
  

 

 



 It was the twelfth day of October and the trees were beginning to shed their leaves 

and bare their wiry branches.  Isabelle could swear that the trees were mocking her as 

they swayed towards the car window, their gnarly branches prodding at her from the 

roadside.  The shiny black Packard scuttled and puttered its way down the scrambled dirt 

road kicking up any leaves that came in the way of its grumpy old path.  

 When Isabelle arrived, she was quickly rushed up the steep winding stairs of Aunt 

P’s old Victorian House. The butler escorted her to the very highest room: the attic.  The 

space was a rather small cylindrical shape with a very tall pointed gothic style window 

dead center in the room and a high turret style ceiling with rafters in plain view.  Off to 

the left was a slight enclave with a small old iron framed twin bed with an old Coca-Cola 

crate set next to it as a makeshift bed stand.  Atop the crate was an old lantern.  A 

strangely hefty antique armoire sat on the other side of the room, looking misplaced.  It 

appeared as if it was ashamed, once magnificent but now so terribly aged that sagged to 

one side making it seem tired and pitiful.  The butler paused in front of the doorway to 

Isabelle’s new room.  He directed his hand out mechanically in the direction of the attic, 

twitching his mustache as to say: go on in, and walked quickly away without a word. 

 

 Isabelle felt her stomach turn.  Disbelief set in. “Could this place really be my 

new home?” she thought to herself.  She set down her luggage and set her loyal feline 

companion Amadeus upon the bare iron framed bed.  He made himself quickly at home, 

sprawling along the sunbeam that shone brightly on the end of the bed.  She unpacked her 

things, putting her sparse belongings in the enormous old armoire.  Isabelle went to open 

the bottom drawer, but it wouldn’t budge. 



 

She tried again, this time putting the entire weight of her body behind it…and sure 

enough it opened.  Nothing was there but a small version of The Secret Garden.   Isabelle 

was quite shocked, out of all books to find this just happened to be one of her favorites.  

She had read it more times than she could count. “Figures,” she thought. “The one book I 

know front to back.”  

 Just then, Isabelle heard a knock on her tiny door.  The butler led her silently 

down the long staircase to the parlor.  The ladies were all gathered under their helmet-like 

hair dryer domes, gossiping and leafing through fashion magazines.  The chatter and 

commotion was so loud and chaotic that Isabelle’s entrance was hardly noticed and 



certainly not acknowledged.  She reluctantly walked up to her Aunt Penelope, who was 

cackling loudly with a very stern looking rail of a woman getting a manicure.   

 Isabelle reached up to tug on Aunt Penelope’s dress and the dead fox around the 

woman’s wide shoulders dangled tauntingly down at her frightened face.  The large 

woman turned around quickly, nearly dropping her tea cup on Isabelle’s head.   

 “Oh!” she screeched and then looked down at Isabelle with scorn. 

  “My dear child, did your mother never teach you to speak up and announce 

yourself?  I nearly went into a fit of horror just then!  Now I won’t have you running 

about my house making messes and causing trouble.  No ma’am. You will follow Millie 

around today, she is my maid. You will be making good use of yourself around my 

house. Any dilly dallying with your chores and you’ll get nothing but milk and toast for 

dinner.  Now go into the kitchen, you will find her there.  And be quick about it,” she 

ordered with a cold glare that could freeze even the warmest of hearts.  Isabelle did as her 

Aunt ordered.  Her heart thumped wildly as she began to realize her misfortune.  There 

was no comfort to be found in this house.  Not from any human being she’d come across 

this far anyways. 

 Millie was not an exception, she was a cold hard woman who spoke very little but 

when she did, her disposition was that of a military sergeant.  She had Isabelle doing 

every chore a person could think of from: cleaning the dishes, to scrubbing the floors and 

doing the laundry.  The tasks never seemed to stop.  Isabelle had never worked so hard in 

her life.  Every day after that was the same routine. Chores all day, a dinner with Millie at 

the servant’s table at 6 o’clock and off to bed while Aunt Penelope and her cohorts 

played cards, gossiping long into the evening.   

