Josh Polito, 2/28/2007, 4th Hour


All Is Lost

I cannot recall when I fell into the fissure. I can only recall the events leading up to when I was shoved over the edge. The ground withered away into darkness beneath my feet. I remember frantically tearing my hands across the collapsing soil. I remember a familiar face staring at me from the surface as I fell down into the plume of darkness. The events of the past days replayed in my mind. Slowly I began to fit together the missing pieces of the story.

Eight days before I was given night watch duty over the northern coastline. It wasn’t so bad. You got to stay up all night and listen to the waves crashing on the rocks at the bottom of the cliffs. We had to keep watch because of a rebel group calling themselves the Black Pirates who had been terrorizing the people of the island. I shouldn’t even be calling it an island. It’s more like a system of islands. We call this world the Age of Riven. It was written by a man who went by the name of Gehn. I know little about him, besides the fact that he failed to reign over our small civilization when he appeared on the southern cliffs and tried to play god.

It’s sort of hard to explain, really. From what I understand, this island is written in a book. I have seen other books like ours. The front page has a panel with a picture of the world or age on it. They are called linking books. A person can place their hand on the cover and teleport to the age or location that is specified in the book. I never have understood the art of writing these books; I just know that they exist.


As I stood watch on the northern coast, looking out for the Black Pirate ships, I was approached by a man named Lucien Lachance. He was a young looking man; often he could be seen prowling the night with his black hooded robes fluttering around him. Everything about him seemed dark and mystical. He walked silently up a path which led up the Cliffside and stood beside me. We did not exchange words for several minutes. He only stared across the open sea, as I often do when I am assigned night watch. After looking up at the constellations in the sky, he turned to face me.

“Vincent Valtieri, nice to see you on such a fine evening. I see you are quite relaxed. I have something for you.”

Reaching into his robes, Lachance pulled out a dagger with a black steel blade. He held it out for me to take from his hands. I looked down at it, expressionless.


“What is this for?” I asked.


“Welcome to the brotherhood, mister Valtieri.” A slight smile appeared on his face.


I hesitantly accepted the dagger, holding it up to the moonlight in order to get a better look at the sinister blade. The brotherhood was the mysterious anti-rebel operation created by the newly formed village government of the island. Its members carry the black blade as an emblem of their membership, supposedly to frighten rebels away from the island. “I do not understand. Why me?” I questioned confusedly.

“You have volunteered watch on many occasions. Your devotion to eliminating the Black Pirate’s activity from the island is extremely visible. I think it is only right that we accept you into our little organization.” His eyes gleamed in the dim moonlight.

Something seemed strange. I never quite cared about the pirate activities. I just lived too far away. Living up in the cliffs never caused any problems. Besides that, I only volunteered for night watch duty because it was the only time of the day where I could get some relaxation. Still, I felt like going along with it. This had to be the most interesting thing to happen to me in years. I was curious as to what the brotherhood’s operations were. Finally making up my mind, I accepted his offer.

“Good. Join me on my way to the brotherhood sanctuary.” He turned and started back down the Cliffside. To hell with night watch. Nothing ever happened anyway. I followed him.

We walked for what seemed like an hour or so. It appeared that we were going to Crater Island, one of the larger islands in the system. It has its name from the giant crater in its center, which also contains a massive clear blue lake. The islands were connected with massive steel bridges which spanned out from the central isle, the island which contained the newly created government buildings in the Great Forest. We crossed about three of them before we climbed up a ladder on a cliff face and made it to a large steel ledge which sat high above the ground.

Lachance reached the top and stated “This is it.”


“What is?” I looked around confusedly. All I saw was a big rock cliff.

Lachance held up his finger and turned around to face me with a slight smile, signaling for me to wait a moment. Soon after, two hidden doors in the rock face cracked open. Lachance pushed in on them and entered. I curiously followed.


Within moments of our entry, there was a loud bang in the distance. The lights of the sanctuary flared to life. My eyes were overwhelmed by a blaze of incandescent light.

“Welcome to our humble sanctuary!” Lachance stated in exaggerated triumph.


The room around me appeared to be some sort of planning room. A large map of the islands lay on a massive table in the center of the cavern. File cabinets lined the walls. Notes and books lay scattered across desks and tables. The cavern was unusually dark and the lights were dim. It was certainly an unpleasant place to be in. Lachance turned around and held me still by the shoulders, looking directly into my eyes.


“Here in this room, on this very night, you are going to learn something that will change your life for the rest of your days in this Age. You are no longer a part of the society of these islands.” He spoke sternly, never releasing his grip on my shoulders, never losing eye contact. “These ‘Black Pirates’ which attack the village are no longer your enemy. They are, in fact, members of the brotherhood. We are sent by the village government to terrorize the people of the island in order to maintain firm control. Here, in this very room, we plot out the attacks.” I was lost for words.


“Technically speaking, you are no longer ‘alive’. I couldn’t let you leave and go back home after what I have shown you anyway. Your home on the cliffs is in flames, Valtieri. In the morning, the village people will find out and you will be nowhere in sight. Hopefully, they will automatically assume that you are dead.” Surprisingly, this didn’t bother me at all. I never have been much of a person to care about personal possessions in the first place. I continued listening intently.

“We have been watching you since you arrived in this Age, Valtieri. You were the perfect man from the beginning. Never caring about the welfare of the islanders. Secluding yourself from the rest of the population on the mountainside. Indeed, it may sound odd, but there is nothing you can do about it now; even if you did want to leave.” I nodded understandingly. I had only lived in the Age of Riven for a few years. Besides, covert operations and the power to influence society had always been appealing to me. This was my chance to do something great.

