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Pythrogalow glided through the sky, catching the warm air current with his crystal clear wings. Sunrays gleamed off of his silver smooth mask. He shook his head sorely. He would never forget what had happened. As he flew toward Rythrong Palace, Pythrogalow had no idea that he would be later sent on a quest beyond the boundaries of Rythrong Palace. 

Pythroglow was a farrow, a crossbreed of a sky serpent (flying blue serpent) and an ice dragon (crystal dragon). Farrows were sky blue to camouflage in flight. They were warm-blooded creatures (mammals). They had only two forelegs with a sharp, slate tail blade at the end of their tails. Pythrogalow, however, was special. He, like some others, had a protective crest shield (metal facemask) on his face. A few years ago, he was captured by Dark Scythe the Phantom. Although he managed to escape, some deep, non-life threatening scars were left upon his face. His scars stung when they were exposed to cold air. Hence, he wore the crest shield to prevent that. 

As he flew toward his home, Byhawk, his friend, and Pyromania, his protector, appeared beside him. Byhawk was a phoenix - a golden, magical bird with silver talons and head, that lived in Enchanted Forest. She was also the queen of the forest. Pyromania was Pythrogalow’s protector; a black or red ball shaped thing with eyes, wings, and a mouth. Protectors were rare among creatures. They came in a rare cost: the creature sometimes had difficulties to do things by itself and needed assistance from others. In rare occasions, they were given as a reward for bravery and courage shown.

The trio had been playing out in the clouds all afternoon when they decided to take a rest and went to Pythrogalow’s house for some refreshments. As they approached the house, they saw a royal message (gold and red glowing envelope usually from the king or queen) resting at the doorsteps.

“The king probably wants us,” Byhawk said. “But what for?”

“Who knows. Maybe we will be going on another journey,” Pyromania spoke in a calm voice, though it was visible that he was slightly trembling. “But only maybe,” he reassured himself.

“Well, either way, we need to go to see King Rythrong,” Pythrogalow reminded. “The last one there, is a fat, old fang-rattle!”

And with that, the three friends sped off toward the palace where an unexpected task was waiting for them.

(
When they reached King Rythrong’s throne, they saw a mixture of seriousness and worrieness on his face. Pythrogalow was Rythrong’s son, but he preferred to live outside the palace with his friends. King Rythrong had allowed him to do so.

Although he looked serious and worried, King Rythrong spoke in a calm tone of voice, “Pythrogalow, oh Pythrogalow.” He sighed.

“What is it, father?” Pythrogalow asked.

“You have been a good farrow by my side. But once again, you are destined to leave on a quest in search of the Pearl of Truth. It is written on the Ancient Wall in the main hall,” he said.

“It is real!” Pyromania gasped. “It’s actually real! There is such thing as the Pearl of Truth!”

“Unfortunately, I cannot assist you throughout this journey for I am needed here. You may choose a company to assist you. I will give you a map of the land so you won’t get lost, though I don’t know the trait, nor where is the pearl. You have to discover those by yourself. However, I do believe that the peal is somewhere in the south,” King Rythrong said. He smiled as he saw the three friends exchange quick winks with each other.

Byhawk spoke for them all: “We have already chosen our company, my lord. But may we bring other equipment?”

“As you wish. If you need anything else, just ask me,” King Rythrong smiled again. “And fare well. May luck be with you.”

(
The three friends started to gather up every thing that they thought they would need for the journey: the map, a compass, six blankets (three spares), a big sheet of cloth, and some fresh water (fresh water had all the nutrition needed at the time and was the main source of energy). Pyromania had also equipped himself with a slingshot, complete with a little leather bag to hold the rocks or pebbles. Pythrogalow sharpened his tail blade, while Byhawk filed her claws and beak.

After they got everything organized, they stood in front of the palace’s entrance. They turned around, waved one last good-bye to their friends and families, and started to travel in a south. Their journey had begun!

