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Chapter One 
 

Staring into the desktop mirror, the man lines up his fake moustache with his upper lip, “Never can be 

too cautious” thinks the man. 
Geared from head to toe in black, he sits in his black leather chair finishing the last minute touches 

before his big night on the town. 
Even though he has done similar jobs before, his nerves are bothering him more than usual.  After 

finishing his fake facial hair, he stands up and grabs a bag of bird feed. 
“I can’t believe I’m doing this job.  I mean a friend of a friend.  I must be desperate.” 
As he feeds his pet parrot, the bird says, “Archan, Archan, squawk, he’s our man, squawk.  If anyone 

can do it, Archan can, squawk!” 
“Man, I’m starting to regret teaching you that Snickers.” 
“Aw, shut up, squawk!” 
“And that too.  You know, Snickers, you don’t have to be the only non-extinct species in the house, 

right?” says Archan with a big grin. 
“I’m sorry, squawk,” says Snickers in a sad tone. 

“Sure you are.” Then Archan goes to the next birdcage, “here you go, Lady Jay.” 
After feeding her, he heads to the last remaining cage, “And I didn’t forget about you either, Petey.  If it 

wasn’t for you two being the last of your kind, I wouldn’t be feeding you two so good.” 

“What about me? Squawk!  What about me?” asks Snickers. 
“Yeah, and you too, Snickers.  You eat more than those two together.” 

“Thank you! Squawk!” 
“Yeah, yeah.  If I wasn’t hurting for money, I would never have taken a job like this.” 
Thinking back a few days prior when his friend approached him with a job, he said he had a friend who 

had an idea stolen from him and was fired as part of a cover up.  It seemed like a simple job.  The man had 

given him a detailed map of the building, along with security details, which seemed a little high-tech, but it was 

a camera corporation.  With all the information the man gave him, it would be a simple “get in, get out” job 

with great pay, and maybe this is what bothered him. 

There is no such thing as easy money.  Being a professional thief, he knew he needed to bottle up these 

emotions; a job is a job.  Archan did ponder why the man simply didn’t take legal recourse, but the man said it 

would be tough to prove without the disks and would take years in the legal system.  “Damn big business” 

thinks Archan as he looks back on their conversation. 
He sits back at his desk.  “Man, I’m sounding more and more like my old man.” And he knew in his 

heart this was his feeling too.  But if there was anything Archan inherited from his father, it would be his 

distrust for big businesses.  Archan believes that’s why it’s so hard for him to maintain a regular nine to five. 
Archan’s father rarely sets foot on civilized soil and missed most of his childhood because of this 

reason.  Archan’s mother had fallen in love with the scenery of a tropical vista during a company get-away.  

The tour guide and she had the time of their lives that weekend, and little Dallas Babukas came nine months 

later.  Once Archan’s mother passed away, he decided to look up this mysterious man of adventure who was his 

father. It took him years to track him down and ever since that day, his father tried to make amends for the 

missing years.  Just last year, his father made his first trip to the States in a decade and brought with him both 

Lady Jane and Petey, both birds believed to be extinct.  He did this because during Archan’s trip to Egypt to 

visit him, he mentioned his parrot Snickers and his love for birds and animals in general. 
On Archan’s desk, at which he’s seated, is a ring, which is father mailed to him last month.  He never 

bothered to put on the gawky jeweled thing; he just tossed it on his desk amongst the clutter. 
While he searches the desktop for his keys, he notices the ring.  He picks it up.  Feeling the need for 

some extra luck, “With the way my nerves are tonight, it couldn’t hurt.” 
He slides it on.  It’s a perfect fit.  “It’s kinda ugly, but it’s not like I’m going to a party.”  He puts on his 

cloth gloves, which are a snug fit with the ring, then looks around the room one last time.  “Well, I guess I’m 

ready.”  He then grabs his bag of thieving accessories. 



“Be careful! Squawk! Love ya! Squawk!” 
“And I shouldn’t have taught you that either.”  

He then leaves the apartment. 
  



 

Chapter Two 
 

Only dim lights illuminate the empty hallway.  A thin periscope-like device slides out of the vent on the 

ceiling.  It peers in all directions, surveying the hallway, then slides back into the vent.  The cover of the vent 

slides back slowly until it’s completely removed.  A dark figure in complete black, sporting a ski mask and 

black lensed goggles drops like a shadow, while making a barely noticeable sound.  Staying low, Archan 

surveys the hall.  Once he’s determined it’s clear and safe to proceed, he does. 
“Man, this is way too easy.  I thought being a Japanese company, they would have better security than 

this.  That’s what I get for stereotyping.” He continues down the hallway until he arrives at a door with a name 

bar titled “Katsuya Sr.” 

