
The Duel of the Kingdoms

I have spent most of my life swiping food and supplies from humans. Being a 

Ranger, I can’t really ask for food because most Rangers are considered dangerous.  

Since I am a beast - a cross between human and animal - I am liked even less, for my 

piercing green eyes, pointy ears, and long, orange tail.  The only ones I can trust are my 

fellow Rangers: a timid monkey, a bald eagle with eyes that can see around the world, a 

ferocious, loyal white tiger, and finally, a raccoon with a fondness for anything shiny. We 

trust only each other for protection and help.

“Nala!” Gallant screeched. “Nala, they have started the warning bombs, the Duel 

is going to start sooner than we expected.” The eagle landed with a thump, exhausted 

and out of breath.

“What!? Why has the Duel of the Kingdoms started already? We were supposed 

to make it to Snow Castle before then. We can’t travel the plains with the bombs! And 

you can’t carry us all,” I squeaked. Why would it start early? Those kings know the 

Rangers have to get out of the way before hand, otherwise it just means more blood on 

everyone’s hands. Was the entire kingdom of Orandeigon losing it’s mind?

“What’s the matter?” came a low growl. 

Ugh, Storm’s knowing of trouble was a pain in the tail sometimes. “The Duel is 

already starting, we aren’t going to make it to Snow Castle in time,” I replied.

“What!?” Storm roared, “But the Duel only happens every 500 years! It’s only 

been 499 and seven months!” she shouted, her muscles tensing. I sighed, nodded to 

them, and left. 



What can we do? What can I do? I sat on a rock, trying to determine any other 

possible options. Suddenly, it hit me. 

That night, I told everyone my one crazy idea.

“The Forgotten Lands,” I said and everyone erupted into chaos.

“The Forgotten Lands?” Rocco, the raccoon, demanded. “I thought the kingdom 

lost its mind, but, Nala, why would you even have such an idea?”

“Can I talk?” came a shrill voice, silencing everyone. “Good. Now, let me ask you 

all who disagree something,” Coco stood up on his tiny monkey feet. “How do you know 

it’s insane to go into the Forgotten Lands? Sure there have been people who went in, 

never to be seen again, but maybe the reason they stayed was because it was so 

beautiful they never wanted to leave?”

“The sun stopped shining on those lands,” Storm replied, matter of factly, “They 

would have starved, it’s all darkness. Plants can’t grow like that.”

“I don’t care. I’m going with Nala at sunrise tomorrow, whether you will or not!” 

Coco stated, marching away. I gave a firm nod to them, then followed Coco.

The next morning, I packed our stuff up, and Coco went to grab breakfast. I rolled 

our makeshift leaf tent and stuffed it into my pillowcase, and Coco dropped a banana 

and two apples at my feet. “Sorry, it was all I could swipe,” he said.

As soon as we started, I could already see the looming darkness ahead of us. 

Goosebumps showed on my arms, and a nervous shiver rode down my back.

“Nala! Wait up!” came a call. I turned around to see the others bounding towards 

me. “You might need us.” 



A screech came from above, “Nala! There’s bombs ahead!” Gallant shouted, 

“Turn left!” We didn’t hesitate in listening to the bird, after all, he was the one with eyes 

that stretched over all the world. We walked for hours, turning to avoid bombs, keeping 

our eyes locked on the dreaded darkness until it stretched forever in front of us. I 

swallowed, held out a tentative hand, and put it into the dark. I shrieked as my hand 

touched something hard and I yanked it back.

“What?” Everyone else asked at once.

I gasped, “I don’t know. It was earthy and, um, leafy. Like it had a leaf, er, plant 

on it, but that’s impossible, because it’s dark, and, oh, I don’t even know.” Breathing 

heavily, I slumped down, unsure what to think. I looked over to Coco, who was staring at 

the dark, and humming an unfamiliar tune. “Coco, what are you humming?”

He looked over, surprised, and replied, “A song I heard as a little boy. It goes, A 

mountain stretching up to the sky; None have gone as high; There was no trace or 

mark; but suddenly all was dark.” Then he turned back to the darkness, and hopped 

inside.

“Coco!” I shouted.

“You’re the one with cat eyes, get in here,” he called back.

“W-what’s in there?” I stuttered.

“As far as I can tell, a big mountain, but you can see better in the dark. Come 

on,” he replied, not sounding scared at all. I gulped and leapt in, smacking my face on 

what Coco called a mountain. I stuck my hand out, motioned for the others to come in 

and then started climbing. For hours we climbed, slipped, and pushed. Finally, I rolled 

onto a ledge, and exhausted, I flopped down and gasped for breath.



“Nala? Where’d you go?” came a voice from below.

“Up here, taking a break,” I wheezed.

Coco popped up beside me, “Finally! Look guys. Light,” he said. I lifted my head 

to see, indeed, a tunnel with light coming through it. I heaved to my feet, and took 

wobbly steps toward the light. It was just what Coco had suggested last night.

 It was beautiful! Golden sunlight shone on the roofs of small grass huts, and 

flowers of all sorts grew. Tears flowed into my eyes as the others came and gasped.

“Everyone, I think we found a place to stay safe,” I beamed.

“A mountain stretching to the sky, blocking the sun,” Coco whispered, and Storm 

nodded, staring at the tiny civilization below.

“Yeah, yeah.” Rocco grumbled. “By any chance does someone see a bathroom?”