 Isabelle’s only companion was her trusty cat Amadeus.  A shrewd and cunning 

little feline, full of crafty little tricks and always out for trouble.  Isabelle loved that about 

him, he was fearless and always up for an adventure.  Only adventures weren’t much of a 

possibility anymore, now that Isabelle was Aunt P’s official slave.  So, Amadeus often 

took to the adventure seeking on his own and would often show up late in the evening 

long after Isabelle set into bed.  Isabelle didn’t mind though.  Her imagination was that of 

an unusually vivid sort, she was constantly imagining herself being in other places, far off 

lands, doing exciting and heroic things.  Isabelle didn’t mind though.  Her imagination 



was that of an unusually vivid sort, she was constantly imagining herself being in other 

places, far off lands, doing exciting and heroic things.  She was the sort of person that 

wasn’t affected by much.  She could easily entertain herself and always stayed positive.  

She had once had a book collection, but it got lost in the fire that took her parents and she 

had yet to have the chance to acquire anything new.  The only exception was The Secret 

Garden that she had found in the armoire, which wasn’t new and exciting to her anymore 

anyways. So instead of reading, Isabelle scrounged up some random papers from the only 

journal salvaged from the fire.  She began writing and drawing pictures evening to pass 

the time before she fell asleep.  Time ticked on and Amadeus did not return home.  The 

town clock rang two o’clock in the morning.  Isabelle was beyond tired, but had grown 

worried because her faithful friend still hadn’t found his way back to Aunt Penelope’s.  

She finished her drawing of a sweet looking little monster and decided to read The Secret 

Garden one more time while she was waiting for Amadeus’s return.    

 She got through about twenty pages when she noticed something quite peculiar 

about the book.  From the outside it looked completely normal. But from page twenty on, 

an entire chunk was missing from the center of the book.  There was a rectangle shaped 

hole cut out of the center of the pages. Inside the little box shape was a tarnished silver 

locket.  Isabelle felt her heart pound with excitement.  Her eyes widened, “What an 

exciting treasure to come upon!” she thought to herself.  The locket was very simple, oval 

shaped and quite small.  She opened the locket to see if there was a picture inside that 

might give hint as to who the owner may be. There was a tiny scroll rolled up inside.   

It read: 

It is now your duty to unbind, 
Something which you will find. 

Quite cumbersome tasks, 
But to discover you must ask. 

It is a curse, 
If you ignore it things will only grow worse. 

It must be undone, 
For this match to be won. 

 
When the clock strikes three, 

Then you will see. 
What it is you must do, 

Of course it’s all up to you. 



You can take it with good, 
Or take it with bad. 

But you must believe in it to be true, 
Or that which is taken - will never return to you. 

 
What ever last in you’re thoughts, 

Tonight will come for you to be taught. 
Then you will see. 

What it is you must do, 
Of course it’s all up to you. 

 

 Isabelle paused for a moment, baffled by the riddle. “What does this all mean?” 

she thought.  Her worrying grew by the minute.  It was then a quarter to three in the 

morning and there was no sign of Amadeus.  “What if what this says is true? Then what 



will happen at three?” Isabelle paces the room.  She read the riddle over and over again 

but it didn’t make any sense to her.  She sat down on the bed and tried to piece together 

possible solutions.  Before she knew it, she had nodded off.   

 She awoke to the clock tower gong as it rang 3 o’clock.  On the third chime, an 

enormous wind whirled through the dark dusty room.  Isabelle now found herself in a 

state of half sleep, half waking. She was lucid.  A light illuminated the entire tower of the 

attic as if the blue light of the moon had suddenly cast a spot light right on her.  A spirit-

like apparition comes to her window.  Its voice quivers in a soft and almost soothing tone 

as she awakes confused from her brief sleep.   

 “Your first task is upon you. The Great Witch of the world of Glemlock has your 

feline friend. She will not return him unless you agree to every task you are assigned.  I 

will come to you each night at the third hour. If your task is not complete within 12 

hours, your cat will never return. And you too will join the land of the cursed,” the Spirit 

spoke slow and soft but there was a sternness that made Isabelle’s hair stand on end.  

 “The Witches’ daughter is being held captive in the land of Nevermore. The 

Witch herself cannot go to this terrible place.  Only children are allowed.  It is where all 

children are banished to when they fail to counteract their curse in time.  To break her 

curse is to break your own.  Nevermore is a difficult land to find.  You will first need to 

go to the Swamp Land of Chan Chu and track down the legendary Map of Shadows.  

Without this map, you cannot navigate the world of Nevermore,” And with that, the room 

lit up a fiery gold color.  A large swirling portal formed in Isabelle’s attic room, 

reluctantly she walked inside the strange form. 



