
As I got closer, the light got brighter, until I couldn’t look directly at it. It was like staring into 
the sun. In a few minutes of walking I had gone from pure darkness to intense brightness. Then I felt 
another wall in front of me. Again, I put my hand to it and this time there came to me a blinding light—
so powerful that I felt my eyes burning—and a voice. A dark, ominous voice, deeper than anything I have 
ever heard.

“I am needed again.”

	 A brilliant radiance enveloped me as the mysterious voice spoke to me. It was a kind of light that 
could pierce the back of my head and burn my retinas. Forget looking at the sun, this was standing 
inside it. A strange sensation shot through my body, like I was being electrocuted. Bolts of lightning 
struck me from the white around. I was being hit with billions of volts, but it didn’t hurt, at least 
in the sense that it didn’t kill me. The intense glow around me seared my skin and even seemed to 
penetrate inside me and illuminate everywhere – there was no shadow or darkness where I was. It wasn’t 
painful; it just felt really hot. A fiery feeling traveled into my body, into my core.

“Soon, the army of the Dark Legion will come to consume all that you know,” said the voice. 

I saw a humanoid figure with deep crimson skin and wearing what looked like a suit of armor; 
plates of a dark grey metal covered in black rust hung from thick chains around his shoulders. 
Underneath was a large, muscular body. Two bone-white horns curved almost gracefully from the top 
of his head, out of his long, black hair. A colossal sword, so great no human could pick it up, much 
less wield it effectively, was at his side.  A skull like that of a horse decorated the sword hilt and 
glowing symbols ran down the blade. He was sitting in an immense chair made of dark stone, like a king 
on his throne. A pile of skulls of creatures I couldn’t recognize sat at his feet. He stared right at me 
with eyes that glowed red, a wicked smirk on his face. In his left hand sat a vaguely human skull with 
long pointed teeth and three eye sockets.

Light burned through the vision like film melting on a projector. I was back to floating in a void 
of white. Then all these sensations came to an abrupt end. My eyes opened to another blinding light, 
but as my eyes adjusted I realized it was a just a LED bulb in front of me. I could see the reflector 
around it, the steel behind it, then the parallel metal ribs that indicated a ceiling of a spaceship. It felt 
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as if every part of me had been scalded, even inside of me, presumably due to heating from the 
light. Super bright light can penetrate skin, so I assume that’s what happened. Looking at my skin, 
I found that there was no visible damage done. I moved my gaze around and saw the sterile white 
environment of the medical bay of my ship, the Ultimate. My grappling gun and other gear were sitting 
in a pile in the corner. The steady beeping of various monitors hooked up to me indicated that I was 
medically fine.

“Oh, he’s awake.”
	 I recognized instantly the voice of my first mate, Derek, who was sitting by my bedside. He served 
with me in Squad 435 back in the Great War as an enlisted solider. After getting separated at the 
battle of Jagged Mountain–the same battle where I got my leg blown off – we met up again at the Naval 
Academy a few years later. Of course, he got out of the war un-injured.
	 “How are you, sir?”
	 “Yeah, I’m fine. I’ve never felt better in my life.”

That was true. The burning feeling had faded away and now every part of me felt stronger, as if I 
had been working out for a long time. My experience seemed to have invigorated me.

“What happened?” I asked him.
	 He shrugged. “Hell if I know. I thought you could use some backup and I found you flat on your 
back on the top of that cube-like structure you were exploring. It was hard to carry you without 
slipping on the surface there.”
	 “Yeah, I had trouble too. How long have I been here in the ship?”
	 “A few hours. You were knocked out cold. In fact, for a while we thought you were dead. Your 
brain activity was erratic, as if you were dreaming, but your heart wasn’t beating and you weren’t 
breathing. You only started to come back a few minutes ago. You’re lucky to be alive.”

Dreaming? So all that was just a dream? It couldn’t be; it was too vivid, too lucid for any dream. 
I couldn’t have imagined the evil figure I saw. Not to mention that I had essentially been dead. No 
dream could do that to someone. Disbelief ran through me. It’s impossible that I could still have brain 
function after no heartbeat for so long. It didn’t add up. Something had to be wrong. I trusted Derek, 
but medical scanners could be wrong.

“You sure it wasn’t just an error in the scanner? I mean, I feel great.” 
“No, I took your pulse by hand, nothing. You were dead.”
“There’s something missing here.” my thought trailed off, replaced by a new one. “Where are we 
now?” I’ll have time to ponder the whole ‘being alive while dead’ thing later.

	 “Still in orbit. We didn’t want to leave without your permission.”
I tilted my head to the right and saw through a window out into space the small, gray, cratered 

planet and the black monolithic cube on which my body had apparently died.



	 “Don’t go running off yet,” Derek advised me. 
He put his hand on my shoulder as I sat up in my bed and began to take off the sensors that were 

monitoring my body.
	 “I’m fine. Just let me go to my room. I need some time to think.” I brushed his hand off of my 
shoulder.

I put my robotic hand to the door to my room, which was in the top of the ship near the bridge, 
opening the lock with a wireless chip built into my palm. The large piece of metal slid aside silently on 
its magnetic tracks. Inside, my room was that of a captain. It was the size of a small hotel room, yet it’s 
been my home for numerous years now. It was cozy, a little messy, and full of old relics from Earth. 
Warm incandescent lighting (as opposed to the bright LEDs common now) and wood paneling on the 
walls made it an inviting place. A tower computer was my prize possession, as personal computers are 
rare and even those are entirely contained inside the flat display. I wanted to find a CRT monitor, but 
those were antique back on Earth and one wouldn’t have fit on my desk anyway.

Sitting down at my desk in an old chair I had recovered from one of the original ships that 
escaped from Earth, I put my head in my hands and took a big sigh. Shock, disbelief and confusion 
reigned over my mind. What could keep someone’s brain alive when his heart stops beating? Well, 
there are artificial hearts. But even those would create blood-flow and thus a pulse. No pulse, no 
circulation, no oxygen, no brain. It’s that simple. I wasn’t a doctor, but I did know my fair share of 
anatomy from the classes at the Academy and my own experience. There is no possible way; it couldn’t 
happen. Yet it did, so there must be a way. I’m just not thinking of it. It seemed outside the laws of 
science. What if it was? Magic doesn’t exist; so it must be some sort of super-advanced technology. 
Humans don’t have that capability, so did some alien race keep me alive? Was it the same race that 
built the Cube? And what about my vision? A hallucination? The product of an oxygen deprived brain? 
Possibly.

My mind wandered from why I saw to what I saw. Who was that man-creature in the vision? And what 
does he have to do with me? “A dark legion” is what the voice said. Ok, let’s assume that exists. Then is 
he part of this army? And again, why should I care?

“Will, you should care because you are the only being who can stop the ultimate evil. You are the 
universe’s only hope,” replied a shadowy deep voice, the same voice I heard in the Cube.




