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About Kevin Gerard  

 

While still teaching at the university, Kevin Gerard spends the 

bulk of his time writing for publication. The Conor and the 

Crossworlds series provided the main impetus for his decision to 

permanently extricate himself from formal employment.  

 

"Stepping aw ay from full -time work was the best decision I ever 

made. Writing this story has given me tremendous personal 

satisfaction, and it has shown me an avenue for expression I will 

always treasure."  

 

Kevin Gerard lives in San Diego, California, with his wife a nd four children.  He teaches 

sociology and statistics for the California State University.  When not writing or teaching, 

Mr. Gerard enjoys walking the grounds at the San Diego Zoo, golfing with his father, 

hitting the waves and his favorite pizza hangout with his brother, nieces and nephews, 

and loving his wife and kids. He also enjoys playing Halo on the internet; look for him in 

the rocket games as Drazian, the destroyer in the first Conor and the Crossworlds 

adventure, Breaking the Barrier.  

 

Conor and the Crossworlds ð Young Adult Fantasy Series  

About Conor Jameson  

Conor Jameson lives in Northern California and up until the passing of his 

uncle he enjoyed the life of a normal ten year -old boy. Life take s an amazing 

turn the evening after his uncle's service, however, when Conor's powerful 

sense of grief and loss forces a penetration into the realm of the Crossworlds, 

an immense collection of mystical worlds connected by organic "corridors" or 

portals. Th ese doorways allow creators, Champions, seekers, and at the other 

end of the spectrum, destroyers, shadow warriors, slayers and keepers to travel 

between worlds as easily as Conor walks between the rooms of his home.  
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The creators, moved by Conor's suffer ing, send one of their Champions to 

attend to him. The magical beast, Purugama, a gigantic winged cougar, takes 

Conor's measure and then carries the boy on a journey he never forgets. Using 

the corridors, Conor's new mentor gives him the knowledge of life by placing 

the boy into a handful of dangerous scenarios on different worlds. He learns a 

great deal, but as he prepares to return home, a horrible destroyer appears and 

confronts Purugama. The great cougar clashes with Drazian while Conor 

huddles in the s afety of a thick stand of trees. The boy can run or help his new 

friend, and he is forced into a decision that might mean surrendering his life. 

The battle and the journey eventually end and Conor finds himself back home 

in his bed, reliving his amazing ad venture.  

 

Conor and the Crossworlds - Book Two   

Two years after he returns home from his adventures with Purugama, Conorõs 

story continues in Book Two . One morning, a powerful creator materializes in 

his room, summoning him back to the Crossworlds for another journey. By 

failing to properly prepare Conor for corridor travel, Purugama set in motion a 

series of events which now endanger the entire system.  Conor agrees to 

accompany the Lady of the Light to the Glade of Champions, where he meets a 

group of giant wild cats, all Champions of the Crossworlds in service to the 

creators.  

  

Conor must accompany Maya, the Lord of the Champions, on a journey to 

repa ir the damaged corridors. At each stop on their journey, he must use the 

physical and magical powers of one of the Champions to face and defeat a 

destroyer in the service of the Circle of Evil. While Maya attends to the 

corridors, Conor encounters a mutant  dragon, and formless entity in a dead 

ocean, and the master of darkness in his own castle. Each battle becomes more 
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deadly than the last as Conor and Maya's journey continues. The final battle is 

a shocking surprise to everyone concerned when one of the C hampions betrays 

Conor and tries to destroy him in the forest of forever. After conquering every 

challenge put before him during his journey with Maya, Conor returns home 

for a second time.  

Conor and the Crossworlds ð Book Three  

Now a freshman in high school, in Book Three  Conor meets and falls for an 

attractive girl two years his senior. They play varsity soccer, enjoy 

mathematics, and spend as much time together as they can. In the middle of 

their first year of high school toget her, Janine convinces Conor to share the 

secrets of his astounding physical abilities. At first reluctant to do so, he finally 

succumbs and tells her about his incredible adventures with the Champions of 

the Crossworlds.  

  

After being warned never to revea l any aspect of his association with the 

creators and their worlds, Conor makes a tragic mistake by taking Janine into 

his confidence. As soon as he breathes the last words of his description to her, 

their world erupts violently all around them. Everything  they know and love is 

destroyed, and standing in the center of the turmoil is a strange entity. 

Unharmed by the raging storm, the peculiar visitor laughs out loud at the two 

teenagers as they cower in fear. After taunting Conor and Janine, the entity 

comp letes the destruction wrought by the storm, imprisoning the entire 

community and casting both of them down into a bottomless chasm. The only 

way to right the wrong and save the crosswords is to locate and retrieve the five 

keys of the creators, secretly pl aced on certain worlds by the Council of Seven 

just before they fled their sacred realm. Conor and Janine embark on a bizarre 

series of journeys, searching for the keys which only Janine can hold. 

Eventually they locate and secure all five, but others seek  them as well, those 
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who will stop at nothing to take them from the two teenagers by any means 

available.  

Conor and the Crossworlds ð Book Four 

In Book Four , a powerful seeker frees Conor after a lengthy imprisonment. He 

escorts h im to the realm of the creators, where the young champion, now 

sixteen years old, undergoes an extensive rejuvenation under the watchful eye 

of Gribba, an ezuvex healer from a distant planet. Once rehabilitated, Conor 

begins an awesome journey through spac e and time to collect the Champions 

of the Crossworlds from their original locations. After many dangerous 

adventures, the Group of Seven is reunited and stands ready to defend the 

Crossworlds against the immense and powerful armies of Seefra, the master o f 

darkness.  

  

The group of Champions, including Conor perched atop Purugama's shoulders 

once again, travel through a specially designed corridor accompanied by the 

Lady of the Light. Once they cross the barrier into the shadow world, they are 

at the mercy of whatever comes their way. They engage a gigantic army of 

slayers and keepers and an elite division of shadow warriors, all the while 

fending off the surprise attacks of an invisible force of destroyers, powerful 

servants of the Circle of Evil.  

  

The jou rney ends when Seefra is dragged down into the mists at the bottom of 

the chamber of cells to face a creature so hideous even he fears encountering 

it. Four of the Champions descend into the mists with the master of darkness, 

only three emerge after the ba ttle is over. The Champions and the Lady of the 

Light return to the realm of the creators mourning their loss but rejoicing in 

their overwhelming victory over the Circle of Evil.  
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Conor and Janine return home after their tiring journey. After such a lengt hy 

absence, they try their best to resume a normal life. They enroll in a college 

close to their home in northern California , Conor studying toward a career as 

a college professor and Janine deeply engaged in chemistry. All seems well for 

the first year a nd a half of their academic lives, until one day Conor receives a 

very strange e -mail from someone he hasn't seen in quite some time.  

  

"Mr. Jameson, very important we meet at once. Very important indeed. Yours, 

Mr. Hikkins."  

Conor and the Cro ssworlds ð Book Five 

 Book Five  launches Conor and Janine off on another amazing journey, this 

time to try and thwart the Circle of Evil's ruling body from erasing the 

Crossworlds from existence. Their plan is to annihilate every planet in the  

Crossworlds system, thereby ensuring the destruction of Conor, the 

Champions, and the creators as well. Mr. Hikkins, Conor's former mathematics 

teacher at Mountmoor High School , deciphers the equation used by the Circle 

of Evil for their plans. He reconst ructs the path of each planet destroyed so far, 

realizing to his horror that the earth lies directly in the projected line and will 

vanish within the next few weeks.  

  

The creators and their servants try everything to reverse the insurmountable 

spell place d on the corridors by the Circle of Evil. Nothing in their arsenal will 

work, however, leading Conor to suggest a course that shocks them into 

silence. With no other avenues to pursue, the creators reluctantly approve of 

Conor's plans. While Janine remains  behind to help the creators battle the 

predatory corridor heading straight for earth, Conor and Purugama embark on 

a journey to find and protect the Author of All Worlds. At the same time, the 

Circle of Evil sends its last and most ruthless destroyer on a n identical 

mission, except with orders to annihilate instead of protect. The two sides will 
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ultimately clash inside the corridors, on earth, and finally in the realm of the 

creators.  

  

Details About the Crossworlds  

The Crossworlds System is an infinite co nglomeration of worlds existing across 

multiple dimensions. Encompassing a time span so vast only the creators can 

fathom it, the Crossworlds have existed in relative peace and harmony for 

thousands of millennia.  

The creators, the highest and most supreme  beings within the structure of the 

system, brought the Crossworlds into existence in order to share the energies 

of all worlds in a united front against any forces detrimental to the common 

good. For close to a million centuries, the Crossworlds lived in a state of 

continuous tranquility.  

The Circle of Evil eventually rose up to challenge the authority of the creators. 

Led by a host of disgruntled members of the p rotection forces, the Circle of Evil 

initially battled the creators during the first equinox war, a confrontation 

brought about by the twin sister of the Lady of the Light. Fueled by her 

jealousy over her father's love, Zelexa, Lady of the Shadows,  convinc ed a 

handful of her most powerful destroyers to form an alliance against the 

creators.  

For thousands of years, the creators have maintained a stable and serene 

system of worlds. The Circle of Evil has been held at bay up until now, but 

a small boy from ear th has penetrated the dimensional barrier between his 

world and the world of the creators. The repercussions of his entry into the 

Crossworlds will be felt for generations to come.  
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Battle Ranks  

Get details about the battle ranks  within the Conor and the Crossworlds series. 

This is the place to get the òinsider detailsó about each level in the Council of 

Seven. Find out about the name s, abilities, magic ability, IQ and battle skil ls. 