    

 

 

SWAMP LAND OF CHAN CHU… 

 Isabelle found herself disoriented and alone in a world quite strange and unusual.  

It was quiet, an eerie quiet- the kind of still just before the predator springs on its prey.  

The ground was wet and mushy and she found herself surrounded by thick undergrowth 

of a jungle-like swampland.  Isabelle felt small in this vast place, but was determined to 

find the Map of Shadows no matter what it took so she began making her way through 



the plants and heavy vines.  “Where do I start?” she wondered.  “I need to ask someone 

about this map and where to find it,” she thought to herself. 

 Just then, a loud romping noise came from outside the clearing, just as she turned 

to see what it was, she was knocked to the ground- her head face down in the mud.  Off 

to a rocky start, Isabelle sits up, even more disoriented.  The mud slowly slides from her 

little face.  When here eyes come to focus she sees before her: two large pointy feet.  She 

begins to look upwards slowly sizing up the creature behind her encounter.  It was a 

strange looking being standing in front of her.  He looked like an enormous lemon with 

stilts for legs and long gangly arms.  His face was strange but somehow sweet.  He had 

big buck teeth and a set of small stubby horns and a disproportionately small pair of 

wings.  He looked at her and cracked a goofy tooth filled smile,  

 “Hello, I’m Zulu the Fire Bellied Berry-Eater from Zarmicon,” he bowed humbly.   

“Sorry for the collision.  There was a tasty beetle I was after. Just as I was about to snatch 

him for lunch, I tripped…over you, I’m afraid!  So much for lunch, huh? I like berries 

much better than beetles anyways. So, what’s name?” Isabelle wiped the mud from her 

face and introduced herself, 

 “I’m Isabelle, the Mud Faced Human from Bakersville.” He chuckled and they 

were friends instantly.  She explained her situation and how she was on a mission to find 

the Map of Shadows.  Zulu immediately knew what to do.  He said that there was an old 

wise frog named Chen Shun that knows the secrets to many things in the land, traveling 

to his home in the Land of Lilies was their best bet.  Zulu had heard many stories of Chen 

Shun being a powerful healer and collector of such powerful magical trinkets as the Map 

of Shadows. He was, no doubt, a strange but very wise old mystic.    

 Zulu and Isabelle set off through the swampy marshes, Isabelle riding on Zulu’s 

back as they tromped through the muddy waters.  The cat tails waved in the wind, a 

harmony of bugs sang all around them.  They trekked on for hours through muddy 

swamps heading towards the Land of Lilies where Chen Shun resided.  Zulu and Isabelle 

were tired and decided to take a quick break.  Zulu used his great height to reach up into 

the tall trees and snatched some rain filled wax leaves for them to drink. They sipped 

happy to get some relief, when a quick blur went swooshing by them.   



 

“What was that?” Isabelle inquired.  Zulu looked just as puzzled as she was.  Then, they 

heard a loud squeak and Zulu stood up immediately to go see what the sound was.  A 

small creature was caught in the grip of a scaly skinned baby alligator. The gator growled 

and snickered at his prey.  Isabelle stepped in, not approving of the alligator tormenting 

of the poor helpless creature.   

 “Let him be, gator! I’m warning you…” Isabelle pulled out her handy slingshot 

and aimed it at him.  She shot a stick into his mouth, keeping him from biting down on 

the small creature.  The young gator, not realizing he had company, was startled and 



dropped his prey.  Zulu snatched the creature in his long mitten-like paw.  The gator 

splashed away under the water with a mean growl.   

 “How can I thank you for saving me?  I am so grateful to be spared by such a kind 

and brave creatures,” The sugar glider bowed to Isabelle humbly.  He was a small 

chipmunk looking animal with skin attached from his front to his back paws on both 

sides.  

 “Come with me, I must repay you for your kindness.” Isabelle looked at Zulu and 

he shrugged, they followed the sugar glider to his tree stump house.  There was a shelf 

full of glass vials on one wall.  He stood at the wall for a moment and picked the one that 

was had a bright pink glow. 

 “Take this potion with you on your hard journey. It is one that allows flight. It 

only works for a while though so beware.  When your feet start to tingle, you must land 

immediately. Thanks again for saving me from that dreadful gator,” The sugar glider 

presented them with the glowing pink vial and they headed on their way.   