“So this is the room.”  He opens the door and peeks inside.  He looks around.  No cameras, no 

noticeable security devices, nothing. 
“Just like he said, ‘piece of cake’.  Now all I got to do is pick his desk lock, get the stuff and I’m outta 

here.” 

Archan heads around the desk and scoots the office chair out of the way.  He kneels down and starts to 

work on the lock.  Unnoticeable to Archan, who’s hard at work at the desk drawer, a doll sized figure creeps out 

from behind some books on the top of a high bookshelf behind the desk.  It leaps onto the ceiling fan above the 

desk and starts to lower itself by its tail.  Archan cracks the lock, “Open sesame.” 
“How about ‘Busted Criminal’?” asks the figure hanging. 

This comment startled Archan, who looks up into the darkness to find what appears to be a talking teddy 

bear.  The room’s unexpected occupant pulls the chain on the ceiling fan causing the room’s main lights to 

come on, lighting the whole room. 
Archan can’t believe his eyes, “What in the world are you?” 
Visibly upset and insulted, the hanging creature replies, “What am I? What are you? Let me tell you.  

Me, The Imperial Chee-Chee.  You? Idiot!” 
“Why you little…” says Archan until he is cut short by a man clearing his throat at the doorway.  

Archan turns his attention away from Chee-Chee to the men in the doorway.  There are two men standing side 

by side, both Japanese; one slender and younger, the other huskier and older, but both are obviously related.  

The younger of the men draws a gun and aims it at Archan.  Chee-Chee swings from the ceiling fan over to the 

doorway where the men are standing.  “No stray bullets for me, gentlemen.  Chee-Chee will pass.”  Once 

stationed between the two men, Chee-Chee looks back at Archan and sticks his tongue out, then yells, “Idiot!” 
“Enough!” says the older man.  “Caught in my office.  So, you were right, son, to suspect this.” 
“I assured you, father, I was correct” says the younger one. 
Archan is kneeled down behind the desk but in path of a clear shot from the gun. 

Katsuya Sr. says, “You’re probably wondering how you got caught, as most thieves do when they are, as 

you American’s say, ‘nabbed’.  Well, you were caught because of a not so silent alarm; well, at least not so 

silent after we almost beat the life out of him.” 
 

A third man, a black male in a well-tailored suit, throws effortlessly a bound, blindfolded and gagged 

man into the room in front of Archan.  Archan recognizes that this half-naked and less than half conscious man 

as his friend’s friend.  Archan mumbles in disbelief. 
Katsuya Sr. continues, “Don’t blame yourself.  You’re nothing but a common criminal who happened to 

be hired by the wrong person.  You should’ve come to us for employment.  The skills you used to gain access to 

the building were quite remarkable.” 
“Thanks, I guess.” 
“It’s gonna make for good watching; we got it all on tape.  Too bad you won’t be around to see it.  Can I 

kill him now father?” asks Katsuya Jr. 
“No! How many times do I have to tell you? No killing inside.  Leave’s too much of a mess.  Remember 

son, we have a team for the mess if it’s done properly.  Understand?” 
“Yes, father.” 



Katsuya Sr. motions for the black man to go attain Archan.  Realizing that he’s probably minutes from 

his death, Archan decides that his best chance of getting out of here alive is taking this approaching man 

hostage and using him as leverage or a shield at worst.  He figures it’s time to put his second-degree black belt 

to work.  As the man blocks the aim of the gun and extends his had to grab Archan, Archan delivers a thrust 

punch to the oncoming man’s throat.  Even though he used maximum force, the man is unaffected by the punch 

as if it never happened.  Archan, on the other hand, let’s out a loud scream of pain.  It feels like he broke his 

hand on this man’s neck.  The man easily takes him captive.  Katsuya Sr. asks, “Brick, why do they always try 

something like that?” 
Brick replies, “Don’t know, Mr. Katsuya.” 

“I know! ‘Cause they’re all idiots! All idiots! What am I? What are they? Idiots!” says Chee-Chee.  

Once Brick has Archan tied up, Katsuya Sr. says, “Well, I have more pressing issues.  I'll see you in the 

morning son." 
"Yes, father." 
Katsuya Sr. leaves the room. 

