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Chapter 46
"The Day the World Saw the Shadows"
Somewhere just astride the glorious Himalayan mountains, overlooking the central Asian city of Kathmandu, Nepal, a sudden torrential rain began.

The abrupt downpour disrupted the unsuspecting inhabitants of the town during their mid-day normalcy of everyday life. The bustling shopping and trading in the vibrant streets ceased quickly as a result of the torrent while villagers scurried with their drenched goods to the safety of shelter.

If one would gaze upwards to the steep mountainous peaks, some would swear they’d be able to spot the form of a man, minute from the great distance, hovering all the while like an avian over the highest summit. From way up in the clouds he appeared to be commanding the storm to gather over this part of the Nepal city.

With a mere wave of his gloved hand, the singular individual caused the darkly formed clouds—which were moments ago clear and white—to suddenly break open. The bizarrely powerful rains soon caused the low-lying area to flood its packed streets, sending the citizens of this peaceful town into a panic.

Certainly they had seen rain before, and even endured through tsunami category storms. But this sudden, freak outbreak of nonstop water pouring down from the heavens, raising the rivers to flood mercilessly causing countless landslides of homes, was far worse than any experienced previously.

In fact, the flood that did not stop for days on end which drove the people to higher ground, had something about it that could be classed as frightening, even to the most climate hardened of senior villagers.

Yes, there was something indefinably unnatural affecting their once pristine environment…



The clear skies and seasonably warm weather which defined gorgeous Nairobi, Kenya, even at this late month of the year, made the perfect image of a calm, peaceful day. The mid-afternoon hustling and bustling city-dwellers were out enjoying the fine African weather with good 'ole Mount Kilimanjaro looking down over the busy folk, kindly sending them some much-needed shade.

But then, just as suddenly as the snap of a finger, the volcano's familiar outline became an overcast shadow, its unwelcome darkness leeching over the usually sunny afternoon into nearly night—almost as stark as a solar eclipse.

Almost, but more eerie.

For these shadows were not chased away in the short time span of a normal eclipse, rather only allowing a slight flutter here and there of a ray of light piercing the thick darkness to the worried people below.

But after a full day and night in darkness, the people, upon further examination, realized that the unearthly blackness coating the skies above and blocking out their desirable sunshine was caused by a covering of hundreds of thousands of large beaked and sharp talon-ed, angry birds ready to pounce on anyone who dared to move outside their forced shelter on this extraordinary December day…



Could the sun shine any brighter than this one hovering over Melbourne, Australia? The sheepshearers who lived on the outskirts wondered these things as they sweated beneath the sweltering heat while they busily plied their lifelong trade.

Wool was flying everywhere over the Aussie flatlands as the normal day rolled on, its general high temperature of the day none too surprising to the woolly sheep herders. However, the randomly abrupt outbreaks of blazing fires consuming their barns and hay lofts, devouring their livestock holdings and feed silos was downright shocking.

Men and women and children alike all raced to free their poor innocent animals from their pens, the flames taking more than a few furry lives in the process.

Simultaneously, inexplicably, multiple other sheep farms across the plains exploded in the almost spontaneous conflagration. The terrified farmers' livelihoods were being enflamed as the entire landscape soon saw the inextinguishable fires on their horizon threatening to spread to the rest of the populated city next…



Everyone knows what New York is like on a busy Monday morning. And a few days before Christmas, with last-minute shoppers filling every corner of every crowded street—from the entertaining Rockefeller Center district to brightly lit, neon sign ritzy shops on Fifth Avenue—it was hectic to say the least.

Warm-coated New Yorkers and traveling businessmen alike walked their walk down the paved sidewalks, hurriedly making their way, late to work at one of those monstrous high-rise buildings towering over the fast-paced city.

Music blaring, horns honking, the sheer clatter of noisy people all talking on top of one another filled the streets of Brooklyn, to midtown Manhattan, the upper east end and back down to the Bronx. Cars were lined back to back, all fighting the traffic on the icy slicked roads, especially frenzied on this blessed holiday's holy week start.

Just as the noontime lunch hour was about to kick in even more chaos, with hungry employees ready to book it to a well-deserved break, something suddenly happened—faster than 'a New York minute.'
For one of the world's most iconic monuments to man's innovation—the Empire State Building that had dotted the New York skyline for almost a hundred years—vanished without a trace right before hundreds of stunned eyes.

But before the normally blasé New Yorkers even had the chance to blink, with countless more innocents trapped inside, the famed Central Park Tower skyscraper, too, makes an unbelievable exit.

The true screams began when the entire Brooklyn Bridge and its pile up traffic of vehicles upon it is mysteriously zapped away, leaving the Hudson River standing vastly wide open big and frigidly empty. Its waters grow choppier as panic ensues, iconic building after building vanishing from sight as crazed city-dwellers don't know which way to turn for fear of the next wiped out area, gone as if they—and all the people within—were never there.

Next vanished Tiffany's, the Flatiron Building, Trump Tower, Saks Fifth Avenue, the Guggenheim, the Knox Building and the Metropolitan Museum. Even the ugly brown building that stood beside the big empty hole where the Empire State once gloriously spired was no more.

Many injuries were caused by the stampede of blindly panic-stricken inhabitants flooding the chaotic streets, exiting whatever edifice they were just within in fear of being swallowed up and disappearing as well.