 They finally reach Chen Shun’s home in the Land of Lilies at dusk.  The path to 

his home is lit by lanterns illuminated with lightning bugs. They follow the path of 

lanterns back into a small clearing.  And as if he knew they were expected, there he sat on 

a large lily pad in full bloom.  His eyes were tired but with a stern sense of knowing and a 

few long hairs grew from his chin, pronouncing his age.  The lanterns gave the pond and 

ethereal feel, occasionally catching the light of the koi fish swimming underneath.  Zulu 

initiated the conversation with a quick bow, 

 “Great Chen Shun of the Land of Lilies, it is a great honor to be before you. My 

companion here needs our help.  She is searching for a legendary Map of Shadows.  Do 

you know anything about this magical map and where we can find it?” Chen Shun looked 

at them both for a long moment.  He finally spoke after a moment. 

 “The Map of Shadows is a very powerful magical map and could be dangerous if 

used the wrong way.  What is it needed for?” Zulu explained their mission to get the map 

to help them in their quest to save Witch Glemlock’s daughter. Chen Shun cuts Zulu off, 

“To free Witch Glemlock’s daughter! Well then, I might be able to help.  She is an old 

friend of mine and a great witch.  She has recently been less kind, perhaps it is the 

motherly instinct to do anything to save her child?  Forgive her. I assure you her heart is 



gold.  But, you must take these tasks she gives you very seriously.  The land of 

Nevermore is wicked and unforgiving,” Chen Shun gave a loud croak and a small 

dragonfly arrived at the lily pad.  

 

 “Fetch the Map of Shadows from my study,” while they waited for the dragonfly 

helper to return, Chen Shun continued, “Take with you this healing serum, in case you 

run into trouble on your journey,” he handed them a small bamboo shoot with a corked 

end. A healing incantation was scrawled on the outside of the bamboo.  Zulu looked at 

the wide-eyed Isabelle and winked.  She smiled half reluctantly, thinking about the land 



of Nevermore made her stomach turn.  The two of them bowed and thanked Chen Shun 

for his generosity. 

 Before she knew it, Isabelle was back in her attic room, lying in her bed as if 

nothing had ever happened.  She looked over and noticed Zulu standing awkwardly in the 

corner, looking quite confused.   

 “Oh dear! How are we going to hide you here? In this tiny room of mine,” 

Isabelle sprung up suddenly and looked around.  Just behind Zulu was the large armoire.  

She helped Zulu into it and hurriedly went down stairs to check in with Millie and begin 

here day’s chores.  The day went slowly, but the night time finally came and falling 

asleep was easy this time around.  Isabelle was awoken. The clock tower rang three 

times.      

 A light illuminated the entire tower of the attic as if the blue light of the moon had 

suddenly cast a spot light right on her.  A spirit-like apparition comes to her window.  Its 

voice quivers in a soft and almost soothing tone as she awakes confused from her brief 

sleep.   

 “Your second task is upon you. The Great Witch of the world of Glemlock has 

your feline friend. She will not return him unless you agree to every task you are 

assigned.  I will come to you each night at the third hour. If your task is not complete 

within 12 hours, your cat will never return. And you too will join the land of the cursed,” 

the Spirit spoke slow and soft but there was a sternness that made Isabelle’s hair stand on 

end. 

 “You are to go to the Desert of Serdoon and retrieve the Mirror of the Serpents.  

Take the Map of Shadows with you.  The desert is vast and bare and the map will be the 

only way to navigate without losing your way.  The map will reveal the location of each 

oasis, be sure not to stray from its guidance or you will surely fail in the unforgiving 

Desert of Serdoon.” And with that, the room lit up a fiery gold color.  A large swirling 

portal formed in Isabelle’s attic room, reluctantly she walked inside the strange form. 

 



THE DESERT OF SERDOON 

 Isabelle and Zulu study the Map of Shadows.  There only a few oasis points and 

the rest of the map is empty, all but in the top Northwest corner, where there’s a 

mountain-like form with a small opening marked by a cobra head.  Zulu points to the 

cobra head,  

 “This must be the home of the legendary King Snake of Serdoon.  He is most 

certainly the possessor of the Mirror of the Serpent. We are going to need to be careful in 

his land.  The King Snake is not a pleasant one and rumored to have two heads.  Myth 

has it that he’s the largest cobra to ever inhabit the Desert of Serdoon and is known to be 

very greedy.  We might have to be come up with a plan.  He’s not going to give this 



magical mirror up easily,” Zulu grabbed Isabelle’s hand and they followed he moving 

arrow showing them where to go.  This was going to be a hard journey.  The desert heat 

already had them feeling sluggish and they had only been there for a short while.  The 

spirit was right. The desert was a sea of sand, with no land marks.  It was a maze of sand 

dunes and once in a great while, a random spotting of palms usually signifying water 

being near.   

