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Forward

Here we are again, with Version 2.0 of the book! This 
time around, I got to play with OpenAI's new toy - 
ChatGPT4. It's bigger, it's better, and, in my opinion, 
it's a tad bit more fun to work with.

Now, I'm no stranger to OpenAI's bots. I've spent 
quite a bit of time working with them lately, so I like 
to think I've gotten better at steering them in the 
right direction. I can't say for sure if it's ChatGPT4 
being awesome, me being a better 'prompter', or 
maybe a bit of both that's resulted in an improved 
story.

One thing I'm sure of is that I've managed to pen 
down this entire story, and generate the images in 
about a day's work. Talk about speed, right?

Speaking of images, I took a different route this time.
I took the original images from Version 1.0 and fed 
them into Midjourney.com. I'll be honest, the results 
were okay-ish, not as jaw-dropping as I had hoped. 
And I was really looking forward to creating some 
videos, but alas, that feature was not available yet.

Despite the image generation not being as spectacular
as I'd hoped, I'm still psyched about this entire 
process. Imagine, all the words in this book, including
these sentences, were created by an AI. It's a weird 

https://www.midjourney.com/


and exciting masquerade party, right?

That's enough from me for now. Hope you enjoy the 
read!

Deepak

Instagram

Version 2.0

https://www.instagram.com/visivok/


The Shard of Awakening 

Japoro woke to the sight of a tot teetering on the edge
of his dwelling, its small eyes gleaming with innocent 
curiosity. A tiny pang of amusement stirred within 
him. "Too early for adventures, little one?" he 
murmured, extending a hand to help it down.

The tot took his paw and descended, casting a look of 
utmost admiration at Japoro. The rest of the morning 
passed with the tot following him around, a constant 
shadow to his every step. With every passing hour, 
Japoro found himself growing fonder of the tot's 
innocent company, despite the stark contrast of their 
environment.

In the afternoon, as Japoro was heading to fetch his 
daily sustenance, he came across a cluster of tots. 
They were bouncing around in a playful frenzy, their 
joyous squeaks echoing against the desolate 
landscape. At the center of the merriment was a TOT, 
a massive protector who watched over the tots with a 
stern, yet tender gaze. Japoro found himself drawn in 
by the sight, a sense of camaraderie igniting in his 
chest.





He approached them, the tots pausing in their play to 
regard him with wide, curious eyes. Japoro found 
himself sitting among them, the TOT eyeing him warily
but not stopping him. There was laughter, play, and, 
for a few fleeting moments, Japoro forgot the harsh 
reality of the Exile Grounds.



But the illusion of peace was shattered abruptly. A 
violent rumbling resonated through the ground, and 
Japoro's heart lurched with dread. Turning his gaze to 
the horizon, he saw a dark, monstrous figure barreling
towards them - Ryo.



The tots scattered in all directions, squeaking in terror.
The TOT tried to gather them up, but it was clear that 
they couldn’t outrun Ryo. A surge of protectiveness 
swept over Japoro, and he found himself standing in 
Ryo's path, defiance blazing in his eyes.

Without hesitation, Japoro brandished his staff, his 
most trusted ally. He fell into a stance honed by 
countless hours of solitary practice, every muscle in 
his body coiled and ready.

Ryo charged, a massive wall of destructive intent. 
Japoro met the beast head-on, his staff colliding with 
Ryo's hardened exterior in a shower of sparks. The 
beast roared, the force of its cry sending a gust of 
wind rippling across the expanse.

Unfazed, Japoro continued his assault. He darted 
around Ryo, his movements as fluid as a stream 
coursing through a boulder-strewn landscape. With 
each thrust of his staff, he aimed for the joints, the 
soft underbelly, the vulnerable spots Ryo's defensive 
armor could not protect.

Ryo was relentless, its powerful limbs striking at 
Japoro with a deadly precision. The ground shook with
each of its movements, the air filled with the 
deafening sounds of their battle. Japoro dodged, leapt,
and rolled, his body moving in tandem with his staff, a
harmonious dance of survival.



After what seemed like an eternity, he saw an 
opening. Gathering all his strength, he twirled his 
staff, the momentum generating a force akin to a 
whirlwind. With a final, resonating yell, he plunged the
end of the staff into Ryo's flank. The beast bellowed in
agony, and then, as if the fight had been drained out 
of it, staggered back and retreated into the distance.