The streets and alleyways of New York City perversely seemed the only safe place now as one after another business, building, store, delicatessen—every and any age or type or size of structure that set the pace of 'the city that never sleeps' was non-prejudicially swept off to virtual oblivion…



Around the globe, unmitigated fear rocks the world, upending the joy filled holiday season at the reports of these mysterious and deadly outbreaks. No explanations were able to be found as armed forces of each of the four spots hit by the torrential rain, darkness on ecliptic scales, inextinguishable fires, and heart stopping disappearances of vast areas, buildings and people, try to get close enough to stop it.

But to no avail. 
It was as if some power was mysteriously working against any defense each country had to offer, all attempts seemingly in vain.

The blindly soaking rain floods sealed out most any help from arriving in Nepal, the endless flocks of foul in Nairobi were unable to be penetrated by any amount of gunfire nor smoke as numerous planes crashed due to the sheer amount of feathers blocking the skies. The spreading flames in Melbourne horribly increased no matter how much water or other extinguishers nor how many people attempted to douse the fire still slowly making its destructive path towards the populated city.

And New York City was inexplicably cut off, no one in the entire vast United States was able to explain the vanishing of whole centers of the population—nor had they the faintest hint of how to reverse it. Every road in, every bridge out had disappeared. All well-intentioned boats, planes and helicopters ran haplessly into some seemingly invisible wall made of an unbreakable shield which sealed the pandemonium stricken New Yorkers in with no help of getting out in sight.



News of these horrors soon hit the Japanese shores, each Sailor Soldier looking to one another with great certainty on who exactly was behind these evil attempts at striking panic and ruin across the globe. Sailor Mercury’s scans on her computer were not necessary to come to that cheerless conclusion.

“What are we going to do, guys? Everything’s happening all at once! All of those poor places! All of those poor people! What can we do?!” Serena cries loud enough to startle everyone in Rei’s temple, more than aware that it was the hand of Metallia over these attacks.

“Queen Metallia has come back with a vengeance indeed! All around the globe she wants to take over everything, Sailor Scouts! We have got to stop her!” Luna announces, hopping up on the table where Artemis, Mina, Rei, Lita, Amy, Darien and Serena were gathered around.

“That’s right, Scouts. And the only way to hit those problems head-on is for us to split up, it seems. I’ll go to New York, Amy to Nairobi, Lita to Australia, and Rei to Nepal. Four places, four of us, see?” In full leadership mode, Mina makes the announcement with a determined nod to the others.

“Split up, Mina? Do you think that’s really wise? It might be just what Metallia is waiting for. For all of us to scatter across the globe and leave Tokyo undefended.” Artemis, ever the wet mop pessimist, speaks his mind in his perpetual negativity.

“We won’t be leaving it undefended, Artemis! Serena and Darien will be here with Luna monitoring things. And the Outer soldiers are around somewhere, too, if you guys run into any trouble. Besides, we’re leaving Serena in charge around here. You can handle this. Right, girlfriend?” Mina gives her fellow blonde a comforting wink as her responsible tendencies take over.

Sailor Venus taking command, Mina gives the other four brave girls the signal to not waste a second more while lives were being endangered, as they all prepare to leave imminently.

“Yes, I’ve pinpointed the exact locations now. I am calculating ways for us to individually get into each of the cities, taking into account all of the reported difficult circumstances and extreme danger ratios of probability.” Braniac Amy speaks up, standing up to her feet beside Rei and Mina who were whipping out their Sailor Soldier transform sticks.

“But, come on, guys! It’s almost Christmas Eve! You can’t just—“ Serena begins to whine in fear for her friends, using the upcoming holiday as an excuse to keep her dear ones safe before they dashed into the unknown—and without her.

“Hey, I’ve never been to the Australian outback before. Sounds exciting! No problem, guys.” Lita courageously smiles, giving Serena a pat on the back as the tall young woman joins the others. “Don’t worry, Serena. We’ll be back before it’s time for the party. No worries, mate.” Her brown ponytail bobbing, Lita did her sorry best to emulate a true Aussie accent with the jovial saying to reassure her dear friend.

Then the four inner Eternal Sailor Guardians each wave ‘goodbye’ to Serena and her ever present guardian in a dark-haired husband before they take to the streets of a thankfully still peaceful Tokyo.

Artemis was on Mina’s pumping shoulder as the leader from Venus signals the planned departure to her courageous group who had only their abilities, strengths and hopes for a peaceful future to guide them out into this upside down world in peril.

“SAILOR TELEPORT!!!!”
Serena runs to the window just in time to see the magical dust of her brave comrades disappear from sight.

“Please, God, be with them all.” With her Darien’s arm soon around her trembling shoulders, Serena whispers her heartfelt prayer towards the night sky above.



The Australian Badlands were truly bad, with all kinds of deadly venomous snakes, carnivorous packs of dingoes and wild creatures of all sorts stirring about.

But not a one was to be seen today.

Eternal Sailor Jupiter found herself teleported into the middle of nowhere, with not a mountain nor tree line nor horizon on her first view of the southernmost continent.

Absolutely nothing.
The tall brunette shades her eyes from the blinding sun, the nothingness to the left of her seeming to make heat waves on the planes. Eternal Sailor Jupiter spotted what could be a big city far-off down the way with a few sparse buildings dotting the countryside before her.

Or what you could call the remainder of them, for there was smoke coming out of nearly every one of the scorched edifices.