 They were getting tired and the map signified an oasis by a small gathering of 

rocks.  They go to replenish themselves with the fresh water. Suddenly, there were some 

shrill caws from a group of vultures circling overhead.  “Another desert tragedy,” Isabelle 

thought to herself as they approached the oasis marking on the map.  Red rock formations 

were everywhere.  They followed the blinking arrow in the Map of Shadows to where the 

oasis was shown.  As they turned the corner, they noticed that rocks were falling from 

above.  The traveling companions looked up.  A coyote was trapped in between rocks, 

half dangling from the edge of the rock formation.  The vultures continued to swarm 

above them.  He whimpered in pain, with his paw stuck between the two large boulders. 

Isabelle had Zulu raise her up to the rock ledge.  She grabbed his free paw and Zulu 

pulled the large boulder as she helped him up off the edge.  The coyote held his paw, 

seriously hurt from the rocks.  Isabelle remembered the healing serum that Chen Shun 

had given her.  She looked at the suffering coyote and pulled the serum from her pocket.  

The coyote looked at her skeptically and almost began to growl bur didn’t have the 

energy. Isabelle took the serum and rubbed it on the coyote’s paw, 

 “Don’t be afraid, good coyote, it’s a healing serum. This should do the trick,” 

Sure enough, Chen Shun’s legendary healing powers came through and coyote was up 

and walking almost instantly.   

 “You are too kind! How on earth did you heal me? I thought I was going to be 

lunch for the vultures!” He looked at disbelief at his now perfectly healed paw.  Isabelle 

and Zulu made their introductions and told them of their mission. The coyote then led 

them to his tribal leader deep inside the rock village, he promised to repay them for their 

help.  The tribal leader was impressed by their bravery, “I now give you, brave travelers: 

a fire potion on behalf of helping one of our tribe’s toughest coyote warriors.”   



 They were given food and drink and the coyote tribe celebrated their warrior’s 

safe return and the heroes who helped him.  The tribal leader then sent them on their way, 

with spare packs of food and flasks of the freshest spring water to drink on their journey.  

The revived travelers looked at the Map of Shadows once more.  They were closer to the 

home of the King Snake and now that they had food and drink, they didn’t need to go out 

of their way to get water from the oasis stations on the map.  Within hours, they reached 

the mouth of the King Snake’s mountain, marked by the face of a cobra.  They were 

struck with fear.  There was so much unknown about the King Snake and their time was 

quickly running out.  It wasn’t long before they heard the soft hissing sounds of a snake 

in sleep.  They turned the corner.  There King Snake was, his enormous heads nestled in 



his coiled body as he laid there fast asleep.  Mountains of treasures were gathered behind 

him.  Isabelle spotted a shiny gold mirror, framed with snakes.  It was high on top the pile 

of gold coins, jewels and various stolen treasures.  She motioned to Zulu who nodded in 

agreement, this was the mirror they had been ordered by the Great Witch Gemlock to get. 

 Isabelle crept carefully up the treasure heap, trying not touch to anything or knock 

it out of place for fear of waking the sleeping serpent.  But the climb was too steep and 

the careful steps were no longer quiet, Isabelle accidentally hit a golden candle stick and 

it rolled quickly and heavily down the treasure heap, creating a loud swish of metal 

trinkets upon other metal trinkets. The double-headed King Snake lifted his head slowly.  

At first he did not notice Isabelle, but there was Zulu right in his view.  He reared his 

head and got in his cobra attack stance, both heads aimed right at Zulu hissing loudly.   

Isabelle began to panic, “How I am I going to save us now?” she thought.  A moment 

later, it dawned on her.  The pink vial given to her by the sugar glider!  She pulled it out 

of her pocket and drank it up quickly.   

 Her feet left the ground and she began to fly!  The snake became confused, 

snapping at her as she whirled around his heads.  He hissed and spat his venom but 

Isabelle was too fast for his big clunky body to keep up with.  Meanwhile Zulu took the 

free moment and ran quickly up the treasure heap, grabbing the Mirror of the Serpent.  