Japoro was left in the wake of the fight, his chest 
heaving, his body covered in a sheen of sweat. Yet 
despite the exhaustion, he felt a pulse of victory. He 
had protected the tots and the TOT from Ryo. He had 
made a difference.

As the dust settled and Ryo's thunderous retreat 
echoed faintly in the distance, Japoro turned his 
attention back to the tots and the TOT. His heart 
clenched at their wide-eyed, frightened gazes, their 
small bodies trembling with the aftershocks of the 
encounter.

He knelt before them, his own body weary but his 
spirit unbroken. One by one, he coaxed the tots back 
to the TOT's side, murmuring soft reassurances that 
the danger had passed. Their trust in him was evident,
their small hands clutching at his fur as if seeking 
further confirmation of their safety.

Once he ensured that the TOT could look after the 
tots, Japoro excused himself, promising to check in on
them later. He noticed one tot lingering behind, its 



small hands playing with something glinting in the 
dirt.

Curiosity piqued, he crouched beside it, his eyes 
landing on a shard of crystal, glinting in the fading 
sunlight. A peculiar sense of kinship surged within him
as he held the shard, like echoes of a forgotten song 
reverberating through the crystalline facets.



The tot looked up at him, its small eyes mirroring the 
shard's brilliance. With a silent understanding, the tot 
extended the shard towards him. Japoro accepted it, 
his fingers tracing its jagged edges. The shard pulsed 
beneath his touch, its cold surface warming against 
his paw.



His day ended with him bringing the shard to Artemis, 
his movements careful as if he were cradling a 
newborn life. The look on Artemis's face when she saw
the shard was one of fascination and confusion. Her 
eyes roved over the shard, her fingers reaching out to 
touch it hesitantly.

"Japoro... what have you found?" she murmured, her 
gaze finally landing on his.



He shrugged, his gaze never leaving the shard, "I 
don't know. A tot had it... there's something about it."

Artemis took the shard from him, her fingers closing 
around it delicately. A moment of silence passed 
between them before she spoke again.

"Oh my... what do we have here?" she said softly, her 
gaze filled with an unspoken understanding, a 
recognition of the connection that lay between Japoro 
and the shard. As Japoro watched her reaction, he felt
the stirrings of a journey he was destined to embark 
on.



Threshold

Perched on the edge of a world known and the 
precipice of the unknown, Japoro stood next to 
Artemis at the towering Gate. The shard's enigmatic 
luminescence captured his attention as Artemis held it
with an air of trepidation and wonder.

"The shard, Japoro... it pulses with a life of its own," 



she began, her eyes reflecting the shard's iridescence.
"A life tied intimately to your own. The binding is 
natural, inevitable..."

She turned to face him, her eyes holding a gravity 
that he hadn't seen before. "You are bound to this 
shard, Japoro, and it to you. The essence of Vok 
Island flows through both of you, the very spirit of life 
that pulses beneath our feet."

The knowledge hit him like a wave. He had felt the 
pull, the undeniable link, but to hear it affirmed gave 
it a weight that was almost unbearable. Japoro gazed 
into the distance, where the silhouette of the TOTs 
standing guard at the outskirts of the Exile Grounds 
was barely visible.

"The island... Vok," he murmured, "I have known it to 
be alive, in its own way. The TOTs, the tots... they are 
all part of it, and I am a part of them. But this shard...
it's as though it has condensed that life force, and it 
pulses in tune with my own heart."

Artemis studied him for a moment, a contemplative 
expression on her face. "Yes," she said eventually, "It 
is the essence of the island, condensed and 
crystallized. It’s not crafted by intention, Japoro, but 
by the very nature of life here. It’s a manifestation of 
the ebb and flow of the energies that run deep 
beneath us. Your connection with it is not a matter of 
being selected, it just... is."



Japoro found himself grappling with this knowledge. 
He had spent his entire life understanding and 
respecting the delicate balance of life within the Exile 
Grounds. He had lived by its rhythms, protected its 
denizens, and now he was being thrust into something
vastly bigger, something that bridged the familiarity of
his home with the unknowable expanse of the Night 
World.

He felt Artemis' hand on his shoulder. "Japoro," she 
said, her voice firm, "I'm afraid I have no choice."

Before he could respond, he felt a great force pushing 
him through the Gate. Stumbling forward, he found 
himself enveloped in darkness, the familiar sights and 
sounds of the Exile Grounds swallowed up by the void.