Her swift green boots kicked up dust as Lita speeds off fearlessly in that direction. One of Mercury’s digital indicators was squeezed tight within her palm. Its telling lights blinked slowly and then increasing as she reached the one weak spot in the wall of flames which engulfed the farmland regions, that otherwise shut her out.

“JUPITER COCONUTS CYCLONE!!!” Using her latest ‘Eternal’ attack, the powerful currents of an electrified storm with fruits of nature encircling her give brave Jupiter the chance to walk right through the flame, if only for a quick moment that Mercury warned her about.

The energized effect worked perfectly as Jupiter, the Sailor Soldier, without a single pause at her latest feat, rushes right into the heart of the problem.

There, panic stricken Australian farmers, still doggedly trying to save their sheep and homes, were doing their darndest to battle the cinders with an unrelenting determination which Lita admired.

“Here! Let me help!” Jupiter rushes to where a young boy, barefoot with burn welts all over his skin, was trying to lift a large sheep over a steeled in fence, to get the woolly friend away from the firewall.

Lita impressed him instantly as she easily grabbed up two of the heavy and squirming woolen loads instead, rescuing both of the heavy sheep for him.

“You’re bloomin’ strong for just a girl! Arnie and Belle here are two of our heftiest sheep.” The boy congratulates this unexpected rescuer as he secured the last two of his flock into their makeshift safety area.

Lita smirks, imagining just what Alex might say at this juncture to the unintentional slight insult of her sex.

“What’s your name? Mine’s Lita! I’ve come here to help.” She offers her hand to the sheep shearer’s son, and he shakes it back heartily.

“I’m Jake. My mum’s trying to save the sheep feed, over there yonder in our barn. If we can’t save the feed, too, we’ll likely lose the farm. Please, Lita, I saw you walking through the flame before. Can you stop this fire before it takes anything more?”

At the hope that could only live in childlike eyes, Jupiter smiles broadly. Her confidence that had been waning since she first arrived in the middle of this hell-like chaos was spurred on again by this youth.

“Yes, Jake, yes, I’m on it!” Jupiter ruffles the boy’s hair, with an affirmative set of her jaw.

“I’m a thinkin’ that nasty redhaired lady is the one who started the flames up! She’s over in the city now yapping at us folks out here. But we wouldn’t give her the time of day so she just got mad and burned us down!” The boy calls out to Jupiter as she races off towards Melbourne’s scorched outskirts.

‘Nasty redhaired lady?’ Gotta be that Ruby! Lita thinks to herself as she does a quick ‘Oak Evolution’ with her storm winds pushing back the flames to help Jake’s mom in getting out the feed from the stables. Eternal Sailor Jupiter waves to the grateful woman as she races as fast as her long legs would carry her into the beleaguered city.

But there were bright red and orange embers bordering on all of its perimeter edges already.



“Give your energies to the cause! All of your worldly possessions and your freedom, too, devote to her! Queen Metallia will take care of you all! But if you don’t do as I say though, luvs—“ Her Australian accent, even thicker when she was back in her homeland, showed that Ruby had no patriotic pride left as she cruelly set a pub on fire in demonstration.

The alcohol ridden place explodes into flames as the shopkeeper alone—luckily for them, his waitresses and customers had not arrived for it was not yet open for business so early—just escapes with his life to where the others outside were listening to Ruby’s ranting and raving.
“You filthy bloomin’ bi—“ The angry bartender swears in fierce Australian lingo as he grabs the woman’s shoulders, preparing to punch out even a woman who was more like a monster to be able to do such things to their people, businesses and land.

“Fine! You want start a fight, luv? Ashes, ashes, you’ll all fall down!” And with that unhappy limerick, the unwary barman was socked by the vicious female’s left power house punch.  He was about to be sadistically stabbed in the heart with quick Ruby’s trusty dagger, when—

“Quit it, Ruby!” Sailor Jupiter steps in, grabbing the unsuspecting fiery red’s arm and tossing her away like a piece of garbage. All the Aussies watching, that included nearly the entire city of Melbourne who had gathered to hear their attacker speak, clap for Eternal Sailor Jupiter, impressed by this tough girl’s stand up attitude to this wicked woman‘s arrogant tormenting of their city.

“You dare yank me around, you stupid #@%!*$!!! There’s more where that came from, ya big #@%!* green ape-woman!” Ruby proved she was no lady with a filthy mouth of her own, throwing her curses and Ruby daggers at Jupiter with a vengeance.

“RUBY DAGGER SLICE!!”
She calls on Metallia’s dark forces as the brashly fun-loving Australians stick around rather than run and hide, in order to watch one of their favorite pastimes—a good street brawl show down.

“JUPITER THUNDER CRASH!!”
Jupiter astonishes the cheering crowd of onlookers once again as a heaven sent lightning blast electrifies through the skies and smashes into Ruby‘s daggers which were uncaringly about to hit many innocent bystanders in the crowd as well. The two strong-willed women go at it with a passion, Jupiter spurred on by the cheering crowd, about to whip Ruby’s tight red butt until the classless sassy female suddenly flashes out of existence.

But Lady Ruby reappears high up in the skyline, blasting fire from her every livid fingertip to rain onto all of the city’s remaining structures.

“Metallia don’t need none of your worthless energies, anyway! I was just toying with you bloomin’ idiots all the time! Now you’ll pay for not submitting to me—I mean, her! Die in flames, Australia! Your pathetic government has already folded before me, so the rest of you sodbuster stragglers will all soon as well!” Enjoying her role as tormentor, Ruby covers the city of Melbourne in flames just like she promised, swearing to do the same to the entire continent of her birth. There was no love, nor loyalty to anyone or any place except to her selfish self, as the evil woman engulfs her homeland in fire.