She flew quickly in and out of his heads, then all of the sudden her feet began to tingle 

and she remembered what the sugar glider had said, “When your feet start to tingle, you 

must land immediately.” Isabelle flew quickly left and King Snake snapped, then quickly 

right this time the snake missed and bit his own neck.  The snake screamed in pain. He 

wriggled about for a while and then died of his own poison.  Isabelle and Zulu did not 

wait to make sure though, they grabbed the mirror and headed out of the King Snake’s 

layer as fast as their feet would take them.    

___________ 

 Before she knew it, Isabelle was back in her attic room, lying in her bed as if 

nothing had ever happened. She helped Zulu into it and hurriedly went down stairs to 

check in with Millie and begin here day’s chores.  The day went slowly, but the night 

time finally came and falling asleep was easy this time around.  Isabelle was awoken. The 

clock tower rang three times.      



 A light illuminated the entire tower of the attic as if the blue light of the moon had 

suddenly cast a spot light right on her.  A spirit-like apparition comes to her window.  Its 

voice quivers in a soft and almost soothing tone as she awakes confused from her brief 

sleep.   

 “Your third and final task is upon you. The Great Witch of the world of Glemlock 

has your feline friend. She will not return him unless you agree to every task you are 

assigned.  I will come to you each night at the third hour. If your task is not complete 

within 12 hours, your cat will never return. And you too will join the land of the cursed,” 

the Spirit spoke slow and soft but there was a sternness that made Isabelle’s hair stand on 

end. 

 “You are to go to the Ice Land of Nevermore. There you must find the Ice Beast’s 

Lair and free The Great Witch of Glemlock’s daughter Veronica.  The ice land is a 

terrible lifeless place filled with lost souls.  This land feeds off fear, the more you give 

into it is the more it will take over you.  Nevermore has a way of taking the life out of all 

who dare visit it. Don’t let it freeze your heart or you will surely fail in the unforgiving 

land of Nevermore.” And with that, the room lit up a fiery gold color.  A large swirling 

portal formed in Isabelle’s attic room, reluctantly she walked inside the strange form. 

 

THE ICELAND OF NEVERMORE 

             A relentless chill ran through Isabelle and Zulu, they had arrived at the dreaded 

land of Nevermore.  They took out the Map of Shadows and studied the new land.  This 

time the map showed very little but ice caves and big bodies of water.  Far to the North 

was a marking that looked to be an ice castle.  Zulu pointed to what looked to be a giant 

icicle on the map, 

 “This is must be the home of the legendary Ice Beast.  He is a great and terrible 

beast and the possessor of the children fallen into curses. We are going to need to be 

careful in his land.  The Ice Beast is not a pleasant one and rumored to be part polar bear 

part yeti with great swirling horns and enormous bear claws.  Myth has it that he’s the 

largest beast to ever inhabit the Iceland of Nevermore and is known to be very cold-

hearted and savage.  We might have to be come up with a plan.  He’s not going to give up 

Veronica willingly,” Zulu grabbed Isabelle’s hand and they followed he moving arrow 



showing them where to go.  This was going to be a hard journey.  The cold air had 

already chilled them to the bones.  The spirit was right. The land wreaked sorrow and 

misery.  Strange howling sounds could be heard and occasional shrill screams.  The wind 

blew fast and hard, freezing their faces to the point that neither of them could speak, for if 

they opened their mouths, their tongues would freeze.  There were creepy ice formations 

everywhere that seemed to be reaching out at them, sharp and disarming with their 

wicked shapes.  The ice was thin in parts, so Isabelle and Zulu had to be very careful to 

follow the Map of Shadows carefully, for only it knew where the safe path lie on the 

barren icy landscape of the haunted and eerie Ice Land of Nevermore.  



 Floating ice bergs made squeaking noises as they brushed against each other.  The 

land was dark and the water even darker.  There was not a single reflection in the water, it 

was a deep dark navy blue.  Never in Isabelle’s life had she seen water so threatening and 

uninviting.  The cold air continued to try their patience.  They did not take breaks this 

time for fear that any stops would make it impossible to start up on the journey again 

with such paralyzing cold as this.  The icy floor vibrated.  The two looked at each other in 

disbelief.  Hoping that this didn’t mean they had some guests.  Sure enough, along the 

eastern opening of water was a polar bear with a walrus underneath his paw.  Just as he 

went to lunge in and attack the walrus, Isabelle took out her slingshot and aimed an ice 

chunk at the bear’s head.  Her aim was dead on and the bear was knocked out 

immediately.  Zulu helped the walrus from underneath the large polar bear’s body.  The 

one toothed walrus stared at them in disbelief,  

 “Where did you come from? And how in the world did you manage to shoot 

down this bear?” He looked at the strange pair, Isabelle held up her slingshot. 