(
As they traveled south, dusk began to take over. They found a little clearing within the forest they were passing through, and decided to take a rest. The weary travelers set up a tent using a large branch of a nearby oak tree, and the large sheet of cloth. They took turns taking a sip from the supply of fresh water. Without a notice, they fell right asleep. If only they had only stayed up a bit longer, they would have seen distant figures in the sky, flying toward the nearby lake.

(

The next morning, the travelers woke up with a start. They decided to explore the surrounding area and found a lake just right outside the forest.

“Let’s set up a proper camp and then explore the lake area,” Pythrogalow suggested.

“Why? It seems peaceful to me,” Byhawk shrugged.

“I don’t know about you guys, but I have a feeling that we’re not alone,” Pythrogalow whispered.

“You’re just homesick,” teased Pyromania.

“I don’t know. I kind of sense it too,” agreed Byhawk.

“Either way, we need to be careful and cautious. Keep our eyes open for anything suspicious,” Pythrogalow warned the other two.

“Then, what are we waiting for. Let’s get started. Byhawk and I will set up a proper camp, while you explore the area,” Pyromania said.

Byhawk and Pyromania started to take down the old camp and build a better one. Meanwhile, Pythrogalow went exploring the lake. It began to turn dark. He was on his own for now.

Pythrogalow circled above the cool, evening water. From a far distance, he heard the chirping of birds and gentle splashes of the ripples. Leaves and twigs floated on the water, and swans swam past him. Fishes passed beneath Pythrogalow’s shadow and he saw occasional turtle-heads popping out of the water for some fresh air. Suddenly, all became quiet and the birds stopped chirping.

Something was not right! He looked across the lake where there were trees and bushes, and saw a thin stream of smoke rising into the air. Pythrogalow squinted at the scene and saw the outlines of figures huddling around a bonfire. Cautiously, he came closer to investigate and hid behind a large bush. He peered from behind the bush.

A horde of about twenty griffens camped and stationed around an open fire. A griffen was a crossbreed of a gold-eagle (golden-headed bald eagle), and a master-horse (ancestor of the quarter horse with a long lion tail). Then something else caught his eyes. It was a young hythrogriff tied to a pole, near the open fire. A hythrogriff was a crossbreed of a sabre-toothed tiger (long-toothed tiger, ancestor of the African tiger), an ice-hawk (legendary frozen snow hawk), and a vapor flytrap (miniature species of the Venus flytrap) as a tail.

Griffens and hythrogriffs were eternal enemies, who have fought against each other throughout centuries, way back in history. The young hythrogriff seemed to be trapped and was held as a captive. He was struggling to get free. Pythrogalow could feel the little one’s fear and decided to help. Silently, he slipped away and headed for camp.

(
Back at the new camp, Byhawk and Pyromania were putting in their finishing touches when Pythrogalow came back. He looked really excited and serious.

“Where have you been?” the two asked him.

“I was just looking around the lake area when I spotted a bonfire. I went to investigate and saw a horde of griffens with a young hythrogriff captive. He was too small to defend himself. I have decided to help him. I came back to ask you people for assistance. I know you two wouldn’t want to miss a laugh or a fight,” Pythrogalow related. “All we need is a plan.”

“I’ve got a good one that might work,” Pyromania said. They huddled around him and listened as Pyromania explained the plan that had formed in his head.

(
At the griffen camp, the horde had no idea of the ambush. They were chattering around when a masked farrow appeared from the bushes.

“What do you want?” asked a large griffen, who seemed to be their leader.

“I come to meet your death. I haunt your dreams and I am the Night Farrow,” the mask farrow spoke in a hoarse tone of voice.

Some of the griffens took a few steps back, but was stopped by a glare from their leader.

“You ain’t going anywhere,” the leader shouted. “You can't even hurt a fly!”

“Yah? Then how about this?” Within a few seconds, a griffen laid in front of him, not moving, most likely dead.