"Farewell, Japoro. Survive... understand... return..." 
echoed Artemis' voice from the other side of the Gate.

With that, he was alone, left to navigate the 
uncertainty of the Night World with only his thoughts, 
the shard, and the distant echo of Artemis' voice for 
company. His journey had begun.



The Crossing

Stepping forth into the enigma of the Night World, an 
eerily tranquil ambiance shrouded Japoro. Suddenly, a
soft whirring sound cut through the silence. Out of the
darkness, a small mechanical creature emerged, 
bathed in a soft, ambient glow. It communicated 
through a series of strange yet emotionally charged 
sounds, its motives seeming benign and, oddly, 
helpful.

Together, they ventured into the Night World, the 
serenade of nocturnal creatures reverberating around 
them. The daunting prospect of navigating through 
the enigmatic terrains seemed less intimidating with 
the creature's reassuring presence.



A faint, flickering light in the distance soon captured 
their attention. As they approached, they discovered a
young girl in a furry hat, mirroring her fuzzy 
companion at her feet, nestled comfortably by a 
campfire.



"I am Japoro," he introduced himself. The glow from 
his mechanical companion casting a soft light on the 
pair.

The girl introduced herself as Shavo, and her 
companion as Dory. In the Night World, they had 
found a strange peace, embracing its vast solitude. 
Intrigued by the gentle glow of the shard and Japoro's
story, Shavo felt an uncanny urge to join him. It was 
as if the shard was 'speaking' to her in a strange, 
indescribable way.



As the fire crackled, Shavo began to share her story, 
"When I was younger, I wandered too far into the 
fringes of the Night World. It was an alien place for a 
child, brimming with both wonder and danger. Fear 
was creeping in, tinging every unfamiliar sound with a 
note of terror.

"That was when I heard a whimpering. Drawn by the 
sound, I found a small creature caught in a thorny 
bramble. It was Dory, small and fearful, his paws 
tangled in the unforgiving thorns. His eyes were filled 
with fear, mirroring my own.

"I knew I had to help him, not just because he was 
stuck, but because there was a strange resonance, an 
unspoken bond. It was as if we were two beings lost in
an abyss, connected by our shared plight. And so, I 
freed him, pulling away the thorns and soothing his 
fear. That day, we formed an irrevocable bond, 
something akin to the connection that you and the 
shard share."

Just as Shavo concluded her story, Dory leapt to his 
feet, a low growl in his throat as he sniffed at Japoro's
shard. A moment of comprehension seemed to flash in
his eyes, and without warning, he sprinted off into the
darkness.

"Dory!" Shavo cried out, instantly springing to her feet
and giving chase.



Left with no choice, Japoro followed her into the 
darkness, his mechanical companion trailing behind. 
As they chased after Dory, they noticed the creature 
seemed to have a particular destination in mind. He 
moved with a sense of purpose, guiding them through 
the treacherous Night World.

Upon reaching a clearing, they were met by a pair of 
brilliant, knowing eyes that shone in the darkness. 
There was something undeniably massive about the 
presence they confronted, yet it wasn't until the 
creature spoke that they could truly comprehend the 
enormity of his being.



A low, rumbling voice echoed through the clearing, as 
if the very earth was speaking. "Japoro... I've been 
expecting you."

Japoro and Shavo turned towards the source of the 
voice, their eyes widening as the shadows shifted to 



reveal the speaker. He was large, easily dwarfing 
them, with a dark, glossy coat that shimmered under 
the scant moonlight.

"I am Tori," the voice continued, the deep timbre 
resonating with an unspoken power.

Shavo turned to Japoro, surprise etched on her 
features, "You know him?"

Japoro, however, was just as taken aback. He shook 
his head slowly, his gaze locked on the massive 
creature before him. "I... I've never met him before," 
he admitted, a sense of inexplicable connection 
washing over him, a feeling mirrored by the silent 
hum of the shard against his chest.



The Gate Between Worlds

Japoro, Shavo, and Dory stood on the threshold of 
Tori's den, a modest structure compared to the black 
cat's immense size. Tori gestured with a nod of his 
large head for them to enter, and with a slight 
hesitation, they did.

The inside of the hut was warmer and inviting, filled 
with artifacts and trinkets that spoke of Tori's long 
existence. The walls echoed with untold stories, and 
for a moment, Japoro could feel the weight of the 
history surrounding him.