Chee-Chee leaps up onto the shoulder of Brick, who asks, "What now, Jin-Jun? To the roof?" 

Jin Jun Katsuya answers, “No, not yet.  I want to see his face.  I like seeing the face of a dead man."  He 

snatches the mask off his head. 
Chee-Chee yells "Idiot and ugly!  No wonder you're such a loser! Idiot! What am I?  What are you? 

Idiot!" 
Archan thinks to himself, "He's starting to sound like my stupid bird.  If I have to listen to this Chee-

Chee thing much longer, I might volunteer to throw myself off the roof." 
Jin-Jun still frustrated at what he perceived as disrespect by his father, rolls up his sleeves, "I'm tired of 

my father disrespecting me in front of others.  Even if you two don't work directly for the company, it still 

bothers me.  One day, just wait and see I'll get the respect I deserve, but right now I'm gonna let out some of my 

frustrations on your face buddy." 

Archan quietly regrets taking this job more and more by the minute.  While Katsuya beats a tied up 

Archan, Brick calls on the office phone to downstairs. 

"Yes." answers a voice on the other side. 

"Get the SDCC ready." 

"Again? It's the third time this week." 
"Get the SDCC ready,” repeats Brick. 

"Okay." then both parties hang up.  Brick turns around toward the haggard Jin-Jun and asks, "What does 

SDCC stand for?" 
"Swan Dive Cleanup Crew.  My father enjoys watching the videos of the impacts." 

Chee-Chee says, "Clever name.  I like, I like." 
Archan is almost out; his body is trying to shut itself down because the pain has become unbearable.  

Katsuya had even taken off his belt and was hitting Archan in the head and the face with the buckle end. 
Trying to catch his breath, Katsuya tells Brick to carry both men to the roof.  Chee-Chee jumps off 

Brick's shoulder to the ground and Brick effortlessly tosses each man on separate shoulders.  Archan blacks out 

as they head down the hallway toward the elevators. 
  



 

Chapter Three 
 

The cold night air brings Archan back to a slight consciousness, but he still finds it difficult to stay 

awake.  He finds himself laying on the rooftop with Chee-Chee's back to him.  Brick and Jin Jun are near the 

edge of this hundred-story building along with the other bound man.  Even with death seemingly unavoidable, 

Archan finds his mind preoccupied with trying to figure out just what exactly is Chee-Chee supposed to be.  

He's the size and build of a two-foot teddy bear but has a monkey like tail that behaves likes a cat's tail. 
Chee-Chee turns around to see Archan staring at him.  Chee-Chee's eyes are almost completely black 

and seem twice as big as they were inside the building. 
"You're dead! Since you're probably still wondering what I am, I decided to tell you what you are.  

Dead! Idiot!" 
"So our visitor is awake, huh?" says Katsuya. "Good, it's your turn." 
Archan then notices, that the other captive is nowhere to be found.  Katsuya notices him looking around 

the roof, "Oh, your employer?  He's waiting for you downstairs.  Don't worry you'll be joining him soon 

enough.  And with the impact your body will land, you two will be 'joined' pretty good."  Katsuya laughs and 

Chee-Chee joins in. 

Realizing this is the end of the road, Archan tries to muster a fight but the combination of the broken 

bones, blood loss and a bout with dizziness renders him pretty much helpless, but Brick delivers a backhand for 

good measure.  Archan can barely keep his eyes open as Brick lifts him overhead and carries him over to the 

edge of the roof where Katsuya is standing.  On Katsuya's cue he tosses Archan off the roof.  
As he falls, he thinks to himself, “at least the pain will stop on impact, especially from this height”.  

Archan zones in and out of awareness, when he manages to open his eyes he notices that his hand seems to be 

glowing.  "A white light this soon? Not exactly what I expected."  Archan closes his eyes involuntarily; he 

manages to open them once again.  Now he notices the rooftop is no longer visible but something seems to be 

approaching fast from above.  It appears to be a white dot getting bigger.  The wind and pain makes it tough to 

focus. 

Archan closes his eyes in effort to fix his vision but finds it extremely difficult to re-open them.  He 

thinks to himself, "Two white lights? Is this really happening?"  He uses his last strength to open his eyes and 

what he sees manages to scare him and unbelievably takes his mind off his certain death.  With his vision still 

blurred, he can make out wings at least 8 feet wide, fangs that look like a bear trap and a tail. "What in the 

world?!" is his last thought as he finally slips completely unconscious. 
  



