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Which N-1 Character Are You?

Find out if your personality resembles Divri.  Answer the following questions placing 
a score of one (1) if it is least like you through ten (10) if it is most like you.  Add up 
your score, and if you score 90 or above, you are possibly the F.A.C.E. of Divri!

 _______ 1.  I avoid the mundane and ordinary, preferring to be different and unique.

_______  2.  I often sense there is something missing in my life, and it makes me sad.

_______  3.  I often feel socially awkward.  When I walk into a room, I often think others  
	 								can	see	my	flaws	and	won’t	like	me,	even	before	they	meet	me.

_______  4.  I often fantasize, dreaming about an ideal life situation, such as the perfect job,  
         spouse, or being someone with amazing talents, bringing me fame.  

_______  5.  I can hold a grudge for a long time.  I often remember past wounds and hurts.   
         It is not easy for me to let go of those memories and painful experiences.

_______  6.  I often rehearse conversations in my head before I speak to someone, and even  
         after being spoken to.  I often wonder what the “real” meaning is behind what  
         someone has said.

_______  7.  I have to be true to myself, no matter what people think of me.
_______  8.  I can ususally see right through an inauthentic person.  I am authenic myself  
         and want others to be also.

_______  9.  I see others as smarter, more talented, and more socially at ease.  I wish I  
         could be more like them.

______  10. I may not be able to draw or paint, but I sure can appreciate what is beautiful  
         and aesthetically pleasing.

_______       Total   

To	find	out	more	about	your	personality	type,	go	to	N-1Games.com.

Divri is creative, sensitive, passionate, unique, and possesses emotional depth with 
a sense of aesthetics, and he processes the world with reference to self, often feeling 
rejected and misunderstood.  The senses of abandonment and authenticity are huge 
issues for Divri.
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More than a fantasy adventure

N-One	the	Awakening	is	more	than	just	a	fantasy	adventure	game.	 	It	 is	an	epic,	
action-packed	narrative	that	teaches	consciousness	to	teens	and	young	adults.		What	
is consciousness?  It is the awareness and discovery of who we truly are.  
And, who are we?  We are divine beings, cloaked in unique shells called personality.  
But getting to truly know the many complex parts of ourselves is not an easy task, 
as	the	N-One	characters	illustrate	to	us	throughout	their	adventuresome	journeys.		
While	engaging	with	our	N-One	avatars,	the	reader	will	learn	about	the	conscious	
evolution	of	humanity,	as	well	as	the	development	of	one’s	own	unique	personality	
type.		The	N-One	experience	empowers	us	to	be	all	we	can	be	in	life	and	beyond!

Who We Are

We are a group of six individuals dedicated to transforming consciousness for as 
many as possible.  Consciousness:  “the act of being fully awake and present in the 
moment for the continuation of all life.”
          

Our Vision

N-One is edutainment designed to entertain and educate audiences of all ages in 
conscious self-awareness.  Consciousness is defined as the ability to awaken to our 
true essence, having the ability to objectively observe our thoughts, feelings, and 
attitudes, and to discern them, living a life of open responses rather than defensive 
reactions.
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Story Anatomy

Premise:		When	a	rogue	planet	moves	into	the	N-One	Galaxy,	portals	open,	
 allowing nine high rulers to realize that they are not alone.

Designing	Principle:		Envy

Divri	sees	only	his	flaws,	and	feels	that	others	see	only	his	defects,	as	well.		He	envies	
how others are seemingly so much better at everything than he is.  As a result, Divri 
stays in a mood of melancholy, unable to enjoy the pleasurable moments of the pres-
ent, and unable, as well, to recognize the talents he does possess and the gifts that have 
been afforded him.

Weakness:		Fantasy	Thinking/Self	Absorption

Divri	wants	to	be	loved,	but	is	hindered	by	the	self-absorption	and	a	personality	com-
plex	that	something	is	wrong	with	him.		He	believes	that	others	are	more	qualified,	and	
better suited, to rule than he.  He fantasizes that darkness in his world is a direct result 
of	his	flawed	soul,	when,	in	reality,	it	is	merely	caused	by	an	eclipse.		

Need:		Equanimity/Emotional	Balance
Divri needs to learn to love and accept his unique self as he is, and to know that he is 
loved	regardless	of	his	image,	flawed	or	unique.		He	must	learn	to	accept	the	extraor-
dinary beauty in each ordinary moment, and to accept what is available to him in the 
present, instead of envying what he has not yet attained.  

Psychological	Need:
Divri must realize that constantly seeking something that is missing perpetuates dissat-
isfaction	with	what	is	present.		A	fixation	on	loss	perpetuates	depression	and	suffering.
Moral	Need:

Divri’s	identification	with	darkness	and	the	eclipse,	alienates	him	from	others	because	
he believes he is the reason for the darkness.  It causes suffering in his realm because 
Divri withdraws, blaming himself, and he cannot rise out up to rule due to his severe 
depression.

Desire:
To be perceived by others as unique and special, so that they will love and esteem him.  

Opponents:  
The	Whahi,	Pomans

Allies:
Leebah, Drishti, Volden

Ally/Opponent:
Ramthor,	The	Pomans

Divri is the ruler of Tristan, a world of 
organic	 creatures,	 half-man,	 half-plant.		
Divri has many special powers, including 
the gift of growing things.  In his array 
of	head	limbs,	he	possesses	magic	flutes	
that play special songs and tunes, which 
stimulate growth for all of his organic 
subjects.  Flowers bloom, colorfully and 
vociferously, fruit grows, abundantly and 
healthily,	 and	 plant	 life	 flourishes	 with	
each	 new	 song.	 	Divri’s	 roots	 run	 deep,	
allowing him to stay connected with all 
of his people, emotionally in touch with 
the moods of his populous.  An emotional 
leader, Divri has no problem expressing 
his feelings.  He will cry with those who 
suffer, laugh with those who experience 
joy, and get angry when injustice hurts the 
ones he loves.  However, Divri struggles 

with	his	own	self-esteem.		When	his	world	
is suddenly thrust into darkness, Divri im-
mediately blames himself.  He believes 
his	own	soul’s	darkness	has	brought	about	
this calamity, and as a result, he withdraws 
from public view.  Feeling abandoned, his 
subjects seek another to lead them, which 
only	perpetuates	Divri’s	sense	of	his	own	
personal	flaws	and	defects.		Divri’s	envy	
manifests full force when he learns of oth-
er	worlds	 and	other	 rulers	 in	 the	N-One	
Galaxy.		They	all	seem	to	have	it	together	
except him.  His subjects see it, too, he 
fears.  Therefore, Divri spends much of 
his time creating a plan to become the 
greatest, most exceptional leader of all the 
N-One	worlds.		

DIVRI’s  F . A . C . E . - Personality Profile

1)	Orix:		Anger	–	Serenity
2)	Daphnari:		Pride	–	Humility
3) Fannah:  Deceit – Will
4) Divri:  Envy – Equanimity
5)		Gristh:		Greed	–	All-Knowing
6)		Kyro:	Doubt/Questioning	–	Faith
7)		Ongi:		Gluttony	–	Constancy
8)  Ramthor:  Lust – Truth
9)		Rayna:		Self-Forgetting	–	Right	Action

F . A . C . E .
Full Awareness of Character & Essence

F.A.C.E. is a personality typing technology that assigns a vice and a virtue to 
each	of	the	N-One	High	Rulers.		
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N-One	characters	experience	seven	levels	of	transformation.		They	begin	as	mortals	in	the	
AMETHYST	level.		By	the	end	of	their	journeys,	all	will	transform	into	powerful	demi-
gods	in	TURQUOISE	level.		The	characters	move	through	these	levels	based	upon	lessons	
they learn along their paths, and the choices they make throughout their journeys.  As Divri 
evolves, he gains new titles and powers.  His transformation is indicated by the color chang-
ing in his amulet.  

AMETHYST Level 1 : Divri - Keeper of Mysteries
Animistic and Magical: Divri keeps the celestial gods happy and his subjects safe.

RUBY Level 2 : Divri - The Hysteric
Egocentric and Impulsive : Divri does what he wants regardless of consequences. 

SAPPHIRE Level 3 : Divri - The Living Sacrifice
Absolute	Authority/Guilt	:	Divri	desires	to	do	right,	sacrificing	now	for	rewards	later.

EMERALD Level 5 : Divri - The Connector
Group	Harmony/Peace	&	Equality:	Divri	becomes	highly	idealistic	and	believes	
that all are equal.

TOPAZ Level 6 : Divri the Intuitive
Divri	moves	beyond	self-centered,	instinctual	and	emotional	drives	to	benefit	self	
and others.

TURQUOISE Level 7 : Divri - The Inclusive Self
Divri views the universe as a conscious collective, which serves the whole and 
the one as the same.

CITRINE Level 4 : Divri - The Manipulator 
Independent Materialism : Divri values logic, competition, material gain, success, 
optimism and progress.

F . A . C . E . T . 
Furthering Awareness of Consciousness, 

Experiencing Transformation

L.E.G.S. AMULET 
LIFE EVOLVING GUIDANCE SYSTEM

Each character wears a special amulet to help guide him on his path.  It is located 
in the area where each type processes information.  Divri is a HEART type, and is 
engaged	in	a	relationship	with	self	and	others,	image,	self-deception,	and	express-
ing or suppressing emotions.  