Battle Ranks - Council of Seven  

CREATOR 

             Abilities:  

                 Corridor Construction  

                 Power Allocation  

                 Animation of Life  

          Magic ð Untouchable  

          IQ ð Advanced  

          Battle Skills --  Exceptional  

CHAMPION  (These are the big cats encountered throughout the story ) 

          Abilities:   

                 Corridor Travel   

                 Power Transference  

                 Structural Manipulation  

          Magic ð Extraordinary                  

          IQ ð Superior  

          Battle Skills ð Excellent  

SEEKER  

          Abilities:  

                 Corridor Travel  

                 Unlimited Vision  

                 Superb Trackers  

          Magic ð Limited  
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          IQ ð Good 

          Battle Skills ð Formidable  

GUARDIAN  

          Abilities:  

                 Corridor Travel  

                 Translation  

                 Superb Healers  

         Magic ð None 

         IQ ð Excellent  

         Battle Skills ð Limited  

Battle Ranks - Council of Seven (Detail s) 

Creators are the most powerful beings in the Crossworlds. The Lord of all Life 

rules the Council of Seven, a body of creators emeritus that rule the 

Crossworlds. The Lady of the Light, caretaker of the Champions of the 

Crossworlds, is not a  member of the Council of Seven, but is often called upon 

to attend their meetings.  

  

Champions are the giant cats that serve the creators and protect the innocent 

on the infinite number of worlds in the Crossworlds system. They can talk, 

wield magic, and with their great size, present formidable foes to anyone 

challenging the authority of the creators.  

  

An interesting aside, here, is that most of the Destroyers serving the Circle of 

Evil used to be part of the Protection Forces, who also served the creato rs. 

Their belief that the Council of Seven betrayed them led to their association 

with evil and their desire to destroy the Council. Seefra explains this to Conor 

in Book Two.  
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Seekers are skilled hunters with the ability to see great distances, at times even 

through dimensions of time. A seeker eventually finds Conor and rescues him 

from the cell of shadows, his prison at the end of Book Three. Seekers are not 

warriors, but can be called upon to aid the Champions and creators in different 

aspects of battl e. 

  

Guardians are superb healers. They are part of an ancient race of ezuvex 

warriors, half bear, half human creatures of uncanny strength. Their gentle 

nature and keen intelligence makes them invaluable to the Crossworlds. 

Guardians tend to the Champions , Conor, the creators, and generally to 

creatures from other worlds throughout the system.  

Battle Ranks - Circle of Evil  

  

DESTROYER  - Seefra, the Shape Shifter in Book Two is Conor's arch enemy in 

the series.  

          Abilities:  

                  Identity Transfer  

                  Power Allocation  

                  Animation of Environment  

          Magic ð Impenetrable  

          IQ ð Advanced  

          Battle Skills ð Tactical Brilliance  

SHADOW WARRIOR  

          Abilities:  

                  Corridor Travel  

                  Invisibility  

                  Weapons Construction  

          Magic ð Exceptional  

          IQ ð Superior  
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          Battle Skills ð Excellent  

  

SLAYER 

          Abilities:  

                  Corridor Travel  

                  Limitless Energy  

                  Blinding Speed  

          Magic ð Good 

          IQ ð Poor 

          Battle Skills ð Superior  

  

KEEPER  

          Abilities:  

                  Corridor Travel  

                  Cell Construction  

                  Imprisonment Specialists  

          Magic ð Limited  

          IQ ð Good 

          Battle Skills ð Limited  

Battle Ranks - Circle of Evil  (Details)  

 

(We will share i nsights into the bad guys from Book 4é ) 

  

òOnly a fool would arrange all of his forces for a frontal assault on Seefraõs 

tower,ó said Ajur softly as they planned their attack. He respected his fellow 

Champions, but he wanted his  message to ring clear. òSeefra would allow you 

to scale half of the mo untain and then transform it into molten lava. We would 

be slaughtered needlessly.ó 
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òYou must remember,ó continued the huge jaguar. òSeefra can change form at 

will, and he can also alter the physical environment. He might change the look 

of a single room  to provide cover for himself, or transform an entire planet to 

hide the bulk of his forces. Once we cross over into the dominion of the shadow 

world, everything changes for the worse. You must never accept the identity of 

anyone you see. Conor can testify  to this reality, for Seefra nearly destroyed 

him while he battled the master of darkness. Without shame or hesitation, 

Seefra shifted into the image of Conorõs uncle. He used Conorõs love as a 

weapon, and he will use any weakness we have as an edge agains t us. He can 

even assume the form of a creator. If you find yourself fighting alone, and our 

Lady appears to assist you, be on your guard. Remember the codes we used 

during our imprisonment in the cage of fire? Use them after we engage the 

enemy; they may just save our lives. These are traits of his magic I remember 

from our confrontation millennia ago. His powers must be far greater now than 

what they were at that time. Besides his expertise at shape shifting, I cannot 

even imagine the magic he now wields. ó 

  

òAjur speaks wisely,ó added Gribba, sitting outside the group of seven. The 

Lady had asked him to lend his counsel to the gathering, which he agreed to 

do. Gribba, a huge bear with human features, maintained a respectful position, 

however, always defer ring to the Champions and their station. òIn the time it 

took Conor to bring all of you back together, Seefra deciphered the protective 

spell placed on all but one of the five keys of the creators. Only a seasoned 

shadow magician with unspeakable powers co uld break the codes placed upon 

the  metallurgy of those keys. We have to assume that his abilities have 

increased exponentially. We must also believe that Seefra is spending every 

second available trying to crack the code of the final key. We feel he will  not be 

able to do so, but I caution you that his achievements thus far have taken 

every one of us by surprise.ó 
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 òWhat are you saying, Gribba?ó asked Therion. òI am saying expect the 

unexpected, at all times.ó He answered. òUse your magic as a weapon as well 

as a defensive shield. Donõt wait for Seefra to press the issue. Instead, be 

proactive and attack imaginatively and without mercy.ó 

 

òWhat do you suggest?ó asked Purugama, sitting quietly with his wings at rest. 

The big cougar moved aside, giving eno ugh space for the ezuvex to join in the 

circle. òCome, Gribba, sit among us and give us your counsel.ó The other 

Champions bade Gribba welcome, making room for the ezuvex. He smiled shyly 

and settled in among the giant cats.  

  

òWhen the armies of Seefra overran my planet,ó he began, òwe saw four distinct 

types of opponents ð destroyers, shadow warriors, slayers, and keepers.ó 

  

Gribba described each of the soldiers intimately, as only he or any of his kind 

could do. Shortly after the equinox war, the Circle  of Evil delivered its 

vengeance to the race of ezuvex on their home planet. They unleashed their 

remaining forces against Gribbaõs tribe, nearly extinguishing them from the 

Crossworlds for all time. The attack was payment for the ezuvex taking the side 

of the creators and battling the shadow warriors in the main confrontation of 

the equinox war. Gribbaõs village had been obliterated during the assault. 

When it was finally over, he knew that everyone close to him had perished from 

the merciless onslaught. T he slayers and keepers had come first, softening up 

the fortifications the ezuvex had erected. After the slayers scattered the 

population, the shadow warriors landed in force. They raced across the surface 

of the planet like a plague of mystical death and destroyed entire cities with 

their hideous magical spells. What remained after the magic had run its course 

was cut down by the shadow warriors themselves, sometimes visibly but 

mostly under the cloak of transparency. The ezuvex fought bravely, but they 

were deeply outmatched. When they thought that small pockets of their kind 
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might be gaining an advantage here and there around the planet surface, the 

arrival of the destroyers changed that notion with severe finality. Seefra and 

others of his rank decimated  what was left of the planet. Those who could do so 

found safety underground, but they were not many. All told,  

when the battle had finally ceased, a race of five billion ezuvex had been 

reduced to ten thousand.  

  

Gribba described the tactical abilities of  the shadow forces as well as he could. 

The largest among all sectors of Seefraõs armies had to be the slayers. Gribba 

could never tell the gathering  

how many slayers had descended upon his world during their attack. Even if 

they had been fully prepared, the sheer numbers would have eventually 

overwhelmed them. Although they possessed superior battle skills, the slayers 

held few other particular abilities. They had access to corridors  

and could use them freely. They held a marginal amount of control over d ark 

magic, they could move extremely fast, and they seemed to have limitless 

energy. No matter how many times the ezuvex turned the slayers back or cut 

them down, if they survived they would return to the battle with a horrible 

vengeance.  

  

The slayersõ limited intelligence would provide one advantage for the 

Champions. Even with a tactician like Seefra coordinating their movements, 

once the slayers found themselves engaged, they fought recklessly and without 

direction. A superior force with the right magic , following a preset battle plan, 

might be able to hold the slayers at bay. They might, Gribba advised, be able to 

defeat the slayers before other forces arrived to assist them.  

  

òIt might be to our advantage to lead them away from the tower,ó offered Conor. 