Innocent people scream and shriek in pain and fear as their city, their homes, their friends and animals all fall down to the sheer visage of corruption.

Lita feels her broken heart bursting as well as the fires sear into her teary eyes, sincerely sympathizing with these poor, innocent people.

“No! You can’t do this, you monster! Stop it!!!” Jupiter commands with a growl, rising to her feet as she reaches out to the churning skies which she claimed as her own. Her soul cries out to nature that was at her command as the world around her crumbles and burns...

Reaching deep within herself, the spirit that was the Sailor Soldier of the awesome planet Jupiter calls upon new powers which were blossoming inside for just this moment…

“JUPITER COURAGEOUS NATURE LIGHTNING CLOUDS ERUPT!!!” Bravest of souls Jupiter‘s newest and greatest power explodes the skies in a tour de force of a raging downpour which indeed imploded the clouds to let loose every drop of hailed moisture and energized lightning combined from the heavens above as thunder roared.

Unable to see, nor hear herself think for the cacophony of unleashed Nature, even malicious Ruby was shocked by the ferocity behind this sappy soldier’s powerful energy. It was encircling around Jupiter in a viridescent green light with brightly illuminant lightning bolts of extremity, as Ruby gasps for air when she is pounded down and nearly drowned by the heaviest, most focused downpour to ever hit this world all at once after the Flood.

The fire engulfing the area was fully put out by Jupiter‘s cloudy eruption, and Ruby physically sizzles on the ground as she just about makes an escape into the ethers.

The fires fully doused, the flaming embers defeated, Eternal Sailor Jupiter, huffing and puffing, her every energy spent to accomplish this success with her truest eternal power, falls to the ground on her knees.

But the natural beauty was soon dragged from her exhausted daze by many grateful hands led by one laughing little boy, who was beyond impressed with his new friend. Then all these Australians proudly smile and lift on their stout shoulders their ‘hero’ up to the sky she commanded and now could truly call herself the ‘mistress of nature’ that she was an intriguing, integral piece of.

Jupiter was in awe herself to be able to call upon such immense power, the strength of God’s heavenly nature in full force, as if she herself was a lightning rod of His blessed pure energy.

The awestruck cheering Australians put their new heroine on the highest pedestal, stories of how she signaled the skies to break open and save their country, their lives, and their freedom from fiery destruction was soon to be legendary…



Now the skies of Nairobi, Kenya would gladly welcome a downpour—anything other than the dark shadows of tens of thousands, hundreds, dare I say, of feathered fowl of all types indeed foully stanching the air. Their feathers and waste blocked any sunlight, smothering the city, as even the pick of the crops begin to wither.

Worse than that was the fact that these birds seemed to be vicious, almost possessed as they would attack any movement below. Their beaks and talon claws sharpening as they dove in, swooping down to draw blood for many of the poor inhabitants who dared come out into the streets.

At first only over Nairobi, if there were any brave watchers able to dare to go outside they would see the birds stretching out far across the African horizon, slowly spreading their shadow of blackness cast over the rest of the vast continent.

Finishing her Sailor teleport, Eternal Sailor Mercury found herself hurriedly rushing for shelter from the attacks of the swooping fowl. Luckily her VR visor was still in place, shielding her eyes from the birds, which were aiming right for them.

“Oh!!” Amy lets out a sharp cry as some crow’s talons break through her white gloves, blood slowly oozing out of the first scratch. Suddenly sensing fresh blood, the rest of the crows nearby dive down to join in the attack.

Mercury was about to jump out of the way when a slender dark skinned hand takes hold of her pale arm, yanking her into a doorway to safety.

“Are you all right, miss?!” An African tinged accent asks as Mercury regains her senses and readjusts her eyes to something other than beating feathered wings in her face.

“Yes, thank you for helping me.” Amy says gratefully as she switches her VR visor off, its energized blue light zapping the futuristic device closed.

“Oh! What be dat t’ing? More and more astonishing! Naganori is my name. Who might you be?”

Amy was actually surprised to find this wide-eyed young woman in native attire in this foreign land able to speak such good English. Her humble townhouse abode was obviously not the most high-tech modern of places to Amy’s observant eyes.

“I’m Sailor—“ Mercury stops mid-introduction, changing her mind feeling somehow wanting to be totally honest and upfront with this kind, pretty girl similar to her in age. “My name is Amy Anderson.” She smiles sincerely.

Naganori looks the blue-and-white clad young woman up and down, amazed at the magic of her visor just vanishing from Mercury’s face and then again at the little machine which the intellectual Sailor Soldier produces from her pocket.

“Is dat a laptop? It be the smallest one I’ve ever seen. Do you have a modem or wi-fi in it?” Naganori smiles in curiosity, fingering Amy’s blue calculator sized device.

Amy once again concedes that appearances weren’t everything. This poor peasant in bright African garb truly seemed to have a keen knowledge on par with the rest of the world in new technology.

“If you be having Internet access maybe we can use it to call my folks? They have a computer at the new library across town, but I haven’t been able to be going outside, so I’m worried about them to stay indoors until dis all passes, you see, Miss Amy?” Naganori looks up at Amy plaintively, anxious for her family at another location.