Hornet Queen - Amulet Creature
[Symbol of Divri’s Essence/True Nature]. 

The Hornet Queen projects from Divri’s amulet, provid-
ing guidance and rewards for conscious choices.  Sym-
bolically, she represents this character’s personality 
and his growth as he learns to surrender his emotions, 
allowing equanimity to emerge from essence.  

Each amulet acts as a compass, illuminating seven problem solv-
ing process points in the following order:

1)	Problem	Identification
4) Visioning
2) Realistic Assessment
8) Momentum
5) Feedback
7) Celebration
1)	Problem	Identification

Divri	uses	L.E.G.S.	amulet	to	evolve	through	seven	F.A.C.E.T.	levels.		He	receives	
a F.A.C.E.T. gemstone for his amulet each time he completes a level.  The process 
is completed when he collects all seven gemstones and they combine to create 
one white/translucent gemstone.  Amulets house mystical creatures to guide and 
provide wisdom along the way.  Characters must gain clues, battle foes, and solve 
problems to advance though the seven points on their amulets, thereby completing 
each F.A.C.E.T. level.
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The Rogue Planet
The	Rogue	Planet	enters	the	N-One	Galaxy,	causing	cata-
strophic effects on all nine worlds.  In addition to tidal 
waves, solar deprivation, droughts and ice ages, the Rogue 
Planet	creates	portal	gateways	into	every	world.		N-One	
characters travel through the opened portals to the Rogue 
Planet	where	a	strange	Obelisk	rests.		This	obelisk	acts	as	
a control center, or a master key, opening the nine doors 
surrounding	it.		Each	door	leads	to	another	N-One	world.		
Doors are locked until players gain clues or acquire gear 
to open them.

The portal control center (obelisk) is where charac-
ters can view other worlds and unlock gates to gain 
access to the worlds they see.  Certain gear acts as a 
key and viewing device for the portals.  This control 
center becomes a coveted seat of power for many 
N-One	characters,	who	want	to	control	access	to	it.

Portal	control	center	(obelisk)	where	
characters can view other worlds

The	 land	of	Tristan	 is	 a	 lush	kingdom	with	manicured	gardens	 and	 tree-top	 living	
spaces that make this world a paradise beyond any other.  Its rich natural resources 
make	Tristan	coveted	by	worlds	who	have	been	devastated	by	the	Rogue	Planet.

N-One	worlds	believe	that	they	are	alone	in	the	uni-
verse	until	the	Rogue	Planet	arrives,	providing	access	to	
all other worlds through the mysterious portal gateway 
system.		The	new	galactic	travel	expands	the	N-One	
community, creating new, and sometimes perilous, 
spiritual, social, and cultural dynamics.  

Tristan	is	a	planet	located	in	the	N-One	Galaxy.		It	is	
the	fourth	planet	in	the	N-One	planetary	system,	with	
world’s	five,	three,	and	two	close	by.		
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Tristan is a land occupied by various organics.  The diverse groups are divided 
into two land masses.  To the east are the aristocratic organics ruled by Di-
vri.  To the west are the Pomans and the Whahi, rebellious factions that have 
migrated away from Tristan to establish their own kingdoms.  They attempt 
to lure Tristinians into their domain and to make slaves of them, inspiring 
to overthrow Tristan entirely.  Getting to the N-One portal is a dangerous 
journey.  Whahi are waiting to capture any who seek the portal and take 
them to the Pomans.

The internal landscape of this personality type F.A.C.E. 4 is one of complex terrains.  
The Whahi desert is a plane of isolation and despair.  In the Whahi desert, one will 
feel the prickly sting of rejection and loss.  Passing through this terrain, one will 
arrive at the mirage that is the Poman Paradise.  One bite of the Poman fruit will 
poison anyone into a trance, making them a slave forever.  This fantasy 
island retreat for this F.A.C.E. type symbolizes the illusionary decep-
tion of the ego and how fantasizing about an ideal self is the ego 
trance for him.  
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Leeba
Leeba	is	Divri’s	companion	and	friend.		She	is	second	in	command	of	Tristan,	
often taking the reins when Divri is in one of his melancholic moods.  Leeba 
is an elite aristocrat who prefers to surround herself with beautiful environ-
ments	and	interesting	people.		She	often	feels	misunderstood,	especially	
when others accuse her of snobbery.  

Miranda the Wood Fairy
Miranda	is	the	brash,	sarcastic	wood	fairy	who	guards	the	reflection	pool.		Any	
who	enter	the	sacred,	healing	waters	must	first	answer	one	of	her	challeng-
ing riddles, earning their way.  For without paying a price for the healing 
wisdom of the sacred waters, none will appreciate their magical powers!
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The Whahi
Consus, Thorley, Acantha, and Livius are 
the prickly cacti hunters who live in the de-
sert wastelands of the Whahi.  The Whahi 
work with the Pomans as hunters of Tris-
tinians, who may accidentally wander into 
the badlands of the despondent and morose 
inhabitants.  When the portal of Mundane 
is discovered near the border, many Tris-
tinians are captured and taken to Poman 
Isle, never to be seen again.  Those who are 
fortunate enough to escape, often return 
with fewer limbs, maimed by the slashing 
weapons of the Whahi.
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The Pomans
Lalita, Kepanah, and Anan are a unique sect of 
fruit-bearing trees called the Pomans.  These 
organics defied Divri’s rule and were exiled 
from Tristan to live in a mystical isle called 
Poman Isle.  These seductive fruit trees seek 
to lure naïve Tristinians into their island para-
dise with the sweet fragrance of their passion 
fruit.  They craftily seduce their victims, offer-
ing them ageless beauty, wisdom, power, and 
eternal life with a single bite.  Once eaten, their 
victims fall into a deadly trance, hallucinating 
with visions of grandeur, becoming slaves to 
the Pomans forever.  

Withered Souls
In reality, the Pomans are not lush green trees 
at all.  They are dried up, withered plants, who 
can only give the illusion of life and grandeur.  
The fruit they offer is actually dry, salty sand, 
slowly drying out and withering their victims 
as they blindly consume it.  

____________________________________

Like the tree in the Garden of Eden, Pomans rep-
resent the illusion of the ego self.  This F.A.C.E. 
type can be ruled by fantasies of an idealized 
self.  Be careful when you notice yourself fantasiz-
ing about being some special, idealized image of 
yourself.  You may have just taken a bite of the ap-
ple and fallen asleep.  As long as we identify with 
our ego being who we really are, we fall asleep to 
our true, divine essence.  
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Volden
Volden is a gigantic rock plant.  He is a robust miner who runs the Brood Mines, 
searching for rare gems that contain magical powers.  The heat and light of these 
gems are used as energy cells to power all of Tristan.  Whenever Volden comes 
close	to	a	precious	gem,	his	body	blooms	delicate	red	flowers,	indicating	he	is	
close to the treasure.  Once he has mined the gems, he takes them to Drishti 
for appraisal.  Volden uses his powerful physique to ward off invaders from 
the west who try to steal the gems for themselves.  

Drishti
rishti is a beautiful Tristinian rose bush.  Her talents of appraisal help Volden identify the 
most rare and powerful of gems found in his mines.  Her magnifying eye helps her 
see deeply into the crystals, identifying their unique powers.  Each gem has a life 
history of its own, revealing many hidden mysteries concerning Tristan and the 
N-One	Galaxy.		Only	Drishti	can	collect	these	images	and	make	them	known.		
However, Drishti has quite an imagination and often will misread what she 
sees.  One must keep this in mind whenever she shares her insights.  
One will do best with taking the information at face value, and 
leaving it at that.  



The	power	of	the	eclipse	in	its	first	cycle	casts	a	
purple view upon the land.  Its light and energy 
affect	Divri’s	world	in	a	distinct	way,	causing	
inhabitants to see their world as magical and 
animistic.  Their core motivations are about 
keeping the spirits happy, the tribe safe, and 
meeting the basic needs of food, clothing, and 
shelter.  At this stage, the core belief is that the 
world is mysterious and frightening; in order 
to survive, the tribe must band together to ap-

pease the gods, spirits, deities, and authorities.  
The needs of the individual are subsumed in the 
group.  In an animistic world view, everything 
has meaning, and is living, including the rocks, 
trees, and earth.  This level is highly motivated 
by assurances of safety and survival, which is 
achieved through traditionalism and adherence 
to the tribal order.

Amethyst LEVEL 1

Land of TRISTAN

TRISTAN’s F.A.C.E.T. of Understanding and World View

CHARACTER SCAN - Energy Centers & Levels

DIVRI is a heart type, processing information through his feelings.  He is engaged with image, 
self-deception,	and	expressing	and	suppressing	emotions.		He	is	preoccupied	by	how	others	
perceive him and with the image he is projecting.  As a result, he can make unhealthy decisions 
that may hinder or misdirect his path.  Help DIVRI balance his centers through meditation at the 
Reflection	Pool.		

Divri,	the	Idealist,	at	this	level,	becomes	the	Keeper	of	Myster-
ies, communing with the magic of nature to solidify the safety 
of	the	group.		The	Keeper	of	Mysteries	holds	the	oral	or	nar-
rative traditions of the properties of healing and the secrets of 
nature.  F.A.C.E. Four believes in the ability to commune with 
the mysterious aspects of nature.  This communion brings about 
the information needed to protect the group.  