òIf we could separate the battle groups, perhaps we could defeat them in 

sections.ó 
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òYou will have no idea of their numbers,ó said Gribba. òThey came to our world 

following the main confrontation in the equinox war. You will face them at full 

strength, and in their own territory. You must assume that their numbers will 

negate any hope of sectioning them off from the other warriors.ó  

 

òContinue, Gribba,ó said the Lady of the Light softly. òTell us of the other battle 

groups.ó 

  

Gribba bowed his head to the beautiful creator. òAs you wish, my Lady. The 

next group fighting with the Circle of Evil is the keepers. These beings present 

the most beni gn threat to the Champions of the Crossworlds. They are 

primarily imprisonment specialists. They will follow the slayers, erecting crude 

but serviceable detention cells for any beings not destroyed in  the first wave of 

the attack. They can follow the slaye rs  through any corridor; they can 

construct a cell of any type known to us in seconds. The keepers built the cage 

of fire that kept the lot of you at bay for the better part of two years. They also 

constructed Conorõs cell of shadows, using instructions left by Loken during 

his time as supreme commander of the shadow warriors. The keepers build 

and maintain the crystal cages in Seefraõs chamber of cells, such as the one 

containing your companion.ó The ezuvex gestured toward Conor as he said 

this. òOther than this one unique and valuable capability, the  keepers are 

essentially harmless. They have only a narrow command of dark magic, limited 

battle skills and a decent mental aptitude. If you can, as Conor suggested, split 

these two initial hosts and take the slayers away from the keepers, they will be 

easy to dispense with.ó 

  

Gribba checked the gathering for any questions before continuing. òShadow 

warriors will provide your next objective. They will not be easily overcome. 

These are the premier soldiers  
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in Seefraõs army. They can travel through any corridor and they possess superb 

battle skills. Unlike the slayers, these warriors will fight as a coordinated unit. 

They have a superior level of  intelligence, and they command an exceptional 

amount of dark magic.  They are masters at on -the -spot weapons construction. 

They will assess a situation and within minutes manufacture a weapon to 

overcome any obstacle. You must take this into consideration when marshaling 

your offensive strategy. You must be prepared to shi ft focus and change tactics 

immediately and without reason.ó 

  

Gribba paused momentarily before speaking again. òIf these powers werenõt 

enough, they also possess the gift of invisibility. They can render their forces 

undetectable in the blink of an eye.ó 

  

òTell us,ó said Surmitang, suddenly very much awake. òWhat must we do to 

defeat such a foe?ó 

  

Gribba bowed his furry head before answering. òI am sorry, but I cannot 

suggest a way. By the time the shadow warriors descended onto our planet, the 

fight had  been taken out of our forces. We couldnõt put up any visible challenge 

against the shadow warriors, so they annihilated our world without resistance. 

Had we been able to successfully engage them, I might have more information. 

Forgive me.ó 

  

 òThere is nothing to forgive, my friend,ó replied Surmitang. òTake heart, for I 

will bring one of these warriors back to the realm so you can exact your own 

vengeance against it.ó The ezuvex stared at Surmitang, unsure of how to take 

his comment. At length, he smiled and bowed his head in appreciation. All the 

same, he kept a very real sentiment tucked away in the recesses of his mind, 

one that welcomed Surmitangõs offer with open arms. He packed it down in his 

mind and continued.  
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òThe last beings you will encounter are the destroyers, powerful entities very 

similar to Seefra in capability and ferocity. The master of darkness created this 

rank after defeating Loken for the principle leadership of the shadow warriors. 

By doing so, he produced an impenetrable layer of p rotection for himself. From 

time to time he will elevate one of the shadow warriors to the status of 

destroyer, providing them with a host of new powers and a better command of 

dark magic. Those promoted to these new, dominant positions became Seefraõs 

pri vate security force. He even speaks of the destroyers as the mirror image of 

the protection forces he previously claimed  allegiance with as a servant to the 

creators.ó 

  

òPah!ó said Maya in a rare break with decorum. 

  

Gribba continued without a hitch.  òConor erased two of Seefraõs most potent 

destroyers during his journey with Maya. Gandron and Fumemos served Seefra 

for many years before he called them forth in an attempt to keep Maya from 

reversing the detrimental effect of the corridor disintegration. Wi th the magical 

and physical assistance of the Champions, those two were obliterated, and 

Seefra as well, or so we thought. Even Loken, in an attempt to reclaim the 

throne he lost to Seefra, battled Conor in the quest for the fifth key. He has 

also been sla in, due to the astounding efforts of Conor and his companion. We 

are fortunate those three have been eliminated, but, I caution you, other 

destroyers will surely take their place. The opportunity to gain Seefraõs favor 

will not be lost on any of them, nor on any of the shadow warriors.ó 

  

òCan we fight the destroyers in their own battlefield, Gribba?ó asked Ajur. 

òWhat powers do they possess that we should be aware of?ó 
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òYes, you can fight them,ó answered the ezuvex. òThe question is can you 

defeat them? Think of it as fighting a dozen beings as powerful as Seefra at the 

same time. You may rest assured that the master of darkness has provided 

them with every ounce of power available. They may very well be able to do 

what he himself can do. This includes id entity transfer, or shape shifting, as 

you call i t. They can transfer their own powers to another, in much the same 

way that the Lady has transmitted her powers to Conor from time to time. They 

can also alter or animate their immediate environment. If it s uits them, they 

can change the formation of the flora and fauna to  something that benefits 

thei r style of fighting. If you encounter a being that finds water to be its most 

formidable arena, prepare yourself to be submerged. If it prefers fire, or wind, 

then plan for that eventuality. You cannot delay or hesitate when battling a 

destroyer. You must be prepared for any possibility, any eventuality, and you 

must press the attack instead of simply reacting to what they throw at you.ó 

  

Gribba stared at the Champions silently for a moment. He wanted the group of 

seven to absorb what he planne d to say next. òA destroyerõs magic is 

impenetrable in their own territory. You cannot overcome their power as long 

as you fight on their terms. This is why the cage of fire held all of you for so 

long. The cage existed in an environment that Seefra create d, and after he took 

Conor and his companion prisoner, the cage followed a preset course to a 

distant location well within the confines of the forbidden corridors.ó 

  

òOf all the shadow forces, the destroyers are the most advanced in intelligence. 

This asp ect of their existence, combined with their tactical brilliance on the 

battlefield, makes them a  most daunting enemy indeed. Seefra represents 

awesome power, abilities that today must be even more astounding. Just 

remember that the key to the destroyersõ magic is in their control  over the 

environment. If Seefra hasnõt deciphered a way around that limitation, you 

might be able to use that against them.ó The ezuvex stood and brushed off the 
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few leaves that had settled into his fur. He bowed to the Lady of the  Light, and 

then walked to the center of the circle. Looking at each champion individually, 

he bade farewell to those who would decide the  future of the Crossworlds. 

When he finally reached Conorõs eyes, Gribba smiled at the young man. He 

walked over to hi m, extending a huge furry arm in his direction. He took 

Conorõs hand in both of his big paws, embracing it warmly.  

 

òThat is all I can tell you, my friends. I wish you the wealth of the creatorsõ 

abilities, and a speedy return to the Glade of Champions. M y brothers and 

sisters will tend to your medical  needs when you return. All of the remaining 

ezuvex, what is left of my race, will be with you in spirit.ó 

  

The Lady of the Light rose gracefully from her floating position next to a large 

stone shelf. She w alked over to Gribba, embraced his paws in her delicate, 

human hands, and thanked him for his counsel. The Champions of the 

Crossworlds, already on their feet when the Lady stood, gave their own variety 

of thanks to the brave ezuvex standing in their midst . After all farewells had 

been declared, hugs and clasps exchanged, the Lady walked from the informal 

circle holding Gribbaõs forearm. When the two of them reached a ridge in the 

pathway leading back to the center of the realm, the Lady turned and spoke to  

her Champions.  

  

òMake whatever arrangements you deem necessary,ó she commanded. òHail 

whatever deities you claim allegiance to, and most importantly, take rest and 

sustenance before nightfall. We leave at peak moon on this night.ó 

  

òWe?ó asked Maya, surprised but not entirely alarmed.  
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òYou heard me, Lord of the Champions,ó she responded. òSomeone is waiting 

for me in the area beyond, and I believe I will be able to help you. It is time a 

creator fought alongside her protectors. Remember, peak moon, toni ght.ó 

  

Conor and Purugama walked along one of the more peaceful and beautiful 

pathways of the realm . The young ma n, although strapping for a sixteen -year -

old human male, looked again like  the sm all boy who had met the great cougar 

roughly six years ago. Conor may have been close to six feet tall, but 

Purugama, with his strong golden flanks and huge, leathery wings, towered  

over him. They walked slowly through one pathway after another, stopping 

periodically to gaze upon a series of water walls, or a large, tumbling waterfall, 

or even a breathtaking view of the grounds. The two companions padded 

through the leafy walkways in silence, each pondering what lay ahead in the 

coming battle. After close to an hour of silent assessment, Purugama finally 

queried his longtime friend.  

  

òYou are troubled, Conor, I can sense it,ó he remarked. 

 

òEven during our first journeys together, as a frightened young boy, you rarely 

kept silent this long.ó 

  

Conor stoppe d walking, but held his tongue. He wanted to confide in his big 

friend, but something kept him from speaking openly.  

  

òYou can always speak freely around me, Conor,ó added the big cougar. òIf it is 

within you, I would be honored to hear your thoughts. I r emind you that we 

have only a few hours left  before our departure time.ó 

  

Conor tried to relate the thoughts racing around in his mind. He couldnõt 

verbalize what troubled him, however, so he decided to show the big cat 



Conor and the Crossworlds by Kevin Gerard  

 

http://www.conorandthecrossworlds.com/ Page 22 
 

instead. He walked over to Purugama , lifted his great wing and put both of his 

arms around the great cougarõs chest. He grasped two large handfuls of his 

soft, golden fur, pulling himself close to his big friend. He leaned strongly 

against him, listening to the cougarõs powerful heartbeat. He inhaled the 

wonderful scent of the big catõs fur. He listened with his heart to the soft purr 

emanating from his best friendõs soul. 