The leader stood in disbelief. But he quickly recovered and said, “Ha! That’s just the old sleep-powder trick using a bag of sleep-powder. The griffen over there is just asleep! Now you’re in for it!”

Within a few seconds, the griffens surrounded Pythrogalow.

Meanwhile, two familiar figures slipped into the area unnoticed. Quietly, they released the trapped hythrogriff and fled. Pythrogalow, who was unmistakably the masked farrow, saw this and quickly escaped with them in a flash, leaving a whole horde of confused griffens.

(
Back at the traveler’s camp, they started to introduce each other.

“Okay now. What’s your name, little fellow?” Byhawk teased. “And what happened to you?”

“I be called Beadwood. Me and me friend were just playing when dee wotten old gwiffens attacked us. Dey escaped but me get captured. Now me wanna go home!” sobbed Beadwood (he was so young that he spoke babyish language).

“Don’t worry, Beadwood. We’ll bring you back home. Oh, and by the way, my name is Pythrogalow. My phoenix friend here is Byhawk, and Pyromania is my protector,” Pythrogalow introduced.

“Pythrogalow, Byhawk, Pyromania,” Beadwood repeated to himself.

“We’d better travel tomorrow, when we have a chance. Meanwhile, we deserve to get a good rest,” Pyromania complimented. And with that, the company flung themselves onto the cool grass, pulled on a blanket each, and fell right to sleep.

(
Pythrogalow was the first to awake. He had a strange dream about two phoenixes, two hythrogriffs, a protector, and a farrow just like him holding a map in his hand… the map! Silently, Pythrogalow scurried up. He found Beadwood and woke him up. He pulled out the map that his father gave him at the beginning of the journey.

Pointing to the lake and forest beside it at the centre-left side of the map, he whispered,  “Beadwood, do you recognize these two landforms here on the map?”

Beadwood nodded and said, “Me think dat dis be dee lake beside us, and dat be dee fowest where we are.” He pointed to the lake on the map, and then pointed to the forest beside it. “Me heard dat dee fowest be Pine Fowest and dee lake be Lake Rwage from dee gwiffens. Dee fowest to dee right be Dark Fowest.”

“Thank you Beadwood. Now we know where we are, and where we’re going next,” Pythrogalow said to Beadwood.

Quickly, Pythrogalow awoke the rest of the company. When they were apparently fully awaken, Pythrogalow explained their next move. “Here we are,” he pointed to Pine Forest. “We are camping in what Beadwood said as Pine Forest. Beside us is the lake called Lake Rage. We will be travelling east to Dark Forest, where we will plan our next move. As you can see, we are travelling from landform to landform, so we can keep track of where we are. We can find our direction using our compass.” As he talked, he made hand gestures in the air.

“What are we waiting for? Let’s get started,” Byhawk spoke out loudly.

“Why are you so excited all of the sudden?” Pyromania asked.

“I don’t know, I just have a feeling that I’ll meet someone… a phoenix perhaps… that seems familiar,” she said. “ But then again, that’s only a thought.”

(
The rest of the day went as usual. They chatted while walking. They flew a little on the way. Then they rested and drank some water. However, during the period of twilight, something happened.

The weary travelers were taking a break when they were disturbed by the shuffling of feet. They were surrounded by a whole troupe of phoenixes!

“This is Captain Redtail speaking for his majesty, King Byeagle of Dark Forest. You are trespassing in phoenix territory. Drop down your weapons. Surrender or prepare to be slain. We have a whole troupe of strong, well accurate archers and sling shooters. Surrounding you are the powerful fighters. There is no way to escape!” The leader’s voice was deafening.

Byhawk took a step forward towards the captain. “My name is Byhawk, queen of Enchanted Forest. I wish to talk to your king privately,” she said.

Redtail was about to refuse when King Byeagle, wearing a royal robe with a phoenix symbol on it, stepped out in front of him. “Let me talk to her. Meanwhile, keep the prisoner safe, but trapped in a cage. Give them some water as well,” he said.

