call? Invite him snorkel-

ing? Maybe stop up the snorkel with a bit of bubble gum?” I 

wasn’t usually so caustic. Perhaps Elena was rubbing off on 

me. 

Davy frowned. “I don’t think either of you grasp the 

gravity of your situation.” 

Elena finally had enough. “Let me tell you what I 

don’t grasp, Mr. Jones.” She counted off on her fingers. 

“One, how did we end up in the cafeteria basement with a 

very creative drama department and an extremely talented 

special effects team? Two, where is the elevator back up-

stairs? And three, if Taylor’s opponent cannot die, how on 

earth could you expect him to defeat him?” 

Davy regarded us gravely. “Perhaps you need stronger 

proof that what I tell you is true.” Without any ceremony, 

he tossed the broad-sword at our feet. It lengthened, thick-
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ened, and began to writhe. Stiff, shiny metal dulled into the 

undulating scales of an eight foot serpent.  

Elena screamed and leaped over the back of her chair, 

but I was frozen where I sat. The creature had five heads. 

One was a fierce-eyed bird of prey. Another resembled a 

jackal. A third took on the features of an alley cat you’d 

never want to meet in an alley. The fourth held the beautiful 

face of a woman. And the fifth, the one that came sliding up 

my knee, had the flattened hood and unblinking eye of a 

cobra.  

My first instinct was to run, but the snake’s eyes held 

me in place, piercing me with some powerful spell that I 

was completely incapable of breaking. The walls of my chest 

clung together like socks dried without fabric softener. I 

couldn’t draw breath. I was suffocating.  

I was about to die. 
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Davy reached down and snatched the creature’s tail. 

With a flick of his wrist, the tail was a sword hilt again. 

I slumped in my chair, panting heavily. “You certainly 

know how to convince a guy.” 

Davy went on as though diabolical monsters erupted 

from antique weapons everyday. “Your opponent is invin-

cible save for the sword of Findul the firesmith. The only 

way to kill him is to rekindle the flame. That is your mis-

sion.” 

The pirate gave over the two-handed broadsword. 

I stood to accept it—and promptly dropped it on my 

toe. “This is the sword of Findul?” I managed to gasp. It 

was forged of an odd red-tinged metal, as if Findul’s fire had 

permanently stained it. 

“That ought to be a cinch to sneak through airport se-

curity.” Even Elena’s bravado seemed a little shaky, but she 

was recovering fast. “So where exactly do you go to rekindle 

heavenly weapons anyway?” 

“On this matter, I only know what’s been given me to 

know,” Davy told us. 

“That means you have no idea, doesn’t it?” I asked, 
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gingerly picking up the sword. It was surprisingly heavy. I 

rested it on its point. 

Davy shrugged. “You, too, will be given all you need 

to know,” he said, indicating his widescreen TV.  

I paused. “Wait a second. Your ‘knowledge of all 

things’ comes from watching television?” 

“Most of it.” 

I glanced at Elena. “We are in so much trouble.” 

“Speak for yourself,” she snapped. “I’ve got nothing to 

do with this.”  

“It’s too late,” Davy disagreed. “There can no longer 

be any question of your involvement. Far fouler creatures 

than serpents will seek you if you abandon the quest now.”  

Elena crossed her arms irritably. “I’ll never eat another 

cheese-burger again.” 

Davy handed me a pasteboard DVD sleeve with words 

inscribed on it: For the One of Two Names. “Where’d you 

get this?” I asked. 

“’Twas sent by special courier. Very special courier.” 

“You mean, like Netflix from Heaven?” 

“Aye. I think you and the shrew should both take a 

look.” 

Elena shook her head hopelessly. Davy slid the DVD 

out of the sleeve and popped it into the player. The televi-

sion glowed with life. 

A slight man with thin hair and glasses appeared on 

the screen. He could have passed for your average bean 

counter—if he hadn’t spoken. When he did, a deep, authori-

tative voice rolled from his skinny body like the note of a 

tuba blown from a piccolo. He aimed his words directly at 

me and Elena, commanding our attention.  

“Greetings, children,” he said in a thick English ac-

cent. “The purpose of this communication is to set you on a 

mission of great importance. Forces from the Abyss have 

been set in motion. Powers are stirring that have long lain 

dormant, and one who calls himself the Gray Admiral is 
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rising. The protection of the Tree of Life has been compro-

mised, and we fear now for its safety. We cannot allow its 

destruction before the appointed time. 