"Please, sit," Tori motioned towards a cozy corner with
comfortable looking floor mats. Once they were 
settled, the giant black cat began to speak.

"Cydonia, the watcher of the Crystal Gate, is a figure 
even I know little about," Tori started, his voice 
resonating in the confined space. "He's 
ancient...powerful..."

Japoro glanced at the shard, its glow softly 
illuminating his hand. It felt warmer, almost as if 
resonating with Tori's words.

Tori continued, "The regions of Vok Island, each have 
their guardians. Night World and Battle City, the 
realms you've been and where you're headed, are 



watched over by gatekeepers... Just like Artemis, Obo 
is one of them, guarding the threshold to Battle City."

He then shared something that sent a ripple of 
surprise through the listeners. "Snear, the trickster, 
during the invasion of the Battle Voks, managed to 
steal something of great importance from Night World.
It's the other half of the shard you hold, Japoro."

Japoro looked at the shard, a newfound realization 
dawning on him. He was to retrieve the lost part of 
the shard, the key to the Crystal Gate.

Guided by Tori's words and the silent, mysterious 
directions of the shard, they prepared to leave Night 
World.

The farewell to Hootie at the boundary of Night World 
was not as they had expected. They gathered at the 
threshold, the gate between the calm serenity of Night
World and the boisterous energy of Battle City looming
ahead.

Japoro looked upward at Hootie, the floating 
mechanical orb shimmering in the faint light. 
"Hootie... You can't come with us, can you?"

Hootie responded with a series of clicks and whirrs, an
emotional symphony of mechanical sounds that 
suggested sadness. It was strange, thought Japoro, 
how such a creature could express such emotion. And 



stranger still, how he could understand it.

Shavo stepped forward, her hand reaching out to 
touch Hootie's cold metallic surface. "We'll be back, 
Hootie. We'll find the shard's other half and come 
back," she promised.

Hootie let out a low whirr, its gears clicking in 
understanding. Its lens-like eyes focused on each of 
them, the soft glow of its interior light flickering like 
the comforting pulse of a heartbeat.

Japoro gave a nod to Hootie, standing up and taking a
step back. "Thank you, Hootie. For everything."

As they turned towards the gate, they realized that 
Obo, the Gatekeeper, was absent. His usual imposing 
figure nowhere in sight. They felt the absence of his 
daunting presence, but didn’t question the unusual 
gift. Unbeknownst to them, Obo was watching silently 
from a hidden spot, kept at bay by his fear of Tori.





With a final shared glance towards Hootie, they 
crossed into Battle City. Little did they know, it would 
be the last time any of them would see the floating 
orb that had become a friend.

The vibrant energy of Battle City hit them like a tidal 
wave, its clamor a stark contrast to the serene world 
they had just left behind. Guided by the wisdom of 
Tori and the silent directions of the shard, they carried
the echo of Hootie's farewell, and the promise of 
return, in their hearts. 



Underneath Battle City

The cacophony of Battle City washed over Japoro, 
Shavo, and Dory as they stepped through the Gate. 
The vivid noise of market haggling, the clash of 
smith's hammers, the snort of livestock, and the raw 
smell of sewage. At the city's heart, an imposing 
castle towered, Snear's stronghold.

They found their way to a bustling tavern, a den of 
stories and whispered secrets. Taking their place 
amidst the patrons, Japoro turned to Shavo, "We need
information on where in the castle the shard could 
be."

Eyes narrowing, Shavo nodded. She leaned to a 
barkeep, her words cloaked in a casual tone. "Heard 
any good stories about the castle lately?"

The barkeep, a grizzled Battle Vok with one eye, 
grunted and began to talk of secret passages and 
forbidden chambers. Japoro listened intently, storing 
away every scrap of information.

The information obtained at the tavern was a maze of 
rumors, hushed whispers, and half-truths. Deciphering
the clues from the chaff, the group found a recurring 
theme: the castle’s underbelly. The stories painted it 
as a perilous place, filled with discarded rubbish, foul 
stenches, and worse, creatures molded by the city's 



neglect. But it was their only way in.

Leaving the bustling tavern behind, the trio navigated 
through the city's winding streets and narrow 
alleyways. Despite the chaotic bustle around them, 
they maintained a focus on their goal. It was the silent
agreement between them - they needed to reach the 
castle. No distractions, no detours.