“As you wish,” Redtail replied and bowed.

Byhawk followed Byeagle into a room. All around her was walls of gold, decorated with silver picture and jewels. She was stuck in awe when the king spoke.

“Like it?” Byeagle encountered.

Byhawk could only nod.

Byeagle sighed. “Anyways, back to business. What brings you here, and why?”

“We are travelling in search of the Pearl of Truth. But unfortunately we don’t even have a clue yet as to where it is,” Byhawk explained briefly.

“Ah, so you came to me for information,” predicted the king.

“Well, not exactly,” Byhawk continued. “We never knew who you were.”

“But you’ve come to the right place. Not only have I decided to help you, I will also accompany you as a bonus,” Byeagle decided.

“Thank you very much,” Byhawk beckoned. “We’re glad to have you with us.”

(
The next day, the decision was well known among the phoenixes. The travelers got a new supply of fresh water and received hospitality. Then they waved good-bye, and started travelling south as Byeagle told them.

“Why south?” Pyromania asked in curiosity.

“Because the pearl is in Dark Scythe’s Castle southwest of here. Nevertheless, there is a series of swamps in the way. We must travel around them, first going south, then west,” Byeagle answered.

“Yah! Me go homewards!” cheered Beadwood, but no one heard him.

(
At the zenith of the sun, the party decided to rest. They drank some fresh water and took a break. One by one, they fell asleep from exhaustion. They were unaware of the large net that was being flung on them. They were now trapped again.

(
Pyromania was the first one to wake-up. He found himself and the others be dragged in a net by a squad of hythrogriffs. One by one, the whole group of travelers recovered and understood the situation. They were trapped and tied together in a net. Soon after, the dragging stopped. Pythrogalow and his company looked up. The captives were then freed of the ropes and out of the net. They saw the most ferocious hythrogriff they had ever set their eyes on. 

After a while, the hythrogriff who seemed to be the king spoke out. His voice was deep and loud. “Welcome to the Unknown Cave. What brings you here, up in-” He did not got to finish his sentence when Beadwood jumped onto the hythrogriff’s back. He was the last of the five to awake.

“Papa! It’s me, Beadwood!” Beadwood said while he bounced happily up and down on his father’s back.

“Beadwood!” In a surprised voice, the king hugged his son tightly. “I thought I’d never see you again!”

“Me play with friends in dee fowest. Bad old gwiffens caught me. Den good old Pythrogalow, Pyromania, and Byhawk saved me. Byeagle den come to help,” Beadwood told his father.

The king turned to the company and said, “Thank you for saving my son from the griffens. I apologize for what happened a moment ago. I have heard about your search of the Pearl of Truth. I would be glad to help, but neither my son nor I can accompany you. Therefore, I will send you two of my most loyal and trustworthy hythrogriffs. They are Starbuck and his mate, Silverbeak. They will assist you through the journey. Don’t worry. They are trained fighters. They will fight to death if they have to. May luck with you.” But the company had already fell asleep.

(
The next day, the travelers awoke and met with Starbuck and Silverbreak. After they made introduction, the company began to travel toward Dark Scythe’s Castle. This time, instead of taking the normal route, they took a secret short cut through a ditch, which went along the swamps.

After a long while of walking and occasional gliding, the company of six halted. In front of them was a giant oak tree. The unusual thing was that a giant face was on the trunk of the tree. Then the tree spoke. Its voice was deep but soft. 

“Hello there.”

The six jumped back in fright. 

 “What, never saw a talking tree?” the tree asked. The travelers shook their heads. It sighed. “My name is the Magic Oak Tree, but call me Oak for short. I understand that you are traveling southwest to restore the Pearl of Truth.”

 “H…h…how do you know?” Pythrogalow stumbled. 