 

Chapter Four 
 

It’s a nice sunny day at McLaughlin City National Park and Wildlife Reserve.  Birds are chirping, 

squirrels scrambling around and children are at play.  In the bushes, a few feet away from the main walking trail 

is a mound-like growth of grass.  It is shaped similar to a human body.  

Archan sits up suddenly emerging from the inside the grass mound.  He easily rips through the grass that 

had grown over his body like a grass blanket.  
Disoriented and confused he says, “Huh? Where am I?” 
As he rests back on his hands he realizes that his hand doesn’t hurt.  He quickly pulls his hand in front of 

his face to examine it. No signs of injury. He does a quick bodily damage check and finds no bruises, scrapes or 

pain from any part of him.  Even his fake moustache is upholding. 
“What in the world? Did I dream all that?  But it seemed so real and how’d I end up here?” 
He stands up and walks to the main path beyond the bushes. As he walks he tries to gather all of his 

memories or at least what he wonders are his memories. 

“A bird-like flying creature, a talking teddy bear thing, a rock-man, and a glowing ring? What did I 

drink last night?” 

He looks at the ring and to his dismay it’s still the ugly thing it was when his father first gave it to him.  

No glow. 
“What a night.  I must have been drugged but by who?” 

The park is only two miles from his apartment.  He had always wished he lived closer because he loved 

checking out all the animal exhibits when they first arrived.  He must’ve seen the endangered bird exhibit 

twenty plus times in the 6 months it’s been there.  Being such a short distance he decided to just walk home 

instead of busing. Also, he feels so rejuvenated as he walks he starts to ponder, “If I was drugged, shouldn’t I be 

feeling the after effects? Instead, I feel like a million bucks.  Maybe I’m still drugged.” 

Making it back to his apartment in extremely good time, he opens the door and thinks, “Man, that was 

the fastest I’ve ever walked back from the park.” 

“I’ve been worried.  Squawk.  Loser. Squawk.” 

“Not now, Snick.” Archan said as he approached Snicker’s bird cage.  He notices that the bird dish is 

nearly empty.  As a precaution, he always has tried to keep the dishes full before a job in case he was ever 

arrested.  So the birds would be okay until he made bail. 

“Wow, you little pig you.  Let me get you some more, but you got to make this last.  I don’t know what 

happened last night and my pockets are empty, so it’s probably safe to say I didn’t get paid.” 
As he passes the other two cages, he notices their dishes are almost empty also. 
“What? Did you three have a party and not invite me?” 

After he refills each dish, he sits down at his desk and starts to try to figure out what happened last night, 

if anything.  He removes the fake facial makeup and moustache.  To his surprise there’s not one scratch or 

bruise on his face.  No chipped tooth or any signs that he was almost beaten to death. 
“Who would have drugged me? And with what? When? Man, it seemed so real.”  He stares into his 

mirror perplexed. 

The message recorder on his phone beeps twice indicating he has new messages.  He reaches over and 

pushes play. 

“Beep.  This message was left May 20th at 1:05 pm. Son, this is your old man.  I was hoping that you 

were there.  You know how much I hate these infernal machines, but something fishy is going on over here, I 

just know it. It’s related to some damn capitalist corporation based in your city.  Well, at least that’s what some 

of the people over here are saying.  Anyways, you can reach me through this pansy big city tourist.  Damn 

things we got to do for money sometimes.  Anyways, call me ASAP at ....” 
Archan writes down the number.  He started to check his watch but then realized that knowing his dad, 

he could be anywhere in the world literally. 
“Well, at least I can guestimate he called within the last twenty four hours.” 

The next message starts to play, “This message was left May 23rd at 2:34pm.” 
Baffled, Archan asks himself out loud, “What’s going on?! Today is the twentieth. Isn’t it?” 



The message plays,” Son, what the hell is the hold up?  Are you mad at me or something? We don’t got 

time for all this now.  Something big is going down here.  I’ve never seen so many armed men in this part of the 

jungle, especially ones in business suits. You need to call me son.” His father repeats the number again then 

hangs up. 

“What’s happening? I couldn’t have lost three days, could I? What happened to those three days?” 
The answering machine continues, “This message was left May 24th at 11:47am.  Yo, Babukas where 

you at man? I haven’t heard from you or my friend you were supposed to work for in a few days now.  I’m 

starting to get a little worried.  Yo, call me at work.  Later.” The machine cuts off. 
“Four days? No wonder the bird food was almost completely gone.” 