“You, Taylor Davis, have been hand-picked from gen-

erations of individuals to combat these forces, your name 

predicted centuries ago,” the anchorman continued. “Like-

wise, your partner has been chosen with care. A great task is 

now being set before you, that of relighting the mighty 

Flame of Findul. It is the only way to thwart the plans of the 

dark one. You must find a way to succeed. 

“I realize this is a heavy assignment to place on two 

children. As with any quest, the experience will be as valua-

ble to you as the knowledge you gain. Therefore, you will 

only be given these brief initial instructions: Start at the 

beginning. If you have any hope of success, you must fully 

understand your adversary. 

“You may be feeling overwhelmed at the newness and 

enormity of your situation. That is understandable. But 

please realize you have been assigned additional help that 

will be arriving momentarily. I have every confidence that 

the mission given to you will be successful.” 

The screen went dark. 

“Now you know as much as I do,” Davy said. He slid 

the DVD back into its case and handed it to me. 

I stared at the blank screen. Half of me just wanted to 

wake up, to return to the world of pimples, peer pressure, 

and puberty that I had grown accustomed to. But there 

could no longer be any question about the veracity of Da-

vy’s claims. I had the feeling that everything I’d ever known 

was about to change, and that I’d beg for biology textbooks 

and overweight PE teachers before the end. 

The quiet of the moment was interrupted by a knock 

on the door. Davy moved to answer it, his bulk blocking my 

view of our visitor. “You!” he thundered. 

A cheerful voice answered the greeting. “Ah, Davy. So 

good to see you.” There was the sound of sniffing. “I see 
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you still haven’t adapted well to the rules of modern hy-

giene, have you, my friend? Stand aside. Stand aside. I’ve 

an engagement to attend to.” 

“Impossible!” Davy cried out. “They couldn’t have 

sent you!” 

A fellow wearing a stringy black wig, leather pants, 

and a glittering military style jacket strutted into the room. 

A white sequined glove covered his left hand. “Ow!” he 

crowed and spun in a tight circle, ending with a flourish on 

his tiptoes. It was the worst Michael Jackson impersonation 

I’d ever seen. 

“Who are you supposed to be today?” Davy muttered 

with extreme distaste. 

The fellow flipped a black fedora over his wig and held 

the pose. “Do you not recognize the man who changed rock 

and roll for all time?” 

Davy cocked one eye skeptically. “No.” 

The man performed a dance move reminiscent of an 

old woman with a broken hip and burst into song: 

“Just beat it, beat it, beat it, beat it 

No one wants to be defeated—” 

“What in the name of Blackbeard’s boots are you go-

ing on about?” Davy bellowed. “Have you taken leave of 

your senses?” 

Elena broke in with a groan of disbelief. “You have 

538 channels and you’ve never heard of the King of Pop?” 

The young man gave Elena a beaming smile. “You 

seem to be a young lady of rare intelligence. My name is 

Amikim, but you can call me Mike.”  

He held out his hand and she shook it automatically. 

“Elena.” 

Mike turned to me. “And you must be young Davy 

Jones.” 

“Uh,” I stuttered as he pumped my hand, “actually my 

name is Taylor Davis.” 

Mike turned to Davy in confusion. “He’s the one, isn’t 
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he? The big kahuna? The VIP? The top cat?” 

I never met Michael Jackson, so I can’t testify to his 

personality, but I think he might have been appalled at 

Mike’s representation. Mike was, however, doing a killer 

performance of an idiot in a bad wig. 

“If by that you mean to ask if he is the One of Two 

Names, of course he is, you dunderhead,” Davy burst out, 

his left eye flicking ominously again. “Would he be here if 

he wasn’t?” 

A wisp of confusion crossed the fellow’s face. “I 

thought when the two names met they’d be a bit more 

recognizable.” He turned to me. “But it’s cool. We’re going 

to have a swell time together, you and I. I’ve been assigned 

to your case.” 

Davy slammed the door. “Heaven help us all!” 

I was beginning to get a horrible suspicion. “Can I ask 

how you two know each other?” 

“Davy and I have been swinging together for at least 

four hundred years.” 

Davy turned to me with a black look. “This here is the 

jackanapes that let me eat of the tree. He’s the one that 

caused all the trouble you and I are both in.” 

Oh man! I knew it. I just knew it. 

“Chill out, sailor boy,” Mike told Davy. “This is no 

time to hold grudges. I have a job to do and I intend to see it 

done.”  

“What are they thinking,” Davy lamented, “sending a 

screw-up like you out on assignment? You couldn’t even 

make it through the music program without dropping out.” 