DIVRI THE KEEPER OF MYSTERIES
(DIVRI’s F.A.C.E. to his people)

HEAD	CENTER
Mental Intelligence

HEART	CENTER
Emotional Intelligence

BODY	CENTER
Sense	Intelligence

REACTIVITY	-	HIGH	
EGOIC	LEVELS	-	HIGH

Solfeggio	Sound	Frequency	369

85%

10%

5%
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Deep within the Brood Mines, Volden lifts 
his axe, pummeling a rock face.  The pres-
ence and discovery of this newest cavern 
triggers the emergence of the deep red 
blooms in his countenance, which have not 
been seen for many months.  Their volu-
minous plumes emanating from his plump, 
fleshy	skin	signify	 that	he	 is	very	close	 to	
something big.  Excitement courses wildly 
through his veins in great anticipation by 
him of ending his long season of depression 
and anxiety.   He has hit a very prolonged 
dry spell since he has uncovered anything 
new.  He is starting to feel the pressure from 

Divri and the Tristinians, who are anxious to have a new power cell.  They have 
been all living on reserve power for some time now, and it is quickly depleting.  
Tristinians dislike the continual nighttime darkness, having become nicely ac-
customed	to	the	twenty-four	hour	illumination	afforded	them	by	the	gems	in	the	
mines.  Constant light gives them a lush organic exterior which they both like and 
have come to expect from themselves.  The dimming of the city only spreads anxi-
ety and fears abroad.  This situation is not a healthy one for them.  

Chunks	of	hard	rock	split	off	the	cavern	wall,	flying	into	the	air	as	Volden	swings	
his	powerful	pick	axe.		Smaller	“rock”	plant	attendants	quickly	collect	the	debris	
in wheelbarrows, making room in the narrow cavern, while Volden diligently ham-

[1]	Problem	Identification

l.e.g.s. Amulet
Life Evolving Guidance System

1 . 4 . 2 . 8 . 5 . 7 . 

mers	away.		Minutes	give	way	to	hours	as	Volden	carves	an	ever-deepening	cave	
into the rock.  The cavern is pitch black with the exception of the sparks caused 
by	the	friction	of	the	axe	against	the	rock,	and	the	flickering	of	the	gem-lit	lanterns	
that	hang	on	rods	intermittently	planted	in	the	rock.		Sweat	pours	from	Volden’s	
brow	as	he	squints	his	eyes,	searching	for	the	faintest	glimmer	of	a	much-antici-
pated	find.		He	can	feel	his	muscles	and	joints	giving	up	to	aching	as	the	hours	and	
days wear on.  

“Usually, the gemstone appears by now,” Volden says to himself.  “Of course, not 
today.		Could	my	flowers	be	mistaken?		Could	they	be	losing	their	sense	of	connec-
tion?  But they have never been wrong before.”  

Feeling	hungry,	Volden	takes	a	much-deserved	break	to	refresh	himself.		He	takes	
a bite of a slug meat sandwich, swallowing hard, as he feels it taking the edge off 
almost immediately. He cannot help, however, but feel a little disheartened and 
discouraged, having already dug so deep without so little results.  

“Maybe	 I’m	flawed,	 and	my	flowers	now	grow	 randomly.	 	Maybe	 it	 is	 sign	of	
“rock”	plant	aging.		If	so,	I’ll	be	out	of	a	job	in	no	time,	especially	if	I	have	lost	
my intuition.”  

Volden takes another large gulp of bug blood juice.  A single tear forms in his eye 
as he imagines being handed his retirement notice by Divri, and being replaced 
by another stronger, more intuitive rock plant.  A feeling of sadness and depres-
sion sweeps over him as he visualizes himself alone, unemployed and wandering 
around the Whahi desert, desperately in search of a proper place to die.  His fan-
tasy is momentarily interrupted by a glimmer of purple light catching his eye.  To 
the	left	of	the	cavern,	near	the	floor,	the	tip	of	a	glowing	crystal	is	poking	its	head	
out	from	the	density	of	the	rock.		A	broad	smile	comes	across	Volden’s	face	as	his	
fantasies of unemployment suddenly evaporate!

Volden is excited, to say the least!  Out of the dense rock, an enormous purple 
gemstone	illuminates	his	pouch,	as	Volden	makes	his	way	to	the	Gypsy	Garden.
  
“Drishti is going to die when she sees the size and color of this gem!”  Volden 
thinks as he makes his way along the torch lit path.  It is evening now and Volden 

cannot wait until morning to show his partner his 
amazing	find.	 	Usually	 these	gemstones	 that	 they	
dig up in the mines are transparent crystal.  It is ex-
tremely	rare	to	find	colored	gems,	especially	gems	
of this size.  He is anxious for Drishti to use her 
powerful lens to make an appraisal and to reveal its 
hidden secrets.  

Drishti prepares for bed, sipping a cup of tea, when 
the	knock	on	 the	door	 startles	her.	 	She	carefully	



28 Conscious Dimensions LLC
N-One The Awakening - DIVRI - TYPE 4 - MANUSCRIPT

cracks the door open to see who the unexpected visitor is.  Much to her relief, it is 
her good friend, the giant, friendly miner, Volden.  

“Volden,” she exclaims.  “What an unexpected surprise this time of night.  What 
daresay	brings	you	here?		Come.		Come	in.		Get	out	of	that	cold	air.”		She	opens	
the	door	and	Volden	ducks	inside,	sitting	down	next	to	her	roaring	fire.		“Let	me	
pour you some tea,” she offers.  

Drishti whips up a large goblet of tea, bringing it to him.  

“I	know	this	is	unexpected,”	he	apologizes,	“but	I	just	couldn’t	wait.		I	had	to	come	
and see you right away and show you what I found today.”  

Volden	sips	on	his	boiled	drink,	anxiously	awaiting	Drishti’s	response.

Drishti’s	eyes	grow	wide,	enticed	by	Volden’s	excitement.	 	Volden	pulls	out	 the	
gemstone,	and	he	thinks	that	Drishti’s	eyes	might	fall	out	of	their	sockets	when	she	
sees	the	size	and	color	of	the	gem.		She	begins	to	giggle	uncontrollably.		

“Volden!  What have you found?  Oh, my!  When Divri and the court see this, they 
will	be	beside	themselves,”	says	Drishti,	fixing	her	magnifying	lens	over	her	eye	
to examine it.  

The gem is twice the size of her heard, and she needs Volden to help her put the 
stone in a holder so she can more closely look at it to appraise it.  A beam of light 
emerges from her lens as she zeroes in on the heart of the gem.  Her look of excite-
ment is quickly replaced by a look of concern as she gazes into the crystal.  
“What’s	the	matter?”	asks	Volden,	eyeing	her	change	in	expression.

Drishti ponders for a moment and then explains to Volden.  “This crystal does 
not speak of times past as the others do, Volden.  This crystal speaks of things to 
come!”

“The future,” Volden remarks.  “The future?  How strange.  What does it say?”  
Volden	now	is	wide-eyed.

“It says that Tristan is about to enter a time of darkness and chaos like nothing ever 
before	in	our	history.		And,	there	is	more.		This	the	final	and	last	of	all	the	crystals	
to ever be found.”  Drishti is stunned.  
Volden, too, looks astonished, unable to fully process the profound revelation.  
Grasping	for	a	single	strand	of	hope,	Volden	peers	into	the	depths	of	the	crystal.		

Acantha’s sour lament typifies F.A.C.E. four’s tendency to play the victim, failing to take respon-
sibility for her own actions.  In her case, she blames Divri for her woes, failing to account for her 
rebellious behavior in Tristan that led to her exile in the first place.  
Acantha’s self- preservation instincts are seen here with her concern for food and quality of life.  
In contrast, self-preservation is Livius’s blind spot.  He is most concerned with social interactions 
around the campfire.
 

“Ah, well, what does its energy signature say?” he asks Drishti, desperate for a 
reading to balance this disconcerting report of the future.  

“The crystal is not a power cell.  It is a key.  At the eclipse, a portal to another 
world will activate, and only this stone will open it.  We are to split the stone into 
amulets, distributing them as we must to the most trustworthy among us.”  
Volden is alarmed.  “Divri must be made aware of this at once.  He must be given 
a fragment of this stone.” 

“Let us make haste,” Volden commands.  “An hour of darkness is already upon 
us.”

Acantha	 is	morose.	 	She	 is	hungry,	 tired,	and	de-
spondent with her three prickly Whahi cacti coun-
terparts, who seem to share no concern whatsoever 
with their predicament.  They have not found a sin-
gle Tristinian wanderer for months, and their sup-
ply	of	fruit	is	quickly	dwindling.		Their	life-giving	
manna is all that presently is keeping them alive 
in	this	harsh	desert.		It	is	supplied	by	the	Pomans,	
who require Tristinian prisoners in exchange for 
their enchanted fruit.  Lately, no matter how hard 
they search the desert sands, not one Tristinian has 

crossed the badlands in months.  Usually there are plenty of angry, depressed 
Tristinians moving into and across the terrain.  Divri has a reputation of angering 
his many subjects to the point where they desert him, including the Whahi.  Many 
find	their	ways	into	the	badlands	in	search	of	better	lives	and	a	more	sympathetic	
ruler who is more attuned to their needs and wishes.  While some wanderers are, 
in	fact,	Tristinian	deserters,	others	are	slaves,	escaping	from	the	Poman	Paradise.		
These	slaves	are	rare	indeed.		Once	captured	by	the	Pomans,	their	magic	is	almost	
impossible to break.  