He turns on the television and immediately turns it to the weather channel.  The date and temperature are 

stationary on the bottom of the screen.  May 24th and 75 degrees. 
“So, I lost four whole days.  This is too weird.  I better call pops.” 
He picks up the phone and dials the number he jotted down.  A man picks up whose voice Archan 

doesn’t recognize.  
 

“Hello?” 
“Yes, can I speak to David Babukas?” 

“Who?” 

Archan remembers that his dad doesn’t ever go by his real name.  Instead, he goes by his nickname.  He 

told Archan chicks dig it. 
“Can I speak to Rugged?” 

“Oh, sure.  Hold on.” 
A man with a raspy voice speaks on the other end, “Rugged here.” 

“Dad, it’s me.” 
“Dee? About damn time you called.  I was getting worried, you okay?” 
“I hope so.” 

“What do you mean son?” 
“Never mind, I’ll figure it out. So, what’s so important?” 

“Oh, it’s almost too late to mention, but some camera corporation came over here armed to the teeth...” 
Archan interrupts, “The Katsuya Corporation?” 

“Yes, but how did you know?” 
“It’s a very, well let’s just say, well known company.  Sorry, go ahead.” 
“Anyways.  Rumor is that they were here looking for the legendary  Shelto, a man-like creature named 

after the first person ever to see it.  Well, claimed to see it.  You know how that goes, damn wackos.  Anyways, 

this creature is said to be more beast than human but there are no photos or any real proof besides some 

footprints and a few so called eye witnesses.  I personally don’t buy any of this bull, but obviously the Katsuya 

people must have.  Also, seems that they caught something by what the local natives say.  Well, the corporation 

has closed up camp and headed back overseas anyways, I guess.” 

“And why does this concern me?” 
“Cause if they did find it and you get proof, we’d be famous.  And of course you would share some of 

the fame with your old man right?  But you can keep the fame and give me a little of the dough.  Most 

important is the prestige of making a discovery like that. And if anyone can snoop around and not get caught, it 

is you son.” 
Archan thinks that if what he vaguely remembers is true, then no he can’t. “But it can’t be true.  Where 

are the bruises? Or the information that I was supposed to retrieve?” 
Thoughts of that building and what he feels in his gut happened sends chills down his spine.  Then he 

starts to wonder if this was some kind of foretelling of events that are going to happen if he “snooped” around 

that building? Was that Chee-Chee thing the Shelto creature his dad was talking about? And what happened 

during those four missing days?” 
Being on the phone with his father made another question pop up, “And what about the ring?”  He looks 

down at it.  It’s glowing like he remembers it did when he was free falling. 
“Hello? Dee, you there?” 



“Yeah...hey dad.  What’s up with that ring you gave me?” 
“What’d you mean? It was supposed to be some kind of mystical ring but it was proven a fake. I thought 

you might like it.  I had heard that in the big city, big jewelry was in, so I gave it to you.  What, you don’t like 

it?” 

Puzzled and looking at the brightly glowing ring, “Naw, it’s not that it‘s...” 
Rugged cut him off, “That’s good, but I need to get off city boy’s phone.  I don’t wanna lose what I 

getting paid for right? Well talk to you later boy.  Love ya.” 
“Yeah. Bye Pops.” They both hung up. 
Archan is staring at the ring; it’s still glowing. “Wow, what is really going on here?” 

A deep voice startled Archan, “I am here to answer that.” 
Archan turns to find a griffin sitting in his living room.  It’s the same creature that appeared when he 

was falling. 
“My name is Cana.” 

  



 

Chapter Five 
 

Archan looks at this massive creature in his living room; it must be at least 7-8 feet long. It appears to be 

half-bird, half-feline. 
“You’re... a griffin?” asks a bewildered Archan. 

“Yes, you are correct,” answers Cana. 
“But, I thought you were a myth, a made up creature.” 
“You thought wrong.” 
“What are you doing here? Wait, did you save me from the fall?” 
“Yes.” 

“And the bruises and injuries?” 
“Let me explain. Adjust yourself, master, it will take a while to explain, hopefully not too long.” 
“Master?” asks Archan as he sits down. 
“Yes. Now, you are wearing the ring of Windloam’s Array. The wearer of that ring becomes my master. 

I am the champion of the guardian of all creatures in the air and walking the earth. Your responsibility as the 

guardian is to help prevent the destructions and abuse of creatures great and small.” 