  

òI watched you perish once, Purugama,ó he finally said with his face pressed 

against the heaving chest. òI donõt want to see it happen again. I fear for us, for 

all of us. Even with the Lady of the Light joining our company, I fear what we 

might face once we encounter Seefraõs armies. I canõt bear to lose any of the 

Champions, even Therion, who once tried to destro y me. All of you have 

become so important to me.ó The young man shifted his head, turning it to one 

side so he could speak more freely.  

 

òI havenõt seen anyone in my family for over two years, or any of my friends for 

that matter. The Champions are my fam ily, you, the Lady of the Light, Janine, 

thatõs who I consider most important to me now. I donõt want to see any of you 

get hurt, but you most of all, Purugama. If not for you, I wouldnõt be part of the 

Crossworlds, nor would I have met the other Champions . If not for you, I would 

never have met you. I said it before many years ago, Purugama, and I still 

mean it today. Youõre the best friend Iõve ever had; promise me you wonõt allow 

yourself to be seriously hurt.ó 

  

The huge, mystical cougar stood quietly f or what seemed like an eternity to 

Conor. Breathing evenly, Purugama looked out onto the vast gardens of the 

realm of the creators. He felt the young man clasped to his body, providing a 

sensation unknown to him for so long he couldnõt readily describe it. He knew 

he loved Conor deeply, and it didnõt matter in what context the connection 

presented itself. Be it father, brother, son or friend, the great cougar didnõt 



Conor and the Crossworlds by Kevin Gerard  

 

http://www.conorandthecrossworlds.com/ Page 23 
 

think the nature of their association really mattered that much. What counted 

was that two b eings had formed a strong bond from their close association.  

 

He had known Conor for almost half of the young manõs life. He had watched 

him grow from an insecure, troubled boy into a capable, strong young man. He 

made mistakes along the way, as all humans  do, but he felt more than a twinge 

of pride in Conorõs achievements. The two of them formed an attachment all 

those years ago, and that link had intensified over their many journeys 

together. He always strived to build on their foundation; he wanted to be  his 

primary mentor during his growth as a Champion. He decided long ago to 

watch over him during the upcoming battles, and he knew of only one way to 

accomplish that.  

  

òConor,ó said the great cougar, drawing his companion away from his body 

with a strate gically placed wingtip. òWith the Ladyõs permission, I would be 

honored if you rode with me when we attack Seefraõs forces. I believe there is 

enough strength in my shoulders to carry you. At least that way we could 

surely watch over each other.ó 

  

The you ng man stood quietly for a moment, not quite sure what he had just 

heard. When he realized what Purugama offered him, he immediately 

scrambled up the side of the giant cougar. He settled himself around 

Purugamaõs shoulders, checking the fit of his larger body as a passenger of the 

great cat. Unlike before, when his small stature had created an unstable seat 

on the giant shoulders, his body now seemed to fit Purugamaõs neck and 

shoulders perfectly. His feet hung lazily alongside the great cougarõs jowls, but 

his legs seemed to fit in a tight groove around the thick, muscular neck. Almost 

like sitting on a horse back home, he thought. He felt so comfortable he 

believed he could ride without the use of his hands. If this proved to be true, 

the pair of them woul d present a formidable enemy to the shadow warriors. 
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Purugama would use his own magic, flinging it forth with  his eyes and mouth, 

and Conor would have his hands free to hurl his own mystical destruction 

down on the opposing forces.  

  

òTake us up, Purugama, just for a short while,ó asked Conor. òI want to get the 

feel of flying together again.ó 

  

òOnly for a few passes around the realm, young one,ó answered the great 

cougar as he began flexing his wings. òWe both need a period of rest before the 

departure time arrives.ó 

 

Purugama unfolded his fur -lined, leathery wings and brushed them against the 

wind. He took a few long strides and jumped into the air while pounding his 

wings furiously. He and Conor soared into the sky, higher and higher, u ntil 

they found a jet stream well above the realm of the creators. Purugama cruised 

along in the rushing wind, dipping here and lifting there so Conor could get a 

feel for his shoulders again. He thought the young man might need some time 

to adjust to his new body, but he sensed the opposite. Conor leaned into every 

turn, holding tightly with his thighs and feet. With his longer arms, Conor was 

able to hold on to a number of different areas when he needed to secure 

himself. If Purugama was merely coasting a long, then the young man could 

easily hold himself steady with only his legs and knees. If the big cat flew in an 

attack pattern, Conor could still leave one hand free for his own purposes. This 

would, as Conor had thought earlier, provide a heightened mea sure of offensive 

power to their alliance.  

Conor let out a loud roar as they circled around the far perimeter of the realm.  

 

As Purugama lowered his great head and tucked his wings into his flanks, 

Conor also lowered his shoulders and head, leaning into t he cougarõs fur. They 

streaked toward the center of the realm. Conor roared again, this time with one 
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fist raised triumphantly in the air. Purugama, not  one to get easily excited, got 

caught up in Conorõs enthusiasm and cut loose with a roar of his own. It 

seemed, thought the great cougar, as though the young manõs fears had been 

soothed.  

 

After a few more passes over the realm, Purugama set himself down close to 

one of the water wall treatment areas. He walked quietly toward a tight 

grouping of walls scat tered here and there around the area. The rest of the 

Champions lay about in various degrees of rest, with a healing wall standing 

close by.  

 

As Purugama entered the area, two walls, one small and one quite large, rose 

up out of the ground. Without a word , the great cougar crouched down next to 

the large, organic structure.  

 

With a nod of his head, he bid Conor to do the same with the smaller wall. The 

young man plopped down on the emerald grass, where a soft bed rose up 

underneath him. The bed transported  him to the wall, or the wall moved closer 

to him, he couldnõt really tell. Instantly, however, a serene, rejuvenating feeling 

washed over his face, shoulders, chest and stomach,  and finally his legs and 

feet. He fell asleep immediately, and as soon as the  wall sensed his state of 

repose, it began fueling his body, mending any remaining aches and sores that 

might hinder his ability in battle. All of the Champions were undergoing similar 

treatments, even Purugama, who lay on his side with his right wing tuck ed 

under his huge, golden body. When the departure time came, every one of the 

Champions would find themselves completely refreshed and free from hunger 

or injury. The impending battle was for the Crossworlds itself. The creators 

were leaving nothing to ch ance. The Champions would be in premier condition 

and ready for combat.  
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Dilemma  

* CHAPTER ONE * 

    

The small boy huddled quietly underneath the heavy brush. Listening 

intently, he peered through the thick leaves out onto the battleground in front 

of his position. He spied the two opponents, but the brush denied him a clear 

view of their struggle. From h is hiding place he could hear better than he could 

see. He held his breath as tightly as he could under the terrifying 

circumstances, trying to catch any indication of whether the battle had 

commenced. The sounds, although distinguishable, were muffled and  

inconsistent, giving him no alternative but to try for a better vantage point. If 

he couldnõt see what occurred on the mesa, he wouldnõt be any help at all to 

Purugama.  

Without even checking his body for injuries, Conor crawled deeper into 

the brush. He f ound an excellent hiding place, one where he could see but not 

be seen. He gasped upon looking out onto the mesa; he couldnõt believe what 

his eyes beheld. The scene before him looked like something out of a childõs 

magical nightmare. Not thirty feet from where he lay stood two gigantic 

warriors. On one side, his friend and mentor, a massive cougar, almost the size 

of an elephant. How could anything, anywhere stand against Purugama in 

battle? On the other side stood a freakish mutant, fifteen feet tall, bri stling with 

strength and purpose. Half human and half lizard, this creature could indeed 

pose a threat to the great cougar. Conor stayed completely still, making no 

sound at all. He watched as the two combatants approached each other.  

 Purugama paced from side to side, watching the living soil shift with his 

movements. As if disgusted with the weak attempt to deny his progress, the big 

cat jumped on top of two of the encrusted rows of broken earth. Briskly 
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scratching the ground with his hind feet, he destro yed the columns with little 

effort. Satisfied with his work, he shook his head back and forth, speaking 

directly to his opponent. òDrazian, when will I finally be rid of you?ó 

 Conor pushed himself a little deeper into the brush when he heard the 

lizard -man speak. It took him by surprise, but he listened to the hideous voice 

intently as it responded to Purugamaõs challenge. It sounded pained, weak, like 

it hadnõt been used in many years. 

òSo, my old adversary,ó said the creature with an irritating hiss. òYouõve 

brought me a scrumptious little morsel I see. It matters not where you 

presently try to conceal him. I will find him eventually, after I defeat you, of 

course.ó 

Drazian began circling around, trying to place himself directly in front of 

the great coug ar. Gaining a more advantageous position could never hurt when 

facing a foe as powerful as Purugama. As he moved, he taunted the big cat by 

swinging his tail around and slamming it violently against the ground. Huge 

puffs of debris scattered in every direc tion each time the muscular tail smacked 

the surface of the mesa. If a small boulder happened to be in its path, the 

strong appendage smashed it to bits with little effort. Crouching down, 

laughing with a sickening whisper, Drazian addressed Purugama again . 

 òYou seem calm and reserved, my feline friend, but I know differently. 

You respected me during our previous battles, a wise course indeed, but you 

cannot know how my powers have grown since last we met.ó The great cougar 

mirrored every move made by the lizard -man, listening intently as Drazian 

continued his rant. òSave yourself the struggle Purugama, give me the boy and 

go on about your way. If heõs tasty enough I might let you live.ó 

After this last comment whirled away with the wind, boulders, trees, d irt, 

sand, and everything else in the surrounding area began flying in every 
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direction all over the mesa. As the battle between the titans loomed ever closer, 

the crossworlds champion chuffed a cutting challenge.  

òDrazian, you boast of new powers, yet you cannot conjure up anything 

more daunting than this pitiful little tempest?ó 

Conor felt the powerful winds seek him out deep within his hiding place. 