Acantha surmises that Tristan must be in a time of unusual contentment.  If things 
do not change soon though, she knows that they will have to risk crossing into 
Tristan, facing their own fear of capture and almost certain death.  But either way, 
it is death.  To leave the desert places them at a grave disadvantage.  The Whahi 
are quite dependent upon their powers to manipulate the sands for protection and 
camouflage.	 	In	Tristan,	 they	are	only	able	to	rely	on	their	weapons,	which	are	
equal to those of the Tristinian guard.  They can easily be captured and dismem-
bered for their prized, sweet cactus juice.  The four hunter cacti sit lethargically 
around	a	roaring	fire	at	their	base	camp,	enjoying	the	setting	sun.		They	are	con-
templating	their	current	situation	with	some	philosophical	reflection.

“Why	us?	 	Why	do	we	have	 to	starve	 like	beggars	 in	 this	god-forsaken	waste-
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land?!  If Divri did not banish us, we would not be in this predicament,” Acantha 
says sourly.  Livius is munching on the core of an old passion fruit listening to her 
complain.		“Haven’t	you	had	enough	fruit	for	one	day,	Livius?”	she	asks	sharply.		

Livius does not move, chewing on the meager remnants of soft meat between his 
teeth.		“I	hear	that	tone	in	your	voice,	Acantha,”	he	says	to	her.		“If	you	think	I’m	
worried	about	our	rations,	you’re	mistaken.		I’m	not!		And	if	you	think	you	are	go-
ing	to	Tristan,	you	can	forget	that,	too.		A	wanderer	will	come	soon	enough.		Don’t	
worry	your	pretty	head	about	that.”		Still	munching,	Livius	looks	at	Consus	and	
Thorley,	sitting	near	the	fire,	listening	to	them,	while	they	also	are	bantering	back	
and forth about food rations.  

Thorley	leans	over	to	Consus,	whispering	in	his	ear,	“If	a	wanderer	doesn’t	come	
soon,	I’ll	die	of	boredom,	not	starvation.		I	cannot	stand	listening	to	these	two.”		He	
nods toward Acantha and Livius.  

Consus,	the	most	quiet	of	the	bunch,	smiles	at	Thorley’s	witty	comment,	continu-
ing to sit in quiet repose, looking up solemnly at the sky.  

“What is so interesting about the sky tonight?”  Thorley asks inquisitively.  
Calmly, Consus explains his contemplative demeanor to Thorley.  “The stars are in 
a unique alignment tonight.  I do believe the gods are giving us a sign that we are 
entering a time of great change.”

As Thorley is about to comment further in response to Consus, he is silenced by 
Acantha, leaping to her feet.  Her ear cocked to one side, she says in a hushed man-
ner, “Listen!”  

The group, sitting frozen in silence, strains to hear what Acantha is trying to bring 
to their attention.  The soft patter of feet in the sand can be heard by the razor sharp 
hearing skills of the Whahi.  All four quietly reach for their weapons simultane-
ously, slowly rising from their places.  Thorley motions for Acantha and Livius to 
take their tracking positions to pursue the approaching wanderer.  They quickly 
fade away into the dark of the night.  Thorley and Consus trace a path ahead to in-
tercept the wanderer and to cut him off.  They track the sounds for several minutes.  
Acantha	is	anxious.		“Why	haven’t	they	intercepted	anyone	yet?		We	are	danger-
ously	close	to	the	Tristinian	border.		This	wanderer	must	be	an	escapee	from	Po-
man, trying to return home.”  Acantha says fretfully.  

“Don’t	worry.		Consus	and	Thorley	know	what	they	are	doing,”	Livius	says,	tightening	
his	grip	of	his	slashing	knives.		Sure	enough,	as	they	approach	the	desert	arch,	a	fireball	
bursts into the night sky, illuminating the desert for several hundred yards.  The torch 

Notice at Amethyst level where the concerns lie with individuals.  Both Drishti and Volden 
are concerned with the safety and welfare of the tribe/group of Tristinians for survival.  They 
are not taking amulets for themselves or keeping prized information for their own use.  In 
other meme levels, this would not necessarily be the case.

bomb,	ignited	by	Consus,	stays	lit	for	several	minutes,	which	is	plenty	of	time	to	find	and	
apprehend their wandering victim.  The illuminated silhouette of a young Tristinian girl, 
withered	and	disfigured,	draws	their	attention.		

“There she is!” Alcantha says excitedly, drawing her stun gun.  As they close in on their 
victim, they notice the wanderer is quite agile on her feet, zigzagging to and fro, trying 
to	confuse	her	pursuers.		She	finds	herself	under	the	desert	arch,	clutching	the	edge	of	the	
stone gem from her pocket, beginning to pray.  

“Gods	of	the	desert,	hear	my	plea.		Spare	me	from	this	night	of	capture	and	torture.”		
She	then	takes	 the	small	gem,	 lifts	 it	 to	 the	sky,	and	the	 light	of	 the	bomb	flare	dims.		
Consus looks up toward the moon for light and orientation.  Only now there is no moon.  
He	spins	around	and	around	looking	for	a	glimpse.		Suddenly	panicked,	he	can	feel	that	
something is not right.  He motions for Thorley to slow down his pursuit and approach 
the wanderer carefully.  Consus knows his intuition is trying to tell him something and he 
needs time to discern what it is.  Acantha and Livius see him motion and they slow their 
pursuit as well, carefully creeping toward the arch.  As they draw closer, they can see a 
faint	purple	hue	of	light	engulfing	the	entire	archway.		The	wanderer	suddenly	starts	to	
inflate	with	life	and	energy,	the	light	energy	causing	her	limbs	to	bud	with	new	leaves.		
The	purple	light	intensifies,	eventually	becoming	so	bright	that	the	Whahi	have	to	turn	
their eyes away from it.  When the light subsides, the wanderer is gone and a strange phe-
nomenon occurs.  Through the archway, a green pasture of sunlit grass lies before them.  

“By the gods,” they all exclaim in unison, “what magic and trickery is this!”
Consus boldly approaches the archway and steps through onto the warm, lush, green 
grass saying, “It is a sign from the gods, for sure.  We have been chosen to see a great 
miracle this day!”

Roots spreading out like tenacles into the soft dark earth surround Divri as he lowers 
his feet into the ground.  His roots sink rapidly into the soil and he can virtually feel the 
power of nature surge through his body.  Crushed poppies emit sweet smelling fragrance 
as Divri takes deep breaths of the intoxicating hallucinogen to connect with the spirits 
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of the wood.  It is the full moon and time for the ritual to begin.  During this time, Divri 
gathers	information	from	nature	to	provide	insight	to	his	people.		Surrounding	him	are	
various organic subjects, illuminated by the many crystal energy cells harvested from 
the Brood mines.  However, the crystals, one by one, start to go out and it is apparent to 
everyone	that	they	are	fading	rapidly	and	soon	coming	to	an	end.		Darkness	is	definitely	
something that all Tristinians dislike.  

Many	hope	that	the	ritual	will	provide	clues	about	where	to	find	more	cells	for	Divri.		The	
intoxicating	fragrance	causes	Divri’s	eyes	to	roll	back	in	his	head	as	he	falls	into	a	trance.		
In	his	mind’s	eye,	he	can	see	visions.		Usually,	they	are	hopeful,	brightly-colored	images	
of lush farmlands, bountiful harvests, and lively banquets supplied by the gods for their 
pleasure.  The gods are pleased by the offerings and the sentiments bestowed by grate-
ful Tristinian subjects.  However, this time, this day, the gods do not show such visions.  
Instead, shadows and frightening scenes are revealed to Divri of withered and dried up 
Tristinians,	starving	for	food	and	light,	who	are	in	much	chaos,	including	fires	and	burn-
ing.	 	Stranger	 archways	with	darkened	 tunnels	 lead	 to	 scenes	of	war	 and	destruction.		
Surrounding	Divri,	court	liaisons	begin	to	shudder	as	one	light	after	another	fades,	giving	
way to darkness, leaving only one crystal and the moonlight for light.  

Strangely,	 the	moon,	 too,	 soon	appears	 to	darken	 into	 the	 shadows.	 	Divri’s	eyes	pop	
open as his body jolts into an awakening from the trance that has ensconced him.  He 
looks	up	into	the	sky	to	see	the	moon	slipping	away	into	complete	darkness.		He	is	filled	
with	fear	and	dread	at	the	sight.		As	night	gives	way	to	morning,	Tristinians	are	horrified	
to discover that the sun, too, has been darkened by a strange, never before experienced 
eclipse.  Divri summons his trusted advisors and astrologers to meet with him in his pri-
vate chambers.  He closes the door behind them as they enter, and addresses the group of 
them together.  
“Grave	darkness	has	fallen	upon	us,	and	clearly,	I	have	fallen	out	of	favor	with	the	gods.		
I am cut off from their love and prosperity.  Whatever shall I do?”  he cries aloud, sadly.  
“Surely,	this	calamity	is	not	your	fault.		This	is	a	heavenly	cycle	that	shall	pass,”	says	an	
Elder.  