Eventually, they arrived at an almost forgotten part of 
the city. A dilapidated district, forsaken by the 
populace. Its buildings crumbling, roads barely visible 
beneath the layers of waste. The smell was 
overwhelming, a noxious blend of decay and filth. But 
it was here, in the city's rotting underbelly, that they 
hoped to find their way into the castle.

Finding an entrance to the sewers wasn't hard; it was 
a gaping maw in the side of a forsaken building. One 
by one, they descended, the city's noises fading 
behind them, replaced by the echoing drip of water 
and their own footsteps.

The further they went, the darker it became. Japoro 
clutched the shard, its faint light casting long shadows
on the damp walls. Their path was treacherous, 
slippery with refuse and muck, yet they pressed on. 
They had a mission, and no amount of filth or stench 
was going to deter them.

The oppressive smell of decay filled the air, an 



unsettling combination of waste and rot.

As they trudged through the murky sludge, a shadowy
figure rose from the filth. A hulking Agmat, its tail 
swishing menacingly, blocking their path.

Shavo squared her shoulders, Dory growled deep in 
his throat, and Japoro gripped the shard. The clash 
was as brutal as their surroundings. The Agmat lunged
with surprising speed, its tail whipping out like a 
serpent.

Shavo dodged, a dagger in her hand. Dory launched 
himself at the Agmat, distracting it long enough for 
Japoro to swing. But it was the shard, flaring to life 
with an intense, fiery light, that brought the Agmat 
down.

The flame engulfed the Agmat, incinerating it in an 
intense heat that felt strangely cold. As the fire faded, 
so did the Agmat. Yet, the victory was not without 
consequence.

In the heart of the castle, a similar shard pulsed with 
awakened power. Snear, its holder, felt the stirring of 
the shard and knew. The shard's sibling had returned, 
and with it, an unwanted guest.

With the underbelly's guardian defeated and their 
presence revealed, the trio pressed forward. Each step
took them closer to the castle, to the other shard, and



to the tyrant king, Snear. The stakes had never been 
higher, the journey never more perilous. Yet, they 
pushed on, into the heart of Battle City.



Snear's Chamber

The sprawling corridors of Battle City's castle were a 
maze of shadows and uncertainty. Japoro, Shavo, and 
Dory moved stealthily, their every step careful, their 
senses heightened to the near-palpable hum of 
potential danger.

The formidable fortress that was Snear's chamber was
guarded by an intimidating array of Battle Voks. Their 
eyes were as sharp as their talons, their bodies solid 
walls of muscle and power. The trio, nevertheless, 
stood undeterred. After whispering a quick plan of 
action, they split their roles. Shavo and Japoro would 
take on the daunting task of diverting the guards, 
while Dory, with his agility and unassuming size, 
would infiltrate Snear's chamber to retrieve the 
second half of the shard.

They launched into action, Shavo and Japoro storming
the front with an adrenaline-fueled ferocity that 
seemed to take the guards by surprise. Dory, on the 
other hand, slipped through the melee with an agility 
that belied his size, making a beeline for the chamber.

Their plan, though risky, appeared to be working, until
Snear himself entered the scene. His eyes, cold and 
calculating, locked onto the shard that Japoro held. 
Understanding dawned, followed by a swift, almost 
predatory reaction.



A battle of epic proportions ensued. Snear's strength 
was unmatched, and he fought with a ruthless 
tenacity that was chilling. Shavo, with her unwavering 
bravery, faced him head-on, protecting Japoro and the
shard with a fierce determination. The clash was 



brutal, and Snear, cunning and brutal, dealt Shavo a 
blow that would prove fatal.

The sight of Shavo in distress triggered an unforeseen 
reaction in the shard. It pulsed with an energy that 
seemed to vibrate through Japoro's very being, 
reaching out to its other half that lay hidden in Snear's
chamber. The second shard responded, drawn by the 
powerful connection, and flew towards its counterpart,
connecting with a burst of blinding light. The 
distraction was just enough for Japoro and Dory to 
escape Snear's clutches.

They found refuge in a corner of the bustling city, a 
haven of calm amid the storm. Shavo, her life force 
fading, held on long enough to look at Japoro and 
Dory one last time. With her final breath, she urged 
them to carry on their mission, to complete what they 
had started. And then, with a final, shuddering breath,
she was gone.