I glanced at Mike questioningly. 

“Hey, have you ever tried out for an angel choir?” he 

asked defensively. “You think the competition in band class 

is tough…” 

Davy waggled a finger in my face. “It falls to you to be 

the brains of this operation. Don’t trust to the dunderhead’s 

judgment.” He lifted his eyes skyward. “Thank heaven the 
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lass seems to have some sense. Focus on your objective, 

watch your back, and above all, never let the sword out of 

your sight.” 

I remembered the weapon in my hands. “Won’t people 

get just a mite suspicious if I go about the countryside 

dragging this thing with me?” 

“Of course they will!” Mike declared. “That’s why I 

packed this little cherry.”  

He rummaged around in his jacket and produced a 

pink cloth cosmetic case, the kind girls carry to the bath-

room to put on lip gloss and powder their nose. He handed 

it to me. 

I looked at it suspiciously, not taking it. “What am I 

supposed to do with that?” 

“Put the sword in it.” He shook it a little, enticing me. 

“It’s, like, four inches deep,” I said, still not taking it. 

“Makes it easy to hide.” He grabbed my hand and 

forced the case into it.  

“You want me to put the sword in here?” I asked 

doubtfully, dangling the thing between my thumb and 

forefinger. It was quilted, I noticed, and covered in little red 

hearts. 

Elena was making no attempt to hide her amusement. 

“I thought we’d established that already.” 

I shrugged. “Whatever.”  

I flipped the sword over, bracing the hilt between my 

feet, and positioned the case upside down over the point. 

Then I jerked it down-ward, fully intending to slice out the 

bottom, but the top third of the sword disappeared. 

I froze in shock. Carefully, slowly, I raised the bag. 

The sword re-appeared. 

Elena smirked. “Nice trick,” she said. “What is it, 

some kind of telescoping blade?” 

Without a word, I handed the bag to her. She took it 

and shrugged, a little cockily, and pulled it over the point. 

The sword encountered no resistance. It simply vanished. 
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Elena faltered and the bag slipped from her grasp. It 

drifted effortlessly over the blade and rested on my feet, a 

few inches of sword hilt visible beneath it.  

We glanced at each other. Elena’s face had gone com-

pletely pale. I think she figured out her algebra exam really 

would be taking place without her. 
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“It’s time to weigh anchor, me hearties,” Davy re-

minded us. 

With a sigh of resignation, I nudged the makeup case 

over the rest of the hilt, tugged at the zipper, and tucked it 

under my arm. The sword weighed considerably less in a 

package. “Where to?”  

Mike took charge. “We’re off to your place first, 

Elena’s next. Just standard protocol. Parental consent and 

all that. Link up hands, then.” 

My palms instantly started to sweat. I peeked at Elena. 

She looked like she wanted to hold one of them about as 

much as she wanted to pick up dog poo. 

“Cheerio,” Mike called with a little wave at Davy. 

My stomach suddenly rose up into my throat. Once 

again I was tumbling through blackness. I clung to Elena’s 

fingers like they were the only lifeline tethering me to the 

earth. She jerked away as soon as we landed in the street 

outside my home and wiped her hand on her jeans. My 

stomach was revolting too much to take offense. I felt like 

I’d spent the day in heavy seas after eating a whole case of 

bad fish. “Do we always have to travel like that? My lunch 

is about to file for divorce.” 
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“Aside from the beach, that’s the only way in and out 

of Davy’s place. It’s called rippling. Sort of a space-warping 

technique. You can choose your next ride, but right now 

you have to tell your folks you’re taking a leave of absence.” 

Mike looked absolutely ridiculous standing outside my 

front door. As much as I didn’t want to face my mom, I 

wanted the neighbors to see me with Mike even less. But my 

mind was as blank as a newly painted wall. “Any sugges-

tions?” 

Elena had regained her composure. “Just tell them you 

joined a traveling hockey team,” she suggested. Then she 

smirked. “Or would something requiring that much coordi-

nation give it away?” 

I narrowed my eyes. Elena was a pretty girl. Most guys 

would give her a second, even a third look—until she 

opened her mouth and revealed that sparkling personality of 

hers. “Do they even have hockey at the equator?”  

She gave a haughty little shrug. “Or you could tell her 

the truth.” 

“Sure,” I drawled, “I’ll tell her I’m off to see the Seven 

Wonders of the World with an angel and some girl I just 

met. Oh, and by the way, there’s this semi-dead guy who’s 

trying to kill us, and our only defense is a malfunctioning 

sword.” 