“I	know	I	exiled	them,	but	I	think	I	should	consult	the	Pomans.		I	miss	their	ancient	wis-
dom.  This knowledge may give us clues to unlock this mystery.”  Divri seems desperate.
“Never,	my	Lord!”	cry	the	Elders.

“They hate you, Divri.  They will seduce you and you will become their slave,” warns 
another.  

“And what about the Whahi?  They will chop you to bits and serve you up on a platter!”
“I’m	not	afraid	of	the	Whahi.	 	Remember,”	Divri	says	assuredly,	“they	used	to	be	my	
subjects.  I know their weaknesses.”  

“What	makes	you	think	the	Pomans	will	not	take	you	as	their	slave?”	another	Elder	asks.		

“They, too, are in this same predicament.  I think they are wise enough to know that we 
must work together if we are going to survive,” Divri said, dismissing their fears.

[4] Vision

AMETHYST (purple) choice: 	Although	Divri’s	advisors	are	able	to	interpret	the	eclipse	
and understand its cycle, Divri refuses to hear their interpretation of events.  He will with-
draw from his subjects and disconnect from nature, taking a perilous journey to pursue the 
wisdom	of	the	Pomans.		

RUBY (red) choice:  Divri becomes angry, turning his wrath upon his subjects, blaming 
them for the Eclipse and demanding that they solve the problem to reconnect him to the 
divine.  

“I	really	wish	you	wouldn’t	go,	Divri.		The	elders	can	be	
trusted, you know.  They know their craft.”  

Leeba	tucks	another	pair	of	leaf	pants	into	Divri’s	travel	
pouch, which she is making ready for him to take with 
him	on	his	trip	to	Poman.		Leeba,	Divri’s	lover	and	trusted	
companion, has been summoned to his private chamber 
to help him prepare for his trip.  Divri relies on her for 
many of his affairs because she also serves as court li-
aison.  Most of the time, Leeba supports wholeheartedly 
Divri’s	 decisions.	 	 She	 does	 not	 resist	 or	 even	 question	
Divri’s	counsel.		However,	this	time	she	cannot	agree	and	

lending	her	support	to	this	trip	to	Poman	seems	a	folly,	to	be	sure.		

“I do value the elders,” Divri responds, looking over his packing list.  “but I just have a 
feeling this is predicament is about me.  I just know I have done something to provoke the 
gods.		Tristan	is	counting	on	me	to	keep	them	safe.		I	feel	that	the	Pomans	will	be	able	to	
tell me what it is that I have done, or what is wrong with me.”  

Leeba	maintains	her	objection.		“You	know	that	the	Pomans	cannot	be	trusted,”	she	says.		
“They may be knowledgeable, but they are dangerous!  They deceive and have a tendency 
to exaggerate the truth.  They are not the only wise ones in the land.  I am afraid for you.  
That	desert	is	a	path	of	life-sucking	heat	and	despair!”		

Divri	does	not	look	up	as	Leeba	lays	her	indictment	out	of	the	Pomans.		He	stays	focused	
on his list of what he will need for his trip.  

“I	can’t	explain	it,	other	than	to	say	that	I	strongly	feel	the	need	to	speak	with	them.		That’s	

[2] Realistic Assessment
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all	I	know.”		Divri	is	standing	firm	on	his	decision	to	go.
  
Leeba	sighs	as	she	places	the	final	garments	into	the	pouch,	sealing	it.		Divri,	aware	of	her	
distress, folds his list and walks over to Leeba.  He takes her in his arms and kisses her 
cheek.  

“Be	not	afraid,	my	love.		I	know	what	I	am	doing.		I’ll	be	back	before	you	realize	I	am	
gone. “ Divri gives her a warm hug, holding her tightly for reassurance.  He activates his 
head	flutes,	playhing	a	peaceful	song	for	her	to	further	calm	her	fears.		With	a	final	good-
bye, he wipes a tear from her eye before bidding her adieu for his journey eastward.

Divri’s	court	 is	all	a-stir.	 	Volden	and	Drishti	arrive	 in	a	flurry	of	anxiety,	carrying	 the	
satchel of purple gems.  Excitement penetrates throughout the crowds who are anxiously 
awaiting the power cells and their restoration.  Their leaves are starting to turn color and 
lose	their	vibrance	and	life.		Word	comes	from	Leeba,	acting	ruler	in	Divri’s	absence,	that	
Volden has arrived with gems, wanting desperately to speak to Divri.  

“I will speak with them,” Leeba says authoritatively.  “Divri is away at the present time.  
But please bring them to me here at court.”  Leeba is anxious for a taste of real light and 
normality.  

Volden and Drishti arrive, both in a huff, both talking at once in a scrambled jumble of 
chatter.  

“Good	heavens!”		Leeba	says	sternly.		“One	at	a	time.		Please!”

Volden	starts.		“Your	Grace.		My	apologies.		It’s	just	that	we	have	such	grave	news.		We	
must speak to Divri at once.”  

Looking	at	them	bewildered,	Leeba	says,	“	He	has	just	left	on	a	journey	to	Poman,	and	we	
do not know when he will return for sure. “

“Poman!”Drishti	shouts	with	alarm.		“Why	on	earth	would	he	go	there?!”

“It	is	not,”	Leeba	reminds	him,	“for	his	people	to	question	Divri’s	choices	and	leadership.		
He	is	doing	this	for	the	benefit	of	all.		Now	tell	me,	what	news	do	you	have?”		Leeba		asks,	
sitting	down	in	Divri’s	official,	cushioned	seat.		
“Your	Grace,”	Volden	 starts.	 	 “I	have	 recently	come	upon	a	very	 rare	gemstone	 in	 the	
mines.		I	was	ever	so	excited	at	first,	believing	it	to	be	a	blessing	for	us	all.		However,	after	
Drishti’s	inspection…”

[8] Momentum

Divri, consulting the Pomans, intuits information using his feelings.  He is masterful at doing this, 
relying too heavily upon feelings for fact gathering, ignoring logic and other instincts.  Like the fan-
tasy fruit the Pomans serve, the emotional realm can stir up feelings that feed illusion, drama, and 
fictitious ideas about self and others.

Drishti steps forward, interrupting Volden.  “I must tell you right away that this stone 
is very rare indeed.  It marks the end of all gems and speaks of a terrible omen!  We are 
entering	a	period	of	darkness	and	chaos	like	no	other.		This	stone	is	NOT	a	power	cell	as	
we had all hoped, but a key to a magical portal doorway to another world!  The gods have 
seen	fit	to	give	us	this	tiny	ray	of	hope	in	the	midst	of	harsh	and	wicked	times.”		Dristi	is	
fretful and scared.  

Volden reaches into his satchel and removes the stone.  

“We have broken the stone into amulet fragments as instructed to do by the stone itself.  
We are to distribute them to those deemed only the most trustworthy.  We knew that Divri 
should be made aware of this immediately.”  
Volden hands Leeba the stone.  

“So,	this	is	a	key?		And	where,	pray	tell,	is	this	magical	door?”			Leeba	asks	skeptically.		

Drishti	steps	closer	to	Leeba,	wide-eyed.		

“More	bad	news,	I’m	afraid.		Unfortunately,	I	saw	in	the	crystal	this	doorway	in	the	desert	
badlands	of	the	Whahi.		It	will	be	difficult	to	get	to	it	for	two	reasons.		Obviously,	the	first	
is the danger of capture by the Whahi, and the second reason is that this portal doorway is 
disguised as an ordinary desert arch.  One amongst hundreds that are carved by nature in 
the desert rock face.”

Leeba	studies	the	gemstone	fit	snugly	into	the	palm	of	her	hand.		

“Volden,	I	will	charge	you	to	assemble	a	search	party	to	seek	out	this	door.		Perhaps	the	
stones will give you some indication or guidance when approaching the doorway.”  
“Let us hope,” says Volden, scratching his head as he anticipates and wonders about his 
future fate.

A	 surge	 of	 energy	 pulsates	 through	 his	 prickly	 flesh	 as	
Thorley bounds through the desert arch, now a doorway 
into another world.  The powerful sunlight on the other side 
of the arch is like nothing he has ever experienced before.  
Clarity of mind and grounded energy bring his focus into 
pointed concentration on his target, just a little way off in 
the distance.  The desperate organic has reached the stone 
obelisk, a large stone pillar with a polished oval head, cov-
ered	 with	 nine	 key-hole	 openings	 of	 various	 shapes	 and	
sizes.		She	fumbles	madly	with	a	gemstone,	searching	for	
the	fit,	keenly	aware	that	her	time	is	running	out.		Behind	

Thorley,	Livius,	Consus,	and	Acantha	creep	their	ways	into	the	field,	less	apt	than	Thorley	
appears to be bounding into the unknown.  They, too, feel the powerful sun, experiencing 
an instant vitality as the solar nutrients permeate their beings.  After much fumbling, the 
organic	finds	a	fit	for	her	stone	in	the	obelisk,	but	not	before	Thorley	reaches	her,	slicing	
off	her	left	arm	with	a	clean	stroke	of	his	axe.		She	squeals,	falling	to	her	knees	in	agony.		
The limb will grow back, but not for some time.  In an instant, she is rendered helpless 
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against her captor.  As he grabs her, jerking her violently to her feet, Thorley is distracted 
by	a	glow	of	light	off	in	the	distance,	which	was	triggered	by	the	fitted	gemstone.		Looking	
around,	Thorley	observes	another	archway	standing	in	an	open	field,	with	light	streaming	
from its opening.  He then notices eight other such arches in measured distances circling 
the obelisk.  They, however, are darkened and lifeless.
Thorley’s	three	counterparts	catch	up	with	him,	taking	no	notice	of	the	glowing	door,	but	
rather	delighted	to	see	he	has	apprehended	their	target,	ending	their	hunger	for	fresh	Po-
man fruit.  