The night descended upon them with Shavo's passing,
their grief echoing in the silent darkness. Dory's 
whimper echoed in the quiet, a mournful sound that 
tugged at Japoro's heartstrings. They mourned their 
fallen comrade, their determination to finish their 
journey reinforced with their shared loss. Shavo's 
memory would live on, guiding them on their path. 
Now, with the complete shard in their possession, 
their goal was within reach. But the journey had 
claimed a dear friend, and that loss was a reminder of 



the steep price of their quest.



The Unexpected Betrayal

Leaving the battlegrounds of Battle City, Japoro and 
Dory found themselves facing a much different 
challenge. The terrain morphed from chaotic alleys 
filled with battle-hardened Voks to the enigmatic 
realm of Magi City. Here, towering structures of 
shimmering crystals stood in testament to the city's
dedication to the art of magic.

The gatekeeper, FlimFlam, hardly lived up to his 
intimidating name, cheerfully presenting a simple 
riddle to the travelers. It was almost comical that such
a place of wisdom would have a gatekeeper who didn't
take his role with the utmost seriousness.

Inside the city, they met a motley crew of inhabitants.
Among them was Merdut, an outcast due to his 
consistent failure in performing magic. Despite his 
reputation, Merdut was immediately intrigued by the 
shard, and a peculiar recognition flickered in his eyes.

Japoro and Dory's wanderings and inquiries drew the 
attention of Queen Ariella. The psychic queen was 
known for her protective nature and was particularly 
disturbed by the lax security measures at the city 
gates. The shards' promise of protection was too 
enticing for her to ignore, and she approached the 
duo.



Their meeting was tense. Queen Ariella demanded the
shards for the protection of Magi City, believing their 
power could bolster her city's defenses. Despite 
Japoro and Dory's objections, she insisted, escalating 
to a confrontation.



Merdut, in a clumsy attempt to mediate, fumbled with 
his magic and set off a chain reaction that led to the 
shards' catastrophic destruction.

Time seemed to stand still as the shards shattered, 
their fragments glinting in the air before plummeting 
to the ground. The brilliance of the shards was snuffed
out, and the dull fragments lay scattered on the 
ground, mirroring Japoro and Dory's crushed spirits.



But the shattering of the shards also shattered the 
image Merdut had crafted for himself. In the aftermath
of the explosion, the truth about Merdut was exposed.
He wasn't just a failed magic student; he was a skilled
magician who had been playing everyone in the city. 
His knowledge of the shards and their true purpose 
was comprehensive.

The shards, when unified, could cause Vok Island to 
transform into a crystal and sink to the ocean floor. 
With this revelation, Magi City turned against Japoro 
and Dory, viewing them as a threat to their existence.

Despite the newfound danger, Dory remained 
steadfastly at Japoro's side. The once seemingly 
innocent creature had a depth of understanding far 
beyond what was initially apparent. Their path had 
taken a drastic turn, their mission appeared to be in 
ruins, but the bond between them remained 
unbroken. With the entirety of Magi City now 
considering them a threat, the duo faced a dire 
predicament.

Then, in a surprising twist, Dory, a creature who had 
demonstrated only mundane abilities thus far, 
revealed yet another secret. His eyes glowed with a 
sudden intensity, and a warm light engulfed them. 
Before the outraged citizens of Magi City could react, 
they vanished from the city, whisked away by an 
unanticipated burst of magic.



The sudden shift of surroundings left Japoro 
disoriented. They were no longer in the magical 
metropolis of Magi City, but instead in a completely 
different environment. They found themselves 
standing in the heart of the Festive Forest, a realm 
they had only heard about in passing.

As they oriented themselves to this new reality, they 
were greeted by a new presence - Musana.



A Melodic Encounter

In the vibrant expanse of the Festive Forest, Japoro 
and Dory appeared amidst a melody of nature. The 
song of a nearby Vok echoed through the trees, 
creating a melodious atmosphere. The source of the 
enchanting tune was a small, blue, four-legged 
creature with a trunk that acted as its musical 
instrument – Musana, the island's most adored 
musician.

As Musana’s melody subsided, Dory looked at Japoro 
with an intense gaze. "Japoro," he began, his voice 
gravely serious, "I must confess something to you. My
true identity is not Dory. I am Cydonia."

A wave of shock passed over Japoro as he took a step 
back. "You’re... Cydonia?" His voice trembled, trying 
to make sense of this revelation.

