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	It was twilight.  It was his time.  He came out to shower in the setting sun.  He walked alone and silent like a wraith 
amid the shadows, his thoughts raging in his brain and the gathering darkness calling his name.  “Belial,” it cried upon 
the wind, a never ceasing and yet unheeded cry.

The cry meant little to him.  He was free in this realm and under no thing’s command.  Behind him lay the Cave where 
he and his brethren dwelt, before him was the world where he could live in tranquility and abandon.  He gloried in 
the sweet scent of the honeysuckle as it filled the evening breeze.  That scent reached down to caress his soul and 
push away thoughts of the Cave from which he, alone of all his people, had found escape.  The others still lay there in 
an eternal slumber that they conceived of as reality, living in a never ending nightmare.  They were slaves of the 
Cave and he was Belial.

The Sun splashed a crimson color along the western horizon.  He smiled and drew in a long, deep breath.  Freedom 
was so very delicious.  If only twilight lasted forever.  The turf under his feet was green and soft and full of life.  
This was the land of perfection, free of disease, death, need, pain, and fear.  He wondered how it would all look 
under the brilliant noon day Sun.  How much more pleasing it would be in full light.  Someday he would have to 
attempt to see the daytime.  How strange it was that his kind had never walked beneath the Sun, the shining 
beacon of life.  Always they had hidden in their Cave, prisoners of themselves.

He was one of the few who even knew that anything existed beyond the dark boundaries of the Cave.  Even of those 
who did know, he was the only one who had stepped forth to look on so much as the shaded light of twilight.  The 
others would not listen or did not care.  They slept in the safety of the Cave or restlessly paced the narrow 
corridors, forever looking for something they refused to find.  Was it so terrifying to come out?  What did they 
fear?  He had no answers.  He merely disregarded the others.  He had found the path and dared the world and no ill 
had befallen him.  He would let the others live in their darkness, let them forever dream the same simple dreams.  
He had found a new way into a real realm of which he was neither a part of nor a foreign object to.

There were other beings here.  Other creatures of other races whose people had long ago broken free and now 
wandered these lands.  They spoke of even greater realms that could be found in the light of day, but Belial 
doubted this.  Even they feared the full light of day and subjected themselves to it infrequently, preferring the 
twilight and the night that followed.  Belial did not like the night, it made the whole world look like the Cave.  The 
light was said to show truth and reality totally clear, and the dark served to obscure them.  Within the light one 
could see all things as they were, unclouded by shadows and darkness.  How bizarre that must be.

After a short time he came upon a tall, silver beech tree.  Beneath it he sat, perched upon a smoothed stone of 
onyx, and ate the sweet, triangular nuts that had been dislodged from the tree’s branches.  He waited only 
moments, then he felt it approach.  It came slinking out of the shadows like a cat, dark and ominous, moving on all 
fours with claws that left trenches as a path.  “Belial, I have been looking for you,” it hissed.

“I know.  That is why I am here instead of wandering in the forest.  What purpose have you summoned me for?”

Quiet.

The creature moved closer.  Red eyes glimmered like fresh blood as it raised its muzzle to sniff the wind.  “They 
are coming, you know.  Coming for you.”  It shuddered and slipped back into the shadows.  “They will be here 
anytime.”

“They?  And who are they?” Belial said condescendingly.

“They are those who walk beyond, those who live within the eternal night and darkness.  Once they knew the day, 
but the night swallowed them and they can never see the light again.  They are jealous of you, they fear what you 
might teach your race.  They know your name, Belial, they know your name.”

“Really,” Belial chuckled, “and what do you want me to do about it?”

“Do?  Why, nothing.  I want you to do nothing.....I......I came to warn.  Beware Belial.”

“You’ve been coming out into the light too much Archeron.”

“No, no my friend.”  The beast hesitated and looked warily behind himself for a long while.  Then it turned back.  
“Last night, as I stared into the globe of dreams, a vision came to me.  It was a message from Tolun-gul, lord of the 
seventh sphere.  I saw you, alone in the shadows, and then I saw them with you, then there was only a void of 
nothingness through which no light could pass.  Beware Belial.  I cannot aid you or instruct you, I can only warn.  I 
fear you can do nothing either to change this course.”

“Well, much thanks to you,” Belial said mockingly, trying to hold back his laughter.  They were quiet again.  Clouds 
were beginning to roll in from the east.  Thunder began to growl in the distance.  “A storm is brewing and it’s 
getting late.  If you don’t want anything else, I’ll be going home.”

“One minute more,” Archeron hissed as Belial made to rise.  “I have brought a parting gift.  A last pleasure before 
the end.”

“The end.  I think you have surely gone mad.  Nevertheless, I’ll take your gift.”

Archeron’s gnarled arm reached out towards Belial.  In its clawed hand lay a small crystal vial filled with sparkling 
golden liquid.  “It is the Elixir of Visions and Peace, liquid light.  Take it now lest you get no other chance.”

Belial picked the vial up and looked at it.  The golden liquid radiated through the crystal and glowed in the shadows.  
He removed the stopper and raised the container to his lips.  The liquid trickled down his throat, each drop burning 
as it slid.

“Fare thee well.  May we meet again in some other realm, in some other life,” Archeron whispered as he slipped 
away, back into the shadows.

Belial took no notice.  He sat staring at nothing while the elixir took hold of his mind.  Slowly he rose and walked 
back towards the Cave, almost gliding over the grass.  Thoughts of the storm faded away.  He could not even fell 
the rain when it fell on him.  He watched the wind whipping in rainbow colors through the air and listened as the 
stars whispered their secrets to him.
	

	

	*       *       *

	

	They came upon him from the night.  Their cold hands pulled him down into their eternal, bottomless depths.  While 
he drifted in his mind, his body was spirited away to a land where the dawn never comes.
	
	