“Good	work,	Thorley,”	Livius	says,	picking	up	the	organic’s	severed	arm.		“I	think	I’ll	
keep this as a souvenir.”  

“I	do	believe	our	prize	comes	with	benefits	beyond	Poman	fruit,”	Thorley	says,	pointing	
to the gemstone planted in the obelisk.  Thorley looks at the organic, trembling in their 
presence, and peers into her eyes.  

“Tell me,” he growls, “where are we and what is the meaning of this stone pillar?”  
“Master,	I	do	not	know	what	this	place	is.		All	I	know	is	I	overheard	the	Pomans	talking	
about a special stone that would open a gateway to another world.  When I had a chance, 
I	stole	the	gem	and	fled.		The	gemstone	guided	me	here.		That’s	all	I	know.”		The	organic	
shivered.  

“How	in	the	world	did	you	escape	the	Pomans?”		Acantha	demands	sharply.		

The organic trembled, but in a low voice says, “Their power is diminished with the absence 
of light.  Their wisdom told them of this gateway as a means of restoring their powers.”  

“I bet they are pissed off now,” Livius says, eyeing the precious gemstone.  

“I expect they will reward us greatly when we return with the stone and directions to the 
archway,” Consus says with a sly grin.  

Perhaps	 the	bright	 light	and	unfamiliar	 surroundings	distracted	 the	Whahi,	but	 a	 sharp	
blow to the face knocks Thorley off his feet and the organic slips out of his grasp.  The 
powerful solar rays grow her limb  back quickly giving her a surprise advantage.  Before 
they know what has happened, the organic is well out of reach and danger.  Like a shot, 
she runs to the doorway, disappearing out of sight into the light.  

Enraged, Thorley leaps to his feet.  “After her!” he yells.  

Acantha grabs his arm.

“Wait, Thorley.  Look!  The light from the doorway through which we entered is about to 
fade.  Our way back may be closing!”  

“I	think	she	may	be	right,”	Livius	says,	wide-eyed.	

With a disgruntled sigh, Thorley abandons his pursuit of the prisoner, grabbing the gem-
stone from the obelisk.  

The Amethyst level is a “we” meme.  Instead of Divri looking out for his own best interests and inside 
himself for answers, he looks to his kin and elders for guidance and support as seen here in his quest 
for wisdom from the exiled tree of wisdom/knowledge of Poman. 

At Amethyst level, everything has meaning.  Seemingly ordinary fireflies are attributed souls of the 
departed and viewed as signs of good luck and protection in this animistic level of consciousness.  

“Hurry.		Let’s	return	before	it’s	too	late.”		

They manage to reach the archway, passing through just in time, as the light fades com-
pletely away.  The night sky and desert sand await them as they stand by the base of the 
archway, wondering if they have had a dream.  Thorley then turns to the others.

“Quickly.		Let’s	go	to	Poman	Isle.		We	have	much	to	tell.”

Divri	is	nearing	the	bridge	to	Poman	and	is	surprised	that	he	has	traveled	so	far	and	has	not	
yet encountered even one Whahi warrior in the desert.  His torch light in the barren plains 
is a dead giveaway of his presence, and he expects a cactus warrior to come slashing at 
any	moment.		Regardless,	he	is	ready	for	them,	activating	his	head	flutes	to	play	a	hypnotic	
song	and	lull	them	to	sleep,	if	need	be.		Even	though	he	is	nearing	Poman	and	will	soon	
be	hidden	by	other	trees,	he	will	stay	keenly	alert.		Fireflies	emerge	and	flicker	all	around	
as he approaches the river.  A wooden, roped bridge across the river connects the desert 
sands	to	the	lush	Poman	Paradise.		Divri	is	delighted	to	see	the	happy	omen	of	the	Poman	
Paradise.		He	takes	a	bow	and	acknowledges	his	buzzing	companions,	the	fireflies,	who	
have accompanied him here.  

“Thank you, spirits of the ancestors for accompanying me on my journey, and for giving 
me favor and protection.”  Divri nods to the lightning bugs.  

As he walks over the bridge, the landscape transforms before his very eyes.  Instead of 
the desolate sand dunes of the Whahi desert, he is soon surrounded by a dense, blooming 
jungle,	filled	with	fruit	blossoms	and	exotic	flowers	that	emit	a	heavenly,	fruity	fragrance.		
The	sweet	smell	reminds	Divri	of	times	past	when	the	Pomans	lived	in	Tristan.		He	re-
members loving sitting at their feet as a child, listening to their dramatically told stories 
and gleaming from their wisdom teachings.  He then thinks about his decision to exile 
them	for	treason	when	he	first	came	to	the	throne	so	many	years	ago,	wishing	now	that	
things might have gone differently.  Had they supported his reign, and not resisted him 
because	of	his	youth,	they	would	still	be	firmly	planted	in	Tristan.

“Perhaps	they	were	right,	and	we	should	have	listened	to	them,”	Divri	now	laments.		“May-
be if I had been more mature, I would not have brought down such a calamity upon us.”  

He feels especially vulnerable, believing they will see with their wisdom that he is the 
cause of the dark plague. Maybe they will even strike him down before he is able to make 
his plea to them.  He rehearses in his mind what he will say to them in the most eloquent 
speech he has ever managed in his entire reign, to mend bridges and to win their approval.  
He places all his hopes on the wise fruit trees giving him the vital clue he needs to uncover 
the	mystery	of	his	terribly	flawed	soul,	so	he	can	deal	with	it	and	save	his	people.		
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He	walks	for	what	seems	to	be	hours	along	the	pristine	cobblestone	path,	walled	by	well-
manicured hedges with a periodic tree holding ornate lanterns.  The path soon gives way 
to	an	opening	of	a	large,	neatly	trimmed	lawn,	lined	with	hedges,	flower	bushes	and	dotted	
with ponds.  In the center is an enormous fruit tree.

“The	wisdom	tree	of	Poman,”	Divri	says	reverently,	aloud.		The	sight	amazes	him.		The	
tree, illuminated with glowing fruit, seems even more ominous and powerful in the dark 
of night than ever before.  From a distance, a tree, looking like any other ordinary tree one 
might	see	in	Poman,	stands	waiting	for	Divri.		Drawing	closer	to	it,	it	is	clear	to	Divri	that	
this	is	no	ordinary	tree.		Stacked	on	top	of	another	are	three	living	creatures,	one	being	a	
male fruit tree, seemingly laden and adorned with bright red fruit, and two expects they 
will immediately be alerted to his presence, and start berating him.  But to his surprise, 
they	do	not	even	notice	him	at	all.		In	fact,	they	are	completely	self-absorbed	in	deep	dis-
cussion.  Divri cannot make out what they are talking about, so he sinks his roots into the 
soil to connect to their root systems, hoping to be able to better make out what has them 
so engrossed.  

“How did we ever let that darned slave escape!  If I ever get my hands on her, I will tear 
her	to	bits!”		Acutally,	Kepanah	is	yelling	furiously.		It’s	a	wonder	that	Divri	could	not	
hear her.  

“Our	powers	are	dwindling	fast	without	sunlight,”	Anan	says	flatly,	polishing	his	few	re-
maining fruit.  “I fear we will lose all of our slaves at this rate.”  

“That jewel from the Brood mines was our only hope!  Without it, we will never escape 
though the portal.  We are doomed to die!”  Lalita laments, waving her limbs wildly as she 
wails,	sending	her	over-ripened	fruit	flying	in	all	directions.		

“And	 to	 think	 that	 I	went	 to	 such	 ends	 to	 snatch	 a	 jewel	 away	 from	Volden’s	 satchel	
without	him	even	noticing.		All	my	efforts	thwarted	by	one	wicked	slave!”	Kepanah	cries	
despairingly.  

Ripples of light and energy beam from the trees and they stand moaning.  As it falls upon 
Divri,	his	head	flutes	activate,	playing	mournfully	low	tones.		The	sound	of	Divri’s	famil-
iar notes alert the three to his presence, and all three of them stop talking at once, turning 
their attention to him.  But instead of anger at the sight of him, the music evokes deep, 
sentimental emotions in them, causing them to cry violently.  The bitter exile washes away 
in	a	sea	of	emotion	as	tears	fall	from	their	eyes	and	heart-felt	longing	grips	them,	making	
them	wish	for	re-uniting	with	their	distance	king	once	more.		Without	the	need	for	words,	
Kepanah	 intuits	what	Divri	 is	 feeling.	 	 She	 leaves	 the	 trio,	
moving toward Divri, singing a seductive song in tune with 
his mournful dirge.  