 “Oh, don’t be alerted. Old Oak knows everything. But don’t be afraid either,” Oak said calmly. “I will only tell you two things though. First, Byhawk and Byeagle are brothers and sisters, who were separated by Dark Scythe when they were attacked in the village. Byhawk was brought to Rythrong Palace’s Enchanted Forest, while Byeagle joined a gang and became the king of Dark Forest. The second news is only predictable. You are destined to win … or lose this battle between you and Dark Scythe.”

 “Thank you for the info. Can we have the honor to have you join us?” Pyromania suggested. 

 “Alas, my days are growing old and I do not have the strength. I can only stay here and wish you good luck. Now farewell my friends,” and with that, the old oak tree fell asleep.

 “We’d better move on and let this one rest,” Silverbeak said kindly. The group nodded. Then they started traveling toward the castle in view: Dark Scythe’s Castle.

(
Within a day, they reached the castle. There was only one obstacle in the way: how to get inside the castle. They racked their brains trying to think of a clever plan. Pyromania, however, seemed interested in the birds in the sky. 

 “Look at those birds flying!” he exclaimed. 

 “Can you try to concentrate more on thinking?” said Starbuck who was getting impatient. 

 “Gliding through the air…”

 “Pyromania…”

 “Getting ready to land…”

 “Pyromania…”

 “And landing swiftly on the open window sill…”

 “Pyromania!”

 “Yes,” Pyromania said. 

 “You are a genius!” Starbuck exclaimed and started to pounce from spot to spot excitedly. 

 “What is it?” Byeagle asked. 

 “I get a plan that might work,” he said. “We all can fly, right? So that means we can fly through those windows to enter the castle!”

 “It sounds risky…” Pythrogalow started, “but at least we should try it.”

The group shrugged but hesitantly accepted. Although it was a slim hope, at least it was worth a try.

(
They cautiously peeked inside of the window. Inside was a whole… horde… of… sleeping dark-ferrets and foxwolves. Dark-ferrets were ferrets with dark-coloured fur. They were excellent swimmers and sword fighters. Foxwolves, however, were neither foxes nor wolves. They were actually white pine martens who were sly and natural traitors. However, they did have some fighting skills. 

Silently, the party slipped by the dark-ferrets and foxwolves quickly. Unfortunately, when they opened the door, it creaked. Instantly, they whole horde was awaken. Voices arose in the dominion. 

“What’s happening!” 

“Get them!” 

“Ouch, my head!” 

“Move, move, move.”

“Who?”

“The intruders, you blockheads!” 

“Owwh!” 

The travelers did not need a second bidding. They dashed through the door and locked it, locking the horde in their own dominion.

 “Well done,” Silverbeak congratulated. “But it looks like a second wave is coming,” She pointed to the right. Clear enough, there was a whole new horde of dark-ferrets and foxwolves charging at them. At the very back of the crowd was their archenemy: Dark Scythe the Phantom.

(
Dark Scythe was a phantom, a ghost-like solid creature carrying a long razor-sharp scythe. He was the most feared and hated creature all across land, water, and sky. He had slayed most of his enemy and had never been defeated once.  

 “This is bad,” Pythrogalow grunted, “We will just have to keep up our hope for making it out alive.” 

(
The battle raged back and forth with the heroes fighting for their lives. Byhawk and Byeagle were fighting back to back. Starbuck and Silverbeak were doing random attacked by leaping around, enjoying themselves. Pythroglow fought alone, but did massive damage. One strike of his tail sent three dark-ferrets flying, and slain one foxwolf slain. Pyromania had to be out of danger because he had no self-defense capability. He flew around in the air, sending accurate fire slings (flaming pebbles) into the crowds, taking down one or two with it. 

Dark Scythe saw it. The tide was turning, and the fleet was decreasing hopelessly. He had to make a dash for it. He ran up the staircase up into the attic where his band of fang-rattles (poisonous snakes) awaited him. 