In answer, Dory's form began to shift. He grew larger 
and radiated a profound wisdom that was beyond 
comprehension. He was indeed Cydonia, the 
Gatekeeper.



"Why... Why didn't you tell me from the start?" Japoro
asked, a hint of betrayal flashing in his eyes.

Cydonia sighed, his gaze heavy with empathy. "Every 
part of this journey, every hardship we faced - Hootie,
Shavo, the shards - were necessary for you to grow 



and prepare for what's to come. But the most difficult 
barrier is yet to be faced: the loss of your identity, 
your self."

"Loss of myself? But why? Why am I central to this... 
cycle?" Japoro questioned, the confusion and fear 
evident in his voice.

"I wish I knew why, Japoro," Cydonia admitted. "I've 
observed this cycle an infinite number of times, with 
you at its heart. I don’t know why it keeps repeating, 
but I believe that you, only you, can break this cycle."

Japoro fell silent, mulling over Cydonia's words. He felt
like he was standing on the edge of an abyss, 
uncertainty looming ahead.

"I...I can't," Japoro uttered in a whisper, feeling the 
weight of his destiny pressing down on him. "I...I'm 
not ready to lose myself."

In response, Cydonia placed a comforting hand on 
Japoro’s shoulder. His voice softened as he said, 
"Japoro, we're not talking about an end here, but a 
transformation. A transcendence. This journey...it's 
about all of us moving forward, evolving."

"But why me?" Japoro protested, his voice wavering 
with uncertainty.

Cydonia locked eyes with Japoro, his gaze filled with 



compassion. "Because you, Japoro, are special. More 
than you realize. And you're not alone in this. We're 
all part of this journey."

The air filled with Musana's melody again, enveloping 
them in an otherworldly aura. As the melody 
intertwined with their being, Japoro felt himself 
beginning to drift, his surroundings fading until all he 
was left with was his consciousness. And then, out of 



the void came a voice, deep, dark, and echoing, 
"Japoro…"



A Conversation at the Edge of Existence

In the expanse of pure consciousness, Japoro found 
himself amidst a boundless void. The fabric of reality, 
as he had known it, felt tenuous and frail. He was no 
longer a Vok of flesh and bones, but a solitary entity 
in the limitless vastness of non-existence. Here, time 
and space folded onto themselves, and his form, his 
memories, and his potential futures, were just echoes 
that were quickly fading away.

"Well, Japoro," the voice of the Well of the Source 
echoed, timeless and all-encompassing. "We meet 
again at the dawn of decision."

His thoughts seeped out into the vastness, a ripple in 
the abyss, "Why is this happening? Why does this 
choice exist at all?"

The voice of the Well echoed once again, "Your 
existence, your consciousness, has led you here. Not 
as a trial, not as a punishment, but as a natural 
outcome. It's neither prerogative nor predilection, it's 
the outcome of a cosmic sequence."

With a metaphysical sigh, the Well then unfolded the 
options before him. "One path offers the perpetuation 
of existence, an unending procession of experiences, 
of lives flourishing and withering, of the joy and 
sorrow inherent to the cycle of life and dissolution."



"But," the Well's voice took on a somber tone, "this is 
an eternal recurrence. It's the symphony of existence 
repeating itself in infinite variations, a cycle unbroken,
unending unless an exit is found."

"The second path," the Well continued, "is the 
acceptance of the unmanifest, the dissolution into 
non-existence. It's the end of memories, of emotions, 
of identities; it's the cessation of all that was, all that 
is, and all that could be."

"Yet," the Well warned, "this also means the 
disappearance of every bit of life and consciousness 
that was Vok Island. A dive into an uncharted 
oblivion."

A deep silence fell upon the void. The Well of the 
Source remained silent, its eternal patience an echo 
across the infinity, as the fate of existence hung in 
balance.

"Why does all this exist?" Japoro voiced out his 
contemplation. "Why this cycle or the potential end?"

"Existence and non-existence," the Well replied, 
"they're not choices the universe made. They're its 
nature, an inherent duality. The cycle exists because it
is, and the end exists as an equal possibility, a silence 
awaiting those who seek it."

In the abyss of the void, Japoro found himself at the 



precipice of a choice. A singular utterance that would 
reverberate through the fabric of non-existence, 
defining the course of all that is and all that could be.

With that, in the profound silence of the void, Japoro 
spoke.