I reflected on that a moment. “You know, that just 

might work. Mom’s come up with crazier schemes in those 

books she likes to write.” 

“Excellent!” Mike exclaimed. He treated us to a dance 

move that I suspect was his version of the moonwalk. It 

looked more like he was trying to extract his feet from 

quicksand. 

“What about your dad?” Elena asked with an irritated 

glance at Mike. 

I curled my lip in disgust. “Dad’s been so busy pouring 

his life in-to this godforsaken island that I should have 

several weeks before he notices I’ve gone missing.” 
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She tapped her toe on the pavement. “I hope it doesn’t 

take you that long to get this over with.”  

I screwed up my courage, marched across the street, 

and entered. “Mom?” 

“In my office, honey.” 

I found her typing furiously on her laptop. Mike and 

Elena followed me inside. “Mom, I have to go away for a 

little while. I’m uh, working on an extra-curricular assign-

ment.” 

“Oh? What is it?” Her fingers never slowed. 

“Well…it’s, uh…sort of a play I’m writing. See, there’s 

this pirate who guards the Tree of Life—it’s hidden some-

where here in the Caribbean, you see—only his sword went 

dark. So he’s defenseless if anyone tries to destroy it. And if 

that happens, the whole entire world will end. So, well, I’m 

on a mission to help relight it.” 

I’d been half counting on Mom’s distraction to get me 

through, but somewhere around the Caribbean, she had 

grown still. I thought all was lost. “You know,” she said 

after a moment’s pause, “that’s not half bad. But you’re 

lacking a villain. A good plot should always contain a 

villain.” 

“Oh, there is one,” I assured her.  

“Taylor,” she beamed up at me, “I’m thrilled to see 

you developing your dramatic abilities. You have my full 

support. See your story through to completion, then you 

must let me know how it ends.” With that she started typing 

furiously at her project again. 

My shock left me as immobile as a mannequin. I didn’t 

know if she was joking or if Mike had worked some kind of 

enchantment on her. Either way, I hoped she didn’t decide 

to hold supper for me. “Er, okay then.” 

Five minutes later we were back on the sidewalk, me 

sporting a small backpack with my iPod, a hoodie, and a 

change of socks. 

“Elena, you’re next,” Mike said. 
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“We’re taking a cab this time,” she asserted. I nodded 

my head vigorously in agreement. 

A few minutes later we were pulling up outside the 

hugest estate I’d ever seen. It was really a whole gated 

compound with servants’ quarters, stables, athletic facilities, 

and a house roughly the size of the Roman Coliseum. I was 

completely floored. “You live there?” 

She sighed and nodded. “Come on. Let’s get this over 

with.”  

Mike instructed the cabbie to wait, and the three of us 

approached the gate.  

“Good afternoon, Rodriguez,” Elena spoke into the in-

tercom. 

“Miss Elena, we’ve been expecting you,” came the tin-

ny answer. 

“What does that mean?” I asked. She shrugged, and so 

did Mike. The hair rose on my neck. I’d had enough sur-

prises for one day. 

At the door to the main house we were met by a sandy-

haired fellow dressed in khaki Dockers and a Polo shirt and 

surrounded by piles of luggage. His fair complexion stood 

out among the dark-skinned islanders. So did his physique. 

He looked like he had swallowed the Incredible Hulk. 

“Ranofur!” Elena exclaimed. “What’s going on? Why 

aren’t you in uniform?” 

The giant gazed at her serenely. “You are planning a 

journey, are you not?” 

“Well, yes, I am, but—” she spluttered. 

“All is arranged. I will be accompanying you. That is 

your cab?” 

“Yes, but how—?” 

“We will discuss that later. Manuel, Diego,” he called 

to two servants who were loitering nearby. “Carry Miss 

Elena’s things to her cab.” 

While they were engaged, the four of us stood in an 

awkward circle. Elena made introductions. “Taylor, Mike, 
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this is Ranofur, my father’s head of security.” 

Mike and Ranofur exchanged a brief nod. I just stared 

at the new-comer, gaping at pipes the size of my grand-

mother’s pickle crock.  

Within minutes, the four of us—me, Elena, Mike, and 

Super-man—were piled into the back seat of the cab. There 

were bags over-flowing the trunk, bags tied on top, even a 

suitcase sitting in the front seat. The driver, a chocolate-

colored fellow with dreadlocks down to his waist and a 

nametag that read “Chico,” was more than happy to oblige. 