Whether Purugama knew it or not, the storm swirling around the me sa didnõt 

feel light or weak to him at all. He squeezed his eyes tightly when the worst of 

the winds poured through the leaves, carrying small funnels of sand behind 

them. The boy waited impatiently, frightened beyond his ability to feel, waiting 

for the m oment he could lift his eyelids and see again. Each time he slammed 

his eyes shut the image of the giant mutant formed up in his mind. He 

imagined opening his eyes to find a huge, scaly arm reaching through the 

leaves toward him. As each blast came and wen t, his terror increased as he 

heard the battle between the giant crossworlds opponents begin.  

 

* CHAPTER TWO * 

 

To calm his nerves, he reached back into his mind, recalling the 

beginning of his incredible adventure with the massiv e flying cougar, 

Purugama. He thought about being back home, on earth, wherever that was at 

this point in his unbelievable journey. He had been attending his uncleõs 

funeral, his Uncle Jake, his best friend in all the world. He remembered sitting 

quietly d uring the service, thinking mostly about the minister discussing his 

uncle. He didnõt like him at all; he thought the minister sounded dumb. He 

couldnõt have known his uncle; I mean really know him like Conor had. He said 

nice things about him, but he didn õt have any idea what he was talking about. 

Maybe the pain of his passing just made Conor angry about everything. Maybe 
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the minister wasnõt so bad, but at the time he wanted to hear better things 

about his uncle.  

 In Conorõs eyes, his Uncle Jake was a great man. He couldnõt have had a 

better friend in the whole world. His uncle could play any sport, any game, and 

he loved playing with Conorõs brother and sister and all of their friends. He 

seemed like a giant to all of them, and Conor loved it when he came around the 

house for a visit. All of his friends stood in awe of him, at how big he looked 

next to even the largest group of kids. The world became a better place for 

Conor whenever he spent time with him.  

 Sometimes Conorõs uncle let him sit in his lap and steer his car whenever 

they drove somewhere together. There theyõd be, gliding down the freeway with 

him working the pedals and Conor steering. His uncle would take him from his 

home all the way to the miniature golf center, two cities away, and he would  let 

him handle the wheel the whole way. As they walked to the batting cages he 

would remember Conorõs shaky steering and burst out laughing thinking of it.  

No one laughed like his uncle. If you were in a room with him and he 

laughed you couldnõt help but laugh too. Every time he spent the day with 

Conorõs family, he laughed all the time. Conor and his siblings laughed right 

along with him. He used to bring òbig nickelsó over for his niece and nephews, 

silver dollars he would pass out after tickling the ki ds into delirium. As he 

tickled all of the kids together in a big, squirming pile of humanity, Uncle Jake 

would laugh louder than all of them together.  

He threw kids high into the air in the swimming pool, so when they came 

back down in an awkward posture they made huge splashes in the water. He 

would throw all of Conorõs friends too. He stayed in the pool until the last kid 

got tired, and he always made sure everyone got his or her fair share of turns. 

On other days they might race, or play soccer, or teth erball, and he always let 

Conor win just at the last second, even though he could have beaten him 

easily. He even played video games with the kids; he played video games better 
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than any other grown -up anywhere. Conor never had so much fun with anyone 

else in his life, but now his uncle was gone.  

Conor remembered watching the strange box descend slowly from its 

perch above the grass. Gazing at the perfectly arranged flowers, he watched the 

wind ruffle a few petals before they also disappeared into the ground . 

He recalled his father leaning down and grasping both of his small 

shoulders. He whispered softly into his ear, saying it was his turn to say one 

last goodbye. Conor remembered his mind drawing a blank, he couldn't think 

of anything worthwhile to say. He  wanted to close his eyes tightly and then 

wake up like when he had a bad dream. He wanted his mother to sit on the 

side of his bed, brush his hair back and convince him that everything would be 

better. He wanted to stay in that exact spot until his uncle climbed out of the 

box to play one last time.  

Letting the tears fall from his eyes, Conor sat there staring at the lid of 

the glossy, manicured box. He barely felt his father's arms lifting him up and 

carrying him away.  

He and his family left the burial si te, walked back to the car, the big, 

black car that carried most of the relatives. Conorõs father kept his arms 

around him, and the boy didnõt know if his dad was comforting him or pressing 

Conor against his side for support. His father looked many years o lder that 

day; he hadn't said much of anything all afternoon.  

* * * * *  

Conor squirmed a little to the left, trying to awaken his sleeping right leg. 

Wouldnõt that be wonderful, he thought, at the time he might have to scramble 

away and run for his life, h is leg would flop behind him like a dead stump. He 

reached forward with his right hand, gingerly pulling a branch full of thick, 

green leaves away from his line of sight. He watched the two warriors circle 

each other, looking for any opening that might pro vide an edge. Both knew of 
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the otherõs strengths, most likely their weaknesses as well. Neither seemed 

eager to begin a battle to the death.  

As Conor watched the two titans, he thought back to the evening of his 

uncleõs funeral. He remembered how quiet and lonely his home felt after 

everyone had left. He remembered sitting on his bed staring at nothing, while 

his young cat, Little Man, slept contentedly at his feet. He couldnõt think of 

anything to do because everything around him reminded him of his uncle . 

Conorõs dog, Buck, crouched by the side of his bed, tongue drooping, stared at 

nothing as well. Conor remembered how much his uncle loved animals. He 

wondered if Buck had known his uncle was gone for good. Conor wondered if 

he felt the same way he did, b ecause he remembered his dog looking very sad.  

 When Conor walked out into the living room, he saw his father sitting in 

front of the fire, mesmerized by the flickering glow of the embers. Conor 

climbed up on the couch and snuggled in next to him. He despe rately wanted 

to know why his uncle had left them, but he didnõt know if his Dad felt ready to 

talk about it.  

 "Dad,ó asked Conor. òWhat makes people have heart attacks?" 

 Conorõs father reached out to his son, pulled him closer. The boy could 

feel him sha king, and he knew his father wanted to cry, but Conorõs friends 

told him it's hard for a man to do that.  

"Sometimes people just hurt too much inside, Conor, and when it gets 

too bad, their body canõt take it anymore." 

 Conor pressed for more information. "But Uncle Jake seemed so happy 

all the time, at least he seemed that way when he stayed here with us."  

 His father sighed. "Your uncle loved you and your brother and sister very 

much Conor, you all brought him great joy ." 
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 It didn't make any sense at all. "If he seemed happy with us, then why 

didnõt he see a doctor? Why did he let that happen to him, I mean let himself 

get so sick he went away for good?"  

 The boyõs father shifted in his seat a little. Grown-ups wonder if  you're 

old enough to talk about certain things, thought Conor. Maybe he wanted to 

figure out the right thing to say. His Dad exhaled roughly and then finally 

spoke.  

 "You're ten years old now, Conor, and in the next ten years there will be 

times when youõll have to make decisions about what to do in certain 

situations. Those choices will stay with you for the rest of your life. If you 

choose wisely, youõll be rewarded, but if you make the wrong choices, you'll be 

very sad and ashamed."  

  "Sometimes your un cle did the right thing Conor,ó continued his father, 

òbut a lot of times he made the wrong choice, and he had to live with those 

memories. We all have to live with the consequences of our decisions. Some of 

us can handle it better than others."  

 "But Uncl e Jake seemed so big and strong, like he could handle 

anything."   

This statement tore away the last of his fatherõs reserves. He began 

crying very hard, his body shivering with the terrible pain of his loss. He 

gripped his son tightly, pulling him into his  body for strength and support. 

Conor sat quietly, feeling somewhat shaky about the emotional display from his 

father. If your brother or sister cried, or your friends or even your mother cried, 

it was all right. But when your father cried like this it mad e you a little 

uncomfortable. After a while, his father wiped his eyes and looked over at 

Conor.  

"Son, do you know how you feel when I get mad at you?"  

"You mean after I do something bad?" Conor responded.  
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"Yes," said his father.  

"I feel bad because I hurt somebody, you or Mom or somebody,ó said 

Conor.  

"Sometimes Conor, we hurt people so badly we can never forget it, and it 

doesn't matter how big and strong you are on the outside, because the hurt 

stays with you on the inside, and we're all pretty much the same on the inside."  

"So Uncle Jake had a lot of hurt inside of him?" asked Conor.  

"Yes, and in a way, his going away forever is a good thing, because I 

know how much he wanted the pain to stop."  

Conor thought about this for a while. "Dad, can't someb ody just tell me 

what to do in the future so Iõll always make the right choices?" 

"No one can tell you that son,ó answered his father. òYouõll have to see for 

yourself when the time comes. Youõre the only person who can make decisions 

about your life, reme mber that. Freedom is a blessing, but it can also be a 

curse if you donõt make careful choices. Now let's go to bed and try to get some 

sleep. Things will look better in the morning."  

 "That's what Uncle Jake used to say."  

 "Goodnight Conor."  

 "Nite Dad. L ove you."  

 òI love you too, son.ó 

 Conor watched his father walk down the hallway to his bedroom after 

carrying his son to bed. As he lay there in the darkness of his bedroom, he 

sincerely hoped things would look better in the morning.  