“From this day forth, you are going to help us in our operations. You may find your quarters in the room at the end of the hall. Get a good night’s rest. I have business to attend to.” Lachance turned around and walked out the door into the night without saying another word. That was quite a change in events for me. I wondered what I was getting in to.

I didn’t sleep a wink that night. I couldn’t. I was too excited to find out what was going to happen next in this twisting unpredictable tale that was my new life. The next morning I awoke to find twelve other members and Lachance in the main room, plotting our operations. Lachance showed me the linking books that they used to travel secretly to the other islands. The other members welcomed me to the brotherhood very easily. I was happy to be among them. 

For the next seven days we acted under cover of night and through the use of the linking books to materialize in various areas of the town and on different islands to wreak havoc on the islanders. Most of the time it was small operations, such as poisoning the food supply, setting miniscule fires, and sinking ships in the harbor. Along with these operations came people pleading the government for help. As long as there was something wrong, the people would need their precious government.
On the eighth night, Lachance disappeared. No one questioned where he went, except for me. I realized that this was unusual for him. He came back to the sanctuary at the same time every night. I decided to break into his room and see if there were any clues as to where he might have gone. Once inside his room, I discovered a hidden passageway to a small room beneath his quarters. Inside, I discovered strange objects which did not even belong to the Age of Riven. A journal on a rugged wooden desk was filled with entries on his entire plan for the age. I realized in horror that Lachance was actually planning to destroy the age once he had recovered something he called ‘The Linking Book of Tomahna’. I didn’t care if we terrorized the villagers in order to strengthen the government, but destroying the entire age and everyone in it so that he could steal some book? I think not.

Soon after reading this entry, I heard someone enter the room in the chamber above me. It had to be Lachance. I quickly made my way through the passageway, but I stopped abruptly in the hallway. Lachance stood directly in front of me, dagger drawn, a thick and rough looking book in his arms. “Stand back, Valtieri. I won’t hesitate to kill you where you stand.”
“Why, Lachance? Did you really need us as cover for your little plan to steal some useless book?” I stood my ground.

“Useless book? This book is far beyond your level of comprehension, Valtieri. It is a long lost linking book to an Age which is filled with riches beyond your wildest imagination. As for the ‘cover’, let’s just say that I needed something to do for fun before I left.”
“But why destroy the age?”

“I don’t want any of you imbeciles following me. The only way to sever the link between Riven and the Age of Tomahna would be to destroy the entire Age. As you know, once you enter an Age, the book remains behind.” Lachance turned his wrist to look at a timepiece on his arm. “I really must be going, Valtieri.” A smirk appeared across his face. Slowly, he stepped forward. I drew my dagger. Lachance broke into a run, catching me off guard and knocking me to the ground. Running into the underground chamber, he put his hand to the cover of a linking book which lay on a desk. It contained a link to an island of Riven that I had never seen before. He pressed his palm against it. Instantly he began to vaporize before my eyes. I struggled to my feet and slashed my dagger at the glowing outline of Lachance. The dagger sliced through air.
Quickly I pressed my palm to the cover of the book. Mist clouded my vision. The ground drifted away from beneath my feet. My stomach churned.
I found myself standing on a rather large plateau on a very small island in the middle of the ocean. Being unaccustomed to book travel, I immediately began vomiting into the soft sand in the rocks on the cliff. 

The wind was soft. The sun was beginning to rise. I stood on my feet and gazed around my unfamiliar surroundings. On the other side of the plateau stood Lachance, standing over a strange device which hung over a small porthole in the ground. I began to run toward him.
The porthole appeared to be a glass cover over a hole. This wasn’t any hole. I could see stars on the other side of the glass! The strange device was actually a telescope, judging by the various lenses which were mounted on it. Lachance appeared to be tampering with a stopper which prevented the telescope from falling down into the glass. I soon realized that he was going to shatter the glass and somehow destroy the age.
“Lachance, stop! You don’t know what you’re doing!” I screamed at him.
He looked up at me. His eyes were cold, black, emotionless. His left eye twitched with a tinge of anger. The eyes of a madman. “You will never understand, Valtieri. Never!”
With that being said, Lachance gave a swift kick to the telescope. The lense immediately crashed into the glass. Both the porthole and the telescope were immediately sucked into the hole by a great vacuum of air. The roar of oxygen being sucked from the atmosphere filled my ears. The sky turned purple, the sea orange. Waves stopped crashing, birds stopped singing, all life was halted to see the world end. The ground gave a shiver. A mass of rock and soil was ripped from the world and widened the small porthole into a great fissure which spanned the length of the small island plateau on which we stood.
“Lachance, you fool! What have you done?” I screamed over the roar of the wind. I fell to my knees in horrified awe.

Lachance walked swiftly and with ease to where I knelt. Gripping my neck, he raised me off of the ground and forced me to look him in his cold black eyes. “You were just a pawn, Valtieri. A pawn for a much larger plan than you will ever comprehend!” He threw me toward the fissure. I struggled to stay away from the edge, but I ended up hanging on by a thread, gripping what little plant life that I could find in the soil. “I’ll be damned if I’m going to let you ruin my entire life’s dream!” He screamed in a rage, stomping my hands. I was forced to let go.
All thoughts in my mind ceased as I fell into the star fissure. The Age that I knew was unquestionably lost without hope. I could see Lachance gazing at me as I fell into the void. Slowly my mind faded into darkness. Falling… Falling…
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