He’d seen Elena’s estate as clearly as I had. The dollar signs 

were reflecting in his sunglasses.  

“Where to?” Chico asked. 

I looked at Mike, Mike looked at Ranofur, Ranofur 

looked at Elena, Elena looked at me. If no one else was 

going to take the plunge, I figured I better. “The airport?” 

Chico started the car. 

“Wait a second,” Elena protested. “Are you crazy? We 

don’t even know what we’re looking for. We can’t just hop 

on a plane and hope we find it wherever we land. If I’m 

being forced to take part in this, we are going to have a 

plan.” 

“You could have mentioned that during the awkward 

pause a moment ago,” I pointed out. 

“I could have, but I thought this mission had a leader.” 

I cringed. “Okay, okay. The floor is open to sugges-

tions. Any-one?” 

I looked at Mike, Mike looked at Ranofur, Ranofur 

looked at— 

“Oh, for crying out loud,” Elena exploded. “The video 

instructed us to start at the beginning. We have to figure out 

what that means.” 

I screwed up my face. “Creation?”  

“And just how are we going to get there?” 

Valid question. 

She narrowed her eyelids thoughtfully. “Actually, you 
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may have a point. Civilization began in the Fertile Crescent. 

The Tigris and Euphrates Rivers. Maybe that would give us 

a place to start.” 

I clapped my hands together. “All right, then. The 

Middle East it is.” 

The cabbie put the car in gear. 

Elena sighed. “Can we get a little more specific? The 

Middle East is huge. We need to choose a city with librar-

ies, universities, museums and such.” 

“Baghdad?” I asked with some reluctance. It was the 

only one I could think of without Google Maps, and even I 

knew from watching the evening news that it wasn’t an in-

demand vacation destination. 

Ranofur cleared his throat politely. “Might I suggest 

you start with your adversary? Knowing what you’re up 

against is one of the first rules of combat.” 

“Of course!” Elena burst out. She was thinking now. 

“We need to locate his beginnings, the town he was born in. 

Mike, do you have any of that information?” 

The angel shook his head. 

“Davy would know,” I put in. “He sailed with him for 

years.” 

“Good thinking,” Elena agreed. “We need to get back 

to the sink-hole as quickly as possible.”  

Mike disagreed with a shake of his head, to the great 

relief of my stomach. “No can do. Skyping is the only way 

to go.” He pulled a laptop out of nowhere and laid it on his 

knees. “All we need is an internet connection and we’re all 

set to do a little investigative work.” 

“Perfect. Where’s the nearest coffee shop?” 

We all looked out the window and suddenly realized 

someone should have been keeping tabs on our surround-

ings. While we’d been discussing our options, Chico had 

taken us into a seamy part of town. We were at the docks. 

Dank, fishy-smelling air wafted in the open windows. Huge, 

rundown warehouses blocked the sun. 
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“This is just a hunch,” I guessed, “but I don’t think this 

is the way to the airport.” 

“It’s not,” Elena whispered. 

Then something happened that I didn’t believe even as 

I watched it take place. Chico’s dreadlocks began to writhe. 

They solidified into tentacles of leathery skin that crawled 

up the back of the driver’s seat and groped for our faces. The 

cabbie’s beautiful chocolate coloring faded into the disgust-

ing bluish green of a nasty bruise. Milky yellow eyes glared 

maliciously at us in the rearview mirror. With a screech of 

brakes and a hideous roar, the monster lunged into the 

backseat.  

“A Swaug!” Mike screamed. He and Ranofur bailed 

out the doors with Elena and I right behind them.  

The monster made slurping, hissing noises as it slith-

ered out of the car. Its face had elongated, its human fea-

tures swelling into a rubbery snout with an impossibly 

bulbous nose. Arms and legs had morphed into long, snaky 

appendages, each topped with two feathery, ropelike fingers 

that were delicately ripping the rear passenger-side door off 

its hinges.  

“The sword! The sword!” Mike was shouting at me. 

“Where is it?” 

The Swaug lunged at me, fangs snapping shut only 

inches from my face. 

I leaped backwards. My hands patted my pockets in-

stinctively. The sword wasn’t there, of course. “In the 

makeup bag!” I shouted. 

“And where is that?”  

“In the backseat of the cab!” 

Mike clutched his head in his hands. “You put it 

down?” 

I remembered Davy’s warning then and shrugged help-

lessly. “So what do we do now?” 

Ranofur had been following this exchange closely. 

Now he took charge. “I’ll distract it. You get the sword.” 
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The security guard threw himself at the Swaug, a silver 

mace appearing in his fist with a magician’s sleight of hand. 