 “Comes in handy, this thing. I’m a sure shot lately too!” She quickly put the 

weapon away, as to not scare the walrus.  The walrus looked confused at the Mirror of 

Serpents that Zulu was carrying, 

 “What on earth is that?” Zulu picked it up and showed him the mirror up close.  

The walrus jumped, he had never seen his reflection before.  “Where did you get this? 

The Beast will be furious. He had everything in the Land of Nevermore that created 

reflections destroyed.  Reflections are his only enemy.  They are the only thing that can 

hurt him.” Zulu and Isabelle’s eyes light up.  So that’s why the Witch of Glemlock had 

them get the mirror.  That’s their plan, they can defeat the Beast by showing him his 

reflection. The two explain their mission to the walrus.  

 “Well, I must thank you, kind travelers.  You have saved my life and for that, I 

owe you a token of my gratitude.  I present you with a magical ice flute.  If you run into 

trouble, play this flute and I will summon my walrus companions and we will help you in 

any way we can. Thanks again and beware of the fear, The Ice Beast feeds from it and 

believe me, he has a way of making you forget who you are. In fact, he’s the reason I 

have only one tooth.  I’m lucky he didn’t take more. Good luck, brave travelers.”  The 

two traveled on, nearing the Ice Beast’s castle growing as they got closer.   



 They have a mere two hours before their time is up, when they finally reach the 

castle. Of all places in Nevermore, the Beast’s castle was by far the creepiest.  Ice carved 

gargoyles stared at them as they approached the entrance.  Screams and moans could be 

heard, muffled under the howling wind.  Zulu and Isabelle clung to each other.  The wind 

seemed to be pushing them away from the entrance.  They slipped on the icy ground and 

pushed their way against the unforgiving arctic wind.  The travelers reach a great 

stairway, so they reluctantly make their way up its frosted steps.   

 Isabelle and Zulu check the Map of Shadows one more time.  The map indicates 

that the Beast’s chambers are just down the long hallway before them.  The howling and 

screaming is getting louder.  Through the icy walls, silhouettes of creatures can be seen 

moving about, clawing from the inside as if they were trapped and trying to get out.  

Isabelle tries not to notice.  She reminds herself of the warnings she had of this dark and 

dreadful place, she grips Zulu’s hand tighter.  They look at each other. He puts his hand 

up to his mouth to signal her not to make a sound.  The great set of doors leading to the 

Ice Beast’s chamber were slightly opened.  Zulu motioned for Isabelle to enter first, she 

is much smaller and less easily noticeable.  He kept the Mirror of Serpents with him 

while she snuck in to scope out the scene.  

 Isabelle felt her heart pound harder, “It is getting hard to breathe,” she thought to 

herself.  She gathered all the courage she could muster and made her way around the 

outside of the great room, hiding in shadows and behind the ice carved furnishings.  She 

heard a heavy breathing noise coming from the far end of the enormous room.  “He must 

be over that way,” she thought to herself.  Sure enough, as she approached the loud 

breathing noises she saw the terrible Ice Beast for the first time.  Her heart dropped in 

fear.  She tried with all her might not to look at him, but it was as if she was no longer in 

control of herself.  She made a small squeak as she felt a tap on her shoulder. She looked 

behind her…nothing.  Her breaths became shallower and her head felt lighter by each 

moment that went on, “Don’t let the fear take you over,” she commanded to herself.   

 The Ice Beast had a wicked face, capable of savagery Isabelle was sure.  His 

winding horns protruded from his large beastly head.  His body was thick and full of 

heavy fur, white like a polar bear but much thicker and shaggy.  He had massive claws 

that were sharper than Millie’s cooking knives and a great beard that hung down to his 



gigantic belly.  His teeth were equally large but rather blunted all except for his two fangs 

that hung down much like their friend the walrus’s did.  Isabelle’s squeak must have been 

heard for the beast hadn’t even turned in her direction and already knew she was there, 

 “Just what do you think you’re doing barging in my castle you little rodent of a 

girl!” The beast’s voice was so enormous that it rumbled the entire castle.  Small icicles 

fell from the tall ceiling as he spoke.  Isabelle tried her best to find the courage to speak, 

but was quickly loosing grip of herself.  Zulu must have sensed trouble with the loud 

beast’s voice and came into the room quickly as he could, standing in front of Isabelle. 