O mighty prince of earth and air
Cut to the heart in an hour of despair
You’ve come away to seek out the light
And forsake your kingdom to end this night
Come merge with us and three will be made four
Combine our strengths and we hunger no more
But if you choose to stay alone
All shall wither to skin and bone
For none can survive if the mighty tree falls
And a king’s black heart shall end us all

Divri is overcome with emotion, and without thinking, he accepts the invitation.  In a pow-
erful burst of energy, he becomes one with the enormous tree, and a roll of thunder shakes 
the land as he disconnects his roots and energies from Tristan and focuses his life force on 
the	Poman	tree	and	its	paradise.		

The thunderous disconnect from Divri is felt throughout Tristan.  They know their king 
has abandoned them and their connection to all nature and the gods is severed in an instant.  
Tristinians begin wilting almost immediately, and cries rise up throughout the city.  Leeba 
is overwhelmed with despair, coming to terms with the reality that the kingdom is doomed.  
However,	a	glimmer	of	hope	comes	to	Tristan	upon	Volden’s	arrival	from	the	desert	with	
the gemstone.  Just as Leeba predicts, the gemstones act as compasses, leading her straight 
to	the	portal	archway.		She	then	reports	a	sunlit	world,	leading	to	many	other	worlds	and	
leaders that can revitalize them, lying just on the other side.  It is heavenly salvation for 
them	all!		News	of	the	portal	spreads	like	wild	fire	throughout	Tristan,	and	masses	form	to	
exodus	Tristan,	making	their	ways	to	the	portal.		None	fear	the	Whahi	out	of	desperation	
for light and the promise of salvation and a new world.

“I	guess	we’ll	know	soon	enough.		Let’s	keep	moving,”	says	Thorley,	who	is	also	curious,	
but not showing it.  The mournful music grows louder as they approach the giant tree.  The 
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Divri’s loss of himself in the Poman tree of wisdom symbolizes F.A.C.E. Four’s tendency to 
become self-absorbed in his own emotions in times of stress.  This self-absorption isolates him 
from others, furthering his suffering.  

transformation of the tree is obvious.  The addition of Divri makes the tree even larger, 
and all four trees are now entwined with musical bliss.  Lalita joins Divri music in song, 
adding	her	spontaneous	lyrics.		Kepanah	joins	in	harmony	with	the	chorus.		The	music	is	
enchanting, and the Whahi quickly come under its spell.  The Whahi enjoy several min-
utes	of	the	musical	wonderment	before	the	Pomans	notice	that	they	have	arrived.		Anan	is	
the	first	to	notice	and	to	speak	to	them.		

“Isn’t	it	wonderful?		Divri	has	come	home	to	us	at	last.		His	beautiful	music	has	saved	
us,	and	our	fruits	will	live	on.		He	is	our	light	and	our	salvation!”		She	seems	to	be	in	a	
hypnotic gaze.  

Lalita	and	Kepanah	continue	 in	song,	hardly	noticing	 their	cacti	visitors,	and	certainly	
showing no visible concern.  When it is revealed that Divri has made an unexpected visit 
to	Poman,	and	has	formed	an	alliance	with	the	ancient	tree,	the	Whahi	embrace	the	idea	
with	little	resistance,	captivated	by	the	flowing	music.	 	If	not	for	the	music,	the	Whahi	
would certainly be livid at his presence on their turf.  Consus steps forward with the am-
ethyst gemstone.  

“My lords, we bring you a treasure I believe you have lost.  We apprehended it from an 
escaped prisoner who stole it from you.  It is a powerful key to other worlds, of which I am 
sure you are already aware.  We bring it to you that your happiness may be restored and 
that we may be rewarded for our diligent service to you.” Consus says boldly.  

Anan reaches down and takes the jewel from Consus.  

“You’ve	done	well,	my	desert	warriors.		But	we	have	no	more	need	of	this	trinket.		We	
have Divri.”  

He reaches over to retrieve the stone, attaching the amulet to a necklace branched around 
Divri’s	neck.		

“A gift for you, our brother,” says Anan lovingly.  The Whahi look at each other, not sure 
of what has just happened.  

“But your highness,” Consus says gently, but pleadingly, “we are 
starving	for	fruit.	We	need	sustenance.		Please,	we	beg	you	for	some	
fruit.”  

“We will gladly award you.  Our fruit will blossom without end, 
now that Divri is among us.  Take away all that you can carry,” Anan 
says  happily.  

The Whahi scramble to the ground, gathering up the pummeled fruit 
all around them.  Filling up their garments with as much fruit as they 
can manage, they carry it away, delighted with the generosity of the 
giant tree.  Thorley, however, thinks they should receive something 
more for the treasure they bring.   As the Whahi fade out of sight, the 

Pomans	look	at	Divri	intently,	waiting	for	his	music	to	trigger	the	replenishment	of	their	
fruit.  Minutes pass and no new buds form anywhere.  Divri begins to feel the pressure, and 
changes	his	tune.		The	beautiful,	haunting	notes	suddenly	shift,	becoming	sour	and	off-
key.		Horrified,	Divri	scrambles	to	adjust	his	head	flutes,	getting	back	on	key.		However,	
the	more	he	tries,	the	more	horrendous	the	sound	becomes.		The	Pomans	cover	their	ears	
at the distressing noise.  The Lalita screams.

“My leaves!  They are starting to wither and crack!”  

Anan	and	Kepanah	quickly	turn	to	survey	their	own	leaves	which,	to	their	disbelief,	are	
also starting to experience the same, terrifying reality.  Before long, all three of them turn 
from leafy, lush fruit trees into dry, twisted deformed dead wood.  Before Divri knows 
what is happening, he is thrown headlong out of their tree and onto the garden lawn.  It, 
too, is fading quickly from a lush green color to a dry, bland yellow color.  

“What	are	you	doing?		You	bring	your	curse	to	us!		We	are	undone.		Be	gone!		Never	come	
back	here	again!”		The	Pomans	yell	collectively,	in	despair.		

Divri	gathers	himself	up,	fleeing	the	island	as	quickly	as	his	roots	can	carry	him.		He	wan-
ders for days in the desert, weeping at his condition and wondering what he will do next.

Divri shivers in the cold desert air.  He does not know how long he has been wandering, 
but	it	feels	like	days.		He	feels	so	ashamed	for	disappointing	the	Pomans	and	ruining	his	
own chance to get wisdom for himself.  He feels greater shame for the disconnect he feels 
with his own people.  

“Why is this happening to me?  What did I do wrong?  I should never have become king!”  
he laments.  

Desert	winds	begin	to	blow,	filling	Divri’s	eyes	and	nose.		He	retreats	to	a	small	cave	for	
shelter and begins to cry again.  His stomach aches with hunger.  Until now, he has de-
prived himself of any comforts.  But a glimmer of compassion for himself prompts him to 
reach	into	his	pouch	to	produce	a	piece	of	Poman	fruit	to	eat.		After	consuming	it,	he	gazes	
out of the cave into the night sky.  

“Perhaps	this	darkness	has	some	meaning	for	me,”	he	says	aloud.		

With	a	sudden	flash	of	light,	the	amulet	around	his	necks	glows,	as	if	alive.		Startled,	Divri	

The Whahi have discovered an amulet that gives the power to migrate to another sunlit world.  Why 
not keep this power to themselves?  At Amethyst level, individuals value the “group” for survival and 
value the codes of conduct handed down from the elders.  The Whahi believe they must remain 
connected to their kin even though they have been given the gift of salvation that they could benefit 
from on their own.  

[5]	Questioning
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grabs the amulet to get a better look.  From the amulet, a beautiful hornet queen appears, 
speaking to him.

“Be	not	afraid,	Divri.		I	am	the	Hornet	Queen.		A	Queen	of	Hearts,	you	might	say.		I	have	
come to guide you and give you wisdom along your journey.  A useful reward awaits you 
if you can use your body, mind and heart to solve this riddle.  

Heavenly secrets being darkness true
And mirror’s mysterious reflections of you
You’ve taken to heart the trouble of many
And chastised yourself and berated thee plenty
Now understand clearly, it’s not all about you
Look deep in clean waters to know what to do
So quiet thy body and make thee still
Know the darkness and trust its will
For from these shadows a light appears
To blend a truth and end your fears

  
With	these	words,	the	Hornet	Queen	retreats	into	the	amulet	and,	it	returns	to	its	normal	
state.  Divri scratches his head as he ponders the riddle.   

“Look deep in clear waters to know what to do.”

“Well,	I’m	not	going	to	find	clear	waters	in	this	place,”	says	Divri,	pulling	out	a	map	from	
his pouch to carefully study it.  The only location in the kingdom that makes any sense to 
Divri	is	the	Reflection	Pool	north	of	Tristan.		A	spark	of	hope	ignites	in	Divri’s	heart,	and	
his shame starts to subside.  He quickly gathers himself and his things and makes his way 
toward Tristan.