The Swaug roared and deftly dodged the glittering spikes. 

Ranofur swung again. The monster ducked and counterat-

tacked, slicing the air with a whiplike motion of its arm. I 

watched, entranced. Theirs was a vicious dance, performed 

at lightning speed.  

“Get the sword!” Ranofur reminded me. 

I jerked into motion, but the Swaug anticipated every 

move. Just as I reached the still-intact driver’s side, I felt a 

burning pain grip my ankle. The feathery fingers had en-

twined my left foot and jerked me into the air. “Ranofur, 

help!” 

Dangling seven feet above the pavement, I watched—

upside-down—as Ranofur moved in to attack the arm 

holding me captive. A powerful swipe of the mace took the 

appendage clean off. I was flung onto the roof of the car and 

quickly scrambled inside.  

There was the pink case! It sat in the seat on the far 

side of the vehicle. I lunged, but just as my fingers closed 

around it, the car jerked beneath me. I was pitched onto the 

floor. With a groan of twisting metal, the car began to 

crumple around me. 

“Ranofur!” 

“Get out of there, kid!” the guard screamed. 

A glance out the gaping hole where the door had been 

showed Ranofur struggling to free himself from a tentacle 

arm that wrapped around him tighter than a boa constrictor. 

His arms were pinned to his sides; the mace hung limply 

from one hand.  

“Mike!” I screamed. “Elena! We could use some back-

up!” 

The car shuddered again, shrieking like a thousand un-

oiled hinges. My foot was crushed under the front passenger 

seat as it merged with the floor. I was trapped! 

“Taylor, throw me the sword!” 
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It was Elena. 

“Where’ve you been?” 

“Never mind. Just throw me the case.” 

I reached for it, stretching as far as I could, but the 

twisting of the car had torn the back seat away from the 

trunk. The case had fallen among Elena’s luggage. 

“I—can’t—reach—it!”  

Elena dove for the open car door, but the creature 

swatted her away as if she was no more troublesome than a 

mosquito. She sailed into a nearby wall and lay still. 

Then the car began sliding toward the waterfront. The 

tires squealed in protest. The frame shuddered and crum-

pled around me more tightly. 

“Taylor, get out of there!” Ranofur screamed again. 

“The Swaug is trying to drown you!” 

Only I would trap myself in a doomed automobile. 

With my free foot, I began pounding away at the seat 

binding my ankle. It wouldn’t budge. “Mike!” I screamed 

again. 

The car slid onward. I could see the water now. The 

road ended at a massive steel dock. The channel beside it 

probably accommodated ships with a twenty-foot draft—far 

too deep for me to keep my nose above water. The crea-

ture’s ropy arms groped forward, twisting around trees, 

drains, pipes, whatever it could use to drag itself and the cab 

relentlessly toward the depths. 

I left off kicking and twisted my body so my back was 

braced against the crumpled rear seat. With all my might, I 

strained against the metal holding my foot.  

The car was on the dock now. The water was turquoise 

and so clear that I could see a school of fish swimming near 

the bottom.  

“Taylor, throw me the sword!” 

Elena was back with a bump on her head the size of a 

Mississippi bullfrog. With one last supreme effort, I 

wrenched the seat off my ankle and fished for the makeup 
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case in the trunk. The front tires were over the water. The 

car’s underbelly shrieked as it grated against the steel of the 

dock. 

“I got it!” I screamed. 

Just as the car plunged into the ocean, I flicked the case 

out the door to Elena. The next moment, green seawater 

closed over my head… 

 

 

 

Quick! Grab the next episode! 
 

(Flip the page for a sneak peek.) 

 

Kindle | Paperback 
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Continue the story in Episode 2… 

 

 

“Get in the car!” Mike screamed. 
 
We had learned to obey that tone of voice promptly. Elena 
tossed her bag in the trunk and dove in after it. I launched 
myself into the passenger seat. Only it wasn’t the passenger 
seat.  
 
“Go! Go! Go!” Mike screamed, slamming himself in the 
side of the car that should have had the steering wheel. 

 
I had driven a car exactly once in my life. I’d been six years 
old and sitting on my dad’s lap. But when that oversized 
vulture rocketed out of the heavens on a missile path toward 
our windshield, I didn’t hesitate. Cramming the car into 
gear, I shot out onto the concourse. 

 
Follow Taylor as his quest for Findul’s forge carries him to Eng-

land and plenty of new predicaments… 