Pythroglow saw a glimpse of Dark Scythe as he climbed the stairs. Pythroglow followed behind carefully not to be noticed. He saw Dark Scythe entering a room at the end of the staircase. 

There in the center of the room was a whole swarm of snakes called fang-rattles. Pythroglow always thought of them as fat, slow and dumb snakes used as insults. Actually, they were slim, venomous and strong diamond snakes with extra long fangs. They all seemed to be focusing on Dark Scythe and were being charmed. 

Dark Scythe caught Pythrogalow looking at him. He sniggered and said, “See my charm power. They are under my control. Don’t worry. These ones can kill you in one shot. Ha, ha, ha, ha…” 

The fang-rattles closed on to Pythrogalow. One of them was in the striking range when a mighty blow sent it smashing into the wall. Pythroglow looked beside him and saw his friends, all with grinning faces. 

 “You could thank us later. Pyromania is helping Byeagle recover who is in critical condition,” Silverbeak said. “Meanwhile, let’s slack off some of these guys.”

They went into action. Now there were six fang-rattles against four travelers. Each member of the company fought one fang-rattle. One of the two remaining fang-rattles was confused from the charming still and did not move.

The other one sneaked upon Pythrogalow when natural instincts struck him. He jumped aside in the nick of time just before the sneaking fang-rattle was killed by the other one by accident. Then Pythrogalow’s tail blade shot forward, slaying the other one. Two down, four to go.

Starbuck was having a hard time. His fang-rattle had launched itself at him, and had buried its deadly fangs into the back of his neck. Starbuck grunted in pain, tore the serpent off of his neck, and swung it into the wall. It was instantly killed.

Byhawk fought like two phoenixes. She grabbed the tail of her fang-rattle and swung it in the air. Suddenly, she whacked it down, killing it in a flash. 

“Hole in one!” Byhawk cheered.

Silverbeak was also having some difficulties trying to get her opponent. She dodged and leaped around, avoiding the poisonous fangs. At the end, She got herself trapped in a corner. The fang-rattle stroke but, in a fast reaction, her vapor flytrap plunged forward choking the fang-rattle to death. 

(
Starbuck was poisoned. Silverbeak crouched beside him. The venom had done its job: her mate was dying. Silverbeak lied beside him, holding his paw until his death.

Meanwhile Dark Scythe was sneaking up on Pythrogalow. He got behind him and rose his scythe. He was about to strike when the last fang-rattle gained self-control, and stroke at him. Dark Scythe froze dead in his tracks. He slumbered down and his scythe slipped from his grasp. It fell right on top of the serpent, sending it to death. 

In the ditch, the old Magic Oak Tree had its last smile. Its prediction was correct. Dark Scythe was defeated! 

EPILOGUE

Extracted from the journal of Pythrogalow:








Date: VI/X/MMCXXXX

“Seasons have passed and I have become old. Byeagle has fully recovered luckily. Beadwood has finally learned how to speak properly. However, the Pearl of Truth has never been found. We held a search party and explored Dark Scythe’s Castle just a few hours ago. And like other times, we found nothing. Some say that Dark Scythe or one of his fang-rattles swallowed it. Some say that it is still hidden somewhere. Some even dared to say that the Magic Oak Tree possessed the pearl because of its intelligence. Perhaps they are just jealous. Nevertheless, I truly believe that the Pearl of Truth is not a pearl, but the heart of one another.”
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(The back page of the book)

Pythrogalow and archenemy Dark Scythe the Phantom, the most feared, hated and undefeated phantom, once swore death upon each other and that one day, they would slay each other.

(
Meanwhile, Pythrogalow and his company Byhawk and Pyromania, travels on a search for the Pearl of Truth. On the journey, they make new friends…and enemies while traveling through the land, avoiding obstacles on the way. They were destined to win…or lose the everlasting battle.

“Astonishingly good! One of the best books I ever read,”

-Michael Radov
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