Archan can’t believe his ears or his eyes, “Wait, wait, wait... me some kind of guardian?” 
“Yes.” 
“What if I don’t want this responsibility? I’m nobody’s hero, I’m a thief.” 

“And so was the guardian before you. Also, you are a lover of animals.” 
“How do you know that?” 

“I have become one with your thoughts and emotions, and I know you care more about the three birds in 

this room than for yourself. Have you not noticed that during our conversation I have not moved my mouth?” 
It dawns on Archan that he’s right. While Archan has been speaking with voice, Cana has been speaking 

directly to his thoughts.  
Then Archan thinks, “So, you can read my thoughts?” 

“Precisely.” 
“This is too much,” Archan gets up and goes to the window for some fresh air. 

Cana asks, “Why is this so hard to understand? Never mind, after all these years I should remember that 

humans have a tougher time than others, understanding the simple.” 

“Hey now! Put yourself in my shoes.” 
“Trust me, master, I have been. I was once human like you. That was a long time ago and a long story 

which we don’t have time for right now, cause we need to get you up to speed on your new abilities.” 
“Wait a minute, I never said I wanted to do this.” 

“But your heart does. You strive for a purpose. Stop fighting it.” 
Archan knows Cana is right, he’s been looking for a purpose. He walks back to his desk. He looks into 

the mirror and is shocked to not see the griffin in the mirror. Archan turns around immediately to find the griffin 

still in his living room. 

“So, you’re a figment of my imagination? I’m still drugged up aren’t I? That would explain a lot of 

things.” 
With a tone of disappointment and frustration Cana answers, “No. Only the bearer of the ring can 

interact with me, no one else can see, hear, or touch me. And neither can I with anyone but you. Well, there are 

a few exceptions, but I will tell you those later. We need to get your abilities honed.” 
“Why? What’s the hurry?” asks Archan. 
“The company your father talked about did capture the Shelto, and they’re bringing it back to the States 

to experiment on it.” 
“Man, I can’t avoid that company, and how do you know they caught it? 
“The Shelto told me.” 
“But I thought you couldn’t interact with anyone but me? 



“I said there are exceptions. Anyways, we need to go to the park that you woke up at. Meet me there 

soon master.” Then the griffin vanished in front of Archan’s eyes. 

He scratches his head as he tries to figure out everything and realizes that during all this excitement he 

still doesn’t know what happened to those missing days, but he knows this ring and Cana, the griffin, holds the 

answers to that question and a whole lot more. He grabs his jacket after a quick shower and change of clothes 

and heads to the park. 
  



 

Chapter Six 
 

The lush green scenery of McLaughlin City National Park and Wildlife Reserve has never seemed so 

beautiful to Archan as it does today. Maybe it’s some unknown effect of the ring or the fact that Archan by all 

rights should be dead.  No matter what the reason is, Archan enjoys it. Cars and other vehicles drive through the 

designated driving area and children are at play enjoying the last days of summer. 
Archan heads off the main path toward the area in which he woke earlier that day.  After searching to 

find the exact location and not seeing anything that seems familiar he thinks, “It all looks the same, beautiful, 

but the same.” 
“Close enough,” says the griffin. 

Archan turns around to find Cana standing in an open field close to the main path. 
“Hey, what are you doing there?! Someone might see you!” barks Archan. 
“You’re the only one who can see me, remember master?” 
“Oh yeah... wait, didn’t you say something about there being an exception or exceptions?” 

“There are certain situations, such as if I choose to reveal myself.  Certain near extinct species and the 

other can see me also.” 

“The other? What other?’ 
“There is one like you and there is one like me but they serve the land and the sea.” 
“Huh?” questions Archan. 

“Nevermind, we don’t have much time, master. The Shelto will be here soon, it’s already in flight.” 
“How do you know that?” 

“It told me. It’s a unique and extremely rare species. It’s a living oddity to this world. It was never 

meant for this world.” 
“It? Why do you keep calling it an it? That’s kinda rude for a so-called protector of nature to talk about a 

rare species.” 
“Well, master, how should I address the Shelto?” 

“Well, you could maybe give it, the Shelto, a name instead of calling the poor unfortunate creature an 

‘it’.  Or even the ‘Shelto’.  Both are too laboratory-like to me.” 

“Oh highest Zardan, you have chosen wisely.” 
“Huh?” 