Zulu then pulls the large Mirror of the Serpent up and holds it in front of the Ice Beast.  

The Beast roared loudly holding his eyes.  His great roar rumbled the entire foundation of 



the ice castle, like the tremble of an earthquake.  Isabelle quickly played a melody on the 

ice whistle.   

 The Ice Beast struggled to attack back.  He grabbed the fallen icicles and began 

stabbing in their direction.  The mirror had blinded him. This gave Isabelle and Zulu a 

much needed advantage.  The walrus army came to the rescue and began picking away at 

the castle’s foundation, ice shards began to break off and fall from the castle walls.  

Isabelle left them to keep the Beast at bay as she looked frantically for the witch’s 

daughter Veronica.  Down in a dark corridor leading to the bottom most level of the 

castle was a room with kids all frozen like statues.  These were those who the spirit had 

warned Isabelle about, those who had failed to lift their curses in time.  Isabelle 

remembered the fire potion given to her by the coyote’s tribal leader.  She pulled out the 

vile and threw it on the ground swiftly.  The fire grew very large and strong, not affected 

by the moisture of the melting ice, it continued to rage.  The children were freed of their 

icy bonds one by one.  Isabelle found Veronica, she knew her by the symbol that was on 

the cover of the locket she had found, for Veronica’s dress had the same monogram sewn 

only it was sewn into her dress.  She grabbed Veronica’s hand and yelled for the 

remaining children to follow.  They made their way out of the quickly collapsing ice 

castle.  Once outside, Isabelle breathed a sigh of relief.  They had done it.  She explained 

to Veronica that Isabelle had been sent by the Great Witch to save her, 

 “Mother? Mother sent you? Oh thank you! You will be greatly rewarded, my 

mom has great powers.” They thanked the walrus army, who in turn, thanked them for 

freeing their world from the evil Ice Beast.  Isabelle turned to Veronica, 

 “Here I won’t be needing this anymore,” Isabelle handed the locket to Veronica.  

They parted ways with the walruses and made it safely to a solid ice.  Then it hit her, 

“Where is Zulu?” she wondered, she had not seen him since the confrontation with the 

Ice Beast.   



 Before she knew it, Isabelle was back in her attic room, lying in her bed as if 

nothing had ever happened.  She was disappointed, her companion Zulu, had not returned 

with her this time around.  “I suppose he couldn’t have lived in the armoire forever 

anyhow,” she thought to herself.  There was a noise at the door, a pawing noise!  Isabelle 

opened the door quickly and was excited to find it was Amadeus! He was safe and 

healthy and happy to see her too.  She held the purring feline close and they took a long 

nap.  When she awoke later and remembered the book that had started it all, she opened 

The Secret Garden.  Inside was a brilliant new golden locket with Isabelle’s initials 

monogrammed on the front, just as Veronica’s had been.  Inside there was a picture of 

Zulu.  Inscribed on the inside was a little note that read, 



 

 In time I will find you, when you least expect it, I will appear. 

            Until then, sweet Isabelle!  

                                                                    Your Dear Friend,  

                                                                    Zulu the Fire Bellied Berry-Eater  

 

 Relieved, Isabelle smiled to herself.  And after that, things began to look up for 

Isabelle.  Her luck began to change almost magically the moment she put her new locket 

on.  Isabelle was freed from her Aunt Penelope, who had been reported by an anonymous 

phone call to the Bureau of Children’s Affairs.  They deemed Aunt Penelope an 

unworthy legal guardian and she was given new foster parents.  Her foster parents treated 

her like a princess.  They gave her nice things and were very loving and supportive 

parents.  She still missed her parents, but was certainly never lonely again. 

 Much later, when Isabelle was about fifteen, she ran into a very tall boy with cute 

but with a strangely lemon shaped face.  He loved berries.  Isabelle married him and 

became Mrs. Zackary Ulu three years later. They lived happily ever after.   

   

         

  