“Unfortunately, this isn’t a normal computer for connecting with others. I’m so sorry, Naganori. But I promise you, you will see your family today. I’m here to help this city, if I can.” Mercury says as she seriously types in calculations she had to alter, after seeing the multitudes of avians darkly coating the sky above.

“Really, Miss Amy? Where are you from? Not from anywhere around here. You kind of look like the German teacher who came to instruct us in computer and English at the library. But she be gone now—Miss Helga. Did you know her?” Naganori asks, her insatiable curiosity getting the better of her

“No, sadly I haven’t made her acquaintance, Naganori. But she sounds very nice. You are correct though, my parents were doctors who traveled extensively, but were both originally from Germany.” Amy was pleasantly surprised by this young girl’s observant keenness once again.

“Hey! Das ya voight!! Wie zufällig! Das ist erstaunlich! Verblüffend!” (‘Wow! What a coincidence! This is incredible! Amazing!’) I went there to study in Bonn just the year before and fell in love with the culture and people!” Naganori exclaims, showing off her good fluent grasp of both German and English languages, as well as her own native Swahili tongue. “But, Miss Amy? What are you going to do about these birds? Look! They already got you good!” She then rushes away, hurrying back with a little medical kit to clean Amy’s arm and bandage it.

“Thank you so much. But tell me—are there any strange people who recently came to town? A pale woman with white hair and a long braid, perhaps? I’m looking for her in connection with this.” Mercury asks, finishing her calculations, having more questions than answers in her investigation which brought her here.

“Oh.” Naganori responds with a nod as she pats the couch—it was merely a long block of wood covered with some plush cloth—beside her. “That woman said she be our new librarian after Miss Helga left all of a sudden. I didn’t like her very much. She wasn’t too nice to my sister who works there and says dat woman is horrible. Is she your friend?” The girl suddenly looks a bit sheepish after inferring that she didn’t like a possible good friend of Amy’s.

“No. No, she definitely is not my friend. In fact, she may be the cause of all this trouble.” Amy points out the window up towards the bird filled sky.

“You be right! This all be starting soon after that woman came to town!” Naganori claps her hands together at the realization.

“Yes, I’m certain it is her. But how are we going to get across town to the library where she is? It says it’s over a mile away from here from the map on my computer.” Amy shows the map of the section of the city that her minicomputer instantly called up.

“You mean, you can stop this craziness today if we get to the library?” Naganori asks, hope springing to her bright mocha brown eyes.

“I certainly intend to try.” Mercury nods with determination.

“All right, Miss Amy! Then, here we go!” Naganori steels her courage and pulls Eternal Sailor Mercury along through back secret cubbyhole door behind her townhouse’s couch.



“Yes, that’s right. I wish all of you to just stand there like good little boys and girls and let me brainwash you, then drain your energy like every proper schoolmarm should.” Like talking down to a group of children, snooty Swanette thought herself higher than these peasant people from what she considered this far off continent she just had to be sent to for this stage of Queen Metallia’s worldwide energy takeover.

“That’s not a very nice way to speak to intelligent people who are far smarter than a washed-up circus performer like you! And I don’t think any of these good citizens would appreciate being brainwashed, nor their energy being stolen for evil purposes. I’m here to see that never happens!”

Swanette turns from her librarian desk at the front of the building she was so imperiously standing behind to see Eternal Sailor Mercury and yet another peasant girl appear behind some bookshelves seemingly from out of nowhere.

“Oh, wimpy Sailor Mercury is here to challenge little ‘ole helpless me to a fight? Be serious please, sorry Scout.” Arrogantly chuckling at Mercury‘s grand entrance words, Swanette makes the mistake of turning her back on her enemy. After all, sweet faced Amy with her silly blue bob did not seem much of a threat. Swanette had much more important work to do now that she had finally gotten these peasants all gathered into this worthless little, quaint, old-fashioned library.

Sigh. I wish this will all be done soon so I can get back to the Dark Kingdom for my weekly manicure.
“All right, dears! Everyone stand up tall and—“ Clapping her hands together authoritatively, Swanette then takes out her energy draining crystal before the astonished eyes of the far more clever citizens who simply had the misfortune of not speaking her language. Most of them do not quite understand that this sing-songy cute girl from the library who was always smiling could be doing and saying things that were terrible. They did not think the replacement librarian was planning something other than wanting to help shelter them during this crisis in the sky.

“MERCURY HYPER SPATIAL FREEZE!!”
It was a big mistake turning your back on a Sailor Soldier, as Eternal Sailor Mercury pelts Swanette with tinkling calculations of cold ice, knocking the dark crystal from the young woman’s gloved hands.

Swanette shrieks as her energy crystal clatters lifelessly to the floor.

“I said to leave these fine people alone! You should be ashamed of yourself! Just because they can’t understand you, doesn’t mean you should treat them badly! Everyone’s precious life energy is their own to do with as they please! Metallia is just using you, too, Swanette. Can’t you see that?” Mercury had a lot of compassion in her for her fellow human being as she tries to reach out to the white-haired girl. Queen Aquamarianna, who was once one of them, had proven that these misguided people could be turned good again.

“All I see is that you are weak, Mercury! Queen Metallia has offered us a place in her Royal court when she takes over the Earth and gives us the Moon! You can’t understand what it means to want to be part of something important! To have our own kingdom that we deserve! It’s always been so easy for you!” Lashing out from her own emotional struggles in life, Swanette readies for an attack.