“Nothing, master. What would you like to call it.....the Shelto? But after this little naming venture, 

master, we must start your training. Time is short.” 
“First, please stop calling me master.” 
“And what would you like me to call you?” Cana said with a hint of sarcasm. 

“Archan will do just fine.” 
“Yes, Archan.” 
“Thank you.  No problem.  Well, first, what gender is this creature?” 
“Both.” 

“Androgynous?” 
“Let me give you a brief description, then can we move on?” 
“Sure, once we name him...well, you know what I mean.” 

“Yes I do.  The Shelto is what man would have evolved into in a different realm.  A realm from which I 

come.  But there humans, as you know them, ceased to exist centuries ago.  In my realm creatures, well, the 

simplest way to explain without taking too long is that they evolved into the state in which humans are in your 

realm presently.  Well, without the bickering of course.” 
Trying to crack a joke, Archan says, “So, you mean like jackal comedians?” 
“No. I knew you would not be able to truly grasp the world in which I live.  Ages ago the last of the 

Shelto was sent here. Similar to how your world has set up wildlife reserves. We knew the Shelto would be 

safer here. Since it breeds internally without the need of a mate, it could repopulate here.  At the time your 



world was still very primitive.  But something went wrong, the offspring's started to develop characteristics that 

varied extremely from one generation to the next.” 

Cana paused for a moment to let some of this sink in to Archan. Then Cana continues, “Eventually the 

natives figure out how to capture some, while others died of the natural effects caused by these genetic 

imperfections.  Most of the species went into hiding and slowly became a myth.  This particular one is the last 

living one.” 
“So, are you guys responsible for Big Foot too?” 
Cana’s tone expresses his frustration, “No.  That has nothing to do with us, but you need to think and not 

speak.” 

Offended, Archan fires back, “Hey, you don’t have to be so rude.  I wouldn’t have asked if I knew the 

answer.  And aren’t we on the same team?” 
Cana, who had been speaking to Archan the whole time telepathically, tells him by the same manner, “I 

simply meant you should address me through your mind and thoughts, not your mouth because you have on-

lookers.” 

Archan looks to his side and finds that a small crowd is watching him.  To them he is standing in the 

field by himself and apparently talking to himself.  He’s embarrassed and at a loss of words. 

One of the men in the crowd asks, “You okay, buddy?” 
“Um...yeah...um just rehearsing for a play.  Yeah, the fresh air and nature’s beauty helps.” 
The people in the crowd seem to buy this excuse as they start to fan out.  With his thoughts Archan 

apologizes to Cana.  Cana accepts. 

“Are you ready to train now?” 
Archan thinks but still mouths the word. “Yes.” 

“Good, first, let’s start with something you can’t control.” 
“Huh?” 
Cana asks Archan to stretch out his hand.  When he does Cana claws him drawing blood. 

Even though he felt no pain, out of instinct Archan says “Ow...wait a minute.  That didn’t hurt.  What 

gives? I‘m bleeding, but no pain?” 

“You are not invincible or immortal, but the ring numbs all pain.  Now, touch your palm to the ground.” 

He does and when he lifts it after a few seconds there is no sign of the cut.  It’s completely healed. 

“The more serious the injury, the more time the healing process takes as it takes more out of the Earth.” 
“That would explain the missing days.” 

“Yes.  You were near-death, with multiple life-threatening injuries when I rescued you.” 
“Wow, really?” 
“Yes.  Anytime you have an injury or illness, Mother Earth will heal you.  She is the only thing 

consistent throughout the realms.” 
“Oh, I see.” 
“Now on to your ability to talk to this realm’s creatures.  Once your powers are fully mastered, you will 

have the ability to command all creatures great and small, in the air and on land.” 

“What about the sea?” 
“No. There is another” 

“Well two out of three ain’t bad.” 
The griffin gets straight to the point, “Let’s try it on that bird in the tree over there.  All you have to do is 

focus on the bird.  Go ahead.  Command it with your thoughts to have it come over to you.” 
Archan can hardly believe any of this is happening to him.  It still seems like a dream, but he figures 

he’ll give it a try.  He looks at the bird, “Bird.  Come over here.”  

The bird doesn’t move. 
Cana tells Archan to try again. 
“Bird, come here.”  

Nothing again.   
Frustrated Archan thinks, “Crap, this is not working.” 
Cana tells him, “You need to focus on that particular bird. You need to let the bird know who is the 

master.” 