The	Reflection	Pool	is	an	enormous	lake	of	water,	stretching	for	acres,	supplied	by	healing	
waters.		Many	of	the	afflicted	come	to	wade	knee	deep	in	the	life-giving	waters	to	ease	
their suffering.  In the center of the pool is a smaller basin that holds sacred waters, re-
served for only the most special cases.  The waters are protected by wood fairies, and only 
those deemed worthy are able to partake of its refreshing, healing powers.  Divri rarely 
visits the pool because he is seldom sick and because the obstacles that one must mount 
to get around the fairies.  Divri, however, arrives at eh doorway of the iron gate surround-
ing the pool and pulls on the handle.  It is locked as he expects.  He stands for a moment, 
looking around to see if there is another way inside.  Divri feels a little sting on his head 
as	a	small	pebble	bounces	off	his	head	flute,	falling	to	the	ground.		A	small	wood	fairy	fly-
ing above the iron gate giggles as Divri looks up for the source of the annoying intrusion.  
“And who might you be?”  asks Divri to the small sprite.  

[7] Celebration

“And who might you be?” the impudent wood fairy says back to him.  

Divri	moves	closer	to	the	gate	to	get	a	closer	look	at	her.		She	is	a	tiny	creature,	a	quarter	of	
the	size	of	the	average	Tristinian.		He	two	tiny	wings	flutter	like	a	humming	bird,	allowing	
her to hover steadily in one place.  

“I’m	Divri,	King	of	Tristan,	and	I	have	come	to	seek	wisdom	from	these	healing	waters,”	
Divri	says	confidently.		

“You	don’t	look	sick	to	me.		Perhaps	you	are	sick	in	the	heart,	which	would	explain	why	
you	have	come,”	says	the	fairy,	flitting	down	to	eye	level	with	Divri.		

“Will you unlock this gate and let me pass?”  Divri asks politely, although he is becoming 
slightly irritated with the delay.  

“Absolutely	not!	 	No	one	enters	 the	pool	without	passing	 the	 test	first,”	 says	 the	 fairy	
sharply.  

Divri, moving closer to the fairy, looks into her eyes.  

“Why must I pass a test?  I am a king, you know.”  

The	fairy	boldy	hovers	right	up	to	Divri’s	nose	and	looks	him	straight	in	the	eye.		

“You	get	NO	special	 treatment	here,	king	or	no	king.”	 	The	fairy’s	eyes	narrow	as	she	
speaks.		She	flutters	to	the		gate	and	points	to	the	waters.		

“Access to these healing waters must be earned, or you will not value its power!”  

Divri, getting the message, decides it is probably better for him to comply rather than 
argue with her.  

“Well, then, what must I do?” he asks.  “I must have access to these waters as soon as 
possible.”

The	fairy	flits	around	him,	eyeing	him	up	and	down.		

“Hmmm,” she says.  “You are an interesting one.  The challenge is different for everyone 
who	comes.		For	you,	I	do	believe	I	know	what	is	needed.”		She	waves	her	wand	in	front	of	
Divri.		A	large,	full	length	mirror	appears	with	an	ornate,	golden	frame.		In	it	is	a	reflection	
of a thick, deep green forest of trees.  

“Tell me, king,” the fairy says.  “What do you see?”   A slight grin spreads across her face.

Divri rolls his eyes and is about to give the obvious answer when he stops himself.  
“It cannot be this easy.” He thinks to himself.  

He studies the image carefully.  As he gazes into the mirror, he sees something move.  
Amongst	the	trees,	almost	invisible	against	the	forest	background,	is	his	reflection.		With	a	
satisfied	grin	on	his	face,	he	looks	up	at	the	fairy,	hovering	above	the	mirror.		
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“It’s	my	image.		But	I	am	just	barely	visible.		I	hardly	stand	out	at	all,	which	is	unusual	for	
me.”  Divri chuckles.  

The	fairy	impishly	rolls	her	eyes	as	she	hovers	motionless.		With	a	flick	of	her	wand,	she	
vanishes	the	mirror	and	hovers	at	Divri’s	eye	level	once	again.		

“You have answered correctly.  However, I wonder if you truly grasp the meaning.  Luck-
ily for you, answering the question correctly is all that is required for entry.  You may 
pass.”  The fairy smiles knowingly as she unlocks the gate for Divri.  

“Perhaps	the	gods	will	smile	favorably	on	you	and	give	you	a	revelation!”		she	says	sar-
castically.  With a puff of sparkling fairy dust, she vanishes as the gate swings open.  Divri 
walks	through	the	gate,	stepping	over	the	edge	of	the	pool	and	wading	into	the	knee-deep	
water.	 	Nothing	seems	 to	happen	as	he	wades	around	 looking	 for	clues.	 	He	gradually	
makes	his	way	to	the	center,	where	the	basin	of	sacred	waters	is	situated,	fixed	on	a	ped-
estal and covered with vines and leaves.  Divri stands in front of the basin, remembering 
the riddle.  He quiets himself and closes his eyes.

“Now	understand	clearly	it’s	not	all	about	you.”		The	words	whirl	around	and	around	in	his	
mind.		Suddenly	he	remembers	the	mirror	and	he	realizes	its	meaning.		

“I	am	just	one	among	many	trees.		I	have	been	self-absorbed,	focused	only	on	myself.”
  
The	basin	begins	to	bubble	as	if	his	words	magically	activated	it.		Images	begin	to	flash	
inside.		He	can	see	his	people,	exiting	Tristan	and	fleeing	through	the	portal.		He	realizes	at	
that moment the effects of his actions.  Disconnecting from Tristan has caused his people 
to abandon him.  He abandoned them.  

His	heart	sinks	as	feelings	of	loss	flood	over	him.		Weak-kneed,	he	dips	a	branch	into	the	
healing	water	to	take	a	drink.		He	is	instantly	revived	as	a	surge	of	energy	flows	through	
him.  He looks down and notices a bud forming from a branch over his heart.  His amulet 
flashes,	and	the	Hornet	Queen	appears	to	him.		

“You have done well, Divri, to solve the riddle.  As a reward, you will always have favor 
with	the	fairies	and	can	come	and	go	to	this	reflection	pond	any	time	you	please.		And	still,	
there	is	more,”	says	the	queen	pointing	to	Divri’s	head.		Divri	can	feel	something	moving	
in	his	branches.		He	reaches	up	and	feels	a	new	branch	with	flute	holes	growing	from	his	
head.		It	is	a	new	flute,	and	it	begins	to	play	a	new	note.		The	sweet	sound	comforts	him,	as	
he	watches	the	Queen	Hornet	retreat	into	his	amulet.		He	leaves	the	Reflection	Pool,	and	
begins his long journey back home to Tristan, looking up at the night sky.  The land is still 
in darkness and he ponders to himself as he walks along the path to home.

“I	realize	that	my	self-absorption	has	caused	me	to	isolate	myself,	and	as	a	result,	every-
one has left me.  I will try not to isolate them when I am under pressure and I will try to 
listen more to others.   Oh, how I long for them to come back to me!”  

Then	a	surge	of	anger	rushes	through	Divri.		Clenching	his	fists,	he	yells	aloud,	“But	wait!		
How	dare	they	leave	me!		I	am	their	chosen	King.		I	may	be	the	cause	of	this	calamity,	but	
I am still their leader.  They have no right to forsake me in MY time of need.  I will make 
them come back if it is the last thing I do!”  

NOTES
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At	Amethyst	level,	Divri	personally	identifies	with	the	eclipse	
of the sun and moon.  He believes the darkness it brings upon 
the	land	is	a	direct	result	of	his	personal	flaws.		In	his	mind,	
the	gods	have	forsaken	him,	and	deemed	him	unfit	to	rule.		No	
amount of guidance from advisors, or evidence of astrological 
realities will change his feelings.  The shame of his condition 
causes him to withdraw from his people and succumb to sen-
timental feelings from the past, leading him to seek answers 
from	the	exiled,	emotionally	unstable	Poman	tree	of	Paradise.		
Things go from bad to worse when he aligns himself with 
their powers, disconnecting from Tristan all together.  This 
momentous disruption causes his subjects to abandon Tristan 
through	a	newly	discovered	portal	to	the	N-One	Galaxy	in	
search of a new world, and a more attentive ruler.  With the 
help	of	his	amulet	creature,	Divri	finds	wisdom	as	he	reflects	
upon	his	actions	in	the	Reflection	Pool,	seeing	a	glimpse	of	his	
self-absorption	and	how	it	isolates	him	from	others.		It	is	the	
first	ray	of	light	for	Divri	amidst	the	many	days	of	planetary	
darkness.

Questions	&	Self	Reflection
How do your emotions play a role in your decision making?  Do 
you	often	say	to	yourself,	“I	just	didn’t	feel	like	it.”		Or,	“I’m	not	
feeling it today.”  What other ways of knowing are there besides 
feelings when making important decisions?

Do you withdraw from others when you are stressed?  What are 
the pros and cons of this coping strategy?  

Summary

Amethyst	Level	Gear	
Reflective	Pool
The Reflective Pool revitalizes Divri, allowing him to see rev-
elations about himself and others.  

For all types, reflection is important.  But it is especially 
important for F.A.C.E. four.  Reality checks are vital to keep-
ing their fantasizing tendencies grounded in truth.  F.A.C.E. 
four will find great benefit in finding a trusted friend to reflect/
bounce ideas off of and gain clarity around situations and 
communication.  