“FEATHER TIPS CUT!!!!!” She sends daggers of her sharp tipped feathers towards Mercury who knocks Naganori out of the way.

“MERCURY ICE BUBBLES MIST!” Amy sends out her fogging bubbles to mask the innocents from Swanette’s random attack.

“Everybody, get down!” Mercury turns back to shout, seeing that some of Swanette’s sharp feather tips that evaded her bubbles were still blindly flying towards the crowd of panicking people.

“Gaan lê!! (Get down!!)” Naganori repeats Amy‘s warning in Swahili, the confused people immediately reacting to the warning spoken in their own language.

Sailor Mercury was grateful that she now had a free field to shoot back within the library‘s restrictive confines.

“Not so fast, Mercury!” Swanette’s voice suddenly cuts through the icy fog as she runs towards the window and throws it open.

“Come in, my lovelies! Rid this country of these ignorant peasants like you already have pecked away at their weakling government officials!” In the avians stream at Swanette’s command, and she was the only one not being attacked by the incoming angry birds.

Even Mercury, desperately falling to her knees to a covered position, was shielding herself from the ferociously scratching talons and clamorously pecking beaks clicking on her VR visor. Yet the mathematician was doggedly trying to compute how to stop all these birds before they hurt a single one of these innocent people.

Amidst the screaming in fear and people trying to protect one another more than themselves, Amy feels that overwhelming sense to help and reach out and do her best for every man, woman and child who had the right to live safe and free.

It was building inside Amy as Swanette’s cackling became grating on her ears while the evil white-haired woman threw open every library window for her bloodthirsty birds to flood in and attack from every corner.

So Eternal Sailor Mercury closes her ears and her eyes to zone the inane creature out.

She feels something from within coming, feeling it until Amy Anderson crawls up from the ground, to a kneeling position and then bravely, finally stands up tall. She raises her liberated arms to her chest, feeling the heart beating inside almost stopping in place as it freezes with the frigid cold ice Eternal Sailor Mercury wills to her command.

“MERCURY INTELLECTUAL ICE MELODY ZERO OUT!” Her hands delicately sculpt the ice which was at her disposal as Mercury grabs each particle of moisture straight from the air. As she does, Amy feels a part of her body, her mind, her soul willing to wrap the cold around each bird, individually, the subzero temperature taking hold inside of each wicked creature until its blood dropped to zero, instantly killing every bird with evil intent all around the city.

Only as they fell was it made obvious that the creatures of torment were not birds at all, just transformed by Swanette’s evil magic from soulless, torn out sheets of paper from the books in the library that she had made into paper airplanes.

Outside in the streets and over the land and grass and field,s the darkened skies become clear once again, the sun even shining brightly as the frozen pages scatter and blow across the ground.

“My birds! You’ve destroyed my flock of poor beautiful darling birdies!” Swanette drops to the ground, caressing the final avian as it de-transformed into a single disintegrating sheey of a flash-frozen page.

“You’ll pay, Mercury!” Livid, Swanette stands and stretches out her hands towards Eternal Sailor Mercury.

“DOUBLE FEATHER TIPS—“ She begins her attack call when ‘these worthless peasants’ all simultaneously see her as the enemy she was and bravely rush her. As one, the valiant Africans stop the foreign woman from attacking their new friend, Eternal Sailor Mercury, whose greatest power had been revealed, if only for one moment in time, for their sakes.
The angry crowd forces the white-haired one back towards the window and panicking, seeing no other escape, leaps from the high story library window.

Only to be caught midair by a gigantic bird she had transformed a fruit stand’s overhead roof from in a hurry, quickly soaring off, albeit thoroughly defeated.

“MERCURY! MERCURY! MERCURY!” The non-English-speaking crowd of happy faces begin to chant Sailor Mercury’s name as Naganori and other grateful hands warmly help the exhausted from the icy strain Mercury up to her feet.

The grateful people were embracing her into the bosom of their large family as they lift her up over their heads. And this straightforward tale of a small girl with miraculous ice and great courage would go down in African history, written on the pages of many of these library books for generations.



At the foot of the expansive Himalayan Mountains a peninsula now lay where a prosperous village once existed. Now instead of well-built huts dotting the large valley landscape, there was only feet and feet of water, rising almost exponentially in the past few days since the downpour had started. So much so that now the small hilly area in the center of the village towards the mountain was all that was left peeking out.

The villages, the townspeople, young and old alike, had evacuated to higher elevations. They were forced to trek up the hilly, rocky mountain which was treacherous to even the most experienced of climbers and it proved fatal to far too many this day.

Teleporting to just that three foot by three foot spot left peeking out of the river bank center, Eternal Sailor Mars was appreciative for a moment at Mercury‘s precise measurement.

“Another foot in any direction would’ve sent me into the drink!” Eternal Sailor Mars speaks aloud to the pelting rain, it hadn’t let up for one minute since it started causing this entire region to flood. The freshly made new ‘river’ was now threatening to expand over into the next valley with the probability of killing so many more innocents.

“We can’t let that happen.” Rei determined to herself, making a running leap over to the snowy hill close to her as the water rose at an alarming rate starting to soak into her high-heeled feet. Just about making it to the other side, Mars began the difficult trek up the mountainside, she senses, despite the torrents pounding her blind, that there were people nearby—many people. And they were all frightened.

Pulling herself up a foot at a time, Rei holds on for dear life as the slippery wet from ice and rain both prove indeed very tough even for this tough cookie of a gal with long legs in her tall white Eternal boots.