Archan turns back toward the bird with a more determined focus until bird droppings landed on his 

shoulder. 

“Yuck, what in the world?” 

Cana shakes his head.  “Birds do seem to have a weird sense of humor and you did say ‘crap’ correct?  

Your command was not focused on any particular bird as you thought.  So, any bird could hear you and one 

chose to answer your command.” 
Again frustrated, Archan thinks, “I don’t get respect from birds anywhere, not at home and not out here 

either.” 
He turns back toward the original bird, “Bird! I command you to come here now!”  

The bird flies over and lands on his shoulder. 
Cana replies, “Good job but we still need to keep working.” 
Archan smiles, “Okay, what’s next?” 

  



 

Chapter Seven 
 

Inside the lead helicopter of the Katsuya Corporation’s private armada, returning home with the Shelto 

in tow, sits Brick Johnson with The Imperial Chee-Chee on his shoulder.  Both are silent, both are sporting jet 

black shades.  Sitting across from them in the sound proof compartment are Jin Jun Katsuya and Baino.  Baino 

is the second highest ranking official on the company’s board. Baino can’t seem to divert his attention from 

Chee-Chee. 
Chee-Chee notices and is about to start his usual outburst when Jin Jun breaks the silence before he can. 

“Brick Johnson, the Imperial Chee-Chee.  Do you mind if I explain to my colleague how your master The Host 

created you two very unique individuals? Mr. Baino wasn’t fortunate to be there.” 
Brick nods in acknowledgement, while Chee-Chee fumes silently. 
“Thank you, gentleman.  Well, Mr.Baino.  Brick Johnson here was paralyzed by an explosion at his 

college dorm planted by a rival competitor with an explosive temper. After a year of being a living rug, he 

decided to undergo a secret experiment conducted by The Host.  Not only was Brick able to walk again but he 

was able to harden his body to a rock-like form, therefore he became known as Brick.  Unfortunately, just to 

walk, he has to solidify some of his molecules which caused an unexpected side effect that requires him to 

undergo some kind of daily treatment, which I was not told too many details about.” 

Brick sits motionless and Chee- Chee appears restless. 
Appealing to Chee-Chee’s vanity, Katsuya continues “And now on to the Imperial Chee-Chee. The Host 

also didn’t go into too much detail about him; except for the fact that he was his personal creation built from 

scratch and that he was made from, and correct me if I’m wrong, feline, owl, monkey, flying squirrel and Koala 

bear DNA with a modified human brain.” 

Chee-Chee says nothing. 
Katsuya once again continues, “But sadly, with him being a first generation creation there was an 

unexpected side-effect.  He’s slowly going insane.” 

Chee-Chee glares over at Baino, “Yeah, so don’t piss me off, idiot!” 

Brick smiles, so does Katsuya. Baino shrugs it off, and then asks Katsuya could they speak in private 

inside the storage compartment.  They excuse themselves and go into the compartment holding the Shelto. Once 

the door is shut Baino turns to Jin-Jun and asks, “Why again are we working with those two circus side shows? 

I understand the ‘why’ but what is the real reason? You and your old man must talk at the estate.” 
“What my father and I talk about at home stays at home, but I assure you that you know all there is to 

know.  I myself, on the other hand, am the one who is usually left in the dark.” 

“Please spare me the poor me story.  We both know that once your old man is gone you’ll be running the 

whole show.” 

“That’s beside the point.  I don’t get the respect I deserve from my father or anyone in the family either.  

But that’s okay cause one day.  Well, like you said, one day I will be running the whole show.” 
The Shelto, inside the enclosed and reinforced cage, starts kicking and scratching the walls. 

Baino asks, “And, why again are we getting involved with all this DNA and genetic engineering crap 

anyways?  I would rather use a traditional ninja assassin or shogun warrior any day.” 
“I agree.  But we are entering a new day and age.  A time where genetically created warriors will 

dominate and pump fear into the hearts of people around the world.  The perfect warrior, the perfect assassin is 

right around the corner.  With the help of The Host, we will achieve it before any of the other families or 

governments around the world.” 
“You mean with the help of Dr. Frankenstein?” 
“Call him what you want but the man is brilliant...” The gleam in Katsuya’s eyes disappears, “... and 

kinda creepy.” 
“Because of some personal business I had to take care of, I never got to meet him” 
“And that’s probably good. There haven’t been many men who have the aura that puts the fear of death 

in my mind just from being around like he does.” 
“Explain.” 
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