After Conor crawled into bed he pulled the covers all the way up to his 

nose. He felt his breath warming up the small cave within the covers on his 

bed. Why can't anyone tell you the right thing to do in certain situations, he 
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thought to himself. òMaybe,ó he said quietly, òmaybe if I wish really hard for the 

answers to come to me in my sleep it might happen. Maybe somebody can help 

me stop feeling so sad right now. Maybe if I think about my special place, the 

one Uncle Jake used to tell me about, I might find the answers there . Just 

maybe.ó 

* * * * *  

Conor jerked back to the present as a boulder the size of a small car flew 

overhead. It crashed into a thick stand of trees behind him, creating an 

expl osion of debris shooting fifty yards in every direction. The boy covered his 

head with his small arms as a shower of leaves, branches, and small pebbles 

rained all over him. Apparently the battle had begun in earnest. After securing 

himself and making sure  the downpour had ended, Conor peered through the 

dense leaves in front of him. He saw his mentor, the great cougar, Purugama, 

standing over a fallen Drazian. Conorõs protector and mentor appeared to be 

challenging the lizard -man, trying to convince him to  leave the mesa forever. 

One thing was sure, the big cat had no love for his enemy, and judging by the 

ferocity of his snarling conversation, todayõs encounter hadnõt soothed his 

resolve. Conor watched, waiting for a signal telling him it might be okay to 

crawl out from his hiding place.  
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INVITATION 

*CHAPTER ONE* 

 

The young man was sleeping deeply when he heard the voice. It came not 

from a dream, for Conor understood the mystery of dream voices. No, this voice 

came from a place Conor recognized, but had not felt in his soul for many 

months. He stirred in his sleep, anxious to place the voice and understand why 

it called out to him.  

         òConor,ó queried the Lady of the Light. òCan you hear me, Conor?ó  

        Now drifting to the point of a dreamy sleepless state, the lanky 12 year old 

peered through barely cracked eyelids, half expecting to see his mother 

standing over his bed. After he had slaved away all week in school, Conorõs 

mother would invariably stroll through his bedroom door before nine oõclock on 

Saturday mornings, uttering some gibberish about the garage or the yard or 

helping his father with this project or that task. Conor loved his mother with all 

of his heart, but he wished that just once she wou ld allow him reprieve to sleep 

until noon on a weekend day like so many of his friends. He creased his eyes 

and then opened them wide, preparing to plead with her for some respite. And 

why did she have to turn on the bedroom light? It was so bright, so ver y bright.  

 òConor,ó asked the Lady again. òDo you recognize my voice, Conor?ó 

 He sat up in bed as if shocked by a cattle prod. He fastened his hands 

over the sides of the mattress, gripping the coils like the bar on an amusement 

park roller coaster. The l ight he had imagined coming from his own bedroom 

was coming from behind a figure dressed like an angel. The light was so 

intensely bright that Conor could barely see anything, even while shielding his 

eyes. He couldnõt begin to make out the features of this woman who had 

invaded his familyõs home and entered his bedroom. Shocked as he felt, 
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however, Conor made no move to escape. He sat in his bed listening to the 

voice he had first heard two years prior while on his adventure with Purugama, 

the magical Cros sworlds beast and the greatest friend he had ever known. 

Conor continued to stare straight at the apparition floating by the foot of his 

bed.  

 Slowly the light began to collapse around the Lady until a soft, 

comforting glow surrounded her. As she leaned fo rward toward Conor, the 

beautiful aura spread around Conorõs bed, surrounding it and enveloping him 

as well. Conor basked in the pure, sweet simplicity of the sensation. Nothing he 

had ever felt before soothed him like this soft, magical light.  

 òConor,ó spoke the Lady again. òIs it you, Conor? Are you the young 

master who fought so bravely to save our champion Purugama from the 

destroyer, Drazian?ó 

 òYes,ó responded the young man. òI am he. Are you the Lady who spoke 

to us as we flew through the mists?ó 

òYes,ó said the glorious creator. òIt is I.ó 

Conor swallowed hard. He had no idea how to receive such a presence, or 

what to say to a creator of the Crossworlds. òHow, my Lady, may I serve you?ó 

 òIt is well you spent your young years with Purugama,ó beamed the Lady. 

òCertainly he taught you to be a gracious recipient of our presence. We are 

pleased, young man, that Purugama stood his ground when asking to mentor 

you.ó 

 The Lady settled herself at the foot of Conorõs bed. Her shimmering 

presence seemed to soo the the entire room. Everything, organic or synthetic, 

appeared to accept the warmth of the Ladyõs glowing eminence. 

Conor, too, felt mesmerized. The Lady was without exception the most 

stunning human being he had ever seen. Her flawless features demanded 
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unbroken attention, and Conor obeyed, for he simply could not direct himself 

to do otherwise. Her elegant bearing spoke of a regal history and of a 

comparable expectation from those in her presence to adhere to her wishes. 

This was someone who was used to having her orders followed, thought Conor, 

yet he wondered if anyone could ever feel the slightest resignation about 

obeying her commands. Conor certainly felt ready to fight a thousand Drazians 

if the Lady so commanded, that was how overwhelming her prese nce felt to 

him. And here she was, complimenting Conor, a twelve year old, more than a 

boy but not quite a man. He sat there dumbstruck at the thought, not knowing 

whether to thank the Lady or sit there quietly. After a lengthy silence the Lady 

spoke again . 

òI am afraid we require your service again, young champion,ó she said. 

òThe Crossworlds are in peril and only one as inconspicuous as you can aid us 

in our time of need. You proved yourself by defeating Purugamaõs mortal 

enemy, Drazian. You spent a good amount time in the service of the great cat, 

where he introduced you to the magic of the mists. From all corners of earth, 

you alone have the experience and the courage to accompany us in a quest to 

order the corridors of the Crossworlds toward stability a gain.ó 

The Lady ceased her speech while looking silently at Conor for many 

moments. The young man stared right through her, through the door, and 

down to the kitchen where his mother was fixing breakfast. The Lady reached 

out to stroke Conorõs hair. She cupped her hand around Conorõs chin and 

smiled at him.  

òCertainly this is much for us to ask of one so attached to his own world. 

Also of one who has already served magnificently in the defense of our place in 

the order of the Crossworlds, and in defense of our champion, Purugama. We 

ask this of you, Conor, because we know from our experience that you will 

serve us readily in this cause.ó 
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The Lady removed her hand from Conorõs face. òAnd do not worry, for 

you will not be missed here in your home. However long  you might be away, 

your absence from this room will only be the length of a human breath. When 

you return you will descend the stairs and join your family for breakfast, and 

then help your mother and father with their tasks.  

Conor felt the aura of the Lad y washing over his head and body as he 

listened to the glistening purity of her voice. How could he refuse such a 

request from any being who commanded the Crossworlds, and with that in 

mind, how could he do anything but bow down and inquire as to his 

worth iness to serve this Lady who stood before him?  

There was, however, a side of Conor that hadnõt existed two years ago. 

When his uncle had passed away he had hungrily agreed to accompany 

Purugama on his mentoring journey because he needed to be restored to 

health, spiritually and emotionally. Aside from that, he also reveled in the 

fantasy of his exciting and dangerous adventure with the great beast. Two 

years had passed, however, and the pain of his uncleõs passing had 

diminished. He still missed his uncle J ake, but he had moved on, made new 

friends, entered middle school, and for all intents and purposes, was enjoying 

life as a pre -teenager. Even though he felt immediate reverence for the Lady, 

part of him simply wanted to be a boy. He wanted to tease girls,  harass 

teachers, play music and computer games, and just have fun. One of the 

things his uncle always told him was to have as much fun as he could while he 

was a boy, for the world was waiting, and after a certain age uninhibited fun 

would disappear as su rely as the sun setting on the horizon.  

The young man looked around his room slowly, taking in every object he 

could see ð the comfortable bed, its head resting by a frosted panel window 

that allowed the soft light of the morning to gently wa ke him. The media center, 

with a CD player, television, computer, and a game console. His desk, fronted 

by a larger window that Conor used to come and go as he pleased after his 
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parents turned in for the night. A closet full of everything he needed, so man y 

articles of clothing and shoes that they spilled out onto the floor with the doors 

permanently raked back. Then he looked at the posters on the wall, at the 

musicians, actors and movies he felt so strongly about. Conor looked at all of 

these material ble ssings and shook his head, knowing already what he must do 

for the Lady and her companions. Conor juggled these emotions and came to a 

quick conclusion.  

Two years ago he had been granted an amazing gift by these beings, 

whoever they were. They had answere d his cries for understanding and sent 

Purugama of the Crossworlds, a most unexpected and appreciated teacher, to 

guide him on his journey. Conor knew he would repay their kindness by giving 

his service to them. He knew that somewhere, the big cougar must have been 

smiling with the knowledge of his young prot®g®õs decision. 

As requested by Purugama, Conor had never breathed a word to anyone 

about their adventure. Well, not to any other human, that is. He had told his 

familyõs cats, Sunny, Lenny, and Little Man all about Purugama, and they 

either didnõt care at all or they were in fact listening intently to the stories of a 

long distant cousin. Conor couldnõt tell either way, but it eased some of his 

discomfort to tell someone.  

He looked back toward the foot of his bed and caught the Ladyõs eyes, 

those eyes that never seemed to blink while taking in everything so peacefully.  

òTell me your story, my Ladyó Conor said. òWhy do you visit me today?ó 
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*CHAPTER TWO* 

 

The Lady lowered herse lf gracefully, sitting motionless as she stared at 

Conor. The slightest semblance of a smile crept into her expression. Although 

she would never express the feeling to him, she loved this young man because 

of his great courage. Presented with a problem, he  had assessed both spheres 

of thought and had come to the correct moral conclusion. As Purugama would 

have done, Conor chose to assist those in their time of need. How predictable 

might a personõs actions be if mentored by the proper guardian, thought the 

Lady. After a long while, she spoke.  