Gotta keep going up. Gotta keep going. Just one more and one more rise and I’ll be—
Psychically sensing danger, Mars looks up and sees nothing. However, inside her mind perfectly for a moment Rei hears voices, scenes being played out as if it was something from someone else’s mind…



“Do not be afraid, good people. Submit and all will become clear. The promised life is close at hand.” As false a prophet as they came, smooth talking Dracon found it easy to try to cunningly persuade the local yokels of Kathmandu to quietly submit to his energy draining takeover of their country.

And then move onto the rest of the Asian continent as well.

How very easy to manipulate these ignorant— Dracon’s smirking thoughts are cut off by the calm, clear voice of a tall, youthful man. He was physically in his early twenties, but with eyes which seemed to have seen far much more.
This tall, bald young man must’ve stepped forward from the listening crowd huddled together beneath their platform shelter they had hurriedly constructed.

“When you say ‘promised life,’ sir, what does that precisely entail? Blind submission is not one of our sacred teachings. All is gained through knowledge. Why will you not share this great awareness of promise with us, prophet?” This man named ‘Yokan’ began questioning Dracon, but his query then spreads to the rest of the Nepal leader elders as they saw truth behind young Yokan’s calm words.

“Yes, teacher. Tell us.” An older man asked.

“What is in store for us?” A woman worried, holding her toddler to her breast, fear for him in her motherly eyes.

“Why this ceaseless torrent?!” Another called out, making Yokan smile. He was glad to have stirred something other than the total submission from his fellow townspeople.

The young man had sensed something erroneous as soon as this Dracon character had appeared in town. He had explained himself to be from a long journey up in the great Himalayas for years and had returned along with the sudden news of the impending promised apocalypse drawing near.

Yokan intrinsically felt the pounding rain to be unnatural and filled with something evil in every drop. For these reasons and more he did not trust this Dracon, who had so deftly smooth talked the rest of Yokan’s all too willing townspeople.

“No more questions, friends! The time has come that you must be those of faith! But those without faith will be—“ Dracon pointedly directs his position at Yokan, who unblinkingly glares right back at him.

“They’ll be better off to place their faith in the truth and not some sweet talking prophet come to lead them astray!” Like a Phoenix firebird rising high onto the mountaintop, flaming and sparkling red Eternal Sailor Mars almost seemed to glow as she stood tall and purposefully there. Her high heeled boots dig into the ground as her fiery red star brooch glimmers through the cloudy day‘s pelting rain. Her raven black hair glistened with the raindrops making her even more beautiful than she already normally was, as Eternal Sailor Mars stands her ground in all her crimson glory.

“Goddess!!” All at once the crowd seemed to recognize Mars as some symbolic secret figure from their religion, the entire multitude of people falling to their knees in reverence of the purple eyed vision of beauty.

“She is no goddess! This girl is no more than—“ Dracon begins to say, astonished at the abject adoration treatment this mere Sailor Soldier was receiving, as compared to his wonderful self‘s tepidly cool reception.

“—A friend. I’m here to be your friend, not your goddess.”

Oh, that’s so tempting though!

“I’m not your prophet, not your controller. I’m just your friend who will soon drive this fake fiend outta here and stop the lies he’s been telling you all!” Somehow Rei’s words— though spoken in a language other than their own—were perfectly understood by all.

For Yokan, the mystical psychic of the village, through abilities passed down through him from his ancient ancestors, somehow was able to take Rei‘s message of friendship and open his townsfolk‘s minds to hear her.

Mars, the Sailor Soldier of War takes a defensive stance on the mountain peak with her hand straight up in the air pointing at Dracon with the accusation.

“Such harsh terms from such a pretty girl. You know what you should be, Mars? A model, more than a mere fighter! Why waste your beauty and talent on being just a dirty soldier?” Dracon had turned his full charms upon Sailor Mars.

But Rei was not biting this time.

“I know I should be a model. A model warrior!” She shouts going right into her powers, not taking any guff from this debonair charmer.

“MARS FIRE IGNITE!!!”
She sends the flying flame beam at Dracon, who easily dodged, for he was the original artful dodger.

“How beautiful you are when you’re angry, Sailor Mars.” Dracon revels in laughing right in her steaming face in all his chauvinist condescension.

“You’ll see the beauty of my anger now!” Mars yells furiously, her eyes enlarged ablaze were unable to see the electric bolts Dracon was covertly preparing to shoot at her underhandedly from behind his back.

“MARS FLAME—“
Rei-chan!
Rei hears the fond name in her own Japanese tongue ring in her years as a tall man rushes at her, dragging her bodily to the drenched ground, stopping her mid-attack.

The quick-tempered girl was about to yell at whoever this ‘hero’ was when the deadly a electro-bolt energy sizzles over both their heads, burning a hole into the single tree on the mountaintop.

“Geez! I—“ Rei starts to speak, so taken aback that she, the Soldier of stealth, did not see the blast coming at all. “Thanks.” She says after a pause, rubbing herself off as the dark-haired female begins to stand and finds her hands being lifted up by the selfsame Asian man again.

“THUNDERSTORM BREAK!!” Dracon’s attack breaks through the deafening rain, the force of his sound waves cutting open the sky. Mars, this time shoves Yokan out of the way.

How do I fight this monster?! He’s so powerful! Mars’ mind races to find a way to halt Dracon’s endless attacks.

Have no fear. Power comes from within you. A calm, deep voice permeates Rei’s thoughts.

“What?! How are you—?!” Rei asks aloud, in shock at someone else inside her mind uninvited.

Your mind is open to me. I have the ability to influence others. Yokan explains calmly to the fellow psychic.

How do I stop this rain then? How do I stop the flooding? Rei reaches out, something about this sedate, bald man‘s handsome eyes making her trust him.

All power there is starts from within. All fear there was comes from without. Extinguish the fear from within. Power will emanate from you without.
Closing her eyes, Rei hears the man’s sage words speaking to her like a prophecy directly to her heart.

“Aku Ryo Taisan” She calls more softly, calmly, upon the power of her spell papers, the whispered power she had within her crying out. Her eyes still closed, Mars knows just where the enemy was, as if seeing through another’s eyes.

The dark lord was caught unexpected by the soft-spoken attack as the small spell paper cuts through the relentless raindrops directly to his forehead. Dracon was shocked when the paper attaches itself to his face and he finds himself unable to move, frozen in place in the pouring rain.

“Please, my people.”

Yokan suddenly addresses this silently stunned, watching crowd below. “Lend this girl the power she needs to help us defeat him. Allow this friend to further herself anew.” He asks, closing his eyes as the bald young man kneels before them with the plea.

The entire town, in faith and friendship heed his call and link their hands together, closing their eyes as well, with Eternal Sailor Mars on each of their hearts…

Feeling a surge of energies within her, Mars closes her eyes, digging deep in herself as she does, searching for the ability she required. The fear of the rain dousing her fire that had been gripping her is flipped around, and she grips it instead, utilizing that fear and changing it into her strength.

“MARS—“ Her shrill voice rises not only in volume with each purposeful word, Mars lifts her face to the skies, letting the cold rain shower down on her calm features.
“—HOT STEALTHY FIRE WAR!!” Sailor Mars calls with every ounce of passion within her as the Soldier of War stealthily makes her powers suit the mission she desperately needed to accomplish.

The floodwaters threatening to wash over the rest of the plains and valleys of the country in tidal waves and tsunamis imminent to wreak havoc on the rest of the Asian continent as a result were her true enemy right now.

‘I BELIEVE IN YOU, REI-CHAN.’
With the powers of her open mind renewed with hope and faith, spoken by Serena once upon a time ago, with all that she learned being a Sailor Soldier, Eternal Sailor Mars reaches out to each and every little raindrop. She sends up the temperature on every moist molecule with a blazing fire inferno into the clouds above and below her, down into the rivers about to break open the floodgates to drown everyone within watery graves.

The burning fire sizzled into the water, but instead of being instantly extinguished, fire and water mixes instead, setting the cold rain water right to the boiling point, as the skies light up, as the legend would be told over and over again through generations in these ancient Himalayas, by a bright crimson fiery red goddess that came to them one December day.

Then the next second, the pounding rain suddenly ceased and the moist chilled air turned into steam, warming up the cold Nepal valley and drying them out to normal again.

The flood was stopped in just the nick of time, saving the lives of all in this village, and many countless others beyond, too.

But Lord Dracon had escaped sometime in between this miracle.

Eternal Sailor Mars falls down on her hands and knees, every inch of energy drained out of her as she breathed heavily, gasping for air, glad to find it pleasantly warm and comforting now instead.

Her goal accomplished successfully, Rei was just about to let herself faint when she hears Yokan’s firm, yet tender words enter her mind again.

‘O, Mars-sama. Anata wa honto ni megami desu. Arigatou, watakushi no tomodachi. Doumo arigatou…’
(Oh great Mars. You are…truly a ‘goddess.’ Thank you, my friend. Thank you very much…)

Again spoken in her own native language of Japanese, Rei wonders how this foreign young man could be so knowledgeable of her every sense.

“Goddess Mars-sama.”

Just as she manages to open her eyes, the villagers fall to their knees before Eternal Sailor Mars, bowing over and over before their new ‘goddess.’ Rei vainly smiles up at the status when she turns to Yokan—and finds him vanished completely.

“That young man who was speaking to me just now. Where has he gone?” Rei asks, gaining her breath back as she looks around, wanting to thank Yokan for all of his moral support.

“Young man?” One of older gentlemen keeps his eyes down respectfully while he responded quizzically.

“The handsome one with the bald head and clear blue eyes. He was wearing a red robe with a gold—“ Rei starts to explain her new dear friend‘s appearance.

“Do you mean the holy Yokan? You truly do know greatness, goddess, if you have spoken to the sacred one!” Another elder man speaks awestruck and reverent at the same time to Rei.

“Yes! Yokan. That’s his name! Where’s he gone?” Mars asks, brushing back her tousled long raven waves from her forehead, not quite understanding the old man’s full meaning.

All their eyes still the ground in total devotion now as she speaks of their great, holy one, each and every town member—women and children alike as well—each point up to the top peak of the tall Himalayan mountain.

“Yokan is the mountain.” Looking up to the snow-capped peak, Rei suddenly recognized that her new supportive comrade was no more than a vision speaking to her in her time of need.

“Thanks, Yokan.” Rei gives the breathtakingly remarkable Himalayan mountain peak a thumbs-up. She comprehended it was her faith that brought her through to achieve her mission and help all of these people, by realizing Mars’ truest power ever seen.

‘Never forget, your faith truly can move mountains, Rei…’
 