òConor, do you remember when you first heard my voice, and the voices 

of the other creators?ó 

òSure I do,ó responded Conor. òI heard it when Purugama and I flew into 

the mists in between journeys. He flew all over the p lace acting like a little 

kitten, and then when he heard the first voice call out, he immediately settled 

down and coasted in an unswerving pattern.ó 

òThat is correct,ó replied the Lady. òWhen you entered the mists you and 

he encountered a corridor of tran smission, a door you might say, between 

worlds. It was by using one of these corridors that Purugama entered and 

exited the different worlds where your lessons occurred. Indeed, one of these 

corridors carried the evil Drazian to where he confronted Purugam a and almost 

destroyed him and you, my son.ó  

The Lady paused briefly and then questioned the young man. òDo you 

understand me, Conor?ó 

òI think so,ó Conor responded. òIt sounds like a science fiction movie.ó 
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òI am not familiar with what you describe,ó said the Lady. òLet us agree 

that we who inhabit the Crossworlds use these corridors as easily as someone 

in your world uses a doorway. By simply walking through a door, you enter 

another room. We simply pass through our corridors and enter another world, 

any  world we wish.ó 

The Lady let Conor digest this last comment before she continued. òYou 

must understand, however, that the corridors also serve as a vital fabric which 

binds the energy of the Crossworlds together. Just as your sun provides 

essential energy  and warmth to all life on earth, the energy of the corridors 

supplies an indispensable element for the survival of the Crossworlds. Without 

a continuous and uninterrupted flow of nutrients to the corridors, the 

Crossworlds and all its inhabitants would pe rish.ó 

Conor squished a few pillows behind his head and sat up a little 

straighter. òThere is something threatening the corridors?ó 

The Lady placed her hand on Conorõs. òWe do not yet know, young man, 

but we have measured the depletion of energies for quit e some time. There is 

no mistake; the corridors are under siege.ó 

Conor leaned back on his elbows and gazed at the wall just to the right of 

the Lady. He couldnõt help but wonder how a boy his age could provide the 

difference between life and death for the  Crossworlds and for the earth as well. 

Certainly there had to be a Crossworlds army of magical warriors, with the 

insurmountable powers of good on their side, who could defeat any force set 

before them and replenish the energies of the corridors. Or perha ps this Lady 

who sat before him, who obviously possessed considerable power, could snap 

her fingers and repair the corridors and defeat whatever beings were 

attempting to destroy the Crossworlds.  

He sat and stared for a long while. He wanted to walk right past the 

Lady, out his bedroom door and down the stairs to have breakfast with his 
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family. He wanted to ride his bike to the lake and skip rocks and play with his 

dog. He wanted to go to a friendõs house and play video games all day. He 

wanted to do anythi ng but follow the Lady on an adventure to some far away 

world where he might be killed by another horrible creature like Drazian. He 

wanted, more than anything, to have Purugama here to tell him what to do.  

The Lady sat quietly in perfect repose, her hands  resting in her lap. She 

waited patiently for Conor to complete his musings, for she knew better than 

he what was playing out in his mind. And she knew perfectly well what the 

young man would decide after he flirted with his selfish side. After all, was it  

not completely normal for earthlings of this age to wish only for fun and 

enjoyment in life? She stared at him lovingly, knowing without fail what he 

would say next.  

Conor hopped out of bed and began fingering a large pile of clothing on 

the floor. As he grabbed a t -shirt, he looked up at the Lady and smiled. òShould 

I dress for warm weather or cold,ó he asked. 

As the last word fell from his tongue, Conor felt rather than saw that he 

was instantly groomed and dressed, with warm socks and shoes and a heavy 

coat. A wool cap tightly shrouded his head, and a pair of lined mittens hung on 

his beltline. He straightened and looked at the Lady of the Light, who still sat 

unmoving at the foot of his bed.  

òMay I ask why I am bundled up like this?ó Conor inquired. òIf I 

remember correctly, during all of my adventures with Purugama, I scarcely 

wore more than a t -shirt and a light pair of pajamas.ó 

The Lady stood up so gracefully Conor would have sworn not a single 

muscle had been used in the effort. She padded over to where Conor stood, 

grabbed both sides of the wool cap and tucked it a little tighter over Conorõs 

ears. She nicked his nose with the knuckle of her right hand and then 

crouched down a little so they stared at each other at eye level.  
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òDuring your voyage with our champion, Purugama, young man, no 

possibility of corridor infection existed. Therefore, you were in no danger from 

the element s. During this journey, however, with the unstable nature of the 

corridor energies, there may be times when the cold will be unbearable.ó She 

paused and scanned Conorõs facial features for a sign of fear. òAlthough the 

cold may last no more than a moment, we must be certain that you are well 

protected in case of longer exposure. After all, would we serve our champion by 

allowing harm to come to the one who risked his life to save him?ó She smiled 

beautifully to highlight this last comment.  

The Lady grabbed Conorõs wrist and led him over to his desk, where a 

sculpture of a powerful cat in a crouched position guarded the various papers 

and writing instruments. She drew her hand across Conorõs face and then 

down toward the stoic cat, directing his vision toward  the statue. As the young 

ladõs eyes took in the solid feline shape, the Lady lightly stroked its neck and 

shoulders. A silver shower of sparkling crystals blossomed from the Ladyõs 

hand, completely enveloping the statue. After shimmering brightly, the cry stals 

disappeared, and in place of the statue a magnificent cat crouched quietly. The 

cat was stunning, very domestic in its coloring, but quite majestic in its 

bearing.  

Conor stood transfixed at the sight of a living creature where before there 

had been o nly a sculpture. He watched as the small cat surveyed the area of 

his bedroom directly in front of and below the desk. It seemed to be looking at 

nothing in his room, but by its intensity he saw that this cat was either 

searching for something or guarding a great treasure. He wanted desperately to 

reach out and touch the animal, but something inside of him restrained his 

hand from following its impulse. Instead, he put his hands on his knees, 

crouched down for a good look and stared directly into the catõs eyes. 

Although wilder looking than any of his own cats, the coloring of the 

beast was not unlike Conorõs oldest cat, Sunny, a black and white tabby who, 
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at sixteen, could easily scale an eight foot fence without a soul being aware of 

it. This cat also reta ined black and white markings, but where Sunnyõs were 

mottled and coincidental, the markings of this animal had been purposeful, 

almost by design. The white around its mouth rose to the crown of his forehead 

in a perfect pyramid. From there, the white colo ring abruptly disappeared, 

giving way to a coal black mask that cut the eyes in two and covered the ears 

completely. Even the fine hairs that occupied its ear canals were midnight 

black.  

The mask continued along the back of an extremely powerful neck and 

shoulder area, and then yielded to a white collar that encompassed the front 

paws completely. Then the black fur again took over at the middle of the 

backbone and covered the rear flank. The tail shone brilliantly, black as a 

starless night.  

The white fur w as perfectly white; the black fur was also without flaw. 

Only one small imperfection existed in the coloring. At the very tip of its pink 

nose, a tiny blot of dark coloring existed. It seemed as though the creators of 

this animal deemed their work too flaw less, so they marred it in the slightest 

respect. Even with the blemish, though, the remarkable strength and coloring 

caused you to move aside out of a healthy sense of respect whenever the cat 

looked directly at you.  

The Lady enjoyed watching Conorõs fascination with the small replication 

of the Crossworldsõ greatest champion. She marveled at how respectfully he 

treated the beast, how he wished to touch and stroke the strong muscles, and 

yet held himself at bay, resigned to only a visual inspection. After a while, she 

spoke of the strange cat.  

òConor, you must travel with me to a place where all Crossworlds beasts 

such as Purugama congregate.ó The Lady gestured toward the cat on the desk. 

òThere you will meet Maya, the Lord and Leader of the Champions of the 
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Crossworlds. Maya has either sired or counseled each champion for countless 

generations, for tens of thousands of earth years. He is by far the wisest and 

most courageous in the long line of mentors sent out to assist creatures in 

need of counsel and pro tection.ó 

The Lady extended her graceful hand over to where Maya crouched on 

the desk. The stunning cat sparked and arched his back to meet the Ladyõs 

touch. Yet even while in supplication to one of the creators, Maya was in 

command of everything around hi m. Never flinching, always aware, the 

powerful cat accepted the Ladyõs consideration and never once allowed his 

senses to weaken. The Lady stroked his strong back and smiled at Conor.  

òIndeed, it was Maya who took a very young Purugama into his care and 

molded him into the remarkable creature that befriended you. The champion 

who mentored you was not always the proud and dignified beast you came to 

know two years ago.ó  

The Lady of the Light actually giggled, briefly holding a graceful hand 

over her mouth. òMaya had quite a struggle with Purugama in the beginning. 

As you had noticed during your time with him, Purugama, from time to time, 

exhibited some characteristics of the domestic cats that you and your family 

keep as pets. When he was still young, he wou ld sometimes lie in wait for Maya 

and pounce on him with all the ferocity a young cougar could muster. The 

scuffles usually lasted as long as Maya wished, and sometimes Maya would use 

the play time as a learning tool for Purugama, teaching him the intricac ies of 

battle while allowing him a victory here and there. At other times, like all 

guardians, Maya was simply not in the mood, and he would swat Purugama 

aside and watch him tumble and crash into a bush, all paws and whiskers and 

a cross -eyed look of misu nderstanding.ó 

After a pause, the Lady regained her regal countenance and addressed 

Conor directly. òCome, my young champion, let us away to the realm of the 

great cats. Maya awaits us, and he will tell us what needs to be done. Just 
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stand your ground, loo k directly into my eyes, and donõt move a muscle. I will 

transport us to the glade of champions.ó 

*CHAPTER THREE* 

 

Before Conor could button his coat or slip on his gloves, he felt a strange 

sensation overtaking him. It seemed his  head was swimming or his bedroom 

had begun to spin. He couldnõt be certain which. He tried very hard to be brave 

and not be too concerned. He much preferred traveling with Purugama, abrupt 

as it was at times. At least he could relate to flying. This, he d ecided, was 

altogether different and a little disconcerting. Nevertheless, he held the Ladyõs 

eyes fast to his own, as she had requested, and found comfort in the beautiful 

serenity that lay within her gaze.  

In his peripheral vision, he saw that the famili ar items in his bedroom 

were stretching and melting, as if something or some force was peeling them 

away from a central point near the door of his room. Then the Lady let one of 

her hands slowly fall as she extended her finger to a point behind and to the 

left of her body. She signaled to a spot in mid -air, and then brought her hand 

back to her face, drawing Conorõs line of sight back up to her eyes. She smiled 

at Conor, soothing his anxious nerves.  

It was then that Conor began to see the corridor taking sh ape. At the 

precise spot where the Lady had touched the air, a keyhole opened, allowing an 

intensely bright light into the room. The miniature Maya, still standing guard 

on Conorõs desk, began to growl and gruffle at the sight of a corridor becoming 

active. It seemed that he, too, became apprehensive at the sight of the creatorõs 

passageways.  

Conor could not focus on the Ladyõs eyes any longer. He simply had to 

watch the scene unfolding before him in his bedroom. The light from the 

keyhole began to slowly e nlarge. Conor stared, fascinated by the precision of 
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the movement. It looked as though the Lady had used her finger to draw a 

perfect box out of thin air.  

As the light expanded, it shifted in direction and began to devour 

everything in the bedroom, streami ng in unison across every wall as it hungrily 

swallowed each square foot of space. Every article of clothing, every book or 

statue or picture in Conorõs room became part of the growing rectangle of light. 

Each object shuddered momentarily as the edges of t he corridor touched it. 

After passing over and consuming it, the light moved on, leaving it in its 

original location. Conor squinted his eyes but could not make out anything on 

the other side of the corridor membrane. The light blinded him. Try as he 

might , the young man could not find form or substance in its dominion.  

Another of Conorõs senses signaled a change to him, however. As the 

door grew in size, so did the sensation of cold coming from within the corridor. 

When it finally reached its maximum dimen sion, the temperature in Conorõs 

bedroom had dropped at least forty degrees, and the young man silently 

thanked the Lady for providing him with warm clothing for the journey. He 

turned around and glanced at Maya, who crouched in a ball with his paws 

coveri ng his nose. The cat suddenly shifted his ever -watchful eyes and looked 

directly at Conor, and slowly winked. If he had ever lacked the courage to 

follow through with this adventure, that simple gesture filled Conor with 

renewed fortitude. He smiled at May a, spun around, faced forward and 

returned his attention to the Lady of the Light.  

The Lady seemed to suffer no ill effects from the drastic temperature 

change. She turned boldly toward the doorway of the corridor and held out 

both hands, as if to receive the energy from the interface within the 

Crossworlds. Slowly, she began to move toward the light, and as she advanced, 

she allowed her right hand to grasp Conorõs left hand. She moved forward, 

guiding Conor toward the light at the same time. Her left hand penetrated the 

light field and instantly she and Conor were encased in a cloak of energy. 

Conor almost jumped back when the wide beam swallowed him, for he felt a 
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brief electric shock, but he held his ground and advanced with the Lady 

leading the way. It w as painfully cold, but Conor was so astonished by what he 

saw, he felt nothing but awe and fascination. Just before entering the light he 

felt something small and strong land on his left shoulder. He turned his head 

and saw the small Maya crouched around h is neck, looking intently into the 

light. Conor glanced one last time at the Lady, swallowed his uncertainty, and 

stepped across the threshold of the corridor.  

For the briefest of moments, Conor felt the most profound sense of cold 

he could have ever belie ved possible. As soon as he stepped completely into the 

portal, his face felt as if it would freeze and break away from his skull. He had 

forgotten to put on his gloves, and his right hand became completely numb. 

His left hand, still embraced by the Lady, felt warm and protected. That simple 

sensation, being connected physically to the Lady, was the only thing that 

prevented Conor from being frightened out of his wits.  

Conor noticed that Maya had disappeared, obviously comfortable with 

the transition between worlds. He also noticed that even though there was 

nothing concrete to see inside the corridor, he was hearing some familiar 

sounds. He remembered hearing the identi cal noises during his travels with 

Purugama, and even with the Lady providing escort, they unnerved the young 

man just as they had before while flying through the mists with the big cougar. 

The sounds: human voices, animal cries, shouts and laughter of all  kinds 

seemed to come from everywhere. Above and below, and from all directions 

around him, Conor listened to the echoes of many different worlds. He tried to 

block out the clatter and focus on passing through the corridor. He felt the 

Lady squeeze his han d, and he experienced the feeling of electric shock again, 

this time followed by a blast of intense heat. An instant later, they passed 

through the corridor and into Mayaõs world. 

Conorõs breath left him while he stared in disbelief. He forgot that this 

pl ace was the realm of Maya and the great Champions of the Crossworlds. He 

was so astonished by what he saw he didnõt even remember how he came to be 
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there, or that the Lady was standing next to him after safely guiding him 

through the corridor. He stood the re like a statue, mouth agape, clearly 

stunned by his surroundings. If there ever was a perfect place, a warriorõs 

haven, Conor knew instantly that it must look identical to this world.  

He and the Lady stood at the perimeter of a dense, beautifully canopie d 

forest. Every hue of green was represented in the trees, bushes, moss, grass, 

and ground -blanketing ferns. The features of the forest fit together perfectly; 

every filament of flora seemed to reside in the precise position relative to its 

neighbor. A lig ht wind, which never ceased nor changed in intensity, rustled 

through the leaves and branches, giving life to the brush.  

In front and to the right of the two newcomers lay an exquisite body of 

water, a glassy lake so crystalline in its composition that Con or almost believed 

he could walk across the surface. The water at the edge of the lake lapped up 

against a fine, white coral sand belt, undisturbed by footprints or debris. The 

breeze that tickled the forest ran out to meet the water in the lake and 

appear ed to dance lightly across its surface.  

To the left of the lake Conor saw a mountain of rocks rising majestically 

toward the sky and eventually disappearing into the clouds. A soft, noiseless 

waterfall trickled down the entire expanse of rock, silently dip ping into the lake 

water at the base of the rock wall. The waterfall moved so delicately that the 

water dripping into the lake failed to disturb its pristine perfection.  

Conor raised his eyes. There was no experience, no picture, no 

description from anyone  he knew that might have matched the beauty of the 

sky he saw before him. The horizon glowed with a light purple haze, with 

clouds as blue as the lake water. The red sunõs reflection against these hues 

sent Conorõs head spinning. As the sun began to fall in the sky, the forest, the 

lake water, even the rocks from the mountain seemed to stretch out toward the 

light, hoping to jealously grasp one last bit of nourishment before having to do 

without until the next morning.  
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The Lady tousled Conorõs hair and began walking toward the trees. As 

with the sun, the forest seemed to stretch out toward the Lady, as if she 

possessed energy that the flora hungered for, or, was it something else, 

wondered Conor. The trees and bushes appeared to want to caress and 

embrace he r, almost as if there was some sort of symbiotic relationship 

between her and the natural surroundings. Every section of forest she strolled 

by reached out for her like a child demanding its parentsõ attention. She moved 

without a glance toward the trees, preferring instead to extend a few fingers 

and lightly touch a few leaves here and there. The fortunate branches and 

trunks straightened with the sensation of her touch, trying to put forth the 

best impression they could. It all seemed like a truly magical  place, thought 

Conor, as he watched the interplay between goddess and nature.  

After stopping to inspect a piece of coral on the shoreline, Conor followed 

the Lady of the Light as she walked alongside the forest. The young lad ran 

over to where the Lady ha d taken a seat, plopping himself down next to her.  

òAre we going to rest for a while?ó he asked the Lady. 

She continued gazing into the forest, answering him while directing her 

gaze into the trees. òYes, we will rest here for a short while. I think this might 

be a good time for you to meet a few of Purugamaõs friends.ó 

She smiled down at him. òWould you like that, Conor?ó 

òAs long as you are here with me, Lady,ó he answered. òHopefully the 

cats wonõt be as playful as Purugama was when he was he young.ó 

òFear not, Conor,ó replied the Lady, softly chuckling. òAll of Mayaõs 

charges have heard the story of your battle against Drazian, and they have long 

awaited the day when they could meet the defender of their much -revered 

brother. I should think you will be s urprised at the way they watch themselves 

around you.ó 

With that final stunning comment, the Lady turned from Conor and 

focused her energy on the wall of trees directly in front of them. She seemed to 

be sending some form of mental communication deep into the forest. In no time 
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at all Conor heard stomping and rustling and saw great stands of trees and 

bushes pressing side to side in the wake of something huge. He could see a 

path forming through the forest, cut into the dense trees by something 

immense and powerful. He could not deny the fear he felt, anticipating the 

arrival of not one but many beasts as imposing as Purugama. He recalled the 

first time he ever laid eyes on the great cougar, and a nervous chill ran down 

his small spine. Nevertheless, he want ed the Lady to be proud of him so he 

held firm to his seat and awaited the arrival of whatever moved in the trees. He 

also knew, from watching nature shows on television that animals who smell 

fear often times react to it.  
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Illustrations from Book Two  

 

 

 

Invitation  

 

 

 

 

 



Conor and the Crossworlds by Kevin Gerard  

 

http://www.conorandthecrossworlds.com/ Page 56 
 

 

 

 

 

Introduction  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


